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In the midst of that rush an I roar, as I 
aw that poor gal, white, horrified, and 
with her yaller hair clinging round her. 
all my old love for her c mes back, and I 
•w re a big oath that I’d save her for my 
self or die. I tore her dress into ribbons, 
for there warn’t a moment to lose, and ! 
beand that bairn somehow on to my 
shoul lers, she watching me the while ; an 1 
hen with my heart beating madly, 1 

caught her in my arms, she clinging light­
ly to me in her fear, an I I stool up, think

hibtants of the historic localities, or, far : The Late Colonel Kingsmill.met them two together—she a hanging en hi- 
arm and looking up in his face, worshipping 
him like some of them woman can worship a 
great big strong he ; and as soon as they war 
g t by, I swore a big oath as Hez should never 
have her.

But Hez and Jael were spliced up and I allus 
kep’ away. When 1 wanted an ounce or two 
of gold I worked and when I’d got it I used to 
drink—drink, because I wanted to drown all 
recollection of the past. Hez used to ( one to

TToriry.
AGTAIP or BLUE.

BY LUCY LARCOM. /

1 do not own an inch of land. 
But all I see is mine,—

The orchards and the mowing-fields. 
The lawns an l gardens fine;

The winds my tax collectors are. 
They bring me tithes divine,—

Wild scents and sibtle • sences, 
A tribute rare and free;

And more magnificent than all. 
My window keeps from me

A glimpse of blue immensity- 
A little strip of sea.

Richer am I than he who owns 
Great fleets and argosies ;

I have a share in every ship
Won by the inland breeze

To loiter on you airy road 
Above the apple trees.

I freight them with my untold dreams 
Each bears my own picked crew ;

And nobler cargoes wait for them 
Than ever India knew —

My ships that sail into the east 
Across that outlet blue I

11 re likely, have their origin in Birming. Colonel William Kingsmill died on Saturday 
am, Engian I, that worl l’s, supply shop morning at the 1 asidence of his son, Mr. Nicol 
for all heterogeneous articles, from big Kingsmill, No. 132 Wellington street. His 

We di 1 cherish the iioa that the relic death was somewhat su iden and unexpected, 
manufa turing in lustry had n t traverse 1 although he had not been very well for a few 
the Atlantic ; an! although we might se- days previous. was in his eighty-third 
cretly laugh at the friend who proudly year. Ho was in full possession of his faculties 
exhibits Waterloo bullets and Rmin oboli, up to the evening before his death, and evi. 
we were fain to accept as genuine flint lock | dently passed away in his sleep.

Colonel Kingsmill was born in Kilkenny,
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muskets which have been through the Rs| 
volution, or the moth eaten old uniform 
kept in the garret since the days o 1812, 
and nw brought out for exhibition in this 
Centennial season. But this era of confil 
ence has passed. We now point the finge 
of scorn at the musket, and express doubt 
as to whether the unifo m is not one on 
which army officials have been testing the 
mich-vexed Am th patent. We migh 
have continued in our innocence, despite 
the fact that General Washington’s head-

ing how I could get back, and making 
and when she began to talk to me about for- realy to leap. The flood didn t wait for 
giving him, it only made me more mad than thit. though. In a moment there was a 
ever, and so I went and pitched at the lower quiver of the bank, an I it went from be- 
end of the gulch and they lived at ‘tother, neatn my feet, leaving me w estling with 
:: ‘ the waters once more. I don’t know how 

Times and times I ve felt as if I’d go and ! I dil it, only that after a fight, an 1 being 
plug Ilez on the quiet, but I never did, thou I | half sm there 1. I foun 1 myself crawling 

got to hate him more and more, and never half up the si le of the Gulch, over so low do vn, 
so much as I did nigh two years after, when I and dragging Jael into a safe place with 
came upon him one day sudden, with his wife |her bairn. She fell down before me.

me but I warned him off. Then Jael came Ireland, in 1791. He was the son of Major 
Kingsmill, of the 1st (Royals) Regiment who, 
served in the American war and was present 
at the battle of Bunker’s Till. lie was educat- 
ed at the Kilkenney College. and joined the 
66th Regiment when very • young. With his 
Regiment he served in Spain during the Pen- 
insular war and was present at Basaco, Torres 
Vedras, the siege of Badajoz, the battle of the 
Pyrenees, etc. After success had crowned tl• 
British arums, and Napoleon had been taken 
prisoner, the 66th regiment was ordered to 
guard him during his captivity at St. Helens. 
Col. Kingsmill was then lieutenant in the regi- 
ment. The 66th subsequently came to Canadr, 
when Col. Kingsmill retired from the service 
as senior captain. On the breaking out of the 
rebellion in 1837 he was again in arms, and 
raised two regiments of volunteers. lie after- 
wards commanded the 3rd Incorporated Militia, 
but retired on his appointment to the office of 
Sheriff of the District of Niagra. Ile held the 
position of Sheriff For a period of twenty years, 
and resigned it in consequence of failing health 
brought on by the laborious nature of his

came upon him one day sudden, with his wife
Jael, looking pootier than ever, with a little hugged my legs an I kissed my feet * and quarters have sprung up over the land 
white-haired squealer on her arm. An’ it riled then she started up and began staring up like mush oom ,nacexstating the suppo- 
me above a bit, to see him so smiling and hap- a 1 I down, ending by seeing; o’l Ilez cling |siti n that the hero mu t have been en low 
py and me turned into a blood-shot, drinking, ing there still, with his sounlarm rammed el with ubiquity, or else have spent his 
raving savage that half the Gulch was feared into a bush, and his body sw pt out by the existence in travelling from one to the 
on and t’other half daren’t face. fierce stream. The next mome it she had

1 , , , seizei me by the arm, and was pynting atI had been drinking hard for about a week him, and she gave a wild k of sbriek.
when early one morning, as I lay in my.ragged "He’s a gone coon,” I says, though she 
bit of a tent, I woke UP, sudden-like, ‘ to a couldn’t hear me; and I was gloating over 
roarin’ noise like thunder, and then there came her beautiful white face, anl soft, clear

%

ing there still, with his soun I arm rammed el with ubiquity, 
into a bush, an I his bly

other; but when we regard the number o 
his favorite and only chairs, at least one 
of which is now deemed in lispensible to
ievery well regulated furniture store, and 
the quantities abnorma l written d cu- 
ments attributed to the Fathe of his Coun- 
try which photography reproduces in un- 
e unted and genuine oiginals, our credu 
lity gives way, and we warn our reader 
against Centennial relics. During the past 
winter we have certainly seen thirty quilt 
ed petticoats which the fair wearers as

a whirl and s rush and I was swinming for neck, as I thought that now she was mine 
life, half choked with the water that had car- —all ni le. I a say d her out of the flood

and there was no liez to stand in our way. 
"Save him! —save him l" she shrieked

riel me off. Now it was hit ing my head, play, 
ful like, agen the hardest corners of the rock it 
could find in the Gulch ; then it was hitting in my ear.
me in the back or pounding me in the front What, Hez? Save Hez, te cone between

HEZ AND HIS RIVAL.
Now a Temptation was Resisted.

You see we was rather rough out our way.................. ...................  - .... ... .... ......
where Hez Laneand me went, with our bit of with trunks of trees swept down from the us once in re Save her husbin —the 
tent and pickers, shooting irons, and such like, mountains, for something had bust—a lake or Onl chuta and would: xla lo ash | 

meaning to make s pile of gold. We went to something high up—and in about a wink the it, she realing me like a book the while. 
Washoe, and didn’t get on; then we went to hull settlement in Yaller Gulch was swept No, he might drown—he was drowned- 
St. Laramie, an I di In’t get on there. Last we away. I sot on a bit o’ rock, and there was must be. 1 N just then he moved. But, 
went right up into the mountains, picking our the water rushing down thirty or forty feet nonsense! I wasn’t ging to risk my life 
way among the stones, for Hez sez:

iuties. He was subsequently appointed post-sured us belonged to Martha Washington 
and this is in only one city. II w many 
such garments Philadelphia possesses. We 
cannot divine. All along Broadway, con 
scienceless small boys are vending musty, 
yellow, and ragged newspapers; and not a 
single anniversary of any revolutionary 

"Look deep, with everything swept before it—mules for his, and eut my own throat like, as to battle can occur but that copies of the par- 
ticular ancient paper containing the ac-

master of Guelph, and held that office till the
time of his death, performing its duties by 
deputy. Col. Kingsmill was a very much 
respected resident of this city. Hie was always 
ready to assist in any good work, for the Church, 
or in the interests of society. He was a stead-/ 
fast adherent of the Church of England, and 
it was seldom that he was not a representative 
of some congregation at the Synod. In the 
interests of temperance he laboured assiduous- 
ly, and, although his name seldom came before 
the public in that connection, his work, which 
was carried on in a quiet and unostentatious 
manner, was none the less effective. A true 
soldier, he retained his love for everything per- 
training to military matters to the last. His 
reminiscences of Napoleon were exceedingly • 
interesting, and everybody was pleased when 
he would tell anecdotes or give personal recol- 
lections of the great Emperor. It is under- 
stood that for some time Col. Kingsmill was 
engaged in preparing a book on the history of 
Napoleon during his captivity. Had he lived 
to complete it, it would, no doubt, have been s 
valuable contribution to the history of that

here, olihoss, let’s stores, and dead the fu She went down on her kneesget whan no one’s been an I tents and shanties and are.
Afore. If we get whan the boys are at work bodies by the dozen. Just then I hears a wild to me though, pynting again at where Hez 
already, they’ve took the cream and we gets sorter shriek, and looking down, I see a chap st floated ; and the of I feeling of love for 
the skim milk. Lets you and me get the half swimming, half swept along by the torrent, her was stronger on me than ever. , , 

- I - Youre asking me to die for you, Jael!
I shouted in her eir.

"Save him—save Hez!" she shrieked.

count of the conflict are sold in Now York, 
in editions so large that the long since 
dead pub ishers would have deemed their 
fortunes secure had their original publica 
tions achle ed one half the irc luion. La 
fayette buttonsare appearing by the gross; 
and as for Franklin’s canes, their name is 
legion. There is a strong and growing de- 
sire for these things, which bids fair to es- 
tablish a new and patriotic industry devot- 
ed to their manufacture.

cream and let some o’ the others take the trying hard to get at a tree that stood t’other 
skim milk." .. side.

"Why, it’s you, is it Hez?" I says to 
"Good for you,” I says ; and we tramped on ‘ myself as 1 lo ked at his wild eyes ° and 

day after day till we got right up in the heart straine 1 face, on which the sun shone full, 
o’ the mountain, where no one hadn’t been "You re a gone coon, Hez, lad, BO you may 

€ 1just as well fold yer arms, say amen, and afore, and it was so still and quiet as it made IX Il 1 go down like a man. How I could pop- 
30u °ea : you now, lad, if I’d got a shooting iron— 

"This’ll do. Dab," say. Hléz, as we put up put you out o’ yer misery like. You’ll 
our bit of a tent on a pleasant green shelf in drown, lad."
the steep valley place. "This’ll do. Dab; He made a dash and tried for a branch 
that’s yaller gold spangling them sands and hanging down, but missed it and got swept

"Y 0s, save him!"‘ I groaned to my elf. 
"Bring him back to the happiness that 
might be mine. But she loves him—she 
loves him ; and I must."

I gave one look at her—as I thought my 
last—and I couldn’t help it. If she asked 
me duarbly as she did, to som thing ten 
times as wild, I should have done it; and 
with a run I got up well above Hoz afore 
I jumped in once more to have a fight with 
the waters till I was swept down to the 
bush where he was. I’d got my knife in 
my teeth to cut the brush away and let him 
free, but as i was swept against it my 
weight tore it away, an I Hez and I went 
down the stream together ; him so done 
up that he lay helpless on the water. S he- 
hing seemed to tell me to finish him off. 
A minute under water woul 1 have d one it, 
but Jael’s face was before me, and at last I 
got to the other side, with her climbing 
alongside us; and if it ha in’t been for the 
hand she stretche down to üs I should ne- 
ver have crawled out with old Hez—I was 
that done.

As I droppe 1 down panting on the rock 
Jael came to my side, leaned over me and 
kissed me, and I thrned away, for the next

.What Cams of Trying.
Long ago among the chorus singers of 

the theatre of Bergamo, Italy, was a poor 
tailor, who modestly tried to use all his 
talents for the support of himself and his 
mother. One day the celebrated singer 
N zari went tot is tailor for a pair of pan- 
tuloons. Noticing that the poor man’s 
face was familiar, he mille en quiries, and

against the rocks, where he shoved his 
arm between two big bits, but the water 
gave him a wrench the bone went crack, 
and as I Bat still there, I see him swept 
lower and lower, till he clutched at a bush 
with his left hand and hung on like grim 
death to a dead nigger.

"Sarve yer right," I says coolly. "Why 
shouldn’t you die like the rest? If I’d 
had any go in me, I should have plug- 
ged yer long ago."

"Holloa !" I cried then, giving a start, 
"it ain’t—‘tis—tarnation! It can’t be!"

But it was.
There on t’other side, not fifty yards 

lower down, on a bit of shelf of earth that 
kept crumbling away as the water washed

running in veins through them rocks and 
yaller gold in the pockets of the rock.”

"Then let’s call it Yaller Gulch," I says.
"Done, old hoss!" says Hoz and Yaller 

Gulch it is.”
We set to work next day washing- in the 

bit of a stream, and shook hands on our luck-
"This’ll do," says Hez. "We shall make a 

pile here. No one wont dream of hunting this 
out."

"Say, strange:!" says a voice as make us 
both jump, "Do it wash well ?"

An 1 if there warn’t a long, lean, ugly, yaller- 
looking chap looking down at us as he stood 
holding a mule by the bridle.

Why, afore a week was over, so far from us 
keeping it snug, I reckon there was fifty peo- 
pie in Yaller Gulch washing away and making 
their piles. Afore another week was over 
some one had set up a store, an4 next day 
there was a gambling saloon. Keep it our-

period. He has also written largely during his 
lifetime on educational and military topics, 

foun 1 he belonged to the opera chorus. |His letters to the public press under the no » 
“Have you a good voice?" asked Nozari. é plume o Veteran, several of which ap.

"Not particularly" answered the tailor ; peared in the columns of "The Mail," la • 
"I can hardly reach A." always commanded great respect. As a lec-

"Let me hear," said Nozari, stepping to turer he has appeared very of n, and him 
the piano. "Commence," kindly advice to the prisoners, whom he visited

The tailor commenced, and with difficul- in the goal, and the cabmen, in whom he took 
ty reached G.X an especial interest, will long be remembered

"Now the A. „ . : by them. lie had four sons and two daughters.
Icannot, sir. . . . ., Tvo of his sons who joined the army died not Again agreat eifortanlA was reached. vary long after. ilia other sons as Julien 
"Now the B flat!" cried Nozari, Kingsmill, of the County of Bruce, and Mr. 
"I am not able." Nicol Kingsmill, of the firin of Crooks, Kings-
"I say the B flat, or, by my soul, I—. mill, & C attanach, at whose residence he died. 

"Don’t be angry; I will try.”|In compliance with Col. Kingsmill’s request 
A. B flat. he will be buried at Niagara. The funéral
"Do you see that it is possible ?" ex- cortege will leave Toronto on Tuesday by the 

claimed Nozari, triumphantly. " And I City of Toronto. The funeral will be accorded 
tell you, my son, if you practice assiduous- full military honours. - [From the Toronto 
15, you will be the first tenor of Italy." Mail, May 8.

Nozari was not mistaken. The poor [The deceased gentleman, was an uncle of 
chorister became the celebrated Rubini, the late Dr. Wm. BRADLEY, whose family still

—• Re- • --------- — reside in St. Andrews.] ED STANDARD.

it, was Jael kneeling down with her young 
‘an, and, as I lo ked, something seemed to moment she was crying hard, and bring- 

ing her hasbanl to, and [ was beginning 
to feel once more that I was a fool.

give my heart a tug, just as 
bad pulled a string.

"Well, he’s ‘bout gone,” I

if some C on

I ain’t much m re to tell, only that the 
flood went down alm st as quick as it came 
up, and Hez got all right with his broken 
arm, and did well. They wanted muchly 
to be ; but I kept away. I felt as I’d 
been a fool to save him, and I was kinder 
shamed like of it ; so I took off to Trisco, 
whoe, after chumming about, I took to 
going voyages to Panama and back, and 
the sea seemed to suit me like, and so I 
stuck to it.

Bays; "and
hey can’t hold out but bout three minutes. 

What’s it got to do with me? I slant 
move."

Just then, as I sot and chawed, telling 
myself as a chap would be mad to try and 
save his friends out of such a flood, let 
alone his enemies, darn me! if Jael didn’t 
put that there little squealer’s hands to- 
gether and hold them up as if she was

selves! Why, stranger, I reckon if there was 
a speck of gold anywheres within five hundred 
miles our chaps would stiff it out like vultures 
an 1 be down upon it.

It wasn’t no use to grumble, and we kept 
what we thought to ourselves, working away 
and making our ounces the best way we could. 
One day I proposed we should go up higher

L rd Maidstone, an English nob, was
fined the other day, for taking his dog to ‘ Who frew dat peanut at me 2* asked, 
a first class compartment of a railroad car darkey when struck on the cranium with 
contrary to rule, and against, the protest a sand-bag thrown out of a balloon 
of a vicar who occupied the same compart-
ment. The owner of the dog was

making it say its prayers —a born fool !— 
in the mountain ; but Hez said he’d be blowed when that that string seemed to be pulled, 

if he’d move; and the next day, if he’d wantedlinside me like, agin my heart; and—I 
me to go, I should have told him I’d be blowed couldn t help it—I jumped up.
if I’d move; and all at once from being red-hot ‘Say, Dab, I says to myself, "don’t you 
chums, as would have done anything for one be a fool. You hate that lot like py on, 
another, liez and me got to be mortal enemies, sot (o.—Don’t you 80 and drown your-

a sand-bag thrown out of a balloon.Fro.. the Scientific American.
========= Centennial Relics.----

Every year, it is said, the battlefield, of 
Waterloo is carefully planted with batter- 
ed bullets, odds and ends of accoutrements 
and other rubbish, which in the following 
year aiedug up and sold to credulous tour- 
ists, as relics of the conflict, by the en- 
terprising natives. Not long ago the Ger- 
man government was ruthlessly victim- 
ized by some ingenious Arabs who manu- 
factored and sold as real some spuri our 
specimens of rare and ancient pottery.— 
Almost any one, indeed, who travelled 
through Europe can add scores of instances

Ver An exchange says that a resident of 
Madison, Conn., lately buried his seventh 
wife. Was she dead?

angry at the objection to his presence, 
said he was Lord Maidstone, and his dog 
had always travelled with him and always 
should. The court gave him the highest 
fine possible, $10 and costs. This is the 
way they punish snobbery in good old 
England.

%Who should come into t! e Gulch one day 
but an old storekeeping sort of fellow with as I was ‘bout mad, you know, and couldn’t 

do as I liked, for, if 1 didn’t begin to rip 
off my things, wet and hanging to me. 
How they did stick!—but I cleared half 
on ’em off, and then, like a mad fool, 1 
made a run and a jump, and was fighting 
hard with the water to get across to Hez s

"I would not, for any money,’ says Jean 
Paul Richter, "have any money in my 
youth." That’s the way we feel. W. 
would rather have it now.—Danbury News.

pretty a daughter as ever stepped, and from 
that moment it was all over between Hoz and 
me. He’d got a way with him, you see, as I 
h. In’t; and they always made him weikim at 
that store when it was only “How do you do?" 
au I "Good morning!" to me. I don’t know 
what love is, strangers, but if Jael Burns had 
to! I me to go and cut one of my hands off to 

ease her. I’d ha’ done it..
But it wouldn’t do. I soon see which way 

0 win I blew. She was the only wo nan in 
amp and could have the pick, and she picked 

XIcz. I was ‘bout starin’ mad the first time I

The iron horse has but one ear—the en 
gineer. Being asked what made him so dirty, a 

street Arab replied, "I was made as they 
tell me, of dust, and I suppose it workswife and child.

It was a bit of fight. Down I went, 
and up I went, and the water twisted me 
ike a leaf; but I got out of the roar and

Pluck will carry a man where a palace 
car will not.of like deceptions being ‘practised which 

probably have come under his notice ; so 
thunder, on to the bit of a shelf where Juel that at the present time, antiques in Na- 
knelt; when, if the silly thing didn t begin pies, coins in Rome, pipes and pittery in

A despairing swain, in a fit of dospera- 
tion, recently declared to his unrelenting 
lady-love that it was his firm détermina- 
tion to drown himself, or perish in the 

attempt.

"Mamma, don’t you want some nice 
candy?" said a shrewd little child. "Yes, 
dear I should like some." “Then, if yov’ll

Iples, coins in Rome, pipes and Pittery in 
the East, and the thousand bits of bric-ato hold up to me her child; and her 1 pa, 

poor darling, said dumbly, “Save it! save 
it !""

brae that travellers delight in gathering I 
are either the handiwork of the pesent in- P lite girl.

buy some. I’ll give you half!" lisped the

o
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