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’■ XX.

THE CATAMOUNTAIN.

For some dey» alter the eooldent oa the 
Etre un, Brants Elliot seemed to here some
thing upon hie mind. He would ramHe 
away into the woods, and. Instead of hunt
ing, sit down and fall into fits of musing. 
Was he thinking of the him he had pressed 
upon Nelly's oheek as they came up out of 
the water ? Suoh things return to the 
memory when we are twenty-fire. He 
remembered everything very dearly, and 
could fed the girl's heart beating against 
his own again.

He continued to be haunted by recollec
tions of hia adventure, until one day every 
other thought disappeared from his mind 
but one. Daddy Welles announced that 
the catamount had been seen again ; this' 
time by Barney Jones, whose eyes were 
much too keen to be " fooled by a « 
mon wild-oat." The animal was a real 
•• painter," or “ oatomounting,” as the 
Virginia hunters called them. He had 
been seen higher up in tne Blue Ridge, 
but now he had got to Bohemia—there was 
no doubt about it. Barney Jones had seen 
him near his house and shot at him, but 
missed him.

Hearing this, Brants EUiot lost sight of 
all dee In the world. One thing only 1 
now necessary to his happiness—to go on a 
panther-hunt.

" We’ll try him In the morning, Daddy 
Welles," he exclaimed, with exdtement ; 
41 and if you won't go, I will I I mean to 
eee your distinguished stranger and hare 
his blood —that is, his skin—to take back 
to New York with me.” 
x Daddy Welles smiled sweetly. The 
ardour of Ms guest seemed to please him.

“ There wont be any trouble about my 
goin’,” he said. “I'm most as our’ous to 
see ther varmint as you are. I’ll jest send 
Barney Jones word to be ready by day
light, era leetlebefore, and we'll look up 
the calf-ester.”

Some ragged offspring of Mr. Barney 
Jones, who were fishing on the banks of 
the stream below, were told to notify their 
parent that Daddy Welles and Mr. Elliot 
would be at his house by day-light on the 
next morning to go after the catamount ; 
and then Elliot went to bed, and dreamed 
that he was engaged in a breast-to-breaat 
struggle with an animal of huge propor
tions, in the midst of whioh Daddy Welles 
tapped at his door and informed him that 
it was time to be moving. They break
fasted by candle-light, and took their arms 
— Daddy Welles his long rifle,and Elliot hia 
carbine. Both carried hunting-knives, 
used in cutting the throats of deer. Thus 
equipped, they mounted two raw-boned 
horses, sole equine possessions of the 
Daddy, and, followed by the hounds, 
rode down the mountain, turning 
to the left when they reached the foot, in 
the direction of Barney Jones’.

They rode on through the dusk of morn
ing up the valley, from which a white mist 
was slowly rising, as the dawn began to 
glimmer above the mountain.

They found Mr. Barney Jones waiting in 
front of hie habitation—a weather-board 
establishment, of moderate size, nestling 
down in a gash of the mountain. Bohemia 
gradually narrowed here, terminating in a 
deep gorge. Mr. Jones’ mansion, which 
was unassuming but looked thrifty, was 
a sort of sentinel at the mouth of the 
gorge.

He was standing by his horse, which 
cLeely resembled those ridden by hit 
visitors, and held a rifle in hit hand He 
was not an imposing figure in his old faded 
hunting-ceat, his ragged brown felt hat, 
and his patched pantaloons thrust into 
his boots. But then Mr. Bsmey Jones 
did not seem to care much for that. His 
expression of face was humorous and sar
donic. He expectorated with an indepen
dent air. He was very much of a scare
crow in apparel, but plainly regarded him
self as one of the sovereigns.

“ Well, here you are at last, Daddy,” 
Mr. Jones said. •• Fd a’moet began to 
give you out.”

The speaker bestowed a aide movement 
of the head upon B-antx Eiliot, and at 
onqe mounted his horse.

•• The rep tile was seen yistiddy in the 
Hogback,” said Barney Jones. “ Here, 
pup !—here, pup !”

This summons was responded to by half 
a dozen tawny hounds, who ran joyfully 
in front as the three hunters rode up the 
gorge toward the Hogback, a ridge parallel 
with the main range.

The hunters pushed on rapidly up the 
steep and rocky bridle-path. Their ob
ject was to reach the top, dismount, 
conceal themselves, and wait until the 
catamount, after his night-prowling, re
returned to hie den—which would prob
ably be about sunrise. Nocturnal animals 
—of the cat species, above all—see best in 
the night : the opal eyes expand ; in the 
day,the iris contracts. Like the burglar, 
the night-prowler takes the time when 
the world is asleep to attain Ms sinister 
ends.

They reached the summit of the Hog
back just as the rosy flush began to deepen 
beyond the battlements of the Blue Ridge, 
whose sombre outline was clear-cut againat 
the coining sunrise. They dismounted, Md 
their horses behind a thicket of cedars ris
ing in beautiful oonee, with bases resting 
on the rocks in wMoh they grew, and every 
one took his stand, Brants Elliot crouch
ing in the tufted head of a fallen pine. 
From his post he had a full view of the pile 
of rooks, which was not more than a hun
dred and fifty yards distant, and of the 
gorge beneath.

All at onoe an almost imperceptible 
sound, Hke a distant growl, came up from 
the gorge, and Daddy Welles, who was not 
far from Elliot, said, in a low tone,

•' Did you hear that ?”
•* Yes,” said Elliot, his heart beating ; 

" remember, you promised me the first 
shot.”

“To be sure,” Daddy Welles said, in 
the same low tone ; •• but you’d best keep 
quiet now.”

EUiot nodded, and cooked Me carbine, 
knotting on Ms right knee, and completely 
concealed from view.

Thrl— had been called in, end were 
r of their masters, plainly un- 
j that it was not time for them 

yet. The hunters, crouching down, re
mained silent, waiting. Not the least 
sound disturbed the solicitude of the Hog
back. Suddenly a twig snapped in a mass 
of brush in front of them, and a moment 
afterward the catamount came out into the 
open space, crawling stealthily, with his 
body nearly touching the ground, toward 
his dsn.

There could no longer be the least doubt. 
He was a full-grown American cougar, 
nearly six feet in length, with reddish- 
brown fur, white under the body, and 
dashed on the throat and chest with black 
and white. As he advanced with hia 
stealthy crawl he turned hie head from 
side to side suspiciously, as if his instinct 
led him to scent danger, and the glitter of 
his yellow eyes could be seen. A stray 
beam of the sunshine falling on them 
seemed to turn them to fire.

One of the blissful moments of life had 
come for Brants Elliot. His heart throbbed 
and his pulse galloped—his hand shock a 
little with excitement and full delight, 
as a lover's trembles when he draws the 
head of the one he loves to his breast. But 
the tawny head of the catamount was at 
that moment an object of infinitely 
greater attraction to the young hunter than 
could have been the curls and roses of 
the fairest fair with golden hair that ever 
1 ved.

He waited until the catamount had 
reached a point midway between the un- 
dergrowth from whioh he had emerged and 
the mass of rocks. Then, resting on hia 
right knee, and taking deliberate aim 
at the animal behind the fore shoulder, he 
fired. -

It was plain that he was struck. He 
uttered a wild scream, wholly unlike the 
low growl which had heralded Ml coming, 
and bounded into the air. As he descended

two other shots rang out, but evidently 
did not touch Mm. He wheeled, cleared 
a pile of brush behind him with a bound, 
and disappeared in the gorge.

"He’s tetobed, but he ain’t mnoh hurt,” 
cried Barney Jones | “ whoop 1 here’s for 
Mm1”

With thi» war-cry, Mr. Jones leaped ou 
hie rawboned charger, iheutedto the dogs, 
and rods headlong down the rooky slope 
of the Hogback, followed by hia com
panions, who had hastened also to their 
horses. Reckless of danger, and wild with 
the excitement of the hunter, they plunged 
down the breakneck road, intent only on 
following up the game.

After that it was more like a deer-chase 
than a panther-hunt. The dogs followed 
their foe by the scout, never losing Ms 
trail for a moment, as their furious baying 
showed. The game was obviously very far 
from being disabled by Brantz Elliot’s 
bullet; it Sadrno doubt inflicted a flesh 
wound and no more. The tireless running 
of the animal showed that.

Barney Jones even led Daddy Welles and 
and Elliot. He seemed to have made ui 
his mind to administer the fatal leaden pill, 
or break his own or hia horse’s neck in the 
attempt. With heels dug into Ms Rés
inante, and long rifle flourished above him, 
he hallooed on the doge, and went after 
them like the Wild Huntsman.

His com panions were at his heels, and 
they tan, scrambled, tumbled over the 
reeky mountain paths fer several hours. 
The dogs were plainly still on the trail, for 
the baying was as furious as before. But 
the game Was not giving out yet. He 
doubled from one end of the gorge to 
another, and then mounting to the I 
of the Blue Ridge, followed the summit 
southward.

Daddy Welles drew rein and said, look
ing at his horse,

•• Wall, old Tom’s nigh gi'n out, Barney. 
The varmiat off."

•• Not by no means !" exclaimed Mr, 
Jones; "he’ll double agis ; I’ll swear to 
it—If I ken only git a chance to empty 
mygun at him.”

He dug his heels into his steed, uttered 
his war whoop, and plunged on, followed 
by Daddy Welles and Elliot—for great is 
the moral influence of enthusiam. The 
three hunters disappeared southward, fol
lowing the dogs as before, and taMng the 
chances that the animal would double oaee

to double again, and 
id to a somewhat start-

He was goin 
that fact was to 
ling incident.

The sun had mounted high by tMs time, 
and it was nearly noon. The valley of 
Bohemia looked very pretty In the fresh 
light, and what made the landscape along 
the banks of the Falling Water more at
tractive was the presence of what painters 
cell human figures. These were the figure» 
of Mr. Cary and hia daughter, who were 
riding along quietly, admiring the rich 
colouring of the leaves, and conversing. 
As Mr. Cary had informed Brantz Elliot, 
one of Me few diversions, outside of his 
library, was to walk or ride with his 
daughter ; and on this morning they had 
set out on horseback to enjoy the fresh air 
and the autumn scenery. There was a 
picture»que route along the western bank 
of the stream, wMoh they could croaa by 
a ford above, and then return along the 
eastern bank, in eight of Daddy Welles’. 
They accordingly followed this road, 
splashed through the ford where the water 
was scarcely above the horses’ knees, and, 
turning back, were riding slowly along 
the bank, in order to return home by 
the bridge on the stage-road leading to the 
Gap.

For some time Mr. Cary had heard a 
distant baying in the gorge toward the 
Hogback, and had called his daughter’s 
attention to it.

••Some one is hunting,” he said; 
“ probably Mr. Elliot. He is a very 
agreeable young man, and quite a Nim
rod.”

“ He la very agreeable, indeed,” Mies 
Frances said, with her habitual mirth. 
•' I would set my cap at Mm if he was not
already engaged !”

" Is be engaged ?”
•• Well, f don’t mean engaged, exactly, 

pana ; but it is perfectly plain.”
" What is plain, dear ?”
" That he ■ In love with Nelly Welles.”
" Do you really think so ?"
•• I am sure he is. Mercy I you didn’t 

eee how he looked at her when the came 
down in my blue silk. There it not the 
least doubt aboutit,” said the astute young 
lady.

“ Very well, dear,” Mr. Cary said ; “ I 
am sure little Nelly will make him a good 
wife if they are married. She has a charm
ing face.”

“Hasn’t die ? I have fallen in love 
with her, and I Irish you would atop and 
let me see her to-day.”

“ Certainly, if you wish, France,” Mr. 
Cary said, bestowing his pet name on the 
girl—“ but take care of your horse. You 
know he is skittish, and I hear the baying 
in the mountain earning nearer. The dogs 
might frighten him.”

“ There is no danger, papa.”
•• Still, it is just at well to be on your 

guard, and to keep you reins well In hand. 
With a skittish horse there is always a 
certain amount of danger.”

There was danger, and a Very consider
able amount of it, indeed. They were 
passing through a dense belt of woods, not 
far from the stream, when a crashing sound 
was heard from the slope on their right, 
the foliage parted, and the catamount 
wMoh the hunters had been pursuing 
bounded into the path within a few yards 
of them. He was panting, and covered 
with blood. His red tongue hung from Ms 
tigs edged with froth, and his sharp teeth 
were visible. As much frightened as the 
horses, he uttered a deep growl, and 
seemed aueut to adopt the plan of 
cowards—that Is, spring toward the object 
of wMoh he was afraid.

The growl was followed by an exclama
tion from Mr. Cary. His daughter’» horse, 
wild with fear, had bounded ten feet, and 
snapped his rein. The oaf 
apparently with the intention 
when a rifle-shot rung out, 
rolled over on the ground, tearing up the 
earth with his claw» and teeth. He was 
shot through the body ; and as he writhed, 

eh of Mood stained the carpet of pine

ronaea ten feet, and 
oâtamouM crouched, 
.tendon oflapringisg, 
out, and flhe animal

a gush i

X Cary had seized the bridle of his 
daughter’s horse eloeeto the bit, and held 
Mm with a grip of irai.

” Can I help you, sir ?” said a voice.
He looked round, and saw a young man 

in plain clothes* who had come out of 
the woods to tiie spot, and was leaning on 
a rifle.

•• Did you fire that shot !" Mr. Cary 
exclaimed.

•• I am glad to say I did, air," the young 
man said.

"Then I have to thank you for saving 
my daughter from what might ha vs proved 
a fatal accident !” Mr. Cary said, grasping 
his hand. “ My name is Cary, air, and I 
shall never forget the service you have 
done mo to-day.”

“ You rate it too higMy, Mr, Cary,” 
said the young man. •' My name is 
Vanoe, and I am very glad I cams up at 
the moment.”

" Do you reside in this neighbourhood, 
Mr. Vance ? If so, I hope you will come 
and see me, and let me thank you at my 
leisure.”

” In you near neighbourhood, ” the young 
fellow said. •' Thank you, Mr. Cary."

With this non-committal reply the young 
hunter went to the spot where the panther 
was lying. He was quite dead by this 
time, and lay iritis his mouth open and hia 
red tongue hanging out." The upper 
lip was raised, and revealed the sharp 
teeth.

“ It la a real panther,” said the young 
man. " We had a superb one in the Un
rivalled Combination of Attraction». ”

He laughed as he said this. A moment 
afterward the dogs rushed upon the scene, 
and the three huntsmen on their jaded 
horses followed, halting suddenly, and 
looking with astonishment at the group.

"So he’s dead I" Brantz EUiot ex- 
claimed : and turning round, he said, 
“ Why, Miss Cary 1 is that you ?”

" In person,” she said, laughing, and 
making him a tittle bow.

" So you are la at the.death.”
“ It was nearly my own,” the girl said.
Then explanations followed, and the 

general satisfaction was increased by the 
war-dance, accompanied by whoops, whioh 
Mr. Barney Jones executed around the 
dead animal,

" So I am not to take his akin to New 
York and show if at the dub, after all I” 
Brantz E l ot raid, ruefully.

** Do you want it ? You may have It 
if you wish—I suppose it is mine, as I 
shot the owner of it, said the young man 
with the rifle, amiably.

“ May I ?” Brantz Elliot exclaimed, turn
ing round. “ Well, I’U take it, and thank 
you too I"

•• Yen are welcome to it.”
■‘And I’ll akin him," Daddy Welle» 

add, with a smile.
Tne hunters grouped themselves around 

the dead pantaer, looking at him with 
much satisfaction, and Mr, Cary was at
tracted like the rest. He was a remarkably 
large anima’, and it was a remarkably fine 
shot : the ballet bad gone right to the 
vital spot. Mr. Cary looked round to say 
so. but Harry Vance had ahoMdered his 
rifle and walked away. Everybody had 
been so much absorbed that no one had 
noticed the fact but Frances Cary, who 
had made him a grateful bow, whioh he 
politely returned.

XXL
Ml TRAMPS,

The sitting-room at " Falling Water” 
—the name of Mr. Cary’s house—was a 
very pleasant sight on tins same evening. 
A alight blaze had been kindled on the 
old-fashioned brass andirons In the broad 
country fireplace, for the evenings were 
growing oool ; and the Argand lamp, with 
A poroe/a’n shade, upon the centre-table, 
covered with books, diffused a moonlight 
glimmer into every corner et the apart
ment. In the immediate drôle around it 
the tight was quite bright, and fell upon 
the figures of Mr. Cary and France» 
seated in arm-chairs facing each other.

•• It is really like a novel 1” the slim 
beauty add, laughing. " I was * rescued’ 
—that Is the proper word—just like Luoy 
Ashton, i" the ‘Bride of Lammermoor.' 
And thin be was a ’ stalwart youth’— 
doesn't Mr. G. P. R. James call them 
that ?—a romantic young woodman, per
haps a Lookeley, Earl of Huntingdon, in 
disguise 1”

“ How your tongue runs, France I” said 
Mr. Cary, with a smile. " I believe you 
rattle on to make me laugh, my oMld.”

•• Well, why shouldn’t I ?” she add.
" It is a hard task. I have nearly lost 

the art There’s no help for it.”
All the smiles disappeared from the girl’s 

face, and a quick exprestion of sadness 
came to her lips.

" No, no I paps, do not talk so,” the 
said ; “ please do not. It distresses me so 
—indeed’it does.”

Her eyes swam aa she looked at him, and 
her lips trembled a little.

•' Dpi’t think of that,” the add, in a 
faltering voice ; “ please don’t.”

•• Well, I'll be more cheerful, dear. 
Look at me—I am smiling. ”

"It is a very sorrowful smile. Come, be 
bright, papa. My business is to make you 
cheerful and happy. We ought to be as 
happy as we can, and laugh as much as 
possible—don’t you think ao ?”

"Certainly."
" I have been laughing to myself ever 

since Mr. Elliot’s and Nelly’s visit. He is 
certainly in love with her, and I mean to 
make the match. They might marry, and 
live at Crew’a Nest; the house oqpld be 
fitted up for them. That would be de
lightful"

“ They would be pleasant neighbours ; 
but it would require a good ded of money 
to fit up Crow’s Neat. It la a tumble- 
down Md place, you know, and so far off 
in the hills that I really have not even 
thought of it for a long time.”

•• But it could be repaired, and Mr. 
Elliot could move in at once, as there is 
no one living in it, it there ?”

The door opened, and an old servant 
esid,

" Mr Gibbs, air 1”
" Ask Mm to walk in,” said Mr. Cary ; 

and this was followed by the appearance of 
Mr. Gibbs, a weather-beaten personage In 
drab clothes, who had long managed Mr.' 
Cary'slproperty.

“Take a seat, Mr. Gibbs,” Mr. Cary 
add, with Ms air of mild courtesy.

•• I thank you, sir ; it's not worth 
while,” said Mr. Gibbs, remaining erect 
from respect, whereupon Mr. Gary rose 
too. " I oame to say the people I told 
you about are at Crow’s Neat yet—I can’t 
do anything with ’em.”

Mr. Cary, standing in front of the man
telpiece, reflected for a moment.

"You say they are tramps. Have 
they trespassed—I mean done any 
damage ?”

“None to speak of, sir, unless its burn- 
in’ brush and deed wood. But they're 
nuisances.”

•• Have you seen them again ?”
" Yes, sir. There’s an oldish fellow, 

who seem» a tittle out of his head, and a 
younger man, and a tittle girl. The worst 
of the party, though, is the big man with a 
black beard. He did the talking.”

"Well, what did he say?”
“ He lowed they* were doin' no harm, 

and didn’t mean to ; but the winter’s corn
in’, and then you’ll miss something—may
be a lamb or a pig. They ought to be 
made to dear out.”

•• There is an old man, you say, who 
seems out of hia head !

•• Yes, sir.”
•• And a little girl?”
•• The tittiest mite of a thing.”
“ And the winter is coming, as you say. 

I would not like to turn them out.”
“ It’ll be the worse,” said Mr. Gibbs. 

"The big fellow with the black beard 
looks tike a bard subject. His fist would 
knock down a bull. I’ve made up my 
mind to take my pistol along on my next 
visit.”

“That would be useless, probably. You 
informed them that the house was my 
property ?” v

•' Yes, sir ; and notified ’em to quit."
" And they refused ?”
The big man did. There was nobody 

there but Mm and the mite of a child when 
I give him the notice ; and he doubles up 
bit big fist, and looks black, and say», says 
he, ’What harm are we adoin’ to any
body ?’ ”

Mr. Cary nodded, and laid,
" Well, I’ll ride over myself in the 

morning, Mr. Gibbs. You need not give 
yourself any further trouble.”

“ I’U go with you, sir.”
" That will not be neoeasary.”
" But the big man’s dang’roua, air.”
“ I have had a great deal to do with 

danger in my life, Mr. Gibbs. •' It is the 
sort of thing whioh shrinks before a man 
when he faces it, and cares nothing for it. 
Not that I think there is the least here, or 
that your big friend is apt to make himself 
disagreeable to me. I am not thinking of 
him. I am thinking of the tittle mite of 
a child. I should not like to turn her out, 
when the winter, aa you say, is coming.”

Mr. Gibbs having made a renewed 
proffer of his oompany, whioh was again 
declined, thereupon retired, and Mr. Cary 
resumed hia seat, and quietly went back to 
his reading.

"Poor tittle thing 1” said Frances; 
" 1 the tittiest mite of a thing,’ he said,
** " That is the trouMe,” Mr. Cary said. 
“ It is very easy to order a party of rough 
tramps to go, but not so easy to be unkind 
to a child. Well, we will see. I’ll ride 
over to-morrow.”

“ Do pray take care, papa, and don’t 
have trouble. There might be some risk.”

•’ There is none, my dear. Would yon 
try to frighten an old soldier ? There 
wfll be no trouble ; let me read you this 
page. There really are an enormous num
ber of clever writers now ; this is one of 
the youngest of them.”

An hour afterward Mr. Cary read family 
prayers, kissed hia daughter on the fore- 
head, and said that he would himself retire 
after writing a letter.

Oa the next morning Mr. Cary was oc
cupied for about an hour after breakfast ; 
he then ordered Ms horse, and set out for 
Crow’s Nest. He had purchased this

house, with a tract of land une.» which It 
stood, many years before, in flHt* *° 
round off hia own small estate, but v.hie fly 
for the fine timber on it : that at 3Wh!"fl 
Water was growing leant. As there V»s • 
very good Overseer'» house at Falling 
Water, Crow’s Nest had been shut up ; and 
he had almoat forgotten its existence when 
his attention was suddenly called to it 
It was not more than a mils and a half 
distant

THE FLAMINGO’S PERIL.
Details ef a

He oame in i Crow’s Nest at lasti light of 
It was an old tun 
weather board, wMoh onoe might have 
been bright with cheerful faces, but now 
was loneliest of the lonely, and the picture 
of neglect. The fences onoe enclosing the 
yard were down, the window-panes were, 
broken, and the path up the hill, once broad 
and beaten, was nearly effaced by the 
growth of grass. Behind the house, which 
stood upon a knoll, stretched the Intermin
able thicket. There was no glimmer of 
light through the windows—no human 
being was seen. The door was Moeed : It 
was difficult to believe that the foot of man 
had been placed within the enclosure for a 
score of years.

Mr. Cary dlemunted, threw his bridle 
over a bough, and went up the path. No 
one had yet appeared, and he walked up to 
the small porch, whose floor was retting, 
and knocked with Ms riding-wMp. Ae 
the sound died away the door opened, and 
the Lefthander, with his shaggy black eye
brows making the straight line across his 
face, confronted the visitor,

“ What do you want ?" he said.
Mr. Cary looked at Mm with some curi

osity.
“ There will be time enough to tell you 

that, friend, when you do not block up the 
door-way, and allow me to oame In.”

" I do not know you. I asked you who 
you were?” said the Lefthander, in his 
phlegmatic voice.

“lam the owner of this property,” Mr. 
Cary said, looking still within tercet on the 
remarkable face and figure of the Left
hander ; "and I have a better right to 
ask who you are than you have to ask that 
question of me.”

“ So tMe is Colonel Cary—the pro
prietor," said the Lefthander, in a sinister 
tone. ” You have come at last to order 
us away from this poor shelter.”

The eyas of the’speaker were not plea
sant. The Lefthander’s nature was a 
ponderous one, that rarely lost its balance 
from anger ; but he was growing angry on 
this morning. The interview with man
ager Gibbs had been unpleasant. That 
personage had left Mm on the day before 
with the announcement that he meant to 
have ” him and all his gang turned out 
neck and heel ;” and there had risen be
fore the Lefthander’s eyes the picture of 
his little Meuse limping along on the high
way, hungry and weary, whioh had begun 
now to excite what was latent in this man 
—a certain species of ferocity.
“ So you are the proprietor—the master," 

he said, in his deep voice, •' You are a 
well-to-do gentleman, with your carriages 
and horses, your servants and every 
luxury, while we are only a poor oompany 
of tramps you look down on, and intend 
to treat tike dogs.” '

“ I have never felt suoh a sentiment 
towards any human being,” Mr. Cary 
laid, in his composed voice.

“ Why have you come, then ? You 
oome to drive us away, and my child will 
not have a roof over her head I What have 
we done to lr jure you ! Are we thieves ? 
You have a child perhaps—so have I, and 
I love my child aa much ae you love yours. 
Do you think I will have you turn her out 
on the highway ? There’ll be trouble be
fore that.”

Mr. Cary had not ceased looking ouri- 
ously at the Lefthander. The map seemed 
to interest him as a study. His eyes were 
fixed upon the broad face, with the Mack 
brows (hut down over the eyes—he did 
not seem to be aware of the fact that the 
heavy hand hanging at hia companion's 
side had closed with a covert threat

•■ Come, oopie 1” he said at last, •• un
bend your black brows, friend, mid let us 
talk tike reasonable people, not like chil
dren. I am not a child, to be frightened 
by your frowns. Who is here beside your
self ?’’

Harry Vanoe came forward and held out 
his hand. Mr. Cary, who had advanced 
toward the Lefthander with the intention 
of entering, stopped, looking with great 
surprise at the young man.

“ You I” he said— " Mr. Vanoe !”
•• Myself, Colonel Cary !"
“ You are one of the—”
" The tramps—yes. But not a very 

dangerous one, I hope. You have the 
right to oome into your own house. I 
told you we were neighbours.”

The young fellow laughed, and said,
“ Father, this is Colonel Cary.”
And Gentleman Joe, coming out, made 

Mr. Cary a bow full of earnestness and 
real dignity.

•‘ I know you very well by reputation, 
sir, he said, and am sorry we have tree- 
pats»d on your property—but we are very 
poor.”

" YoU do not trespass at all,” Mr. Cary 
said,'going into the room, wMch contained 
only a table and some old chairs, and mat- 
trasses rolled up in a corner, " Is this 
your tittle mite of a child ? You are a 
mite, indeed, tittle one. What is your 
name ?”

“ Mouse, sir.”
" Well, I have not oome here to turn 

out the mouse. ”
Mr. Cary then sat down before the 

blaze In the large fireplace, and turning to 
the Lefthander, said,

“ Come, get back your good-humour, 
and jstop scowling, friend, and let us talk. 
Anger is nearly always an absurd thing. 
You call me a well-to-do gentleman—I am 
a very poor one. It is the same ; I am a 
man, and you are men like myself. One 
of you I know well ;’’ he turned to Harry 
Vanoe and said, “I invited pin to oome 
and see me ; as you did not, I have oome 
to pay you the first visit, which you are 
entitled to.”

Mr. Cary stayed at Crow’s Nest for 
nearly an hour. He then got up, and 
said,

" Give yourself no further trouble—you 
are not trespassing here. You are very 
welcome to occupy this house. If I can 
assist you in any way, call on me, and I 
will do so gladly.”

Mouse was standing near him, and he 
placed his hand paternally on her head.

" Poor tittle Mouse I” he said, •• did you 
tMnk I would turn you out of this poor 
place ? No, indeed, my child, you are wel
come to remain here with your friends aa 
long as you choose, and to make yourself 
as happy as you can, poor tittle one I Your 
father was right—there is a right above 
the right of property, and I bear you no 
malice, friend,” he said to the Lefthander. 
•• On the contrary, I respect you.”

He shook hands with each in turn, and 
then went down the hill and rode away. 
As he was passing the overseer’s, he said to 
Mr. Gibbs,

•* Allow the people at Crow's Nest to 
remain—there will be no trouble, Mr. 
Gibbs.”

When he reached home he said fo 
Frances,

"The tramps are very honest people, 
my dear, and the little mite of a child is 
quite charming."

(To be Continued.)

The revenue cutter Thomas Corwin, 
whioh has been reported by telegraph as 
starting from San Francisco on an Arctic 
expedition, goes especially to rescue the 
crews of two missing whalers, the Mount 
Wollaston and the Vigilant, She is pro
vided with an iron ice breaker for her 
bow, is fully provisioned for a polar winter, 
and has instructions to go aa far north as 
possible, after rescuing the whalers or as
certaining their fate. Capt. Smith has a 
theory about the north pole whioh he 
hopes to substantiate. “I believe,” he 
says, “ that Wrangle’s Land extends dear 
around to and forms a part of Greenland, 
and that when the north pole is discovered 
it will be found to be on the land, firmly 
planted in the ground, as it were. To my 
mind this has been dearly proven by the 
set of tiie currents and the action of the 
moving lee,”

i of-war's Crash Into an 
leebers.

The St Johns, Nfld., correspondent of 
the New York Herald telegraphs aa follows 
under date of the 14th :—

Your correspondent has just returned 
fro» on board the British war frigate 
Flamingo, where several hours were spent 
in asoertafarfnv the authentic facts bearing 
on her collision' with an iceberg off the 
Newfoundland oo-iet. The damage done 
the sMp is not so gv»ve as was at first an
ticipated.

The Flamingo was originally built and 
intended for a ram, and her bows are pee. 
•eased of enormous resisting power. When 
the steamer struck the Iceberg her jibboom 
and bowsprit operated as fenders, and by 
the time theoe spars were driven in on 
deck the headway of the vessel was almost 
arrested. Notwithstanding this, there are 
at least ten feet of the stem out away, 
starting from the water tins and terminat
ing where the bow curves away to the 
forefoot and main keel. The steamer 
makes very little water, and it Is con
cluded that the hull is not much strained 
or otherwise damaged, albeit the terrible 
concussion made every fibre of the little 
frigate tremble.

After an interview with the captain and 
officers the following facts were elicited 
by your oorreepoodent : —The Flamingo 
weighed anchor in the harbour of St. 
Johns on Saturday morning at five o'clock, 
destined for the west coast, where she 
would omise up and down during the sum
mer months in the interests of toe fishery 
protection service. The weather in the 
early morning waa densely foggy and lower
ing, and, aa a consequence, the speed of the 
steamer was kept muph below the normal 
rate. All went well for an hour and a 
half. Cape Speer had been rounded, and 
the steamer's oeuree had been set at south- 
south west, thus giving the land a safe 
berth and keeping out of the traok of small 
fishing boats and trading schooners. The 
pneenoe of iceberg» on the ooaet was 
known to the captain and the officers of 
the Flamingo, and a very sharp and care
ful outlook was kept up. Two men were 
posted on the jibboom end at the time, and 
it waa one of these that first descried the 
huge mountain -of ice ahead and sounded 
the word of warning. The officer in com
mand immediately telegraphed to the 
engine room to have the engines reversed 
at full speed. In a moment the propeller 
was at work pulling the war ship back out
of the grasp of what nearly proved a fatal 

The two men at the lookout on thefoe.
jibboom end had barely time to scamper in 
over the boom and bowsprit when crash 
went these two spars, driven in on the 
deck with terrific force, smashing and un
locking all the fastenings and coupling» on 
deck.

When the steamer forged off from the 
huge berg the ioe towered 100 feet above 
her mast heads, with terrible menacing 
projections threatening in their fall to sink 
the little war vessel deep down in the At
lantic. At a later season of the year suoh 
a collision would probably have been at
tended with complete destruction to the 
steamer and all on board, but the icebergs 
now sailing along the coast of Newfound
land are hard and cohesive and not liable, 
as in autumn months, to shiver into pieces 
by the least jar or impact, or even by the 
ordinary detonation off a gun. Had the 
iceberg broken up as the bow of the Flam- 
in go crashed into itrphere could be no sur
vivor to unfold the dreadful tale. The 
berg was at least half a mile in length, and 
averaged about two hundred and fifty feet 
above the surface of the water, or more 
than one hundred feet above the mast tops 
of the sMp. It waa fortunate, too, that 
there was no sea on, as in suoh a ease the 
berg might have rolled over on toe steamer 
when olose to It and crushed it into 
staves. After parting oompany with the 
icemerg the Flamingo was got round and 
headed for St. Johns, where she arrived 
about an hour and a half after the acci
dent The position of the steamer at the 
time of the collision was about two miles 
east south-east from Moncton Point, which 
is ten miles from St. Johns.

When the iceberg was discerned by the 
look-out the Flamingo was steaming at the 
rate of seven and a half miles. At the 
time of the collision the engines had been 
reversed nearly a minute, wMoh reduced 
the speed to about three miles at toe pre
mie moment of the collision.

To the fortunate circumstance that she 
was fitted with j.bboom and bowsprit, 
which neutralized the force of the impact 
on the berg and operated as stays or fenders 
to keep off the hull, must be credited the 
fact that the Flamingo has not furnished 
another contribution to the long list of 
wholesale casualties recorded in the annals 
of the British navy.

M. C halle met Laconr.
The question whioh Mr. O’Donnell ask

ed in the Imperial Parliament in regard to 
the record of the new French ambassador 
at London was, of itself, inexcusable. M. 
Challemel Laconr is a French statesman of 
the Mghest rank. Twice within six 
months he has been mentioned for the sue- 
cession to the PremiersMp in the French 
Government. Last November M. Wad- 
dington tendered Mm a portfolio aa Minis
ter of the Interior, but toe proffer was de
clined for reasons of health. For some 
time back he has represented his country 
in a perfectly satisfactory maunir as am
bassador to Switzerland. At Berne he 
produced an excellent impression upon 
the Swiss Government, and won golden 
opinions from Ms diplomatic colleagues. 
He is described as a man of talent, of oui. 
ture and of breeding, No doubt he holds 
advanced Republican opinions, and, for 
that reason, would be very unacceptable 
at Berlin. But it is a far ory from 
the Spree to the Thames In sentiment as 
well as in distance.

Human Degeneration.
(From tin PM MM Goutte.)

generation of the race, one which has pro
bably occurred to a good many people. 
The advance of civilization, Prof. Hum
phry said, tends to the greater subdivision 
of labour, with concentration of attention 
upon limited areas. This special concentra
tion on limited areas is, he consider», a cause 
of degeneration, to be spoken of along with 
the preservation of the weak and sickly. 
Prof. Humphry tenches one of the cardinal 
difficulties ef modern times. A is now
expected to master one field thoroughly. 
Tnis exolmlve devotion narrows his appre
hension in all others. The balance of 
faculties is lost. If this process continues 
unchecked—and where is a check to come 
from?-it must tend to degeneration. In 
the same discourse the lecturer approached 
a still more delicate subject. " Few 
things,” he said, •• would tend to the im
provement of the race so much as judicious 
arrangements with regard to matrimonial 
selection. I am not aware that any inch 
arrangements have ever been seriously con
templated, and the time is not yet ripe for 
them ; but I cannot doubt that something 
in this direction will be done when the at
tention of the people and their legislators 
has been sufficiently aroused to the im
portance of providing for a healthful race 
in future.” But why their legislators ? If 
there is a field where the lepslator would 
hardly be endured, and where ho would be 
sure to do mischief if he were endured, it 
is here. The free action of public opinion 
must be left to do the work wMoh Prof. 
Humphry foresees as neoemary. What is 
wanted is the Improvement of opinion 
about “ matrimonial selection,” and this 
improvement is, perhaps, not likely to be 
rapid.

An East Nlsaouri boy, named Thurlow, 
aged 4 years and a half, weighs 100 pounds.

The following curious direction» to wor
shippers in the Ghuroh of St. Michael and 
All Angela, at Chiswick, in England, re
quire some explanation:—" During pray
ers all are requested to kneel. The kneel- 
ere should be hung on the hooks provided 
for the purpose by those who have used 
them,"

HUMOROUS.
All forlorn—Tennis.
Set» tilings right—the hen.
A journalistic fight -A paper mill 
It’s poor land that can’t hold its sown. 
Something to add mire—A street sprink

ler.
A ouï on the wrist Is worth two on the

ear.
The skilful watchmaker Is the «an of 

the hour.
It b In a b»si drum that two heads are 

better than one.
A Frenchman says the soul of wine is at 

its top. It must be a cork »ouL 
You may try to beguile files with fly. 
par, but you’ll find they’ll stick to mo-paper,

lasses.

of paper it would 
; baby and take him

When one goes to bs a spectator at a 
game of lawn tennis, he generally goes to 
Tennis see.

TMs Hanlan must be a young chicken. 
We hear that he b only out of Ma shell a 
few hours.

At toe present price of 
pay to resurrect the rag 
to the pulp mill.

Strawberries are sold by measure and 
cherries by weight, chiefly be sa use cherries 
have atones in them.

When the phonetic spelling comes into 
use It will always be rite in order to rite, 
rite, to rite, rite, rite.

TMs human projectile with Forepsugh’s 
circus b like a sermon, when he comes out 
of the mouth of a Canon.

By the way, what has become of a 
party by the name of Mackenzie that we 
used to hear so much about ?

A Vermont child has four grandmothers 
living. Talk about your forefather»— 
here’s a ease of four mothers.

Life b but a span ; marriage b a double 
team ; youth wedded to old age b a tan
dem ; an old bachelor a sulky.

There waa a big bustle in the custom 
house last week, when fifty-seven yards of 
lace were found on the person of Mrs. B.

Oar ancestors, the monkeys, couldn’t 
have been eo ignorant after all. They 
were all educated in the higher branches.

■• What b the worst thing about riohee !” 
asked the Sunday school superintendent. 
And the new boy said : " Their scarcity.”

A Boston man is responsible for this :— 
“ Why 1» Courtney like green peas? Be
cause he b better out of a shell than in 
it.”

The current coin of life is plain sound 
sense. We drive a more substantial and 
thriving trade with that than with aught 
else.

The proprietor of a Louisville bene 
factory announces that persons leaving 
their bones with Mm can have them ground 
at short notice.

A Jew, paying particular attention to a 
ham, when asked what he was saying to 
it, replied : " Thou almost persuades! me 
to be a Christian."

Clean your last year’s straw hat with a 
lemon, and you may squeeze through the 
summer with it. Take this Mnt and let 
lemon aid you.

When John Montgrip’s wife asks for a 
dollar or two for current demands, he 
smiles sweetly as he says, “ True love 
seeks no caange." -

Sir- John pleases the Tories, and Sir 
Richard is good enough for the Grits— 
since he became one ; but the Sir which 
tickles the small boy to death b the Slr- 
Oos.

A witty but heartless Hamilton proof
reader recently added the following line to 
the death notice -of a somewhat celebrated 
coloured man, "Death loves a shining 
moke."

When spelling Is •'reformed’’ she’ll write ;
“I’m selling eo the cehun,

The te le hi, no este In site.
It Sis me with emoehun.”

But one " spell" will not change its name,
For she’ll be eerie jest the trim !

St. Mary’s beoomee enraged when it b 
called:9Ç Folly, and denounces the asser
tion as a Pollytioal slander. It then be
comes necessary to call the stone village 
St. Molly, in order to Mollyfy it.

We see by the newspapers that the rights 
of the minorities are still being trampled 
on, as they have for the last thousand 
years, and we should think they would be 
pretty well went out by this time.

A young Belleville man who b just about 
half through Ms first season, says that a 
woman who wears her pins with the heads 
out, would be a natural curiosity. And as 
he speaks he exMbits a pair of hands like 
a baseball catcher’s.

When a Boston girl is presented with a 
bouquet, she says, " Oh, how deliciously 
sweet ; its fragrance impregnates the en
tire atmosphere of the room.” A down- 
east girl simply says, " It smells scrump
tious ; thanks, Reuben. ”

A man told his friend that he had 
joined the army. " What regiment ?" Ms 
friend asked. •• Oh, I don’t mean that ; I 
mean the army of the Lord.” "Ah, what 
church?” " The Baptist.” “Why,” was 
the reply, '• that’s not the- army; its the 
navy.”

Louis Zimmer b shipping to his brother 
in Germany, for a present to Prinoe Bis
marck, a box containing (ISO worth of the 
greatest curiosities Canada can afford.— 
Quelph Herald. We presume the collec
tion will contain the Oiobe on the Senate, 
—St. Mary's Journal.

A poor woman called on a gentleman : 
“ You remember me,” she said ; “I am 
the wife of the blind man to whom you 
have been so kind.” " What has happen
ed?” "A great misfortune has overtaken 
us." I am very sorry ; what is it !” " My 
husband has recovered Ms light.”

School teacher to little boy whose father 
b a grocer—Now, Johnny, if your father 
has a barrel of wMskey containing forty 
gallons and one-fourth of it leaks out, how 
many gallons' does he lose ?

Johnny—He don’t lose none. He filb 
It up again right offi

“ Yon get up all kinds of bricks here, 
don’t yon ?” inquired a man at one of our 
leading brickyards. "Yes, about all. 
What do you want ? ” The man edged to
wards the front of the yard as he replied, 
"Cambrics would do,” and then cam
brics at hb head in every direction as he 
took to flight.

At a camp-meeting last summer a vener
able sister began the hymn :—

“ *y soul, be on thy guard ;
Ten thousand fees arise."

She began too Mgh. •• Ten thousand,” 
she screeched, and stopped. " Start her 
at five thousand 1” cried a converted stock
broker present.

“ Do you," said Fanny, t'other day,
“ In earnest love me ae you say ?

Or are those tender words applied 
Alike to fifty girls beside ?"

“ Dear, cruel girl/* cried I, “ forbear.
For by these cherry lips I swear-----"
She stopped me as the oath I took,
And said, “you’ve sworn—now kies the book.’

The ravages of the caterpillar are not 
confined to the plume and daylight. About 
twelve, last night, a young man hastily 
fired his boot-jack, boots, chairs, and 
every article of property whioh oeuld be 
utilized as a missile, through the open 
window. Still the persistent oat sung. 
He seized the bolster and meditated. It 
was a oaee of oat-or-pillar.

A yellow car swept down the street :
After it the pattering feet 
Of a running beauty who would 
Ride In it if only she could 
Manage to attract the bosses 
And get them to stop their bosses.
But, ales, they did not linger,
As they surely would have done 
Had this young and pretty one 
Learned to whistle on her finger.

The callow aqd romantic young wish who 
used to have a telephone wire running from 
Ms house to Ms girl’s window, so that they 
oould say good night three or four times, 
was married afterwards, and it b now em
ployed as a clothes line aronnd the back 
yard, while the little clothes pins sit on it, 
getting weatherbeaten In the sun.

A minister was questioning hb Sunday 
school oonoorniug the story of Butyohns— 
the young man who listening to the

pnwohlug of the apostle Paul fell àslrep, 
and falling down was taken up dud 
“ What,” be said, “do we learn from this 
solemn event?” when the reply from a 
Uttiogirloamepat and prompt, “Pleue, 
sir, ministers should learn apt to preach toi 
long sermons,”

A farrier recently sent the etore-bov to 
the back part pi the establishment to 
bring forward a certain fur cape. After 
some time the ypnngster returned with the 
artiole neatly folded up, and was greeted 
frith ” Well you’ve got back at last 
have you ? You’ve been gone long enoueh 
to sail from South America.” “ Well 
nr said the lad, as he modestly raised 
Ms parcel, “ I did double the cap e.’’

Prof. Geiger sat lu an easy chair on the 
deck, looking very»pale. The compas- 
slonate captain asked how he felt 
“ miserable ; I’m tick, captain
—I m sick. I have paid tribute to Nen. 
tune till I have lost everything.” “ But ” 
said the captain, “ I eee yon still have 
your boots left.” “ Yes,” said the prefee.
ride^*17’ “ bn‘ *hey wer* on tbe out-

An Irish nobleman, riding along a 
country road in Ireland, saw a very fat 
boy dozing by the road-side. “ WMoh 
way b it to Macroom, my lad ?” asked the 
nobleman. “ That way, replied the boy 
lazily moving the toe of hb boot in 
the direction of the place. Astonished at 
hb extreme Uziuees, “ toy lord” dis. 
mounted. “ Boy,” «aid he, “ il you can 
show me a lazier act than that I will give 
you a half-crown.” The boy eyed Mm 
sleepily for a moment, and, taming half 
over on hb side, muttered, “ Put it in me 
pocket, sor 1” He got the half-erown.

Of the late Bishop Ames the following 
anecdote b related :—While presiding over 
a certain conference in the west, a member 
began a tirade against the universities and 
education, thanking God that he had never 
been corrupted by contact with a college. 
After proceeding thus for a fsw minutes, 
the bbhop Interrupted him frith the ques
tion, “Do 1 understand the brother thanks 
God for hb lgnoranoe ?” "Well, yes," 
was toe answer, "you can put It In that 
way if you want to ” " Well, all I have 
to say,” «aid the bishop in his sweet, 
musical tones, “ all I have to ssy is that 
the brother has a great deal to thank God 
for.”

“Do you know the prisoner well ?” asked 
the attorney.

“ Never knew Mm sick,” replied the 
witness.

" No levity,” said the lawyer, sternly. 
“ Now, air, did you ever eee the prisoner 
at the bar ?”

“ Took many a drink with Mm at the 
bar.”

“ Answer my question, sir,” yelled the 
lawyer.

“ How long have yen known the pris- 
oner ?”

“ From two feet up to five feet ten 
Inches. ”

The lawyer arose, placed both hands on 
the table in front of him, spread Ms legs 
apart, leaned Ms body over the table and 
said : “ Will von teil the Court what you 
know about this case ?” *

“ That ain’t Ms name,” replied the wit-

“ What ain’t his name ?”
“ Case.”
“ Who said it was !”
“ Yon did. Yoq wanted to know what 

I knew about this Cate. Hia name’s Smith.”
• * Don’t beat about the bush any more. 

Yon and this prisoner have been friends ?”
“ Never,” promptly responded the wit- 

nets.
“ What ! wasn’t you summoned here as 

a friend !”
“ No, sir ; I was summoned here as a 

Presbyterian. Nary one of ni was ever 
friends - he’s an old-line Baptist, without 
a drop of Quaker in him.”

“ Stand down," yelled the lawyer in 
disgust.
“Hey?”
“ Stand down.”
“ Can’t do it. I’ll sit down or stand 

up”-----
“ Sheriff remove toe man from the box.”
“ Witness retiree, muttering : •• Well, 

if he ain’t the tMok-headedest cuss I ever 
laid «fees on.”

SIPS OF PUNCH.

Porte-able. Property.—The Turkish 
domiMons.

Botany.—Roeie " What plant Is that, 
mamma ?” Mamma :—" The castor-oil 
plant, dear.” Roeie :—“ Have they got a 
cod-liver-oil plant, too, mamma ?”

Two Edges of an Old Saw.—“Eng- 
land’s necessity is Ireland’s opportunity ” 
(for evil) —Daniel O’Connor. “ Ireland’s 
necessity b Eaglsnd’s opportunity ” (for 
good). —Frances Marlborough.

“ Train up a Child to thb Way He 
Should Go,” Ao.—Uncle, to the Collector: 
“ I suppose you won’t charge for thb little 
man ? ’’—The Collector to Child : “ How 
old are you, little sir ? Boy : "I am five 
when I am at home, but three when travel
ling."

Very Likely.—" Good morning. Betty. 
Fine morning ! Father, pretty well ?” "No, 
sir, I’m sorry to say he ain’t at all the 
thing.” "Sorry, indeed, to hear that. 
What’s the matter with him?” “Well, 
sir, the fact b he and Muster Revill druv 
over to Canterbury the other day, and the 
trap got turned clean over, and I think 
that upset Mm.”

Hungby " Plantes."—The lions at the 
Jardin des Plantes receive five kilogrammes 
of fresh meat every day, it b stated. But 
It b not stated whether the lions are 
allowed to " kill ” the " ograms ” for them
selves. The elephant receives four bundles 
of hay per diem, whioh would seem to im
ply that thb sagacious creature is just now 
in the “ hay-day ” of ita life 1

A Theological Discussion. —Master 
Freddy : " Was all the duck» killed at the 
flood, too, Sle ! Sbter : « Yea, dear.”— 
Master F. : "Why was they ? ’’—Sbter : 
“ Well, yon eee, it waa all water, and 
there was nothing for them to eat ’’—Mas
ter F. : " But couldn't they dive down and 
get the worms ! ”—Sbter : “ No, dear, It 
was too deep.”—Master F. (still unoon- 
vinoed) : " Bat It wasn’t too deep at the 
edge, Sis, was It?”

A Few Facie not so Generally Known 
AS THEY SHOULD BE.—A WStoh fitted Witt 
a second-hand need not necessarily be i 
second hand watch. Doctors generally 
agree about bleeding their patients. Somt 
literary men die composing—some th< 
other wsy. A bachelor’s face is often tin 
worse for wear; a mantod man’s faee for 
wear and tear. Steam servant that 
sometimes blows up its master. An aï- 
grammatical judge is apt to pass an incor
rect sentence. Poachers who get into pre
serves very often find themselres in 
pickles. Any fool can make e-sromah talk, 
but it's rather hard to make one U*en. A 
thorn in the bush is worth twl in the 
hand.

The grass in the Arkansas valleq where 
large herds have been held, b de»S. It is 
tramped out. No amount of rain can re
store thb range to Ita former eisellence. 
For mile alter mile there is not (ny more 
sign of living grass than there Is on the 
cover of a dry-goods box. Three or four 
miles from the river the gra», though 
eaten dose to the ground, b alive, but it 
cannot grow until there has been s heavy 
soaking rain. Houses have keen aban
doned and homestead claims desert*!.

A curious contest as to the legs statue 
of Roman Catholic- arohbbhope in this 
country b likely to grow ont of the esse of 
Archbishop Purcell of Cincinnati. Ee holds 
that the churches, seminaries, and chanty 
edifices in hb diocese, the title» o which 
were in hb name, were in a legal ense his 
private property, to do with aa bethought 
best. Acting upon tide theory he has 
transferred a large share of the pnperty to 
a trustee for the benefit of his cedltors. 
TMs action b opposed by the pakors and 
other officers of the churches, wio inert 
that the Archbishop has no rig It to dis
possess them—that he simply holds the 
property In trust. They do not accuse him 
of profiting personally in the mater,

DEPARTMENT.
ITS, DISEASE, Ao7\
(Continued.)

aider sickness injurious to an

riving babies are, after taking 
■quently sick ; still we can- 
flokneas otherwise than as aa 
r a dbordered or of an over- 

If the child be sick, and 
g, It is a proof that he over
sell. A mother, then, must 

rbim to rick so much at s time, 
until he retain all he takes, 

f°d quantity of milk. If he be sick 
nd does not thrive, the mother should 

|f the milk he throws up has a sour 
“l“j|. ff it have, she must first of all 
fV t* her own health ; she ought to as- 
-jiteiu M her own etomsch be out of or- 

for if such be the case, it b impoe- 
25,1er her to make good milk. She 
hould observe whether in the morning her 
‘«tongue be furred and dry ; whether 
~ha have a disagreeable taste In her 
Loath, or peine at her stomach, or heart- 
^oTO, or flatulence. If she have all, or 
•ny of these symptoms, the mystery is ex- 

* 1 why he b lick and does not thrive.
then to seek advice, and a 

in will soon put her stomach 
lBto gond order ; and, by so doing, will, 
zt the same time, benefit her child.

Bat If the mother be in the enjoyment 
„f good health, she must then look to the 
bobo himself, and ascertain if he be cutting 
y, teeth ; if the gums require lancing ;
If to, secretions from the bo web be proper 
both in qnontity and in quality ; and, if he 
hove had artificial food—it being abso
lutely neoeasary to give each food— 
whether it agree with Mm.

Whet to do—In the first place, if the 
earns be red, hot, and swollen, let them be 
booed; in the second, if tiie secretion 
from the bowel» be either unhealthy or 
ooanty, give him a dose of aperient medi
cine, each as castor oil, or the follosring :— 
Take two or three grains of powdered 
Turkey rhubarb, three grains of pure car
bonate at suagueeb, and one grain of aro- 
matio powder—Mix. The powder to be 
t*t«n at bed-time, mixed in a tea-spoonful 
of sugar and water, and wMch should, if 
accessary, be repeated the following night, 
la tbo third place, if the food he be taking 
does not agree with him, change it [vide 
onewer to question 33). Give it in smaller 
quantities at a time, and nofcso frequently ; 
or what frill be better still, if it be possible, 
keep him, for a while, entirely to the breast.

What not to do—Do not let Mm over
load Ms stomach either with breast milk, 
or with artificial food. Let the mother 
avoid, until his sickness be relieved, greens, 
cabbage, and all other green vegetables.

What are the causes, the symptoms, the 
prevention, and the cures of thrush ?

The thrush b a frequent dbease of an 
infant, and b often brought on either by 
stuffing or by giving him improper food.
A child brought np entirely, for the first 
three or four months, on the breast, seldom 
suffers from thb complaint. The thrush 
consists ef several irregular, roundish, 
white spooks on the lips, the tongue, the 
Inside, and the angles of the mouth, giving 
the parti affected the appearance of curds 
and whey having been smeared upon them. 
The month is hot and painful, and he b 
afraid to suck : the moment the nipple b 
put to Ms mouth he begins to cry. The 
thrush, sometimes, although but rarely, 
runs through the whole of the alimentary 
canal. It should be borne In mind that 
nearly every child, who b sacking, has Ms 
or her tongue white or “frosted,” as itb 
sometimes called. The thrush may be 
mild or very eevere.

Now with, regard to what to do.—As the 
thrush Is generally owing to improper andl 
to artificial feeding, if the child be at the I 
bra «et, keep him, for a time, entirely to it. I 
Doaot let him he always sucking, as that I 
wfll not only fret hb mouth, but will like-1 
wbe irritate and make eore the mother'» I 
nipple,

(To be Continued.)

USEFUL RECEIPTS.
VEGETABLES.

HOW TO BOIL BICE. .
Bias should be carefully nicked over, I 

washed in warm water, rubbed between 
the hands, and then rinsed several timee 
in cold water till wMte. Put one tea- 
cupful In a tin pan or porcelain kettle, add 
oos quart boiling water and one teaspoon 
nit ; boil fifteen minutes, not stirring, but 
taking care that it does not burn ; pour 
into a dish and send to table, placing a 
lump of bufter Into the centre. Cooked 
time toe kernels remain whole. The 
Southern rice cooks muoh quicker, and is 
nicer than the Indian rice. To boil rice 
in milk, put a pint rice into nearly two 
quarts of oold milk an hour before dinner, 
add two teaspoons salt, boll very slowly 
and stir often ; cook on book part of stove 
at range so as to avoid burning, and take it 
up into a mould or bowl wet in cold water 
a short time before serving. Some soak | 
rioe an hour or two before cooking.

SALSIFY OR VEGETABLE OYSTERS.
Wash thoroughly, scrape off skin with a I 

knife, out aaroea in rather thin slices, stew 
until tender In water enough to cover them,

1, 2™1 * plsoo of ealt codfish for seasoning.
sending to table, remove codfish, 

•Makes with flout and butter rubbed to
gether, toast slice» of Mead, put In dish, 
•nd then add the vegetable oyster. This 
method give the flavour of qystere to the 
vegetable, and adds much to Its delicacy. 

SALSIFY or VEGETABLE OYSTER. 
f«bofl after scraping off the outside, 

out in slices, din it into a beaten egg and 
hoe breed-crumbs, end fry in lard. Or j 
•lice crosswise five or six good-sized plants, 
tk jH *en*er Li water enough to cover, i 

a pint or more of rich milk hôthÂ I 
With one tablespoon flour, season with I 
butter, pepper and salt, let boll up end I 
Pour over eUoeo of toasted bread ; or add I 
•hree pints milk, or half milk and water, I 
***** end serve with crackers like oyster I 
soup, 1

CIXUNGS OR SUMMER SQUASH. .
.better when young and tender, I 

which may be known by presting the nail I 
through the akin ; do not pool or take out I 
**•"■» but boil whole, or out across In thick I 
•floss ; boll in aa Uttio water as possible for I 
one-half or three-quarters of an hour, i 
~o™ well, mesh and eet on beck part of 
stove or range to dry out for ten or fifteen 
ofleutee, stirring occasionally ; then season I 
•flth batter, pepper, salt and a little cream, 
“old, peel, cut up, take out seeds, boll | 
*ed season as above,

WINTER SQUASH.
Cut up, take out Inside, pare the pieces 

*ed stew In ae little water as possible, cook 
hour, mash In kettle, and if watery let 

■**nd on the fire a few momenta, stirring 
oetildry ; season with butter, cream, salt 
*d pepper ; be careful that it does not 
owjJL Winter squashes are also cooked by l 
cutting In pieces without paring, baking, 
*®d serving like potatoes ; or they may be 
oookod In a steamer, and «erred either in 
•he Shell, or scraped out, put in pan, 
**fbod, and seasoned with butter, cream, I 
**t and pepper, and then made hot and |
■erred.

_ SUCCOTASH. i
,_ *h* pint of shelled lima beans (green), I 
orstrlng beans, cover with hot water, boil I 
“teen minutes ; have ready corn from till 
good-sized ears, and add to beans ; boil I 
r*i“ ••» hour, add salt, pepper and two 
•oblespoona butter. Be careful In cutting I 

oorn not to out too deep,—better not! 
ht deep enough and then scrape; after I 

®orn is added watch carefully to keep from] 
•®orchlng. Or to oook with meat, boil one] 
t°hnd salt pork two hours, add com and] 
“*0°*, omitting butter.

The religioua sect called the Dunkardel 
now kdl— s great convention at Lan-1 

j thirty thousand people are! 
k-iilL”*"""0®. Great barracks have been! 
h"* for the three days’ meeting, and the' 

"**MnonL* oamp resembles an army en-j

L*dy Belle ooetributed £40,000 to 
CM^jon o* the new cathedral at Truro, 
kT*"1rall. The Church of England wfll] 

quer Cornwall, for they __ 
followers of Wesley and Whit
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