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“This is jest the house you would wish to be 
in. There is an excellent library. » good 
parson, thereat French and English cookery 
yon ever tasted, old wine, strong coffae and 
half-crown whist."—Chicago News.

POPULAR SCIB1NOB.
—There is in the 

tion an induction coil capable of giving a 
spark forty-two inches long and piercing a 
block of glass six inches thick.

ENGLISH NOTES.coach. By some accident, for the days were 
leieuerly, and people gave themselves plenty 
of time for most things, the sound of Old 
Tom’s horn came tootling into New street a 
quarter of an hour beyond its usual time, 
and the train was already puffing to be gone. 
Joe had secured his ticket, and now fell upon 

porter, impetuously bade 
lese things into the London train, 

saw them hurridly labelled, took his seal just 
in time, and was swallowed np by the darkness 
of the tunnel before he had looked round him 
to observe his fellow-passengers. Light 
breaking in anew, revealed the florid coun
tenance of Mr. Sydney Cheeton, who held 
out his hand with a loud greeting. 
Joe took it, a little shametaoeuly, bat 
his friend was determined to make 
light of the previous day, and was 
even ostentatiously hearty. At Coven
try they were left alone and, having 
bribed the guard with halt a-erown (after the 
manner of a young British gentleman before 
Brinsley Sheriden’s grandson l 
goed gift of smoking-carriages), they 
to emoke at a great rale ; and it befel 
the course of the journey Joe opened hie 
heart, and, having first apologised once more, 
went on :

" I'm in a deuce of a mess, old fellow. To 
tell the truth, I was in a wretched bad tem 
all day yestorday, or I should never have
haved as I did to you----- "

word about it," Cheetoa 
mean to hurt you, but it was

ain’t“ Pooh 1" said Uncle George ; “you 
going to work yonr passage oat. Not while 
ron've got an uncle as can put his bend in 
iis pocket to help you. No, no, Joseph."

“ You’re very kind, unde," said Joe,
•• bat I can’t accept any help from you. And 
he wondered why did I never aee what a good 
fellow Uncle George is until now.

•• Wait here a bit," said the benevolent 
uncle, and with that arose, and left the room 
with stagey stealth. When he returned, he 
bore with him a sheet of letter paper and an 
inkstand. He sat down in ailenoe, and wrote 
in a alow and labored m 
produced a pocket book, from which, after an 
intricate search, he drew a crumpled receipt 
stamp. Gazing hard at Joe, he moistened 
this with his tongue, affixed it to the paper, j 
and then, squaring his elbows, he set 
his head down sideways to the table, 
and laboriously signed the dooument. Joe 
watched him, not knowing what all this 
might mean, until the sheet, carefully dried 
before the fire, was placed in his own hands. 
He read It with a swift moistening of the 
eyes, lese at the gilt than at the kindness 
which dictated it.

“ Thank you, uncle," said young Joe. 
•• God blets yon for your goodness. You are 
the only friend I have."

“ If they knowed ,’’ said his only friend 
i’ this way, 

wherever

statement any appear. He could lie, for in
stance, with a stolidity which defied scrutiny. 
Practice had done much for him, but the 
first great gift was Nature's. He was in
scrutable enough to have realised a Tory 
journalist's idea of a prime minister. His 
reepeotable oountenanoe, clean shaven but 
for its reepeotable tufts of grey whisker, was 
scarcely more mobile than a mask. Since 
he never lied apart from strictest necessity, 
he was commonly regared as a veracious man. 
He is not the scoundrel of this story-which, 
indeed, scarcely aspires to the portraiture ol 
a real rascal—and nobody who knew him 
thought of him as being anything but a very 
respectable self made man, who did unusual 
credit to his original 
remarkable woodenne

be could not be alto<flther a bad fellow, 
since she gave him sneù unstinted 
love. It stirred a vague comfort in him 
and strengthened him to approve of himself. 
He bullied his conscience into quiet, there
fore, and began to take quite a high tone with

i perhaps a good thing, after all," he 
said. “ A man ought not to be dependent 
upon anybody. He ought to be able to take 
care of himself. And I shall go into the 
world and fight for yon, Dinah, and that will 
help me. And when I have made a place for 
yea___ ” He smiled in appreciation of the
work already done—in fancy.

" Don’t mind about its being a fine place 
at first, dear," said Dinah, nestling to him 
and admiring him with all her heart—hie 
courage, hie misfortune, his love.

Not too fine a place at first," said Joe,
» but later on a palaoe of a place."

He said it lightly, and ahe laughed at the 
badinage, bat in a moment they were grave 
again. It was a bitter business, after all. 
When the time for parting came, Joe strained 

she hong about him

said, struggling to be brave, 
bless you, my own dear, dear, 

ever dearest Joe." _
At this courageous sorrow young Joe

m» Yds." he said, •' I will go. I'll go home 
and beg old Screed’s pardon,and I’ll—I'll tell 
my father that we're married, Dinah, and if 
he likea to cal up rough about it he can, bet 
I can at least feel that I’ve doted like a man. 
and not a coward. And if he likea to send 

away then, I can work with a dear oon- 
ce. and I shall know that I have done

Now/women have always been puzzles to 
me, and I understand very little of them, but 
I bave noticed in them one consistent pecu
liarity. If you once succeed in awakening in 
a woman that sense of protecting strength 
and tenderness which the most helpless of 
women are capable of feeling over even the 
most helpful ol men, she will protect yon, at 
the cost of serions wounds, from the merest 
•cratch of any little thorn. Dinah would have 
none of this wholesome and honest sacrifice 
for her sake.

"No," she said, fairly yearnin 
him and worshipping him for hie bare pro
mise of bare justice. “ Don’t vex him with 
any talk about me yet, my dear. Why, you 
know, darling." ahe went on, strangling her 
own hopes with the bowstring her saltan had 
sent her a month before, " that if you hadn’t 
known as it 'ud vex him, you'd ha’ told him 
of it long ago. And now you want to tell 
him when he’s vexed a’ready.’’

" I don’t care," said Joe, feeling heroic. 
'• He can’t do anything worse than he has 
done. I’ll do the right thing."’

But Dinah clang to him
" No," she said. “ Yon shan't ruin your- 

self for me, Joe." And she clung to her 
point with such vehemence that Joe yielded, 
and had all the satisfaction of seeming heroic 
without incurring any danger—a joy which I 
have myself experienced.

They kissed and 
wiped her 
write often.

" You’re not a-goin’ far away, my darlin , 
are your" said Dinah, trying to be brave
*" No, dear, no,"

JOS&PH’S COAT. martyr now, " if he asked my pardon £fty 
times, and that I should apologise to him is

ion"
the house,” said Mrs, Buahell, 
self and thinking it righteous

week lately a London firm im- 
r five tons of rabbits.

—It is estimated that the recent terrible 
storms cost the Yarmouth, Englani, fishers, 
150,000 in nets alone.
“—Lord Bute is about to build a new dock 
at Cardiff, larger than any now existing. He 
and his family have already invested over 
two millions sterling in docks. Cardiff mast 
be going ahead.

—The Leeds staff of the telegraph office 
there are reoeiving high honors for having 
transmitted to the London papers on one 
night of the Gladstone ovation over half a 
million of words. One London paper took a 
special train, with a parlor car for its 
staff to London the instant the banquet 
was over. The entire report was finished 
on the arrival of the train in London, and a 
mounted messenger flew with it to the com

ported fortyBY DAVID CHRISTIE MURRAY.
" Then leave the house," said Mrs. tiusueu, 

■till belying herself and thinking it righteous 
to do so.

" I can send for these, I 
young Joe, indicating the 
manteau. " Good bye, ft 
mother. When next 
insolent, 
tiennent 

With

egieterod in accordance^ with the Copyright

" I am not to be debarred, Mister Joseph," 
he said, very picked and precise in every 
syllable, as men only educated late in life are 
apt to be,—" I am not to be debarred, Mr.
Joseph, from doing my duty by any pretend
ed contempt you may assume. It is my busi
ness to warn you, and I do it without fear.
If my warnings are disregarded by von I shall 
carry them elsewhere. I have already 
told you that I have watched yon closely, 
witnessed your parting last night from that 
unhappy girl whom you are endeavoring to confess 
entrap." on his side. Indeed the

" Eh ?” saidyoung Joe, an octave higher ^Mrelwae conductedby people JJ*10

riSX- “d 1,e" * «ÏEtoÆ
,oar“id,he olh"inlhe •’ ÏÜÏÏS'StiT™ïiÿtfiÜî

raThX^“r,a:‘,,twa‘oh,°g °°a,d en‘
Ai IB»linit»nt three people were tremen- ol in eduction which h»d done much to 

doii".nrp.S£: Aodl^.onot tell who ... ...hen til hmil, tie.. For hi mother he 
the most profoundly .mazed «monget them. h.d an tilootion much leee teen. 
I record the hot. Tonng Joe .track the There lied ne,er been .ny eymptihy 
Beverend Paul end knocked him headlong between them, an tor “ 
into the arma ol Bnahell eenior, at that mo- knew ; .nd although hie .negativeJtnow 
ment in the act of entering the room. Father ledge wae neoeeeanlj incomplete, t‘ 
and eon regarded each other acroee the eeoai .a. a barrier more th.n “ê ehaU

rostrate tigore of the minister with blank lore', progreee. I regret that we ehtil eee 
.“'mentor young Joo waa a= wildly but little ol that hard old Ctirmiet, for to 

aetoniehed at hie own deed ae oven the Bev one who knew her well ehe wae a woman well
rÆSftl Te‘ h,,i°Kd™‘ :.?bh.n0:n7bod,B geve11=mrred;,a6,o: .nd

11 Why, wnel'e a., thie, " demanded ,h. ™^d."^g".‘t-d

said young Joe, scornfully morning that she might not make an "idol 
a the minister, who held a while of him. In this wise she succeeded in dis- 
rtinet to hie month, " baa the inaol- guiting her love ao perfectly lh»l jopnglix 

that he has been watching had grown up in belief that his very presence

suppose ?" said 
chest and port*

, father. Good-bye, 
When next you feel inclined to be 
sir, remember the deserved ehas- 
vou once met with at my hands." 

that final defiance, young Joe was 
gone. Be was very miserable, and very 
much ashamed ; bat there was not one of 
the three who remained behind who did not 

that be bad at least a shadow of right 
whole of this poor

his luggage, 
him get thei» It's Paris Electrical Exbibi-

I
—Charles Brush is said to have invented a 

new style of storing electricity. He uses 
metal plates tuat can store large quanti
ties of the fluid and retain it a long time. 
With this invention people ean make their 
own electric lights and ran street eai| and 
machinery.

The precision of modem engineering is 
forcibly illustrated by the recently accom
plished feat of picking up a long unused 
oeean cable from a depth of two thousand 
fathoms. The eoientifle engineering whieh 
locates a fault with so much exactness and 
•o readily finds a mere thread two milee un
der the sea must ad i much to the security 
and value of ocean télégraphié preperty.

—In his address at the York meeting of 
the British Association Professor HnxWy 
predicted that, fifty years hence, or in the 
centennial year ol the Association, whoever 
undertakes to record the progress of paleont
ology will note the present time as the epoch 
in which the law of auccessien ef the forms 
of the higher animals wae determined by the 
observation of paleontological facts.

—Experiments by German ee 
oertaiuing the peculiarities of 
light establish the fact that

station in life. The
______  »■ of his manner, and a

certain solemn drawl he had, were mainly 
responsible for the family belief in his wis
dom. He wae the final authority on family

The Beverend Paul had left the house 
when the brothers had reached it. Mrs. 
Buahell wae sitting in the kitehen with a big 
Bible before her, earnestly and believingly 
seeking comfort in the utterances of Habak- 
kek. There are people who find Christian 
philosophies in Solomon’s Song and snek 
satisfaction out of Ecclesiastes ; and Mrs. 
BusheU was of them. But at this 
sorrowful hour, a philippic egainsl jthe Chal
deans, “ that bitter and hasty nation," had 
little power to soothe.

" Brother George,"

'to gave us the 

that in —The English Medical Press gives the 
following warning : "We are oancerned, in 
the interests of of impressionable females 
and weakminded yonng men, to notice the 
arrival ia England of Messrs. Moody and 
Sankey of explosive revival fame. Former 
experience of the pernicious iuflnenoe 
of the hystero-religious mania with whieh 
these clever men are identified leads to the 
hope that most people will guard against 
annndue preponderance of the emotione

her to his breast, and 
sobbing.

"Go," she
" Go, an* God

reras I’d helped you 
forgive me. But

truthfully, " 
they’d never
goo, Joseph, remember as you've got 
in me. Allays write to me, my lad 
write to me."

Therewith the benevolent uncle squeezed 
his nephew’s hand and left him. Young Joe 
sat with bis elbows on the table, and looked 
with new born affection and gratitude after 
him. Why had he never understood Uncle 
George until now 7" ,

" A dear good fellow 1" he said aloud m his 
enthusiasm ; " a most kindly, generous fel
low 1» , .

And with tears of gratitude hot in his eyes, 
he folded np his uncle’s cheque for a hundred 
pounds.

; allays etid^i*
my fault."

ïlî

[to »■ oornzcsD.j
she said, as that re

spectable person entered, " has Joseph been 
a-aeking yonr advice ?"

*• Rebecker," Brother George replied with 
weighty solemnity, " far be it from me to 
deny anything as is true. That’s what 
Joe-eiph come to see me for, as far as I can

passion. 
—The etrange practice prevails among 

some classes of Loudon pawubroke 
ing Bank of England notes in 
London pawnbroker’s manager recently ad
mitted having taken in pledge from one indi
vidual two notes for £100 each, besides one 
for £50, and four for £5 each, advancing 
upon the whole £1 only. The explanation 
givon was that the customer had volunteered 
the statement that he merely desired to place 
them temporarily in sefe keeping. As a fact,
these notes were the produce of » robber;. _When the eerth in which » plant growe 

—London is at present infested with some j8 warmer than the air, the plant 
gangs of ruffians, each consisting of 40 mem- growa very thick, ceases almost altogether So 
bers and calling itself the forty thieves. inorease in height, and finally ahows deep 
Their organization and training are perfect, transverse rifts which make farther growth 
Their modes of approach when they have an impoB3ibility. These effect» were produced 
elected a victim aro marvels of dexterity, by philleux, who used a large dleh of 
and their codes of signals marvels of in- earth, in which be planted the seeds,and kept 
genuity. The number of each band is the earth ten degrees warmer than the moût 
always maintained. When one leaves there ^ 0| lbe chamber.
ere menyeeger to lake hi, pleoe, eo popular -The Superior Oomu-itlee el the Pana 
among London elreet boye 11 lhe rrofeeeion. Elcottio Exhibition have decided that though 
This fact buffle# the police and make, the ,be„ ,re lw,lve hundred French exbiblu, 
lactice of the banda almost incomprehensible. „nd bol g,„ hundred in all the foreign eea- 

—Pall Mall, London, is about to be further tiens, the International Jury shall consist of 
ohitecturally enriched by the addition of an- prenob and foreign members in equal 

other palaoe. The new edifice is, of course, to 
be a club. For reasons best known to them
selves, it seems that the Wanderers’ Club, of 
which Lord Headley is chairman, resolved 
that it was no longer desirable that 
institution should be the property ef a pri
vate individual, as many of the London dabs 
are. Accordingly negotiations were set on 
* " * acquiring it as common property, and 

building is to come down and a new 
to be erected on its site equal in 

the two great political clubs

ientists in Ba
the electric 

it is not qply 
healthier than other methods of illumination 
in leaving the air purer, but that it increases 
the power of tho vision in some respects, 
especially in distinguishing color 
green, bine and yellow are made much more 
distinct and marked under this light than by 
daylight.

pledge. AOLD FATHER GBBATPIPE.

Z An Inveterate Smoker Who Beached Hie 
Ninety-Eighth Year.

(From the Deytoa Journal )
The Hollanders are more given to smoking 

than any northern people—" dreaming with 
the eyes open." The boatmen ef the Treaeh- 
krit, the aquatic diligemoe of Holland, meas
ure distance by smoke ; from one plaee to 
another not so many milee, but eo many 

Chattsb IV. pipe». Entering the house, your host offers
Young Joe, his heart still warmed by his you a cigar filling ; another, often insisting 

ancle’s generosity, sat at the aide of the bed upon leaving your cigar ease. Some go to 
in his room at the Dudley Arms that Sunday sleep with pipe in their mouth, relight it on 
night, and eurveved the situation. „ Starting awakening in the night, and in the morning 
in this well provided way, it did not seem before stepping out ef bed. Diderot 
easy to fail in the world. Practically, as •* A Dutchman is a living alembic, 
everybody knows, there is an end to the pro- eigar is not the companion of indolence, bat 
ductive powers of a hundred pounds, the stimulant and aid to labor. Smoke is 

, a hundred pounds is a called their second breath, and the eigar the 
good round sum for a start in the world, and sixth finger of the hand. A Frenchman telie 
Young Joe saw already in fancy his fortune the story of a rich gentleman at Rotterdam, 
made Von Klaes, euroamed Father Greelpipe. being

little Dinah happy, old, fat and a great smoker. As a merchant 
ted him, and in India he had amassed a fortune. On hie 
a keen and return he built a palaoe near Rotterdam, in 

le poor child,” ho which he arranged, as in a museum, aU the 
have her marriage models of pipes from all countries and of every 

unstrapped his port- time. This was opened to strangers to whem, 
manteau, tumbled out its disorderly papers after his display of smeking erudition,he gwve 
on the carpet, and eel to work to search for a catalogue ol She muséum, bound in velvet, 
tho certificate of the marriage between Joseph with pockets of cigars and tobaeeo. Mynheer 
Bushell, bachelor, and Dinah Banks, spinster. Von Klaes smoked 150 grammes «
First, be made a hasty and confident grope per day, and died at 96,from 18 years of age he 
amongst the papers ; next, with a little shade smoked 4,283 kilogrammes-making an un- 
of perplexity on hie face, he took a more interrupted black line of tobaeeo of twenty 

refol search ; and finally, having separately French leagues in length. When but a 
examined every scrap, turned ontliie pockets, few days remained to complete his 961b year 
unlocked his chest and searched though its he suddenly felt bis end approaching and 
contents, and still met withjno success, he aent for his notary, a smokaaef great merit, 
sal down on the lid of hie box in the midst of and said, " My good nolaWBll my pipei and 
his tumbled belongings and clawed his hair yonr own ; I am about to die." When bot h 
with vexation. a pipe, were lightod Ten; Kto« l»!»*** *■“

"Confound it all 1" said Joe. " The will, celebrated over Holland.
somewhere here, I’m sure. I mast After the disposal of the balk of his property

______it by daylight." With this promise to relatives, friends end hospitals, hedielated
bv way of consolation for almost certain the following artiele :
loss, he undressed and got into bed. He - I desire that aU the smokers ia the eoen- 
had but a poor night of it, for Dinah’s try shall be invited to my funeral, by all poe- 
appealing face was always before him, Bible means—newspapers, private letters, 
and he felt alternately base and heroic oirenlars and advertiaamenle. Every smoker 
as he thought of hie encounter with the min- who shall accept the invitation shall receive 
ister. The candle burned down and went a gift of ten pounds ol tobaeeeand two pipee, 

result particularised in the upon which shall be 
8uoklelbnmbkin’s account of arms a 

Then the moonlight 
beam which traveled 

very very slowly across tho carpet, and 
rose very slowly np the fireplace, and when 
Joe had tossed about for long ages, reached 

the wall, and slid 
its brightness

re."
«« Why," read Mrs. Bnehell with her finger 

tracking the denouncing lines in the great 
Bible, " why dost thou show me iniquity, 
and cause me to behold grievances ? for 
spoiling and violence are before me ; and 
there are that raise strife and contention. 
Therefore the law is slacked

Bed,

___  end judgment
doth never go forth ; for the wicked doth 
compass about the righteous; therefore wrong 
judgment proceedeth."

"Well, well, Rebecker," said Brotigr 
George with a propitiatory accent, " W 
will be boye, yon know, an’ allays was.’

wouldn’t be boye if they wasn’t," 
Joe, with a touch of the loeal

old man sternly.
" Thie fellow," 

tndiotin, 
handkere
eeoe to tell me _
me this king time past. He says he saw me 
kies a pretty girl last night, and that he s 
going to tell her mother and my mother, and 
have ns looked after an 1 taken care of. And 
he has the audacity to tell Ane that nothing 
but close watching can save my—my sweet
hearts virtue."

O disingenuous and eowardly young Joe I 
It was not too laic even then, and one honest 
word might have saved yon, but you would 
not speak^il.

is a old man 
o’ warnin’ to 
down I An’ yo 
of a Sunday 1 "

“ Ha mculted > lady.” acid yonng Joe,“ for 
whom I have a great respect and regard. I 
never meant to strike him. 1 tried to lea 
the room, and be stood in the doorway, ai 
wouldn’t 1st me pars. Snppose a m-in had 

eked my mother’s reputation before yon 
married her, wouldn't you have knocked him 

' down?"

itaateful to her.
with a sore heait and with some bur

dens of conscience, the yonng fellow dawled 
away from the house in which he was 
born, resolved never to return to it. The fu
ture looked blank enough, for he had no 
business or profession, and bad discovered 
in himself no special aptitudes which were 
likely to be profitable to him. He had ten 
pounds in his pocket, and might be able,

"“Re
So, "They 

said old
™j’icph I" «aid Mrs. Buchell wararogly.

-■ Becky, my gell 1" Bald old Job. leoniog 
above her chair and laying a heavy hand 
upon her abonlder.

She felt the appeal thus conveyed, for she 
waa by nature a woman of much tenderness. 
But she only straightened herself and lgid 
her finger once more upon the warning text

" There’s my guide. Joseph." she made 
answer, when she could trust her voice, for 
she was sore disturbed, and her " wordly 
longings," as ehe called them, moved strong
ly in her heart.

Old Joe moved away from the back of her 
chair, and Brother George sat down with an 
air of wisdom on him,and looked aa one who 
is prepared to proffer counsel. There was 
silence for a time ; then Mrs. Bushell turned 
her head away and asfced :

" What do yon advise, Brother George? 
id Broth

aU thatbut,

"And I'll make poor n 
anyhow," he thought. She bann 
her memory filled him with 
poignant remorse. " The 
said to himself, " must _

With that he

poczet, ana mignt ue »uio, 
perhaps, on his personal possessions of 
jewelry and what not, to realise fifty. The 
prospect was altogether dreary, and in spite of 
his resolve not to return, he was conscious of 
a very definite longing that his father would 
run after him and take forcible possession of 
him by ear 
ingly haVe gon 
so that the

h and foreign members in eq 
bets. The fortign sections ate req 
propose jurymen in proportion to tbeir ex
hibits. The minimum number of the jury is 
fixed at 100. The committee will place at 
the disposition of the jury fifty gold medals, 
two hundred silver and five bro

are requested to 
tion to their■ a minister o' God's word, as 

likewise, speaks a honest word 
yon, you go an’ knock him 
a do it in yonr father's house,

linee."

or shoulder. He would will 
ic back—even ignomiuiouely— 

ignomny had not seemed 
ry. But nobody ran after him ; no 
ing voice called him ; and young Joe

insomnia—A short but excellent paper on 
and ether troubh-s connected with sleep in 
pereous of gouty disposition has appeared in 
the current number of Brain. The writer, 
D)ce Duckworth, deprecates the uee of so- 
called hypnotics as mi-aos of relief, and 
says that strict attention to diet, a free dilu
tion of the blood with bland fluids

vol the old 
structure 
magnificence t 
on that street.

—A peculiar charge was made ag 
ptisoneia at the Central Criminal 
London the other day. Some time ago one 

need to two months’ impriFon- 
other to one. But at the prison 

they exchanged names, the consequence being 
that the one that had really the longest sen
tence was 
himself by saying 
time, and waa wi

iUty if

restraining
went bia way to shame and sorrow, as many 
many a thousand worse and better men have 
gone before him ; for the want of one wise 
courage in himself, or, failing that, one 
word of friendly reeolution from outside him.

Ttiere was nothing to invite or encourage 
him in the blank Sabbath street, where one 
cur lay in the sunshine snapping at the flies. 
Young Joe had upon him an impulee to kick 
the our. but restrained himself, and went 
miserably and moodily along. It wae counted 
highly improper and even immoral to smoke 
in the streets on Sunday in that quarter of 

world ; but Joe, feeling that he was leav- 
the town and could afford to despiae its 

edict, lit a cigar and hardened himself. He 
chose a way which led him across certain 
mournful meadows, where the grass was 
poisoned by the exhalations of a chemical 
factory near at hand, and rambled on through 
frowsy vedure until he reached a canal. The 
artificial hills rose high on each side of the 
cutting, and on one side ran clean into the 
water, wooded to the very edge. On the 
other, the towing path was green except for 
one little streak. The water was without 
motion, or the place might have passed for 
an unusually favorable scrap of English river 
scenery. The artificial bluffs were bold 
and precipitous, and they had the 
merit of hiding the defaced country
which lay beyond them. Up and down 
the towing path young Joe wandered with 
the air of aman who had appointed a ren
dezvous. He waited for perhaps an hour, 
when round the corner of the farthest bluff 
came a figure in flattering white muslin and 
a straw hat. His back waa turned, and the 
new-comer, with innocent mirthful mischief 
in her face, ran tiptoe along the bv 
dapped both hands across bisEyes.

•• Guess who it is," 
blithely.

Young Joe returned no answer. The ex 
pression in the girl's face changed. She 
moved her hands, and saw—what she had 
only felt before—that they were wet with 
tejrs. She throw one arm arouod his neck, 

and seeking his left hand with hers, asked 
with tender solioitnde,

•' What is it, Joe, dear ? What's the mat-

mbraced again, and Joe 
ised brokenly tond

Bttb

ainst two 
Court in

tion of the blood with bland fluids, regulated 
exercises of both the mental and bodily facul- 

, together with occasional mercurial pur
ee, will commonly avail to overcome the 

mdencies and

Old Joe had been a little too bandy at 
knocking people down in hie own youth, 
on slighter provocation, to feel that he had 
any great right to be severe about thie 
1er. Yet he felt keenly that an outr 
been oemmitted, and that it must

1er George, venting an 
elaborate and prolonged wink upon old Joe, 
" I should advise as nothing should be done 
not to say precipitate.'

" Yts," said old Joe, nodding at his bro 
er, " give him a day or two an’ he’ll come

" Well," sa
said he in answer ; " not ties, 

gativc s, 
misdirected te

had been sente 
ment, and the

far.
"had to secure good" And, Joe, darlin’," she said after a tear

ful pause, relieved by many sad kisses, " will 
you let me keep my marriage lines ? "

She whispered the question at hi 
he bent over tenderly the while.

" Yes, yes, my dear," he ans 
ant to bring them to you this 
I was in such a harry. They are paol 

portmanteau, but I will send th

miaoireose
nights for HIH.

—It is said that considerable attention has 
lately been directed in Belgi 
system of depbosphorizaiion of iron brought 
ont by M. Antione Rollet, of Creusot. There 
are two alternative processes. In the one a 
cupola with basic lining is used ; the phes- 
phorio iron is mixed with lime, fiuur spar, 
dolomite, etc., and tbs mixture brought to an 
iutenee heat in order to obtain a liquid basic 
slag. In the other mt thod the depboephoria» 

ia carried on in a Bessemer converter or 
furnace ; the phosphoric slag whith is 

formed during the first part of the 
removed, and the other impur 
taken away by one or oth r of 
methods.

age baa 
in some

way be atoned for. He wee angry, but he 
was puzzled, and, as his readiest refuge from 
bewilderment, he looked angrier than he wae. 
As for yonng Joe, he began to feel that he 
wae dangerous and incendiar 
knocked down two meu iu one day, 
was now bitterly ashamed of the 
ment. One of the men was his close 
and tho other was elderly and laid under pro
fessional obligations not to fight. Bnt the 
more ashamed he grew, the more shameful 
hie last misdeed seemed likely to appear in 

r the eyes of others, and the more necessary it 
became to shroud himself in a sort of cloak 
of tacit scorn of everybody, and be sulky in as 
dignified a wav as came easily.

The rahlle of a silz dress was heard, and 
Mrs. Bushell stood in the doorway, by her 
husband’s side. At the bare sight of his 
mother young Joe recognized the hopelessness 
of any defense, and threw himself upon the
S0‘* Wbat’s the matter ?" asked Mrs. Bushell.

" Your eon," said the Beverend Paul 
Screed, removing the handkerchief, " has 
answered the solemn word of warning you 
desired me to address to him by blows."

•• Not blows," said the culprit^ from the 
sofa, hardening himself, " a blow.”

"I do not know," said the minister, 
" whether I received one blow or more. 1 
am still a little shaken by hie violence."

•• Joseph, ” said Mrs. Bushell, advan 
" leave this house, and never come back 

n."

sufferers.
the thing^’er, " give mm a uay or two mu ud a*

"DJoseph," said Mrs. Bushell, with on for la. 
,te solemnity, " if yon look fer any healin’ 

h apart from hie repentance, you 
will wait in vain. If you mean as I shall eome 
round, you are mistaken. In this ease, Joseph 

ty to be done, an’ I’ve spoke i 
•d a’ready.’’

Joe shook his head at Brother G 
lfully and George shook — 
r. Matters were growing i 

George, and

released first. The other excused 
that he was hard up at the 
lling to serve a second 
sidération. Tho two were 

guilty of a conspiracy, and sentenced 
to six months at hard labor, the other

is ear, and to tbe new 
iron brought

of this breach apart nth
okedHe had 

and hed7"

to three mo
ing . yon 

is dut
up m my
to yon."

"You don't mind my askin’for cm, do 
yen. Joe?"

" I was wfông all through," he said ; " we 
ought to have been married openly. But I 
shall de yon justice, Dinah. You know that, 
don’t you ? ”

And so, with pro
hopes, and with some repentances on me 
side, they parted. Joe climbed the bank 
again, and wavéd adien from the top. She 
answered with a motion of the hand, and he

achieve 
st friend,

be done, an' I’ve spoke my
last word engraved my nime, my 

mv death. The poor of 
body to the

CURIOUS FACTS-rother George
mournfully and George shook hie head in 
answer. Matters were growing rather bright for 
Brother George, and if the brightness were 
only nebulous as yet, it might reveal things 
pleasant to look at by and»by. Notwith

standing this cheerful inward knowledge, 
^however, George looked upon his brother with 
Sûolemn countenance. He would fain have 
appealed seriously to his sister-in-law’s for
bearance, and so have drawn from her a 
more emphatic and forcible denial of her 
own desires, bat he was afraid of that experi-

ont, with the 
Honorable Mr. 
a publie exe 
sent into th

nd the date of my ■ 
tho district who shall follow my 
grave shall receive each man, every year, on 
the annivereary ol my death, a large parcel of 
tobacco. To all those who shall be present 
at the funeral ceremonies, I make the condi
tion, if they wieh to benefit by my will, that 
they shall smoke uninterruptedly daring the 
ceremony. My body shall be inclosed in a 
case lined inside with the wood of my old 
Havana cigar boxes. At the botton of the case 
shall be deposited a box of French tobaeeo, 
re called caporal, and a parcel of oar own 
Dutch tobacco. At my side shall be laid my 
favorite pipe and a box of matehee, beeanse 
no one knows what may happen. When the 
coffin is deposited in the vault every person 
present shall paee by and east upon il tbe 
ashes of his pipe.’ . .

Tbe will was earned out. The funeral was 
splendid and vailed in a thiek eloodot smoke. 
The poor blessed the memory of the deceased, 
and the oonntry still rings with hie fame.

er New England day pipee are offered 
with the initials T. D. There onoe 

iris

a fire furnace ;-The people dare not even move their lips 
when tho Japanese emperor passes by.

—Many old Greek inscriptions 
alternately from right to left and 
right.

—The latest use of paper is the adoption of TQE EsaBNcE OF LITERATURE, 
paper plates by some of the great restaurants _
at Berlin. We have had a Golden Age in the history of

—The practice'of kissing is unknown among 0ur literature, and an Augustan Age (which 
the New Zealanders, Tahitians, Australians, gome great thinkers and writers prefer to 
Somaulis and Esquimaux. designate as the Age of Prose and Reason,

-Leonardo de Vinci frequently astonished which indeed are not bad things in their 
his visitors by jumping to tho ceiling and way) ; the present will probably be designated

-iS- «* - • <#- sjR&ys
-Abniù'BJreilto m fhti "^^7

il » carried by her friends to the ohurcb and 8|r|0 hae? been boiled do„n Blld paobed 
pul on outside on lhe Bbore nnder the oooob oloie in;„ lb, 6maiiMt compass, like lhe 
nut trees. tinned meats of Auctralis, or Brand's oonoen-

—Finding the arteries empty after death 4^^ essence of beef and mutton. Now it 
gave rise to the idea that they conveyed only jB tbe iurn 0£ tbe novelists. Misa Braddon's 
air. Hence their name. It wae this belief very well meaning, but perhaps somewhat 
which Harvey overthrew in 1620. venturous, attack on Walter Scott hae al-

—Tbe word dad is pure Welsh, and ie an ready begun to tyear fruit. Bulwer haa been 
interesting survival among us of the ancient already invaded, and Dickens ie threatened I 
British language. The beginning of the The great difficulty in all these matters is to 
Lord’e prayer in Welsh is " Ein Dad." hit exactly on the right person for each un-

-There aro many enrioua instances where dertaking. I venture to make a few euggos-
the lose of one sense adds to the acuteness of Hone : Lsndor ■ J®r

eo called by having Bre not ^nown HO well as they should
given to converts iu baptism as eubsti- ^ and are perhaps, in parta a little

tales for their former pagan appellations, todiouB Now, who so fit to take thtso
many of which wore borrowed from the -o band aa ti,Rt very brilliant and learned 
names of their gods, and were therefore re- wrjler who haa eo long delighted and in
jected aa profane. gtruoted man and womankind under the style

—Tho false pearls manufactured so largely 0f " Ouida?" for who, in this slovenly and 
in Paris are lined with fish scales and wax. euperficial age, can boast eo large and accur- 
The scales of the roach and dace are chiefly at0 » knowledg 
employed. They have to be stripped from y0me, 
the flesh while the fish is alive, or the glis
tening hue so mush admired in the real pearl 
could not be imitated.

—In Laregny, France, iu 1457, a sow and 
six young ones were regularly tried in court, 
on the charge of having mutdered and partly 
eaten a child. The sow was found guilty 
and condemned to death ; tbe pigs *ere ac
quitted on account of extreme youth, the 
bad example of their mother and the abs 
of direct proof against them.

Twelve Yeare of Silence.

Ky., about twelve yeare 
lined John Alford began 

mental derangement.

ecution.
process ie 

ities are then 
tbe ordinary

e room a
were written 
from left tooteetations, e 

nta
the mirror, and crept along 
slowly toward the window, as its brig 
faded and died. Then the swallow 
built beneath the roof pipes began to chirrup 
and the window glimmered grey. Joe pulled 
np the blind and lighted a cigar, and looked 
a last look on the familiar High 1 
last oonsciona look at leaet, for alway 
memory brought her budget of piol 
him
the grey de 
the closed

wae gone.

Chatthb III.
h" Becky," said old Joe, being perhaps a 

little more accessible to emotion at that mo
ment than he commonly waa, “ the lad was 
hard pat on. The parson go’s an’ says 
things to him about hie sweetheart, an* it 
stands to r'aeon aa Joe got bumped at it. 
He axed me, Becky, afore you come into the 
room, what I’d ha’ done if any man had eeid 
things to me abeut yo’ afore we got married. 
It wouldn’t ha’ made much differ so ro*. I 
think," said old Joe, driving one great hand 
into the palm of the other, " who le’t wae a 
said it. I d ha’ floored him, if he’d ha’ killed 
me tbe next minute."

1er George nodded gloomily in assent 
for it seemed to him an unanewer- 

t Joe'e favor. But

Mrs. Bushell did what she could to atone 
to the minister for the terrible insult which 
had been put upon him by her eon. Old Joe 
sal awhile and smoked in silence, and, being 
greatly exercised by the whole business, 
drank rather more whiskey and water than 
wae good for him. Finally a streak of light 
appeared, and he went, a little flushed, 
towards it. It led him lor a while by the 
road young Joe had taken an hour or two 
before, bnt he stopped short of the mangy 
meadow and sounded a heavy rat tat at the 
door of a smart looking house, which stood a 
little back from the lane. A neat servant 
maid responded to hie summons.

" la Brother George in ?” aekei the old

sir," said the damsel, and led the 
way into a gaudily furnished parlor, where 
in black broadcloth eat an intensely respect
able man in an arm chair by the fireplace.

"Joe ziph," said the intensely respectable 
man, dividing the name into two balanced 
syllables, "how are you ?"

" George," said old Joe, Mating himself, 
in a bit o’ trouble."

" You don't say eo, Joe-ziph," eaid the 
reepeotable man, with a wooden want of in-

‘ Yie," said old Joe, rubbing bis grey hair 
with an enormone palm. " I'm in a peck o’ 
trouble. My Rebecca hae been and ordered 
my Jo* out o’ my house, an1 he's took her at 
a word, an’ he’s gone."

" Dear me," said Brother George 
enly as before.

" Yes," said old Jee again, " he's took her 
at a word an' he'e gone."

" What did her order him off for ?"
Brother George.

Old Joe told the story, with rough-hewn 
brevity, and hia brother nodded now and 
then to signify attention. In point of fact, 
it interested him more than it seemed to do.

tty nearly as wooden as he looked, 
remarkable eye for the 

main chance. He eaw money with an eve at 
once telescopic and mieroecopio, and he 
scented it, or seemed to scent it, as a sleuth- 
hound scents hie game. Joe Bushell had 
made hie money by 
profitable patent, was worth a 
of a million if a penny, and lived 
than a twentieth part of hia income 
George had borrowed from hia brother to 
start life as a charter-master, had worked 
hard and lived hard, and screwed down all 
under him to the uttermost farthing, and 
having made his money chiefly by hard- 
fistedness, was hated by his workpeople, and 
knew it, and rather rejoiced in it than other- 
wise, as being in some sense a tribute to hie 
business capacity. He waa a mean and 
grudging creature, with no instinct of active 
dishonesty. He had a dull, slow, wooden 
dislike for Joe, because young Joe would one 
day inherit old Joe'e fortune. Not that 

rge had ever had a hope of it himself, 
he grudged wealth to anybody, and could 

have nursed a spite against the very walls 
of a bank’s strong room for holding so mneh 
money. And now for the first time in bie 
life dawned upon h m some dim fancy scarcely 
a hope, that he might handle Brother 
Joseph's money aa hie own some day. It 
was that dim fancy which made old Joe's 
story interesting to him.

" Now," said tbe father, when his narra
tive was finished, “ what I want thee to do, 
George, is just this. Thee go an' find Joe, 
an’ fetch him hum. Tak no sort 0’ denial. 
He can stop wi’ thee a day or two, an* then, 
when it’s blowed over wi’ Rebecca, he ean 
come back to me. Dost eee ?"

" Ah," said Brother George, " I see." And 
he eaw more than he confessed to 

He intended no wrong to 
anybody, but was it likely that yonng 
Joe would listen to his solicitations ? He 

nght not. And if that nngnided young 
n declined to listen, might not bis absence 

become a source of profit to hie ancle ? 
" Where is he ?" the ancle asked, after giving 
these reflections time to form.

" Wefl, thee seeet," eaid old Jee, rubbing 
his head perplexedly, " we do* rightly know 
wheerheis. But he’s boon’te send for his 
luggage.”

“ Ah," said Brother George again, " I ere." 
"I think,” eld Joe resumed, "as he’s 

by begging myself beck again for likely to send for it to-night Our Joe'e 
anything the world could give me. I couldn’t allays in a bit of a hurry, an’ does everything 
do it, darling, even for your sake. No, I'U hot-foot."
work for yon, and straggle for yon, bnt I ",Then," said George, " I'd better come up 
wont do a mean thing, even for yon." to yonr place, eh ?"

He said " even for you" so tenderly, and “ Jnst what I wanted," answered old Joe ; 
there was each an obvious self-accusation in and the two set out together. “ Not a word 
him when he said it, that the girl threw her to the missis, mind." G orge nodded in reply, 
arms about his neck and kissed him. turning over in that stiff jointed mind of hia

&*£ m:,hodB=r,rra^67'LSB rato°to

dear me 1 it’s no great matter for me to go on hifl poneh was a thing to be reprehended, the
z'zjz

No d„li=,'I aban'lfret no mo„ 4— ^“b

,ory brought her budget of pictures to 
hereafter, she brought that view, with 

i desolate dawnlight broadening
... ............ shutters of the shops, and
heard distinctly many a time, by memory’s 
magic, tbe stately step of the peeler—" the 
bine robed guardian of the city streets,* as a 
minor poet called him onoe upon a time— 
patrolling the silent highway.

I -the present writer—have found it neces
sary, for one reason or another, to face the 
world anew a . often, and nnder such vary
ing circumstances, that I have almost worn 
ont the sensations attendant on the process. 
But striving as a faithful chronicler should 
strive to project myself into Young 
Joe’s personality, I succeed chiefly in 
calling to mind my first impressions 
of that melancholy yet inspiriting 
business. I recall the heartache and 
the sense of froedom-tbe regrets for past 
folly and the promisee of amendment eo de
voutly swern—the dear regard for parted 
fnends, the hope to meet again, tbe determin
ation to return triumphant.

All these held sway in the young fellow a 
heart. Bnt for Uncle George's news of the 
attitude of father and mother, he could will
ingly have gone home again to sey good-bye, 
net without hope of no good bye being eaid. 
Shame palled him both ways, now home- 
wards, now abroad. After all, going back was 
out of the question. He packed carefully, 
purposing to go once more through hie pa
pers, bat when he came to them he eaid, 
without being quite certain of the motive 
which moved, him, " I’ll look into them 
the way," and eo thrnst them anew into 
portmanteau, and waited drearily for some 
signs of life in the hotel.

At the first sound of opening be
rang his bell, and demanded of Boots, Who 
came unkempt and sleepy, the time table 
for London. The railway had not reached 
the outlying Black Oonntry towns at this 
time, but coaches ran through most
of them to the great New street
station in Birmingham, a marvel of art 
whose vast glass roof was in these days, as I 
ean just remember, an object of unfading 
wonder to the populace. The coach would 
start in time to catch the mid day tram, and 
there were foor hours to wait. He went 
down-stairs and eat alone in the dismal 
eoffee-room, and being presently broken in 
upon by a damsel in curl-papers, asked for 
breakfast, and in an hoar’s time attacked 
with languid appetite a cindery dish of eggs 
and bseon, and investigated a funeral looking 
Britannia metal urn containing a dark-color- 
ed semi liquid tepid concoction announced by 
tbe curl-papered damsel as coffee. After this 
he ealled dejectedly for his bill, ordered Boots 
to send on his luggage by the coach in time 
for the op-train, and set out to walk. His 
spirits rose as he went along the road. Town 
mmi in danger ot meeting town to day, and 
eome now alive may live to eee a vaster ^on- 
don join its scattered parts in the middle of 
England, forming one solid and prodigious 
city. But there were fair spares of field and 
park about the central town when Jee walked 
towards it, and here and there a rabbit frol- 
lioked across his path, and once he stood still 
to watch a weasel shoot acroes the road from 

ge to hedge, where a grey rabBil had run 
a second before. " The mellow ousel fluted 
in the elm," colts pushed tbeir enquiring
heads over the gates which held them from
the road, the sun shone clear, the wind 
blew warm. Joe meant no wrong to any 
human creature. Why should trouble weigh 
upon him ? He pegged on, with snatches of 
song on his mind, and high resolve in hie 
heart. There was gold in California. Jim 
Berks, the High street tailor’s son, had found 
a nngget weighing two hundred ounces. 
Gold-digging wae the readiest way to wealth 
the world had seen, and many a man pros
pered at it-Why not he ? The great Henry 
Russel’s songs were in vogue, and Yonng Jee 
sang jollily back to the lark and throstle:

he

eaid the new-comer All ov 

lived

oing, 
to it

in Newbunport, Mass., an eerentm 
e by the name of Dexter, who wrote bis 
with the suffix “ My Lord Timothy." 

He was a great smoker, and invariably used a 
clay p'pe manufactured in a pipe factory of 
that cUv. In order that his name or its ini
tials might not be lost te posterity, Dexter 
ndowed thie factory with the understanding 

t every pipe offered for sale ebon Id bear 
the initial letters of his name, and from the 
day of the endowment until the present every 
pipe made by the Newbnryport Mannfectnring 
company bears the twentieth aad fourth let
ters of the alphabet, meaning Timothy Dexter. 
Thus can New England furnish aDaxter tor 
Von Klaes of Holland,

sgai
" Ver

yearned over him, but she roust acquit her
self of duty first and be tender afterwards. 
She knew her husband would interfere, and 
she never dreamed that her only child would 
leave her .even though she ordered hi 

" Rot an’ nonsense I"

ary well," said the young man rising, 
at that moment the mother's heart Brothe 

to this,
able argument in young 
Mrs. Bushell held firm.

" I’ve spoke my last word, Joseph. He 
struck a minister o’ God’s word, in hie own 
father’s house, of a Sunday ; an’ if that 
ain’t worth sayin’ ' I’m sorry for,’ I've got 
no more to say."

Brother George nodded again in acquies
cence, for this view of the case also seemed 
unanswerable.

" Gi'e the lad time,” urged old Joe.
«• Let him take hie own time, Joseph," eaid 

mother staunchly. " When he’s tired o’ 
husks o’ the Prodigal, he’ll come back 

again. But I fear he’ll sup sorrow by spoon
fuls i’ the way."

Sbe left the 
troubled face, set 
whiskey before hie brother, 
gloomy silence for a while 
came to the door. Old

m“Ÿee,

man
angrily. " If it's anybody’s business to order 
my son out o’ the house, it’s mine. Fair 
play’s a jewel. Joe’s done wrong, but we do’ 
know— (meaning don't know)—the rights o’ 
this business yet. Now, parson, it’s your

oTd
th.tot"

Young Joe, facing about, 
took both her hands in his. 
glistened on the lashes over his gloomy eyes, 
and the girl regarded him with a lock of fear 
and anxiety. . „ ..

" I have bad news for you, Dinah, said 
young Joe at last. " I am turned out of 
house and home, and I shall have to go away 
somewhere and face the world."

•• Turned out of house and home *" ques
tioned Dinah, with brown frightened eyes 
wide oped.

•• Turned out

said the kissed her, and 
Tho tears still —Christian names are

DIO

" I’m
turn. Say thy say."

Mr. Screed answered nothing, and Mrs. 
Bushell, still confident in her husband’d in- the
terferenoe, turned again upon her sob.

" Leave the house, Joseph."
" Very well.'’ said young Joe again, 

passing from tho room went upstairs, 
began to pack bia belongings together. M 
while the minister told bia story, and f 
uie own point of view told it fairly.

" Mr. Banks," eaid Mrs. Bushell. " ain't a 
godly person, but I’ve known Dinah ever 
einee her was a baby, an' her’s as good a gell 
as ever lived, I believe. I’ve seen as Joe an' 
her was fond o’ each other, an' I always 
thought somethin' ud come of it."

"Cus it all, parson,’’ eaid old Joe in great 
heat, “ why shouldn't the lad kies bis sweet
heart, an’ why should yo' go and black her 
character to him?"

" I did my duty," said Mr. Screed with
^^Forgiveness is a Christian duty," said 
Mrs. Bushell, alarmed by the sounds which 
oame f om above, where yonng Joe was vigor
ously cording a box. " I needn’t tell yon 
that, sir. But Joseph shall beg yonr pardon 

’on his bended knees, or onl of this house he
8°"I am willing to accept his apology," said 
the Reverend Paul, with a real effort towards 
charity, which cost him dear.

Mrs. Bushell mounted the stairs and en
tered her sob’s bed-room. He was hastily 
searching lhe pockets of an old light over
coat, and when hie mother entered he threw 
the garment upon tbe bed, where it lay with 
all its pockets turned inside oat. Whatever 
he searched for was not found, for he turned, 
and, disregarding hie mother’s pres 
enoe, took a hasty look through a number of 
documents-old letters scrape of newspapers, 
and what not—in an open drawer, and then,

the FRANKLIN REMINISCENCES.

Captain Adame' Account of hie Recent 
Voyasree.

A correspondent has had a most interest
ing interview with the now famous Captain 
Adame at Dundee, and learned from him 
many interesting particulars of bis dashing 
voyage in the Arctic seas. He entered Lan
caster sound in Jane, giving the slip to the 

1er whalers, who love to haul in company 
and do not like to trust themselves alone in 
unfrequented regions. He pushed np Prince 
Regent's Inlet, but wae driven out by tbe ire. 
Crossing Lancaster Sound he visited Beeeby 
Island and then carried hie veseel to the very 
head of Wellington Channel and thence back 
again into Barrow Straita. He then boldly 
ventured into Peel bound and penetrated with- 
in a short distance of the spot where the Ere- 
buFand Terror were abandoned. Had Cap
tain Adams not been on a whaling voyage 
he eays he could have gene on and reached 
Deaae and Simpson’s Straits and made the 
Northwest passage, a feat never yet eccom- 
plished. " I believe,” he eaid, " that the 

passage ean be made by way ef 
Peel Sound, and by that way only, and that 
if Franklin’s vessels bad been steamers he 
would have made it in 1840. I may myself 
live to go into Lancaster Sound and report 
myself at Honolulu." Returning bom Peel 
Sound he again tried SI. Regent’» Inlet, and 
this time enoceesfally advanced to the very 
entrance of the Fury and Hecla straits. Then 
aa the brief season open to sueh haaardous 
navigation UBS ended, ha pnah#4 lor borne, 
rewarded by a most ample oargo.

A moat interesting inoideil in tbe adien. 
torons and fortonate voyage ol Captain 
Adam, waa hie meeting with aa Bagnimaua 
wfaoJold something wbieb abed tr«h hgnl on 
tho dark, pathetic alary ol the Franklin ex
pedition. Successive search voyages have 
almoal cleared the mystery which once sur- 
rounded the missing crews ol the Erebus and 
Terror. Tbe spot where the ships were beset 
by the ice and where they were etandened, 
the tote of th# commander and many of the 
crew, afl the* are points long ago made 
known to the world. But there was one 
matter which remained a mystery. What 
had become of Crozier ? OzpUin Adams here 
«marked : “ During the course of my
voyage I had on "board a very intelligent 
Esquimaux. He belonged to the Igloolik 
settlement, en the northeastern coast of the 
MtlviUe peninsula. He told me that when 
he wae a boy and traveling with his father he 
met three men, being tbe survivors of a party 
of seventeen who had traveled from two 
English ships far to the west. I showed him 
a chart and questioned him very minutely 
upon this important subjeet, but he 
wavered in the least, and I eould not 
hie story. He |tid the three men were very 
much worn and severely frostbitten.

" One was a great eaptain, and wae looked 
up to by the others. He died and was boned 
by them, and they cried very much. The 
other two men lived in hie father's hut 
tine, but they also died. All three were 
buried in their dothee, and the last tiro with 
all they possessed, according to the eastern «4 
the Esquimaux.” . ,

Captain Adams then showed tbe earree- 
pondent on bis chert tbe track of the three 
survivors and tbe places where they are 
baned, as pointed out to hit# by the Esqoi- 
manx. It is highly probable that three three 
worn, frostbitten men were the last survivors 
of the crew of Sir John FrenkUn.

enquiry, Captain Nileon 
reports from Gothenburg that the Oscar Diek- 
son wae crashed in the ice on the 3d of Aog., 

k. but that the crew were saved.

iiige of tbe classics ol Greece 
as ia displayed on every page of thie 

aocomplihlied lady’e writings? Tbe Bible, 
wboEe turn must soon come, might, with 
great propriety, be aeaigned to Mr Bradlaugh. 
Tbe Whole Duty of Man : a work far too 
little read now, could be intrusted to no fitter 
band than Mrs. Besant's ; and if Lord Rose
bery could snatch a few moments from the 
business of Westminister and Newmarket, 
there ie Adam Smith's Wealth of Nations, 
awaiting a congenial spirit. Mr. Augustas 
Harris might set to work on Colley Gibbet's 

Apology 1er my Life, or, as so grace
ful a tribute haa recently been paid to his 
knowledge of German literature and tbe 
drama by the Duke ol Saxe-Meiningen, he 
might very properly undertake Goethe’s 
Truth and Poetry. Boswell's Life of John
son, should be given either to Mr. Theodore 
WattB or Mr R. H. Shepherd, or, perhaps, to 
Mr. J. C. Ingram; but the chaste and 
sprightly productions of Mrs. Aphra Behn to 
no cue but Mr. Mullock.—London World.

and old Joe, with • 
acoo and a glass of 

The pair sat in 
when a knock 

Joe answered this

tobof house and home," young 
Joe repeated sombrely. " But don't be afraid, 
Dinah. I shall be able to take care of my
self and vou. I shall cast about for some
thing to do, and I’ll work my fingers to the 
bone rather than see you want anything."

" Turned away from home ? '* Dinah again 
asked. " Who turned yon away ? "

Joe related the incidents of the afternoon, 
with eome little natural bias.

you see, dear, there’s nothing 
go away and "—with a bitter 

laugh—" and seek my fortune."
" But, Joe,' eaid Dinah, " yon hadn’t ought 

to have hit him and him a middle-aged man. 
Wouldn’t it be better, darling, to go back, and

, as wood-

hit
summons.

" Wbo’e ?" theer ho asked.
" Well," said a voice from the dark outside, 

" as fur as my apinium go’s, it’s a young fel
ler o’ the name o’ Bowker."

" Come in, WiUiam," eiad old Joe in a shaky 
voice. “ What be yon come fer ?"

" Why, yonr son's at Dudley Arms," said 
Mr. Bowker entering the kitehen, " an' heje 
sent me np here t’ ax for his box. He’s 
a gooin'into Brummagem to-night, an’ on to 
London ■■■■■■■■■■

" Goo an’ say a word to him, George, said 
the father. * Do’t .let the lad go further 'n 
Brummagem. Mak’ him send word to you 
wheer he is, when he gets theer, an’ we’ll tek 
eareonhim. But, George, don't go to let 
him know as I ain't angry wi' him. Mind 
that. Do it all as if it was cornin’ from your- 
seif like. D’ye see ?"

" I see," eaid Brother George. Could any 
ing have been designed to play better into 
a hands of a respectable man who desired 

i an advantage and wae afraid of 
crime. He would not in this ease have oven 
tbe shadow of a lie upon his conscience. All 
that was to be done was to tell the truth, and 
oley met ructions—in breaking them. Mrs 
BusheU, without an apology, was implacable, 
and her husband wished to have it supposed 
that he also waa very angry. George knew 
very well that hie nephew would lender no 
pology jnst then, and began to look compla
cently on the promise of the future.

Young Joe sat moody and alone in the 
smoke room of the Dudley Arms, awaiting 
the return of his emissary, when Uncle 
George entered, and with a solemn aspect 
took a seat before him.

" Thie ie a bad job, Joe-ziph," 
shaking hie head. " I’ve heard all a 
from yonr mother and father. I don’t

wae in the wrong, not to say altogether, 
bnt you xnow as it was a dreadful thing to do 
— a dreadful thing. But look thee here, 
my lad," he continued, with a wooden as
sumption of geniality whieh went, howsoever 
unreal it might be, clean to the lad’s sore 
heart, “ blood’s thicker than water, an* when 
all’s said and done you're my nevew and I’m 
your uncle. Now, what d'ye mean to do ? 
They’m hard on yon at home, fearful herd." 

" I shall go out and face the world," said 
Joe. " I’m not afraid 1" 
course you ain’t, a fine built young 
like you ! It ain’t likely aa you would 

be. But look here, my lad—yea cant face 
tbe world on nothing. Ca.1 you, now ?"

" I have something to begin with," said 
Joe in answer. "lam not altogether with
out money, 
to me."

" Ah, dear me. Well. I can see 
as hot-fret as your father and 
come now, wheer do you think o' gain

olh

for it 
little

" And 
but to

famous
He
but he had % Near Alexandria'

ago, a young man car 
o show evidences of

n old respectable citizen, and 
there ie quite a numeroua family of brothers 
and sisters well known in the upper end of 
the county. He was'at the time unmarried 
and abont 80 years of age. He was rather 
good looking, tall and erect, and probably six 
feet high, end there was no apparent cause 
for his derangement. Some time after, dar
ing the fall of 1880, be was duly adjudged » 
lunatic and taken to the Lunatic asyl 
Lexington, where he remained a few mo 
ànd wae sent home by the authorities of the 
asylum as harmless, but incurable. He re
mained with his father a while »nd was then 
taken to the County jail at Alexandria, where 
he has remained with short intermiasions 
ever since. But the strangest part of the 
story hae yet to be told. Soon after bis first 
attack he refused to speak. Every effort was

i’ the morninsay as yon was sorry ?
" Good heavens, Dinah 1 ’’ His father ie aneaid yonng Jee, 

" don’t say hada’I ought. How ean I go baek 
and say I’m sorry? I’m not sorry ; and 
if I were, I couldn't go baek and say so, to 

them think I was afraid to faee the

remarkablyah

world." Slavery Again.
and thoughtful foe aDinah stood grave 

minute, and then said.
“ I suppose I moan't tell yonr father as 

we’re a going? "
"My darling," eaid young Joe, "yen 

mustn’t think of eoming with me. Not at 
first, you know. I must go away and get some- 
thing to do, and make a home for yon. We 
can't run away like two babee in the wood, in 
that fashion. It won’t ho long, Dinah, don’t 
cry, my darling, don’t cry. We shan’t be 
long apart. I'U take care of that."

" I don’t aee any use,” eaid Dinah, silting 
disconsolately on the side ot the spoil-bank 
and wiping her eyes with her tittle n 
apron—" I don’t see any use in being married 
if a wife can’t go along with her husband 
when he’s turned oat of house an’ home, and 
hasn't got anywhere 
can’t leave me behind—you can't be so cruel. 
No Joe, no, yon couldn't have the heart to 
leave me."

Joe sat down beside her on the grass grewn 
bank and soothed her, feeling himself very 
guilty all the while. Dinah refused to be 
comforted, and yet found bie proffered 
fort pleasant. But by-and by a ce 
coquettish little petulance took the place ol 
grief, and yonng Joe knew that he had half 
won hie cause, which he admitted wae a poor 
one to win.

“ Don't tell me, Joe," eaid pretty 
" as yonr folks are going to drive yon away 
for always-I know better. If you take ’em 
at tbeir word, and stay away a week, they’ll 
be glad to have you baek again."

Yonng Joe recognised the truth of this 
observation, but it played such havoc with 
tbe heroics of the case that he resented it 
and pooh-peohed it with a sombre gloom.

" It isn’t very kind of yon. Dinah," said 
Joe, glad to appear ss the injured person of 
the two, “ to make light of such a serious 
matter. And I would not lower myself in 
own esteem

Northwest It looks as if the days of slaver? were com
ing to us again. Paul Boy ton in his trip 
down the Missouri River ran across a carious 
matrimonial custom that the government 
should look into. One night he wae enter
tained by a rancher named George Mince. A 
romely equaw persided over Lis household 
and three pretty half-breed children called 
him father. To his guest be confessed that 
he had bought thie woman at Sliding Rook 
agency for a horse. He purchased her as a 
substitute for hie Indian wife whom he bad 
bought several years ago, married, overworked . 
and maltreated until she ran away. The 
squaw ia kept hard at work and the husband 
or master does not allow her to sit at the 
same table with him and boats her whenever 
he pleases. What Mince has done is a com- 
mon thing among bis neighbors. “Thie 
system of female slavery," says Boyton, " is 
mnoh more extensive then the public gener
ally snppose. Scores of white men are 
accumulât ng wealth from the physical labor 
of these poor women and their children." 
Captain Boyton says that a few days ego a 
white wood cutter bought a 12 year old Indian 
girl for 1150 at the Bethold Agency, and it 
was regarded there as an ordinary business 
transaction. As all half bleed children are 
entitled to rations and clothing from the In
dian agencies, the importance of thisimmoral 

ery question as a mere matter of govern- 
ital economy is self-evident. This ie a 

phase of the Indian question which is kepi in 
the back ground, but it is a fruitful source of 
evil and misery which needs immediate at-

nths

Geo
made, both at home and at the asylum, to 
induce him to talk, but without avail. He 
had a fair education, but neither would be 
make known hie wants. During all these 
twelve years he is not known to have uttered 
a single word, and has resisted the most im
portunate and ingenious efforts to induce him 
to speak. A few weeks ago, to tbe gr&t sur
prise of his friends he began to converse as 
well as be bad ever done, explained hia strange 
conduct by saying that he made a promise to 

t be would not speak for twelve i 
and tbe time had now expired But the re
turn of hie ability to talk, however, brought 
with it no improvement in hia malady. To 
all appearance ho ie hopelessly insane. Al
though but a little past forty years of age, 
hie body ie stooped, his limbs emaciated, his 
face haggard and cadaverous, his hair quite 
gray and unkempt, making him to appear a 
feeble old man.

II ie a strange case, and doubtless 
aa interesting one to modioal gentlemen.

but
as if putting off the search to a more con
venient moment, tumbled the papers loosely 
together into a portmanteau which he 
strapped and locked. His 
him with a cold demeanor 
longing ol her heart.

" Joseph !" she said harshly, yearning over

mother watched 
which belied the

to go to. O Joe, K
said he, 

bout it
■ay as

him hed
"Yes mother,' said he, looking up for a 

minute.
" Come downstairs ^m’ beg Mr. Screed's 

paidon, or out o’ this house yon go."
“ Beg his pardon for insulting me !" said 

young Joe bitterly, " No, tbank you, mother. 
As for leaving the house, I’ve been ready and 
willing to do that this many a day. It’s been 
none too happy^a home lor me, with its par
sons and prayer meetings."

“ Where do you think you’re going ?" asked 
Mre. Bushell severely,wounded by this last alia 
sion. " A wise son maketh a glad father, bnt 
he that is foolish deepiseth his mother, He 
that refuseth instruction despiseth his own 
eonl, but he that heareth reproof getteth 
understanding. Yon come down and be8 
Mr. Sceed’e pardon, or ont o' this house you 
go-”

" Very well mother," eaid young Joe ; and 
Mrs. Bushell, her mission having failed, 
went down stairs again.

" Joseph," she said, addressing her hus
band, “ I can do nothin’ with him. Will you 
speak to him ? "

The old man called his son from the foot 
of the stair», and Joe oame down with » box 
on hie shoulder and a portmanteau in his 
hand. He set them down outeido the parlor, 
door, and stood there sulkily.

“ I’ve heerd thie thing through o' one side," 
said old Joe. striving to deal henestly with 
the case. " What lu* you got to say ? "

" I have eaid all that I have to say," yonng 
Joe answered. " He was insolent, and I lost 
my temper. I told him once that he was my 
father's guest, and that I had no right to 
.quarrel with him. I bad him good afternoon, 
but he stopped me, and was more insolent 
Shan ever."

“ Now, look here, Joseph," said the old 
man : " yon ask Mr. Screed’s pardon, and 
tak’ them things upstairs again, and be a 
geod lad, and let s hear no more abont it."

"I wouldn’t fergive Mr. Screed." said 
joong Joe, feeling himself to be » very plucky

God tba

'ol

eecing.
bodDinah,

would betho
young

"Of
fellow PAYING PHYSICIANS.

It is the custom of the Chinese to pay 
their physicians when they are well and stop 
the snppliee when they are sick. A London 
dost centraetor some time since tried the 
Chinese plan. In his will he bequeathed 
•2,000 to his doctor, the legacy to be paid on 
condition that the testator lived two years 
after making the will ; if he lived fonr yeare 
tbe sum was to be increased to |3,0C0. As 
the dust roan, however, died within a week 
from the manufacture of the testament tbe 
doctor got nothing, though his patient left a 
personality of £120,000, to say nothing of the 
reality, London Truth says that this plan 
was enoressful in the case of the lato Duke 
ef Queenabory. He paid two physicians a 
certain sum per week for keeping him alive 
and in his senses. He died at 85 from a 
surfeit of fresh fruit, which the physi
cians mast have looked upon ae a gross, if 
not a legally actionable fraud upon them
selves. This is the old Duke who tbt_ 
to George Augustas Selvin, Bishop 
field, a principal of Eton and a so 
St. John’s eollege. Cambridge, who 
first Bishop of New Zealand, and

of varied sequirenmts and solid parts:

tention.—Breakfast Table.
Poll away, cheerily,
Not slow or wearily,

Bhifting the cradle boys, fast 
Working your hand abont,

Reekihgfor treMuro'i'tbat lie hid below.

And so on. The verse was not written in 
the highest possible style of art, but it might 
be interesting to know how many yonng fel- 

rs went ont ol England with that doggerel 
in their ears and on their longues. Joe was 
only one ont of many whe made it a part of 
the LiUoy soog 61 Gold’s great shrine.

He cashed Uncle George’s cheque at 
Lloyd’s bank, and drew tbe hundred pounds 
in sovereigns, influenced, I fancy, by three 
gold-digging visions. Paper ie but a poor 
medium between riohee and poverty, after all. 
You may be able to translate it into gold, but 
it has not gold's magic, and ean exert bnt 
little of gold’s charm. Iam nothing ot a 
money lover, bat I do yet care somewhat for 
tbe round ring of minted gold, and find 
something sibilant in tbe rnetle of ban 
paper, as though that rustle whispered: 
" Soon shall I fly." With the hard gold in a 
lamp in his inner breset-pocket, tied in a 
chamois leather bag, Joe wandered down to 
the station and awaited the arrival of the

shake
Buffaloes on a Railroad Track.

to and fro ;

tbe Northern Pacific was twice 
obstructed by buffaloes some days ago near 
tbe border line between Montana and Dakota, 
and was forced to come almost to a standstill. 
There wae a number cf soldiers aboard armed 
with repeating rifles and nearly every passen
ger had one or more revolvers. They all 
juined in a brisk fire at the buffaloes, which 
numbered sixteen tbe first time and twenty 
to thirty the second ; but the animals seemed 
wholly indifferent to the ballets. None of 
them fell or even showed signs of being 
wounded, and the train was unable to pro
ceed until they saw fit to tnrn tail and ecam-

—The haedsomest diamond necklaee ever 
worn in private life in thie country belongs 
to a California lady—not Mis Macksy. It ia 
made in the form of a marguerite, and 
•86,000.

—The latest Parisian table decoration is to 
place flat baskets of flowers near each plate, 
with She menu tied on tbe hzndle.

A trainAnd then, I have a little swing

my
for just

But,
loi"

•• I'd go to America," said young Joe, " U I 
only bad the ehance."

“ Merriky ?" echoed Undo Goorge. ‘>It's 
a long way there."

" The longer the better," said Joe bitterly.
Joseph," said Uncle George, 

say that. But if you’re
bent on it. why, I------- . No, no, Joseph,
don’t think en it."

" Yes," said Joe, "I’ll do it if I work my 
passage out. There’s room for a man to move 
in, in America."

"Don’t yon talk nonsense," said Unde

" Don’t n°*

In answer te an

us wrote 
of Lieh 
helar of

cost.
George.

" By jove,” qaoth young Joe, rising, and 
feeling already the glow of a successful ex 
plorer, "I'll show you whether or not I'm 
talking nonsense. I tell yen air IU do it, 
and I will"

—A sturdy old eon of the plough
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