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of hir coming. As Vellis had had no moan or cry broke Forth from his pale 
dealir zs with him since his capture, and lips, but he set his features sternly, and 
as he knew well his veng eful hatred, , his blue, blazing eyes looked out from 
Eddy was now sure that he had come to............................................

to iplaysChrndce. oI was rescued by a door, 
passing steamer, and got to Chagres

and Congress has confirmed his right to 
it. Over twenty thousand acres in ope 
junk. And he’s fenced in the whole 
patch, they say, though I esn’t swear to 
that. And he’s got the finest stock, 
thousands of cattle, a hundred horses, 
and sheep to no end. And he’s got 
Mexicans and Chinamen to work for 
him, as labourers and herders, and 
they’d die for him. And the people 
have ‘leeted him Judge bony-fidy, though 
I can’t swear to that neither. Only 
Judge Burns is a great man around 
these parts. He’ll be Gov’nor yet."

Burgoyne gnawed his smooth-shaven 
lips savagely. His face darkened with 
a bitter envy and hatred.

"You are sure it is the same man ?" 
he asked.

Vellis kocked at this 4 
A man opened it from

go into the bar-room, and so out into the 
street.’

APPALLING DEATH..ANTE’S GRAVE-
BY u. a. N’COLL.

[We have no hesitation in placing the fol- 
lowing, by Miss McColl, of Kingston, among 
the gems of Canadian literature.]

Sweetly sleeping is our darling.
Free for aye from pain and woe—

‘Neath the pines that crown the hillside. 
Where spring flowers soonest blow ;

Where the wild birds sing most sweetly 
Through the long, bright summer day ;

Where the sunlight seems to linger. 
And the moonbeams love to play.

“Tis a fair, bright spot, but fairer
Was the little form we laid

Underneath the turf unfeeling.
In her cold and narrow bed,-

Yet we knew twas but the casket
We had hidden from our sight ;

In the father’s crown our jewel 
Gleams forever pure and bright.

So we try to bow in silence
‘Neath the blow that on us fell.

Knowing He whose hand hath dealt it
Ever “doeth all things well,”

But we miss her—sadly miss her.
And we list, alas I in vain.

For the sound of coming footsteps
We shall never hear again.

Oft at eventide—in fancy —
Hear we still her childish prayer;

But no little form now kneeleth
By the tiny vacant chair.

Ice-cold now the rosy fingers
Clasped so oft and raised to Heaven, .

Pale the sweet red lips that murmured 
‘May my sins be all forgiven."

Ob ! the loneliness and sorrow
In our hearts and in our home.

When we know on no to-morrow
Will the absent darling come ;

But not "without hope" we mourn her, 
God, who took our idol, knew

It our treasure were in Heaven 
We would long to follow too.

LOVE THY NEIGHBOR

“Love thy neighbor as thyself,’ —
When at dawn I meet her,-

times.
"Is Hogart here?" asked Ve 

"He is. Walk in, gentlemen 
Vellis and Burgoyne obeyed 

a long, low gambling room. Th 
green baize covered tables on ev 
and reckless, sinister lookit 
around them, staking upon g 
chance the money needed by wi 
children—the money that mig

Hogart, after a few farther words, 
went into the gaming room. Vellis, 
who knew the house, conducted Burgoy- 
ne into the bar-room, and thence into

A fatal accident, remarkable in some 
of its features occurred yesterday morn- 
ing on the Alleghany Valley Railroad. 
William McGlaughhn, foreman of a gang 
of laborers in the employ of Messrs. 
Lockhart, Frew & Co., at the Brilliant 
Oil Works, at the mouth of Negley’s 
Run, came into the city on Monday 
evening to assist in storing some goods 
for a gentleman who is about visiting 
California. While here he called upon 
his brother, Milton McGlaughlin, pilot 
of the Juliet, and spent some time with 
him. He started for the train between 
ten and eleven o’clock, but when he got 
to the Union Depot he found that the 
train had gone. He then remained in 
the city for some time in company with 
his brother, and when they separated he 
told his brother he would hire a horse 
and ride home, as he had to be there in 
the morning to attend to the men. 
Either changing his mind, or not being 
able to get a horse he started home on 
foot. About daylight, while walking 
along the track some distance below the 
works he became faint and fell between 
the rails. He had been injured by an 
accident in the refinery some time ago, 
and since then he had been subject to 
spells of weakness. He knew his. situ- 
ation, and while lying there unable to 
move he heard a train approaching 
He was utterly helpless, however, and. 
although he heard the engine sound 
the alarm and whistle “down brakes," he 
could not even give a sign of life. The 
train pa seed over him, seveting his right 
leg just below the hip joint, and crush- 
ing the left leg above the knee. The 
train was stopped, and the injured man 
was carried to the outer depot at 
Lawrenceville, where medical aid was 
summoned. He became conscious, told 
his name and place of residence, 
and was then conveyed home, where he s 
expired about nine o’clock. He was 
conscious up to the hour of his death, 
and related circumstantially to his wife 
the facts above stated.—Pittsburgh 
Commercial.

almost at the same moment the boy and 
Gorse cane in on a Costa Rica sloop. — 
They got to Panama ahead of me, and 
procured passage on a whale-ship, the 
Graham. I tried to get passage, and 
the captain refused me. Then I went 
ashore, disguised myself, and offered 
myself to the second mate who was 
ashore looking for hands, as a seaman. 
He took me, with another chap, and we 
shipped on board the Graham along of 
the boy. Gorse, and a little gal they 
picked up on the Isthmus."

"That was a good move, and a daring 
one. It should have been a successful 
one.”

“But it wasn’t!" said Vellis, in an 
injured tone. “Nothing’s worked right 
since I undertook the job. The boy

under his frowning brows in an express-
make the threatened assault upon him.

“T row the light on his face, 
Hogst,” said Vellis. "Let’s see how 
he bears his imprisonment.”

cgart held forward the lantern, 
permitting its broad rays to fall full upon 
the 1:d‘s face.

Brrgoyne, standing in the shadows 
behir 1 Vellis, bent forward, peering at 
the oy with eager scrutiny. Vellis 
scant ad the boy’s face and figure with a 

sinis or delight, which soon became mixed 
with 1 keen sense of annoyance and dis- 
appo ntment.
E dy had changed in the three weeks 

duri g which he had been shut up in 
this lamp, foul-aired dungeon » during 
whic 1 he had see no face save Hogart’s, 
and ad heard no voice save that of his 
jailo ; during which he had been meag-

ion which stirred the heart of Burgoyne 
with a vague uneasiness. Boy as Eddy 
was, there was a power in his stern gaze 
before which Burgoyne involuntarily 
quailed.

"I understand,” said Eddy calmly. 
“You adhere to your plan of forcin 
mother to live with you ! You in 
perhaps to kill me—"

"Not so, my lad. I shall keep you 
shut up, and tell your mother that you 
are dying by inches in a dugeon. She 
would be devoid of all motherly love if 
the could suffer you to perish, when one 
word from her will save you !"

Eddy comprehended the wicked plot- 
His generous heart swelled with horror 

and indignation.
“Monster ! he breathed. "I would 

not accept a liberty bought with such a 
price I My father lives. Beware I In 
the moment of your expected triumph, 
justice and a fearful retribution may 

overtake you !"
His passionate voice, echoing through 

the gloomy vault, sounded in the ears of 
his enemies like a prophecy.

“See here,” said Hogart uneasily. "I 
am willing to do anything to oblige a 
friend, you know, Vellis ; but there may 
be truth in what the boy says. ‘It’s a 
long lane as has no turn.’ And ifretri- 
bution is a goin’ to overtake, I don’t 
want to be mixed up in it. I’m a doin’ 
a good fat business, and I can’t risk to 
much. You understand that ? I’ve 
kept the boy here on condition that no 
murder was to be donc in my house.

were 

side, 

is of 
and 
have 
but 
sthe

- 

hair

the street. DuHu"

Then, arm in arm, they sauntered away 
from “Hogert’s” together.

Considerable progress has been made , 

with the second railroad across the con- 
tinent within the United States terri- 
tory, that known as the Northern Pacific 
Road. Within a couple of months, 
according to an official report just pub- 
lished, the road will be completed and in 
operation to the Missouri River, about 
four hundred and fifty miles west of 
Lake Superior. For the last six months 
trains have been running from Duluth 
to the Eastern border of Dakotab, a 
distance of two hundred and fifty miles, 
and upon the section now in operation, 
the promoters claim to have considerable 
local traffic, including a large share of 
the carrying trade to Manitoba. At 
the Pacific end of the road in Washing- 
ton territory, a finished section of twenty 
five miles has been in operation for 
several months, and an additional section 
of forty miles is rapidly approaching 
completion. The contractors expect to 
complete the construction of f ve hundred 
miles of the road within two years of 
commencing the work. The company 
will receive large land grants as the work 
proceeds, and it has established emigra- 
tion offices in Europe in order that emi- 
grants may at once come in’ and take up 
the ten millions of acres to which it 
is entitled. These facts go to show the 
necessity there is for the Dominion 
Pacific Railway being entered upon at 
as early a date as possible, and pushed 
forward in the most energetic manner 
—Montreal Gazette:

A certain doctor, struck with the large 
number of boys under fifteen years of 
age whom he observed smoking, was led 
to inquire into the effect the habit had 
upon the general health. He took for 
his purpose thirty eight boys, aged from 
nine to fifteen, and carefully examined 
them. In twenty seven of them he dis- 
covered injurious traces of the habit.— 
In twenty two there were various disor- 
ders of the circulation and digestion, 
palpitation of the heart and a more or 
less marked taste for strong drink. * In 
twelve there was frequent bleeding of 
the nose, ten had disturbed sleep, twelve 
had slight ulceration of the mucus mem- 
brane of the mouth which disappeared 
on ceasing from the use of tobacco for 
some days. The doctor treated all for 
weakness, but with little effect until the 
smoking was diseontinued,„when health 
and strength were soon restored. These 
facts are given on the authority of the 
British Medical Journal.

Returns from England show that the 
wheat crop is middling, the barley crop 
poor, and the yield of oats, beans and 
potatoes large. The new crop of wheat 
will not come into market until the 
middle of August, and it is estimated 
that in the meantime country will require 
1,500,000 quarters of wheat and flour. 
The report from Russie whence Eug- 
land is accustomed to draw its chief

given themselves pleasant bom 
which was now proving their, 
tion in body and soul.

It was a sad, a terrible scene.- 
haggard eyes looked up from th 
at the new-comers, even Burg 
perienced a shock. He had never 
a gambling house before, and as! 
for a moment near the door, I 
to muttered curses, a stifled gro 
suppressed sighs, and now and I 
ejaculation of triumph, he never 
to visit one again. ore

“Sure’s preaching. The fellows in 
the diggins all told me so.’’

“And that is the man to whom I lent discovered my disguise, caught me at 
his cabin door, and exposed me. I was 
put in irons, and only released when the 

yet vessel was wrecked on the island of 
B’I Santa Margarita. The boy, the girl. Gorse 

to. My fair- the main and I got ashore. The hull of

money to come out here?" muttered 
Burgoyne. "He was poor then, troubled 
about his future, ambitious, and - * 
hopeful. And now he’s richer th

shed
“It’s too much like an Interea-e 

muttered. “That young fellow yonder, 
who seems to have lost all his money. then of the keenest auxioty and forbod- 

ing. He had suffered mentally and phy- 
sica ly ; he has thin and pale and worn ; 
his heeks were hollow; his damp gar- 
mer thung loosely upon him; and his

am, honored, looked up 
reputation is like a soap bubble. A 
breath may dissipate it, because it was 
not attained by genuine worth. And

will shoot himself before morning, if 
appearances are good for anything.- 
And no doubt he has left a mother off

the vessel, with captain and crew, went 
to the south’ard, the wind changing 
sudden. We—I followed in the wake, 
ofthe others—went to the north-eastern 
end of the island, and some Mexicans 
came of and took us ashore to the 
village of Santa Magdalena—"

"I didn’t know there was any village

at the East—but its none of my busi- 
ness!"

he, the honest plodder, the simple, up- 
right, truthful fellow that I used to 
sneer at for his uncompromising integ- 
rity, thinking he would never be rich, 
he has won easily all that I have labored 
so unscrupulously to acquire. I can’t 
understand it."

"Nor I," said Vellis. "I should think 
the smartest man would have come out 
ahead."

"So should I,’ returned Burgoyne, 
still speaking in his perplexed manner. 
“I was the smartest, the keenest, as the 
world reckons smartness. I never 
scrupled at anything, so long as 1 could 
keep up a fair outside. I took pains to 
seem all right, and people at Riverton 
think me all that is good; but if this 
scheme of mine miscarries—but it can t 
—I shall become a vagabond and a

lon fair hair clung to his nook, and was 
alm st dripping with moisture.

at cold, nor dampness, nor meagre 
die , nor anguish, nor trouble had broken 
the lad’s spirit, as his enemies had ex- 
pec ed. lie tossed back his fair locks 
fro- his broad white forehad, and looked 
at ellis with his brave blue eyes set in 
a aughty, unflinching glance. From 
the proud, pale, boyish face looked out 
the soul of a young hero. They might 
to ture him, they might kill him, but 
th y could not cower that resolute young 
so l.

And as Vellis realized this great truth, 
a udden rage convulsed his soul. He 
eld have torn the noble young face, so 
cIm and defiant, with his hands. He 
1 aged to assault the lad with the violence 
hhad himself experienced upon two 
s parate occasions. But Burgoyne was 
Is master, and had ordered that the boy 

ould not be harmed for the present, 
:nd therefore revenge had to give place 
vo greed. But in his soul, Vellis swore 
, mighty oath to be revenged upon the 
id in the near future, when other mat- 
ers should have so adjusted themselves

Vellis scanned the room narrowly, in 
search of his friend Hogart, the burly 
fellow who had personally captured 
Eddy. He saw a man presently at a 
tall desk against the side wall, and the 
man espying him at the same moment, 
Vellis beckoned to him. He obeyed the 
summons, approaching the new-comers.

"Ah," he said showing his teeth, "it’s 
Vellis. I expected you to-night, old 
fellow—"

“And I’m here. Hogart, this gentle- 
man is a friend of mine from the East 
—Burgoyne, you know. I told you all 
about him."

“Happy to meet you, Mr. Burgoyne," 
said Hogart, extending his hand. Have 
a game with us ?’

Burgoyne shook the hand offered him, 
and Vellis answered for him :

“No, Hogart, we haven’t come for a 
game. We want to see the boy. Is he 
alive yet?"

"Yes. I’ll take you to him. Follow 
me."

He led the way from the room by a 
private door near the desk, Vellis and 
Burgoyne following him.

EDDY HOPEFUL AND DEFIANT

of Magdelena Bay.
"It’s only temporary I suppose.—" 
“They’ve found oysters there with 

pearls into ’em, and these people thought 
they were going to get rich on the pearl 
fishery. As it happened, none of Gorse s 
party could speak Spanish. I learned 
to speak it when I was out here afore. 
So I told the Mexicans that the party 
were filibusters, and got cm put into 
jail. Of course they got out of it. They 
fled across the country, the Mexicans and 
me after them. And they fell- in with 
a rich Mexican ranchero that knew the 
boy’s father, and he protected them and 
exposed me. And them Mexicans took 
me back to Santa Magdalena, and there 
I got a flogging the scars of which last 
me yet. Then, as they had no law to 
hold me they set the adrift in an open 
boat. A steamer coming to Frisco 
picked me up and fetched me here."

Vellis then told of his various 
attempts upon Eddy’s life in San Fran- 
eisco; how he had entrapped him into 
the house in Dupont street, and shut 
him and Gorse up in the cellars; how 
Tina had been carried off; and how 
Eddy had been finally captured.

"[ meant to give the boy a flogging

more I think about the wayAnd the
more I’m sorry Iare mixed, thethings

He’s safe here, as safetook the lad in.As by the garden wall she stands.
And gives me flowers across the wall. 

My heart goes out to kiss her hands— 
Are hands or flowers the sweeter ?— 

Two ready at her feet to fall,
- Or like a clown to labor !—
Better than 1 love myself. 

Do I love my neighbor"
“Love thy neighbor as thyself’.—

When at dawn I meet him.
As by the garden wall he stands.

And takes my flowers across the wall.
My soul’s already in his hands—

It new so fast to greet him!
And oh, I grow so proud and tail.

And my heart beats like a tabor !—
Better than I love mys If, 

Do I love my neighbor."

EDDY’S SEARCH 
—OR—, 

A BRAVE BOY’S BATTLE. 
“HOGÀET’S."

The two men, Burgoyne and Vellis, 
walked on together in almost equal 
amazement at their singular encounter.

as in a tomb; but if the police was to 
get their eyes fixed on me in connection 
with this game of yours, why, then away 
goes my business. Now, Mr. Burgoyne, 
why don’t you take matters in your own 
hands ! You’re rich. Why don’t you 
get a sloop, or some other vessel—there’s 
plenty in the bay, their captains and 
crews being off to the diggings—put your 
wife and step-son aboard, take V ellis 
and a select few, and put for Ballyhack, 
or Guinea ? Then you’re safe, and we’re 
safe."

"There’s something in that idea,’ said 
Burgoyne.

"If Hogart’s going to turn coward, 
there’s lots of places to hide mother and 
son in without going to sea!‘ muttered 
Vellis,.

“I’m not turning coward," asserted 
Hogart hotly. -But I +m not going to 
ruin myself for nobody. I II be true 
and faithful to you and will let the lad 
stay so long as no violence is done that 
can fetch me into trouble ; but all the 
same, I’d rather you’d take him away.

"I’ll think the matter over," said Bur- 
goyne. "I will try to remove him with 
in a week. Perhaps by that time his 
mother may choose to be the means of 
his release. I’ll talk the matter up with 
her to-morrow. Meanwhile, my friend, 
let him occupy your vault. You shall 
be well paid for all your trouble."

Hogart, mollified by this reply, smiled 
a grim assent to the proposition that 
Eddy should remain for a longer period 
in his custody. He desired to make all 
he could out of his present little "speen- 
lation,” as he termed the nefarious busi- 
ness of imprisoning the lad in this foul 
dungeon, and he was willing to incur a 
risk when there was a prospect of great 

gains.
"He can stay," he said. "You ve 

seen the boy, Mr. Burgoyne. Have you 
anything further to say to him?"

"One word." said Burgoyne. "Eddy, 
would you not like to write a few lines 
to your mother, telling her where you 
are ?” .

The boy flashed a defiant look at Bar- 

"You fear she won’t believe you when 

you tell her I’m shut up in a dungeon ?" 
he asked quickly. "No, sir. I have 
no word to write to my mother. I can- 
not tell her how I am situated. She has 
enough to bear already. If I strove to 
comfort her, she would know that I am 
in you power. I will write nothing to 
her.”..,"He’s wide awake,” said Hogart ad- 
miringly. , „

“Keen as a steel-trap," said Vellis, 
with a dark smile.

Burgoyne’s face flushed angrily.
“I can make your mother believe me 

without any letter. If not, I may choose 
to render you insensible and carry you, 
into her presence,” Burguyne said grimly. 
«You will get off your stilts before I• 
through with you, young man. I’ve 
long had an itching to humble you. I’ll 
7-Try it!” said Eddy quietly, setting 

his teeth together in an expression of 
stern determination. "You may find 
that you have no timid child to handle. 
Since I left home. Hart Burgoyne, I 
have grown old beyond my years. En- 
feebled as I am by long confinement, I 
might develop a man’s strength upon 
occasion. Even the deer will turn into 
a very tiger when brought to bay by its 
enemies|”‘

«We’ll see I" said Burgoyne harshly. 
“I’ll be here to see you again in a day 
or too. Till then you can think of your 
mother !’’

He turned to depart. Vellis and Ho- 
gart followed him.

Eddy sprang after them with a bound, 
and caught Vellis by the arm. The ex- 
river thief turned upon him fiercely,

«Tell me,” said Eddy, his stern, blaz 
ing eyes seeming to read the soul of his 
cowardly persecutor, "what have you 
done with Tina? Is she dead?"

"Don’t you wish you knew?" asked 
Vellis, delighting with his narrow soul 
to deal this stab to heart-riven. “I’ve 
disposed of her. Ha, ha! She’s where 
you will never see her again !"

He hurried out, with a last gloating 
look at the white, anguished face of the 
lad. Hogart followed him with the 
lantern. The door was drawn shut, 
locked and chained, and the three men 
returned by a private way up stairs, 
leaving Eddy to a renewed desolation

.1 wanderer upon the earth. Mrs. Burns 
—in his earnestness. Burgoyne forgot 
to call her by the name to which she had 
no right—“is costing me a mint of 
money It’s fees—fees—fees! But I 
shan’t mind all this expense, if I win 
the game. I should like to feel that my 
life is not a wretched failure. I should 
like to have Julia Burns for my wife in 
good truth, and go willingly where I go."

Surely you will soon break her spirit 
to your will?" said V ellis.

1 don’t know. She has a remarkable 
spirit. She hopes in spite of everything. 
Starvation does not affect her will. 1 
must find some means to crush her 
heart. Is Burns married?"

"No. He has never got over his 
wife’s death, they say."

“Hum!" Faithful to her memory!" 
said Burgoyne bitterly. “Rich, honored, 
and she loves him. He stands where I 
ought to stand, Vellis. I have schemed 
for years to win Julia’s love. But to put 
a question that has been a dozen times 
on my lips—why are you in disguise?"

Because the police were looking for 
me. I got news the other day that 
they had given up the search, and I have 
ventured back in disguise."

Burgoyne drew his chair closer 
to that of Vellis. His smooth face 
changed, as he whispered :

"The boy, Vellis—the boy! Is he 
dead?"

“No, not dead."
Burgoye recoiled sharply, breathing a 

curse. "Not dead!" he whispered.- 
"Not dead! Have you played the 
traitor to me? Has he found his 
father? Have they started for River-

THE GOSPEL OF THE SWORG FOR AFRICA

The London Spectator in an article 
entitled "The political economy of 
African discovery" asks cui bono, with 
reference to the expenditure of some of 
the noblest qualities of man.

Dr. Livingstone’s discoveries do not 
“open” Africa. Mr. Stanley’s enter- 
prise does not bring those great lake 
regions, those numerous tribes, all that 
wealth of land and men, one whit nearer 
to the world which alone could use them 
well. No tribe will be civilized by that 
kind of contact. No nation will be 
enriched by that kind of knowledge. No 
living man, unless it be Dr. Livingstone 
and Mr. Stanley themselves, will be the 
nobler or better, or the more competent 
for all that profuse pouring-out of some. 
of the noblest qualities of men, for all\ 
that patience and courage and sagacity 
in the investigation of natural facts. We 
shall know the interior of Africa as we 
know of the existence of the North-West 
Passage, and the knowledge will be 
equally infructuous, for we have given, 
up the practice of the only art, the art 
of conquest, by which such knowledge 
could be made fertile.

It is conquest, not exploration, which 
the valley of the Nile, using those words 
in their fullest meaning, requires,—con- 
quest of the old, vulgar, fertilizing kind ; 
conquest by bayonets and bullets, 
directed by a civilised intelligence, an- 
imated by a determination at any cost 
of immediate suffering to get itself 
obeyed.

It would cost money ? That we deny. 
Egypt is richer than Bengal, richer 
potentially than any country in the 
world of the same size, Holland not 
excepted. It would cost lives? Agreat 
many, and how could they be expended 
to the better purpose? There are Indian 
officers by the dozen slowly dying in 
England of uselessness, disappointment, 
and ennui, who, if but authorized by 
the State, in five years would organize 
out of the dregs of our population—men 
useful only as manure,—and Arabs 
useless even for that,, and Nubians now

is to render such a proceeding practic- 
able.

“You are looking at your work, JacobIn the dim, dark, under ground vault, 
beneath the basemen t of Hogart’s saloons, V ellis, 
into which the free air, the sunlight, looked down at his shrunken legs and 
and the sounds of life never penetrated . stretched out his slender arm.

said the boy bitterly, as he

"I sup-
pose you have come to complete it ? You 
are here to kill me, or to torture me?

lay Eddy ! Beneath him was the damp 
earth ; around him were stone-walls, 
with moisture. There were no windows, 
and but a single door. That was bound 
with iron hoops, and barred, bolted and 
chained upon the outside, as if it were 
the door to the den of some ravening wild 
beast. The boy’s hands had bent upon 
those massive, iron-bound planks at ir 
tervals, day after day and night afte

Gorse and the Santaequal to the ones 
Magdalenians gave me combined. 19 con-

It is well perhaps. Do your work 
quickly."

"I would like to kill you,” hissed 
Vellis, all his hatred of the lad rising 
up with renewed strength within him. 
"I would like to flog you—"

He took a step nearer the lad invol- 
untarily, curving his fingers nervously 
like claws. 7

“Stop !" said Burgoyne, “in a deep, 
quick voice, from the shadows near the 
door. Lay not a finger on the lad! 
His future—his life even—are in my 
hands !"

As Burgoyne’s voice resounded 
through that dreary dungeon, Eddy 
stood for an instant as if paralyzed. An 
utter amazement and incredulity seemed 
to possess him. Then he put his hand 
to his forehead, saying brokenly :

• I thought I heard the voice of a man 
who is thousands of miles from here ! It 
is a strange delusion, but I thought I 
heard the voice of my mother’s persecut- 
or and my own worst enemy. Hart Bur- 
goyne !’

"You did hear it, Eddy Burns," said 
Burgoyne, stepping forward into the 
light.

Eddy made an involuntary recoil, 
starting wildly at the smoothly shaven 
features, shadowed by the long and thick 
gray wig which Burgoyne had ad pted. 
As he met the full gaze of his enemy, 
he knew him.

“Hart Burgoyne here ?" breathed the 
boy hollowly. “Here?"

"Yes, here !" said Burgoyne, a slow, 
sinister smile wreathing itself about his 
mouth. “Here, in San Francisco ; in

cluded Vellis; “but I left the eity in a 
desperate hurry, and dared not return 
till to-night. I will have that satisfaction 
yet !"

“What kind of a looking man is this 
Gorse?" inquired Burgoyne.

"A long, lank, lean fellow, seedy in 
his face and his clothes, with a pair of 
fierce, restless eyes —a regular bandit-

The surprise of Vellis was perhaps the 
greater, he having no suspicion that his 
employer had left Riverton. When 
they came to a second illuminated space, 
in front of a lighted dwelling, he paused 
and looked up again into Burgoyne’s 
face, with another keen and searching 
gaze, in which was an expression of in- 
credulity,

"It is Hart Burgoyne, sure enough, 
he ejaculated. “And yet—and yet—"

"I look different, eh? You would 
not have known me but for my voice? 
said Burgoyne. "I am glad to hear it. 
It shows that I am safely hidden from 
my prying enemy!" . ,.,.,

“And here at San Francisco? mut- 
tered Vellis. "I can’t understand it. I 
left you at Riverton, where you intended 
to stay. It can’t be you distrusted me, 
and came on to do- the business your- 
self? 1 was never more dumbfounded in 
wy life than to see you here. I should 
as soon have expected to see Mrs. 
Burns. I should indeed !"

Burgoyne linked his arm in that of 
the pretended 1

night, until his hands were battered 
swollen and bleeding ; but no one halooking fellow."

“Then it was he I saw to-night with 
Mrs. Burns’ Panama friend!" exclaimed 
Burgoyne. “They were standing on the 
steps of the central police station ; had 
just come out from the superintendent’s 
office. They were plotting mischief, I 
knew it at the time."

"Got the police after you then ?" said 
Vellis, “you’d better be careful. P’raps 
Gorse has been stirring up a detective

heard or heeded the muffled sound. I 
had screamed by the hour for help, unt1 
his own ears were deafened, and the
frightened rats had hid themselves‘
their holes, but his voice had not per 
trated beyond those walls.

The dungeon was literally a tomb.
Once in twenty four hours, a lite 

after midnight. Hogart had made a 
practice of visiting him, bringing hin a 
meagre supply of food and water. -0 
one in the house save Hogart and Barler 
knew that he was there. Had anything 
happened to them, compelling sudon 
flight, or had they been killed in any of 
the nightly brawls in the saloons above, 
the boy must inevitably have starved to 
death.

He was lying prostrate upon the da up 
ground, as we have said, without evci a 
blanket between him and the hard, eFill- 
ing earth, when he heard a faint, mu led’ 
sound as of footsteps in the lumber- ult 
which guarded the approach to his pri on. 
He did not raise his head, nor stir.

“It must be midnight,” he murmt ed, 
his voice sounding strangely in hat 
sepulchral place. "Hogart is co ing 
with food. This will make twent one 
times he has come with food. I ave 
been here twenty-two days; twent two 
days and nights ! They seem - like 
twenty two years. I could hear it if it 
wasn’t for my awful anxiety about m ther 
and Tian.2

At this moment the chains and bars

supply, is that the crops are scarcely up 
to the average. In Hungary and Ger- 
many, the yield will be fully up to that 
of former years, while in Southern and 
Western Europe there will be a deficiency 
and in the United States there are 
conflicting reports as to the crops, but, 
on the whole a fair yield is expected, for 
which a full price will be obtained.

SAD ACCIDENT.—We learn of a sad 
accident which occurred yesterday after- 
noon in the Fort grounds. A little boy, 
some 8 or 9 years of age, the son of Mr. 
Simpson, who resides on the corner of 
East 4th and Cayuga Streets was sailing 
a little toy boat in the pond in the old 
quarry, which is in the grounds referred 
to. It seems that he and a playmate 
were standing on a board or log which 
was floating about, and that the little 
fellow slipped and fell into the water. 
His companion, a son of Mr. Woodruff, 
was so frightened as to be unable to give 
assistance, and although the child 
struggled long and hard, he at last sank 
and was drowned. The accident is in- 
deed one of the most heartrending that 
it has been our painful duty to record 
for some time. Should such places be 
left open either on Government or public 
land ?—Oswego Advertiser.

The Embro Planet makes the follow- 
ing statement regarding a death bed 
confession of a murder committed some 
time ago: Through a reliable source 
from Stratford, we learn that an elderly 
lady of that place who died but recently, 
made confession—just before her demise 
—of a horrible murder she committed 
there years ago. We are in possession 
of the particulars, but we understand 
that, as the parties concerned are dead, 
the crime is intended to be kept secret 
for the sake of innocent relatives, who 
still survive the woman and her husband. 
The deed was committed for money, and 
the victim was a traveller. There are 
few localities now-a-days that cannot 
reveal their dark crimes.

NITRO-GLYCERINF.—Several tests of 
nitro-glycerine for blasting purposes have 
recently taken place at Chaudiere, near 
Ottawa, with highly successful and satis- 
factory results, being particularly pleas- 
ing to contractors who witnessed the 
experiment. It will, as a consequence, 
be largely employed in excavations.

The Canasota Herald says : "A singu- 
lar and fatal disease has made its 
appearance in this vicinity, which thus 
far is confined to pigs. The epidemic 
resembles cholera somewhat, and 
terminates fatally in a few hours. Three 
farmers in Lebanon lost in the aggregate 
fifty pigs, by this malady, within a few 
days.

An old Scotch, beggar, removing his 
bonnet, advanced to a clergyman for a 
bit of charity. After receiving a bit of 
silver, he said to the clergyman : "Thank 
ye, sir ; oh, thank ye. I’ll gie ye an 
afternoon’s hearing for this, one o’ these 
days.”

Ogdensburg has a shower of toads and 
the Journal thinks the shower was very 
opportune, as the old toad crop was well 
nigh exhausted.*

& "‘As so many articles in every day use are manufactured of paper, it is asked if 
a paper beefsteak cannot be invented to 

take the place of the leather ones common 
at boarding houses.

after me again. What was the name 
of Mrs. Burns’ Panama friend?"

"Perry —so Gazzam says !"
Vellis blew a low whistle.
"Perry, eh!" he muttered. "So that 

name sticks itself in your business too? 
The gal the boy brought on from Panama 
was named Perry—Tina Perry!

Burgoyne started.
"This Perry was sick on the Isthmus," 

and his little girl came on with a party, 
supposing him dead. Gazzam heard it 
talked on the steamer. Perry was so 
polite to Mrs. Burns, that Gazzam took 
rains to watch him and inquire about 
him. This Tina must be his missing 
daughter !"

• "If she is, she’ll stay missing. She’s 
miles away from this city, where he’ll 
never find her. I have told you all my 
adventures. If I had known that I 
must go through so much, I’d have 
stood out for a higher price !"

‘I’ll increase it a thousand when the 
boy is dead, and his mother gives in," 
said Burgoyne. "Yet I don’t want him 
killed directly, so long as he is living 
now. I’ll keep him alive and tell his 
mother the boy’s life depends upon her 
treatment of me. By Jove, that’s a 
grand idea ! And if she yields to save 
him, you’ll get your pay just the same. 
I’d like to see the young whelp. I’ll 
go with you to visit him."

He arose and put on his hat. Vellis 
also arose, and the pair quitted the 
room, descended the stairs and left the 
house.

“The mist was still falling heavily, 
thickly, and coldly— the mist through 
which poor Tina was at that moment 
struggling upon a road many miles away 
—and the wind blew with a keen chill 
from the Pacific. The two men wrapped 
themselves closely from the cold, and 
arm in arm strolled along the deserted 
streets, proceeding toward the Bay.

In a narrow street near the water was 
a liquor saloon known simply as "Hog- 
art’s.’ The sign that was nailed above 
the door bore only the name "Hogart’s." 
The house was frequented by the 
rougher class of miners, and by the worst 
of the floating population of San Fran- 
ciseo. No respectable person was ever 
seen to darken its doors. It was to this 
place that Vellis conducted Burgoyne.

Passing under the red lantern • that 
hung above the door-way like the luring 
eye of a demon, the two men passed 
into a crowded saloon. The floor was 
filthy, the air was heavy and foul with 
tobacco smoke. Several clerks were en- 
gaged behind the counter in mixing vile 
compounds for viler customers to drink. 
In the rear part of the room, separated 
from the main room by a green shuttered 
screen, were rows of small boxes parti- 
tioned off. In these, men were seated

ton to ruin my good name, so that I 
cannot go back if I wish to?

"None of them things," said Vellis, 
unmoved my his employer s agitation. 

Mexieso, and they both "The bey s not dead, but he’s bottled 
up. I cale late to finish him to-night—

"He’s your prisoner, then ?"
"Yes. The way the thing has turned

moved slowly on.
"We don’t want to attract any atten- 

tion by halting,” he remarked. "And 
this is really you, Vellis, under that 
broad-brimmed hat: and poncho? I 
took you for a Mexican. I’ve been in 
town for the last three days, and have 
looked high and low for you without 
getting a trace of you. I concluded you 
had gone to the diggings." : v

"I have been there, said Vellis 
briefly. "What are you doing here, Mr.

is this. The boy found a friend on the 
way out, a tall, lank Ohioan, who sto d 
by him through thick and thin. The 
boy was keener than you of I dreamed 
of, and him and the Ohio chap named 
Gorse jest split all my little games for 
fixing the lad. About three weeks ago, 
one durk night, I got two fellows to help 
me, and we pitched into the boy and 
Gorge in the street. We had to let 
Gorse go, but we carried of the boy 
and hid him safe. Then, Gorse being 
free, and being a revengeful, bandit 
sort of fellow, likely to set the police 
after me, I waited for nothing — not even 
to pay off Eddy, as you call him, for 
what he made me suffer. I haven t seen 
the boy since. I was on myway to him 
when I met you.”

“Strange you let him get to San 
Francisco!" muttered Burgoyne discon- 
tentedly. “I supposed he’d never reach 
the Isthmus.”

"So I supposed; but things turn out 
different from what you cale’late some- 
times,’ answered Vellis. I tried hard 
to get rid of him. One dark night, 
in a terrible storm on the Atlantic, 1 
came up behind him and tried to pitch 
him overboard. That confounded Gorse 
came up behind me and rescued the boy 
in the nick of time. Then, when we got 
into the Carribean Sea, the steamer 
Atlantic took fire, and when the boy went 
below the last thing to get something 
Gorse had forgotten, I crept after him, 
gave him a blow that stunned him, and 
left him there to die. But Gorse would 
not desert him, and went below after 
him. In his absence, the last boat, 
with me in it, pushed off, leaving them 
to perish on the burning steamer.—"

And the boy survived that peril" 
"Survived it?" He and Gorse fell 

to and made a raft, and launched it.— 
They rode a gale on that raft that upset 
our bost. I elung to a spar, and was 
tossed to and fro, up and down, and was 
hurried on a sandy shore of an island 
where I lay like a log. And if you’ll 
believe me, when I opened my eyes 
hours later, if the boy and Gorse wasn’t 
standing on shore a litle way off, a 
looking at me.’,

"It seems incredible !"
"I should think so. That night I 

tried to steal their raft and get off, leav- 
ing them to play Crusse. They heard 
me, came out of the little but they’d 
made, caught me, and the boy stood 
over me with a pistol, while the man 
Gorse gave me the awfulest thrashing I 
ever had—but one!” and Vellis’ 
thoughts recurred to his adventures in 
-Magdalena Bay. They sailed off on 
their raft the next morning, leaving men

hardly above the chimpanzees, an army 
which would carry civilization all down 
the Nile from Alexandria to the Equator, •- 
terminate disorder, and slavery and 
plunder and torture, and lay, before they 
died, the foundations of a State so st rong 
that under its protection a Continent 
might dwell in peace, till its people ac- 
quired the slow coming capacity for 
self-rule. The men who now use the 
electric telegraph were not a whit higher 
once. How any one who knows either 
history or geography, who comprehends 
what the sword in civilized hands can 
accomplish, or understands how feeble 
in comparison every other weapon is, can 
denounce such an enterprise as immoral 
or even doubtful, we are at a loss to 
conceive. What other hope is there for 
those races? A thousand Dr. Living- 
stones, with all his splendid qualities, 
moral as well as intellectual could do 
nothing for them in the course of 0ea- 
turies, compared with what could be S 
accomplished by one Englishman of 
the Clive stamp leading a thousand 
Eugish ruffians and ten thousand Arab 
savages to a work of civilizing slaughter. 
We put the sentence purposely into that 
brutal form, for it expresses precisely 
what we mean,—that the forgotten art 
of conquest, of killing a few persons in 
order that many persons may consent to: 
pass under the regime of law is, in eer- 
tain ages and under certain circumstan- 
des—which ages and which circumstan- 
ces exist together in the African Nile 
Valley—the best the swiftest, and the 
most human instrument of civilization. 
We know perfectly well that we shall 
not get even a momentary hearing— 
unless, indeed. Baker finds diamonds or 
gold down there—that we shall only 
annoy and affront men who, like Mr. 
Gladstone hold that the moral right to 
reclaim savages can only arise from a 
savage plebiscite; but we know also 
that if Englishmen understood their 
duty, comprehended for one instant their 
true function among the races of man- 
kind, they would never rest until they 
had commenced the next great task be- 
fore them,—the civilization by the sword 
of the whole Valley of the Nile.

The man whose hair turned white in a 
single night, is surpassed by the girl who 
lost hers completely off in one dance.

You look incredulous still.your room!
possiblyYet it is I, and not a ghost.

SBurgoyne?" . , _ 
“My wife set fire to her asylum, and 

fled to California, in pursuance of her 
peculiar mania,” said Burgoyne. , “I 
followed her here. She arrived to-night 
in the Golden Gate. I have just pro- 
cured her with a comfortable home, and, 
the care she requires, and have left her 
in the hands of an able doctor.

“And she is again in your power?" 
“Certainly. Who is to take care of 

her if her husband does not?" 1
"You do have the devil’s own luck! 

said Vellis admiringly. "And I never 
dreamed of your coming out here.,

At this moment Burgoyne slackened 
his pace, coming to a hale before 8 
wooden dwelling set back at a little 

distance from the street. , , 
"I lodge bere,‘‘he said, "under the 

name of Mr. Hart. I have a great deal 
to say to you. Come up to my rooms.’

He entered the yard, took out the 
latch-key, and gently unlocked the front 
door, giving admittance into the house 
to his companion and himself. Then 
he conducted Vellis to the second floor, 
entering the front chamber. A lamp 
was burning here dimly. Burgoyne 
turned OD the light, looked the door, and 
bade Vellis be seated. , ...

“We shall be quite alone here," he 
observed, throwing himself heavily 
upon a sofa. "I have hired this floor. 
There are three rooms io it, of which 
Gazzam has the rear one.”

“Gazzam !” ...,
«Yes, a keeper in Bullet’s asylum, 

whom I brought out with me and whom 
I shall send aroued to keep, watch over 
my wife. He’s a regular bull-dog is 
Gazzam. He is in his room now. I 
had dismissed him at present. You 
said you had been to the diggings?.

WYen. I’ve been there for the last, 

three weeks. Fact is, I had just entered 
this city to-night when I met you 
Hadn’t even been to see any of the 
fellows that I know. Was on my way to 
Hogart’s saloon.”
“Found out whether Burns is living 
or not?” inquired Burgoyne, with a. 
"art ave.. bord-ut 
No sir." He’s living. He’s rich and prosperous. He’s bought an old Span- Lb grant down in the Ban Jose valley.

you fancy!"
The truth forced itself upon Eddy’s 

soul. The fears he had resolutely re- 
pressed for himself now broke forth 
afresh for another..

"My mother !" he whispered. “My 
mother ! Is she dead ?"

Burgoyne hesitated. He was tempted 
to tell the boy a lie to cause him further 
suffering, but be reflected that the lad 
was to be used by him as a lever to bend 
the mother to his will, and he should 
have to tell Eddy the truth sooner or 
later. So he chose to tell it now.

"No, Eddy,” he replied blandly. “She 
is not dead.”

"Not dead? Thank God!" the boy 
murmured, upraising his blue eyes in a 
fervent gratitude. "Not dead ? I thought 
she had died, perhaps, and you had fled. 
But she is not dead ! You have come 
out here then to kill me?"

"You exaggerate your importance,” 
said Burgoyne coolly. "Do you talk to 
me of killing any one? Choose your 
words more carefully, sir."

“My mother ; is she at Dr. Bullet’s 
asylum still ?" breathed Eddy.

“No. She set fire to the asylum and 
destroyed the woman’s wing entirely. In 
the tumult that followed, she fled. She 
robbed my desk of money, and set out 
for California. She is at this moment 
in this city !”

The boy’s amazement was stupendous.
He retreated to the wall, bracing him- 

self against it. His big blue eyes stared 
at Burgoyne, growing larger with every 
instaut. A glow suddenly diffused itself 
over the thin, wan features.

"My mother in this city ?” he said at 
last. “Ah, God is good! She has 

escaped you. Hart Burgoyne? Perhaps 
she has found my father ? Perhaps they 
are looking for me ?"

“And ‘perhaps’ they are not!" said 
Burgoyne, with a sneer. "My wife— 
you need not wince at that word—my 
wife is still under my protection. She 
is in the house and under the care of an 
able doctor, who thoroughly understands 
her case, and who undertakes to restore 
her to reason. She has not seen a free

and bolts securing his door upo its 
outer side were undone; the door or ned, 
and Hogart, bearing a light, enter d the 
dungeon...

Vellis and Burgoyne followed hi into 
Eddy’s prison.-

The boy’s eyes, so long used o the 
intense gloom, were unable to be r the 
sudden influx of light. He raise him- 
self upon his elbow, covering b I eyes 
with his hands. id 

ogart.

/

“Come in, gentleman,’ said 
with a coarse laugh. «The root isn’t 
very invitin’, but you won’t min that. 
There’s the boy—the dark hear in the
corner !"

Burgoyne looked around the vault 
sharply. There was no bed i it, no 
chair; not even a pile of stray to lie 
on. It would have compared 1favor- 
ably with a dungeon of the Inq isition.

While he was thus surveying t a place, 
Vellis looked sharply at the boy

"He isn’t dead, is be ? he ex laimed. 
"No I see him more ! Stir him Dp with 
your cane. Hogart — $

The sound of that hated voice was to 
Eddy like a shock from a electr cal bat- 
tery. He leaped to his feet, d: hed his 
hands from his eyes, and, pant ng with 
a sudden breathlessness, he c ed out:

“He here! Jacob Vellis he el He 
has come back ?” . 1.

With dilating eyes, he strove to make 
out, in the unwonted glare, the ligure
his enemy. , 5 II z 

Burgoyne stood in the shade wy back- 
ground, unnoticed as yet b Eddy. 
Hogart was near the lad, a brig lantern 
uplifted in his hands. Vellis tood in 
the foreground, his disguised face, full 
of a sinister eagerne s and saltation. 
Despite his disguise of wig a eard. 
despite his broad-brimmed hat -lahshad 
far over his brows, Eddy kner 11 
disguise could now conceal fr n 4007,5 
identity of that short, squat fi re which

slouched and grief.
“Come in, and have a game?" asked 

Hogart, as his guests arrived with him 
in a little dark passage, from which a 
door opened into the gambling room.

“No, thanks,” said Burgoyne. "Vellis 
and I will go on. We don’t dare to risk 
anything by showing ourselves. Well

in groups at late suppers.
Vellis made a sign to a clerk who 

stood by the sercea, and, stating that he 
was looking for Hogart, passed into the 
eating room, followed by Burgoyne. At 
the further end of the eating-room was 
another painted screen. The two men 
passed behind this, finding themselves 
-= wall in which was a but he had been in

him. No

he had learned to know PP.W- -, 
The boy started back as he scognized 

his enemy. .n
the night of his own capture 7 Hoge’ 
‘a constant pectation

He had not seen im since minute upon California soil. She is 
4--it. completely in my power, as you are!” $

The glow faded from Eddysfoot. Nobefore a partition

%


