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A BLIN D NAN’S FIRESIDE 
Talk to me, oh ye eloquent flames. 

Gossips and comrades fine!
Nobody knows me, poor and blind. 

That sit in your merry shrine.
Nobody knows me but my dog:

A friend I’ve never seen.
But that comes to my call, and loves me 

For the sympathies between.
T’s pleasant to hear in the cold, dark night. 

Mounting higher and higher.
The crackling, chattering, sputtering, spat- 

tering
Flames in the wintry fire.

Half asleep in the corner,
iheir you prattle and snap.

And talk to me and Tiny, 
That dozes in my lap.

You laugh with the merriest laughter ;
You dance, you jest, you sing. 

An I suggest in the wintry midnight
The joys of the coming spring.

Not even the lark on the fringe of the cloud. 
Nor the thrush on the hawthorn bough, 

Singeth a song more pleasant to hear
Than the song you’re singing now.

Your voices are all of gladness :
Ever thev seem to say.

After the evening—morning!*
After the night—the day:.

After this mortal blindness,
A heavenly vision clear.

The soul can see when the eyes are dark ;
Awake ! let the light appear 1

cions, 
ment i 
in the 
friends 
with a 
would

in good feel- “• wire 
come, return- ist., 
boat. My text

later a noble looking lady, Mexican by 
birth, but Castilian in the appearance 
of her stately figure, her olive skin, her 
languishing black eyes, came out upon 
the veranda, moving with an easy, indo- 
lent grace characteristic of the women of 
the tropics. She was attired in a loose, 
white gown, belted at the waist and 
spotlessly clean. On her bosom, and in 
her glossy, satin-like hair, were a few red

do enough for “their belong to a band 
emed. They showered who intend

rmed desperadoes in these words,— Mind 
And ehoh word shall 
of the sermon.

guests as it,
1 kindness on Eddy and,  - , 
* like Harris, began to seriously meditate

attack and capture our 
village of Santa Magdalena.”

"A serious charge,” said the ranchero.

your business.They were scarcely vanished when a 
striking procession took its way from| 
the Morro Ranche, on, its journey 
to Santa Magdalena overland. Don 
Jose Bonito, the constable, beaded it,, 
Following him, came Jacob Vellis, bound 
to his mule, his feet tied underneath the 
mule’s body, his arms bound behind 
him, his head hanging upon his. breast. 
On either side of Vellis rode a Santa 
Magdalenian, fierce and warlike of as- 
pect, bearing each a musket which was 
levelled at their prisoner in a manner to 
allow his shuddering glances to explore 
the yawning depths of the gun-barrels 
at every step. And behind the unhappy 
prisoner rode two other Mexicans, both 
armed both warlike, both vigilant.

"He came out to shear,’, said Eddy, 
standing on the ranche veranda and 
looking after the departing group, “and 

he’s going lock shorn I”

Tina, until Tina, divisionform a 
1st. 

you ha
an existence like) 
•0 tot • 4 1% wrws 

la adventures bi
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ind your business. I assume
“What evidence have you that the charge 
is true ?‘.

The Alcalde pointed to Vellis, •" 
"He has turned state’s evidence,” he 

said. *
“He! Is it possible that you put 

faith in the evidence of a man with a face 
like that ?" cried the ranchero. “Come, 
come, Don Antonio, you are joking. You 
have surely not allowed a wretch like 
this to hoodwink and mislead you ? A 
man of your capacity and executive 
ability ? It is incredible !‘.

The Alcalde looked surprised—dis- 
satisfied—sullen. -1

"It is the truth I regard,” he mutter- 
ed, “not the source whence it comes. 
The Americans are guilty. They must

Haghe-ferese ism qlist to 
The hoits were anxious that the 
1visitors should remain a week with them 

Iatthe least, but as Tina’s fever was broken up, and Eddy was, more than ever" anxious to hasten on to San Fran- 
Grainthetghy enlaigo

Don Josef had a little sloop which he 
placed at" the, service of Eddy, and 

promised to store it with necessary sup- 
"plies of food, and to send three Indian 

seaman in her. , Mr. Harris would take 
‘command of the craft until they should 
reach San Francisco, and the Indians

ng Ameri- —s lawful business 
u are an idler, you

ve a busise
After - dinnercans, with their flushed faces; blood-shot 

eyes, and miserable steeds came strag- 
gling up the grass-grown walk.

He arose as they came near, with

f some sort. If
. Eddyveranda.’ 

himself, 4 
and expl 
that he al 

Picon, 
Josef?” g

will probably bea tattles and a busybody 
in other men’s ventoors, and have nong the necessity that‘ 

findhir fat 2
business i it is
something useful. 16 ittbe hurtfal, it issomething of the grace and courtesy of 

an old Castilian grandee, find’ removed 
his eigrr, awaiting their arrival.

Cactus Dprsoms.-
The surprise of the lady at sight of 

the singular group upon the veranda, 
was, evident, though well-bred. She 
bowed to, the strangers with a slight in- 

Iclination, and looked inquiringly at her

none of your business as better let
where he Th, it alone. If the thing be wrong, the 

busier you are, the worse it be for you. 
If you, do not mind your business, you 
may be certain that Satan is contriving 
some mischief, and willpromptly set you 
to work. - .•

2ed. Mind your business.” Have no- 
thing to do with Satan’s business. It is 
always improper work. A certian man, 
it is said, made his fortune by minding 
his own business. Yet, your business

asked.One would have ‘1 
manner that he hid be 
visits like this, so lit 
he betray. -Yeb these- 
first Americans who I1

ought
•“Ah, no; ‘I wish’ I could. Theft 
diggings about a year ago, and have 
seen him flor heard from him since, 
was- not then histintention to buy 
a ranche and settle down upon it.- 

rhad made a great fortune ‘in the mi 
and I don’t know of any one who be 
deserved it.”
u “Then you can’t direct me where

husband, test ci* 
ever visited I He took her hand, conducting her 
1 I toward Eddy. ... ,

“Maraquita,” he said, his voice still

let
his lonely ranehe: 

“Pedro I’’ called
1• agitated, “this boy is the son 

benefactor and preserver, Richard 
He was supposed to be dead. 1 
his way to his. father. Heb shipwrecked, and Providence h

ping his hands.
“Assist the si would returnBurns.dismount,” loop.rangers

said the ranchero.
The boy ran down the

But the old adage that “man purpose

MYCOLDERpointedly. "1 in this case. *--
"No ; but you could no doubt hears The travellers were in bed upon the 

of him through some San Francisco morning after their arrival, when a loud 
banker. Or some old miner may be knock was heard upon the door of the 
able to tell you. He was an immense ranche—a knock so startling as to arouse 
favorite even with the roughest miners. every soul within the house.

no doubt deserve.”agape with curiosity, but Gorse and 
Harris had dismounted already, and 
assisted Tina to her feet. Eddy leaped 
to the ground, and the Indian lad led 
away the mules to a ‘stable, while the 
Americans ascended to the verandah.

The Mexican threw away his cigar as 
Tina came feebly up the steps, and 
greeted the strangers courteously.

"Heave ahead. Gorse,” said the mate 
wearily. "Get off some of your elbow 
lingo, for I’m dead tired, and as thirsty 
as a purpus.”

The Obioan was deliberating how to 

open a conversation of gestures, when 
he with the others was astonished and 
delighted to hear the ranchero address 
him in good English.

"You are Americans? asked the 
Mexican.

"We are," returned Gorse. “We 
were shipwrecked on the island of 
Santa Margarita, and have worked our 
way up through the country to this 
point. We were on our way from Pan- 
ama to San Francisco. We are tired, 
hungry and thirsty—”

"You have come to the right place, 
then,” interposed the ranchero. "I am

SON MARRIAGE‘ 

concludes an article

may do somethinghim to us that we 1 
toward the payment

was Cain’s question. Thou shalt in any 
wise reprove thy neighbor, and not suf- 
fer sin upon him. It’ is part of your 
business to bear another’s infirmities and 
burdens. The text does not say, mind 
his business but mind your own busi- 
ness. Destroy the weeds in your field, 
as well for his sake as for your own.— 
It is not intermiddling to pull his ox 
out of the mire. Christ himself said, I 
must be about my father’s business,’ and 
thus he made it his business.

3rd. Mind your busines. Study to do 
your business. Keep your mind upon 
it. "Not slothful in business” is linked 

with “fervent in spirit serving the Lord." 
Push your business. Do not suffer it to 
push you. Remember the ancient rhyme 
about the “busy bee.’ Do your busi- 
less with all your night. Do not go 
about it grudgingly and regretfully.- 
Let your thoughts be, "I delight to do 
thy will." You ought t be more than 
a pair of hands. Keep your mind upon 
your business, but remember that worry 
is not work. Be diligent in business. In 
one word, be a busy body, and yet be 
not a busy body.

In this paradox endeth both the 
text and the sermon with a benediction.

MOKIOUSINSECTS IN TWE GARDEN.

Young cabbage plants, after transplant- 
ed, are frequently cat off at the stem by a 
black grab, which lodges in the ground. 
Whenever that is observed, search 
around the root of the plants out off and * 
you will find a grub a quarter of an 
inch under the surface, and kill it. If 
it is not there, it will be on the plant 
next to it, and near by there will be an- 
other. They are always in pairs, and 
near to each other.

There is a small flea in vast numbers, 
which eats off the leaves of young cab- 
bages, both when they have just come 
up from seeds and after being transplant- 
ed. If the plants are lightly dusted 
over with fresh slacked lime for two 
mornings, while they are wet with dew, 
the lime will kill or drive off the flea, 
and the plants will thrive.

There is a greenish, mealy louse that 
attacks cabbages when half or nearly 
fall grown, frequently fall grown, fre- 
quently covering the whole plant. A 
dusting of fresh lime, for two mornings, 
while the plants are wet with dew, will • 
kill all the intruders.

A large green grab, with black bands 
around his body, which devours the 
leaves of carrots, celery, parsnip and 
parsley. It is slow in motion, and can 
be gathered with the hands, and ** 
killed.

All kinds of fruit trees should have 
their stems washed in a strong solution 
of carbolic seep and water. It keeps off 
borers and cut-worms, and if the heads 
of the trees are syringed with a weaker 
solution of the carbolic soap and water, 
insects will not be apt to attack them. 
Another syringing of the heads of trees, 
after the fruits are se , may keep off the 
“curculio” from plum and peach trees. 
The cause of failures in keeping off in-

"How can they be tried ‘impartially’ 
when you have already condemned 
them ?" demanded the ranchero good- 
humoredly. “Listen "to me, Don An- 
Antonio. You know me for a man of 
honor ?"

"For a man of unblemished integrity,” 
assented the Alcalde, bowing. “The 
name of Don Josef Morro is synony- 
mous with uprightness, nobleness and 
goodness.”

"It is koown throughout Lower Cali- 
fornia as the name of one of its richest 
citizens and its truest patriots,” added 
Don Jose Bonito enthusiastically.

The ranchero inclined his stately 
head. These visitors of his had long 
been his admirers, and they had not 
exaggerated in the least his social impor- 
tance. Of a good old family, wealthy, 
enterprising, successful in all his under- 
takings, a model of uprightness, the name 
of Don Josef Morro was known even in 
the city of Mexico: His political in- 
fluence was as great as his political am-

the debt we owe
The Golden Agehis father. 1 <

«The son of Richard Burns!” said under the caption of “Why don’t they 
Marry ?" 41
• There is no question that our costly 
style of living diminishes the number of 
marriages, and indirectly recruits the 
ranks of the vicious and depraved. So 
long as fashion demands a style of living 
which only a millionaire can really afford, 
and a young married couple must sup- 
port an expensive establishment, or be 
excluded from the circle in which they 
moved before marriage, a bar is raised 
to matrimonial engagements which only 
the very courageous or the very unscrup- 
ulous will have the hardihood to over- 
step. The opportunities and lures to a 
single live of easy indulgence and dissipa- 
tion, have a constantly increasing in- 
fluence over the young men of our cities; 
while a continually increasing number 
of young ladies are educated to a life of 
ease, display and extravagance, which 
only few young men can possibly support 
them in, and be honest. So our fashions 
put a premium upon bachelorism and

the lady. "Those words are a passport 
to our hearts.”EDDY’SSEARCH 

—OR-

A BRAVE BOY’S BATTLE.

He was stern in his uprightness, yet “Open I" cried a voice which the 
genial in his manners, honest as the fugitives recognized as the voice of Don 
light, a brave, noble-souled man, afraid Jose Bonito, the constable of Santa 
of nothing under heaven except to do Magdalena. “Open in the name of the 
wrong. And he was as pure as a law !” 
woman. I never knew a. man of his GOING BACK SHORN.
simple directness of purpose, his down- It was indeed Don Jose Bonito, the

She took Edd’s hand, and the frank, 
fair boyish face appealing to her heart, 
she kissed him with a tender, motherly 
kiss.

She was bidding Eddy’s friends wel- 
come to Morro Ranche when her 
children, a bright-eyed boy and girl of 
nearly the same ages as Eddy and Tina, 
came out and were introduced to the 
strangers. The whole family seemed 
warm-hearted, frank, and impulsive, 
and the strangers soon felt at home.

Dono Maraquita, seeing that Tina 
was nearly ill, invited her to enter the 
house. Tins struggled to her feet, and 
assisted by Dolores, the Dona’s daughter, 
followed slowly in the wake of her 
hostess.

The house of Don Josef was built

When at last Eddy panting and 
breathless, permitted his mule to sub. 
side to a walk, nothing was heard of the 
pursuers.

We’ve left them pretty well in the 
rear," said the Ohioan, listening intently. 
"We were as well mounted as they, and 
our few minute’s start has saved as.”

"We’re not saved yet,” muttered 
Harris. —=

"We’ll prick up again presently," 
said Eddy. “Are you tired out, Tina ?"

"Not quite,” answered Tina. "I don’t 
mind being tired if we only escape, 
Eddy."

After a few minute’s rest for the 
mules, the fugitives jogged on again at 
a mild trot. This pace was kept up 
with a few intervals of rest for several 
hours. —Yet if was not until the mules 
were well nigh exhausted, and the glow 
of sunrise was in the sky, that the 
Americans could comprehend or realize 
that they had outstripped all pursuit, 
and were is truth free.

"They’ve given up the pursuit by 
this time,” said Eddy at last, when the 
light of day began to pierce the tangled 
thickets and to illuminate their lonely 
path through the wilderness. "We have 
nothing more to fear from what is be- 
hind us. We are all tired, and had 
better make a halt in the first convenient 
spot.”

A little after sunrise they entered an 
open glade, where they dismounted and 
encamped. They found a pool of water 
here, but it was hot and brackish, and 
unfit to elake thirst. The soil, light and 
arid, was scantily clothed in stunted 
burnt-looking grass.

The mules were loosely tethered, and 
allowed the range of pool and herbage. 
Their riders flung themselves upon the 
ground, weary, aching in every joint, 
but nevertheless thankful and contented.

Poor little Tins dropped asleep almost 
as soon as her small ringleted head 
touched the ground. Her wide-brimmed 
hat toppled over her face, shading it 
from the sun. She lay there motionless 
and sleeping, while Eddy, raising him- 
self to his elbow, looked in a yearning 
tenderness upon the slight little figure, 
from the slender throat down to the tiny 
frayed and worn boots.

What a brave little soul she was! he 
though. How unselfish; how unmur- 
muring; how modest ; how dainty ; how 
pure! He felt that he could die for her 
if need should come. And he felt, too, 
how much she had grown to him—how 
she had become a part and parcel of 
bis very life!

"How we grow to love those who 
suffer with us!" thought Eddy: "I 
feel as if I could not live without Tina. 
I wonder how I lived without her 8) 
long !"

The fugitives had brought fruit with 
them, and of this they now partook 
freely. Eddy reserved the choicest 
oranges and plantains for Tina, and 
then fell asleep also. Harris and Gorse 
followed his example.

About noon they all awakened and 
more fruit was eaten, the juice of the 
oranges slaking the thirst which was 
now beginning to consume them. 

:The wilderness around them was 
almost as silent as a desert waste. 
There was no sound of pursuit.— 
The Mexicans, with Vellis had turned 
back long before daybreak of the pre- 
vious night, and were at that moment 
re-entering the village of Bents Mag- 
dalena in a dispirited condition.

Feeling secure the fugitives did not 
resume their journey until the afternoon, 
the day being sultry. A fresh breeze 
coming up at that period, they mounted, 
continuing their course to the north- 
ward.

They rode the remainder of the day, 
all that night, and until the middle of 
the next forenoon, with but brief and 
occasional halte. No springs of water 
presented themselves. A few brackish 
pools of stagnant water were found, and 
the mules drank of this eagerly, but ( 
their riders were not yet thirsty enough

right goodness and his purity of Dogberry like constable of Santa Mag- 
dalena, who was thundering at the greatcharacter.”

Eddy’s cheeks flushed prouds. closed doors of Morro Ranche, demand-
"That is my father!" he said quickly, ing admittance.

“Do you believe he is still living?" He had returned with the Aloalde and 
“Yes.’ If he had died, I should have his aids to the village, as we have stated 2 

but, to a man of his patriotism andheard. He would have news conveyed 
to me of his illness. He promised to 
let me know of any changes that came 
tohim.”g. if

ambition, to utterly give over the pursuit 
so long as a faint possibility remained 
that he might capture the fugitive "fili- 
busters,” was an alternative not long to 
be considered.

He had retired with the Alcalde to 
the office of the latter, and the two officials 
had held a long and earnest conference, 
both coming to the conclusion that the

"We meta miner at Chagres who 
thought he had married, or was about 
to marry again,” said Eddy hesitatingly. 
"He spoke of a Mexican lady—"

Don Josef’s face changed color.
"I hope not—I think not!" be said. 

“The truth is, I used to urge him to

around a court, after the usual Mexican 
fashion. A latticed arcade or veranda, 
similar to the one Tina had seen at the 
Panama Hotel, ran around the house

bition was small, and in all the Alcalde’s 
dreams of preferment it was Don Josef

viseflow the one hand, and unto!• and wretchedness on the other.
9 waste 
- What

Morro who acted the part of a good fairy 
and opened to him the doors of political 
advancement.

The words of the ranchero were there- 
fore of profound weight to him and his 
constable.

"My dear friend,” said Don Josef, 
smiling, “you have been the sport and 
mock of yonder villain,” and he pointed 
at Vellis, who stood a little apart, not 
comprehending Spanish when so rapidly 
spoken. “These Americans in my house 
are good and true people. They are my 
friends !"

"How?" cried the Alcaide and Don 
Jose, in a breath. “You are imposed 
upon, Don Josef.”

"Listen. . You remember, Don An- 
tonio, when I visited at your house some 
months since, I told you of my adventure 
at the mines in upper California, and 
how a noble American rescued me at the 
peril of his own life ?"

"I remember,” said the Alcalde.
“The boy of this party is the son of 

that noble man, my preserver !" said the

fugitives would make for the sea at the 
most convenient point, which point, re- 

serving as a corridor to the rooms | the world, and I had a family, and I | membering the course of the mule path, 
opening from it. pitied him for his desolateness. But he

In the centre of the court was a elear used to declare that his heart was buried

Don Josef Morro. My home is open to 
any American. I know your language 
well. I learnt it in the diggings, where 
I spent a year, and where I made my 
fortune. I love the name of American, 
for I owe all I am or have 1 Ameri- bubbling spring of pure water.

walls on the four sides of the court. marry again. He was so lonely in all
is wanted more than anything in our 
society to day, is the courage on the part 
of young men and women to break 
away from the present thraldom, and set 
a new and nobler fashion of independence 
and economy. A score or two of ex- 
amples of that heroism which defies the 
foolish sentiment and custom of the time, 
and dares to be true to the noble in- 
stincts of the heart, and live simply and 
honestly in a small and quiet way, would 
create a reform, if not a revolution. The 
question comes to every young heart, 
which shall I sacrifice, the instincts and 
affections of the heart, or the shows and 
shams of society? Alas, that so many 
yield the former to the latter ! For 
love is the religion of the young; and 
whoever suppresses it for the sake of 
ease or display, whoever sacrifices it for 
fashion, commits a sacrilege for which 
nothing on earth can atone. Love is 
not a thing to be ashamed of or laughed 
at, but a sentiment to be cherished and

they unanimously decided would be at 
Morro Bay. Hampered as the fugitives 
were with a delicate little girl, and un- 
used as they were to the country, the 
Alcalde and the constable decided that 
they could easily be captured before 
they could put to sea. +

Accordingly, to Vellis’ great joy, a 
pursuit, was again organized. A boat, 
with four armed men under the command

I with his lost wife—that he should never
Tina, feverish still, stooped here to marry again. And I don’t believe he 

drink. Then, refreshed and strengthened, has taken another wife, for he mourned 
the fever lessening in her veins, she for the first with all his soul. No, no. 
followed her hospitable guides upon the Don’t believe it. He has not married

eas."
Gorse sat down on the steps. The 

others dropped wearily on a bench in 
the delightful shade of the verandah, 
feeling unable to take step further.

"You owe everything to an Ameri- 
can?" asked Harris, regarding the 
Mexican more closely.

The ranchero’s eyes kindled. He was 
a splendid looking man, despite his bare 
feet, his loose linen trowsers, his shirt 
sleeves. His face was a noble and 
pleasant one, full of kindliness, intelli- 
gence and goodness.

Eddy whispered to Tina that a Mexi- 
can like this redeemed a thousand 
ignorant fellows like the inhabitants at 
Sauta Magdalena, and Ties assented.

"Yes, "repeated the ranchero, "I owe 
all I am or have to an American. I am 
proud of the debt. And I vowed to the 
Holy Virgin that I would repay that 
debt to any American who should need 
assistance. This is the first time an 
American has claimed my aid. You 
may feel at home here, my friends, for 
with all I can do for you,” and his face 
glowed, "I can never repay a thousandth 
part of the great debt 1 owe to the 
noblest and purest man in the whole 
world"—he removed his hat—“that 
owe to Richard Burns !"

THE ENEMY STILL ACTIVE.
The astonishment of Eddy at the 

utterance of his father’s name in that 
place, and by his Mexican host, was 
equalled only by the astonishment of his 
companions. • ..

"Whom did you ray you owed so 
much to Senor?” demanded Gorse, 

staring.
“To a gentleman whom you never

veranda, and thence into a room so again." / 
delightfully clean and pleasant that Tina His earnestness lifted a load from
thought it superior to any she had ever Eddy’s soul.’
seen. 1 "I was a poor fellow, a miner, when I

It had two windows looking toward first met Richard Burns," continued 
the sea. These windows were now Don Josef reflectively. "He saved my
open, and the sea-breeze was fluttering life !” 
the curtains of white muslin so that they

f the Alcalde himself started up the 
oast for Morro Bay, while Don Jose 
Bonito, with four armed and trusty aids 
besides, set out decently mounted in the 
rack the fugitives had taken.

The two parties had arrived at the 
vicinity of the Morro Ranche at about 
the same time, for even while Don Jose 
Bonito was knocking loudly at the door 
of the ranche, the Alcalde and his assis- 
tants were marching in at the gates, 

aving recently landed at the little fish- 
ng village below.

“Open in the name of the law !" re- 
peated the constable, rapping again with 
a sort of official staff without which he 
was seldom seen. "In the name of the 
Republic of Mexico !"

This mighty formula had its effect. 
Beds were vacated within the house, 
dors were opened and shut, and every 
n ember of the household as well as the 
f gitives hastened to dress. Eddy and 
T ina scrambled into their clothing, and 
eept out upon the receased corridor 
v ran da, listening and trembling. Gorse: 
a d Harris were no less anxious.

"How ?" asked Eddy.
almost served asians. The floor was "There was a rough gang at our camp, 
covered with a cool matting, woven of men of every nationality, many of them 
sea-grass. A low white draped bedstead, crime-stained. There had been a run 
a swinging hammock for lounging, and of luek for some days, but all in one
a couple of chairs, made up the simple direction. Two men, partners, named 
list of furniture. Fisher and Duffy, had found nuggets of 

"This shall be your room, my dear,” large size and great value, which they 
said Dona Maraquita, in English. "You had buried under their tent. They kept 
will sleep here while you stay with us. a big dog, which precaution was well gloried in; and, at any sacriffce it may 

“The boy ?" cried Don Jose. “The require, is cheap so long as it adds fuel 
to the precious flame which purifies the

ranchero.
Eddy Burns will have the next room. thought of in their case, for the camp 
You look feverish and tired, and I think was full of lawless, discontented fellows 
a bath will do you more good than any- all sour over Fisher’s and Duffy’s luck 
thing else. . Will you have a bath while and angry at their own ill luck, and 
dinner is being prepared? ‘|more than one of these men would have

"If you please,” said Tina timidly, willingly played the part of robber.- 
looking at her reflection in the little One night after Fisher and Duffy had 
mirror with a sort of self disgust. "I had an unusually successful day, I found 
think I shall feel well enough after a several nuggets of pure gold, and I knew 
bath.” that I had found my luck. I took my

Dona Maraquita withdrew, and treasure to my tent and hid it. That 
presently two stout Indian women night Fisher and Duffy were robbed of 
appeared, carrying a tub of clear fresh all their hard earnings, their dog was 
water between them. They deposited killed, and Fisher was left for dead.- 
this upon the floor and went out One , There was a terrible excitement raised 
of them speedily returned with soms every tent was searched for the booty;

my gold was found, and I was seized by 
the mob as the thief and would-be

young desperado? The young demon?” 
The ranchero’s cheeks flushed.
"You are speaking of my friend, Don 

Jose," he exclaimed haughtily. "I will 
stake my soul on the lad’s honesty and 
uprightness. No son of Richard Burns 
could be bad. These Americans are my 
friends, and I will vouch for them. They

heart, refines and ennobles the character, 
and makes a manhood and a womanhood 
worth the saving and worth the name, 

--------• • •---- :-----
A VENERABLE LADY-

A San Francisco paper gives an ac- 
count of a lady in that city who is said 
to be one hundred and nineteen years 
old. She is at present of medium 
height, though when younger she was 
tall and portly, and as one or two of her 
old friends say, she was considered 
beautiful ; and even now though her face 
is a network of wrinkles, she has an 
agreeable appearance. As a matter of 
course, she is considerably stooped from, 
age, but not so much as one would 
naturally imagine. Her maiden sur- 
name is Madrugal-—Mary of the Im- 
maculate Conception Madrugal. Her

were shipwrecked on the island of Santa 
Margarita. They were taken to the 
mainland by you. In trouble, exposed 
to the dangers of a strange climate, you 
you should have succored them. But 
what did you do ? At the instigation 
of a villain who was only released from 
irons in the ship’s hold when the vessel 
was supposed to be going to pieces, you 
persecuted them, you put them in jail, 
you starved them, you pursued them, 
and now you want to drag them back to 
further suffering and annoyance !"

The Alcalde and the constable looked 
aghast. It was in a very feeble voice 
that the former entreated the ranchero 
for explanations.

Don Josef hastened to give them, in 
an impassioned manner, that drove con- 
viction of the truth of his statement 
home to the soul of every Mexican there.

He said that the boy Eddy was on his 
way to find his father ; that Vellis was 
a desperate villain, who had several times 
tried to kill the lad, and that it was for 
an attempt on the boy’s life that Vellis 
had been put in irons on board the 
whaleship. He narrated the particulars 
of the wreck, told how the hulk of the 
Graham had drifted to the southward, 
and how Vellis had crept after the travel-

Don Josef, his bare white feet trust 
; irto a pair of slippers, his white linen 

tr wsers and shirt hanging loosely about
fine soap, towels, and an armful of girl’s 
clothing, the property of Dolores.

When she was again alone, Tina

his stately figure, crossed the paved 
eart and opened the double entrance 

doors.
The Alcalde and Don Jose, closely 

fo lowed by Vellis and the eager Mexi- 
ca is, came trooping into the court. They 
were all excitement, like hounds who 
ha re scented their prey.

Don Josef Morro stood at the entrance 
of the court and received his new guests

murderer !"
Dona Maraquita drew nearer to her 

husband. It was evident that the wife
secured the door, took her bath, and, 
with a kind of pleasure she had not ex- 
perieneed of late, attired herself in the could not yet think calmly of those daysknew,” replied Don Josef, smiling.‘I ,*.- 

referred to a Californian named Burns. soft, clean garments placed at her dis- of peril. sects is that remedies are not preserved
husband’s name is, or was,.Juarez. She in a sufficiently long time.—A man 
is descended from Castilian emigrants -
to Mexico, and, and was born in the “City

posal. When she was dressed, to the | “The mob carried me out to a pine 
kid slippers on her feet, and the fine tree near our diggings, and exhorted me 
white dress tied with a blue sash, she to confess. I protested my innocence, 

. surveyed her reflection with consider- and offered to show where I had found

In my pleasure in meeting countrymen 
of his, I forgot his name must be strange 
to you.”

standing upon a pair of steps ten feet 
high can syringe over trees twenty feet 
high.—Journal of the Farm.

HOW TO SLEEP (
of the Rosary" in Sinaloa. She has 
several children, the youngest of whomwith a grave and gentle suavity, betray- 

the gold. A dozen voices cried out, ing no surprise at their unexpected and
and offered to show where I had found"Was he called ‘Judge’ Burns ?" 

ed. Gorse eagerly.
Don Josef looked surprised.

able satisfaction.
"Not much like the grimy, dusty 

little beggar of a Tina I was an hour 
ago,” she thought with a smile. “And 
my fever’s gone, I think. I wonder 
what Eddy’ll say to me.”

She opened her door and moved along 
the corridor, crossing a hall-like room, 
and coming out upon the wide front

is fifty six years of age. She speaks- 
Spanish language so as to be distinctly 
understood, but cannot speak English.

‘String up the Greaser.’ They called rue appearance. n...
Good morning, Don Antonio," he 

sai l in Spanish to the Alcalde, extendings 
his hand. «This isi an unexpected 
pleasure ! I had not thought you would 
keep your promise of a visit to Morro 
Ranche so soon. Don Jose, L am glad 
to see you. Welcome, gentleman all, to 
Morro Ranche!”

"We are glad to see you, Don Josef," 
and the Alcalde, his excitement cooling 
under the grandee air of the ranchero. 
“But our errand is not one of feasting 
and pleasure. We have come upon a 
bus ness which affects the welfare of our 
beloved republic—".

• Indeed !” cried the ranehere. "You 
hav done well to come to me in that 
case my dear Senor Alcalde. Our 
republic has in me one of her stanchest 
defenders. But you look tired. Be 
seated.’

We are often asked for a prescriptionme a ‘Greaser,’", and he smiled, “as 
they did all native Californians except 
Indians. They put a rope around my 
neck, and threw the end of the rope 
over a limb of the tree. And then, 
giving me no time for prayers, they 
jerked me up from the ground. 1 was 
swinging between, heaven and earth, 
when a man rode swiftly up on horse- 
back—a slender, keen-eyed, fiery-souled 
fllow—yelled out to the mob, "Are you 
all cowards? And with that he drew 
his knife and cut me down! That man 
was Richard Burns. He stood between 
me and the raging mob for more than an 
hour. He harangued them while he 
shielded me with his person. He spoke 
to them in the most fiery, scathing 
words I ever heard. He saved my 
life. The mob fell back before him and 
and his drawn pistol as a crowd of

"He was so called by the miners," he 
answered, “and indeed by every one.’

"Then, Don Josef,” exclaimed Gorse, 
arising,” allow me to introduce to you 
the son of your old friend. This blue- 
eyed lad is Eddy Burns, son of Richard 
Burns !"
The ranchero looked at Eddy in amaze- 

ment.
“Impossible !" he ejaculated. Mr. 

Burns was a widower, and childless I”
“Was he from Riverton on the 

Hudson, State of New York?" inquired 
Gorse, his sallow face burning with 
cagerners and earnestness.

"He was.”
Did be get a letter soon after arriving 

in California, stating that his wife and 
son were dead?” A

"He—he did.”
"It is the same man. He was a

for preternaturally wakeful persons.— 
The “high pressure” principle on which 
many of our business men work their 
brains and abuse their bodies, begets an 
irritable condition of the nerves, and a 
morbid state of mind, very antagonistic 
quiet and refreshing sleep. Such persons 
will often go to bed weary and exhausted 
but cannot sleep; or sleep dreamily and 
fitfully; or lie awake for hours, unable 
to sleep at all. We have tried many 
expedients to induce sleep with more or 
less success, and have read many recipes

Her health is remarkably good, and the 
faculties of her mind are entirely unim- 
paried. She goes almost daily to com- 
munion, which requires in a Catholic 
the greatest purity, and attends regularly 
the sacrifice of the mass ; and to this 
habit she attributes her long life. She 
has latterly made San Francisco the 
place of her permanent abode, though 
she travelled much during her lifetime 
in Mexico and California. The reason

veranda.
+Eddy was here, freshly attired in 

borrowed garments. He, as well as 
Gorse, and Harris, had bad a bath, and 
was-looking greatly rested. He was 
telling his story to the Morro family, 
but interrupted himself to spring forward 
toward Tina and lead her to a seat 
beside him.

Tina’s appearance appeared to be the 
signal for refreshments. She was hardly 
seated, when one of the Indian lads 
brought out a tray laden with glasses 
and a tall jug of cold lemonade. After

lers like a prowling wolf, on that lonely 
march up the eastern coast of the island„-, . 2 she has decided upon ending her days in
of Santa Margarita to Magdalena Bay. San Francisco is because she finds in

“You know the rest,” he said. "These which proved better in theory than in 
practice. The very best method we 
have yet discovered is that of counting. 
Breathe deeply and slowly (without any 
straining effort) and, with every expira- 
tion, count one, two, three, etc., up to a 
hundred. Some persons will be asleep 
before they can count fifty in this man-

that city more “peace for her soul." 
Judging from her present apearance she 
is likely to live for some years more, 
though her lease of life cannot be very 
long. She has always been temperature 
in her habits, and now she reaps the 
benefit of living well.

Sioux City, 8th. —The special e orrespon- 
dent ofthe Journal now at Fort Butord 
Dakotah writes: under date of June 1st, 
that the Sioux are now on the war path.

Americans are innocent. My dear Don 
Antonio, you have been the dupe of a 
villain !"

The Alcalde looked toward Vellis 
with a lowering brow. The case wasall 
plain to him now, and a storm of rage 
filled his narrow soul. If he wasignor-here were benches around the court.demons might fall before an avenging 

angel I Then he mounted me on his 
horse and took me to his tent."

drinking freely of this beverage, Don 
Josef and his wife conducted their guests 

into the court, where a table was spread 
with a bounteous dinner.

Any one who knows the boundless 
resources of the more fertile portions of

manufacturer before he left for the 
Pacific shores. He failed in business—"

“It is the same man,” interrupted Don 
Josef, in a sudden agitation. “How is 
this lad his son ?"

“He is the son who was believed by

sank ant and bigoted, he was also just.
«The villain !" he hissed. “Justice

ner. Others will countten, twenty, or 
thirty, and then forget themselves and 
cease counting. , In such cases, always 
commence again at once. Very few 
persons can count a hundred and find 
themselves awake; but should this hap- 
pen repeat the dose until cured.—From 
Science of Health.

The Alcalde and the consta
dow upon these. The Mexican aids

thee to id.ly intothe leafy ureade pay the penalty of hiscrimes! We will on e ery side which served as corridors see if he can mock at -magistrate with 
3 impunity. Have you ropes handy?

Don Josef clapped his hands. An

shall be done, Don Josef. The man shallDona Maraquita sobbed aloud. Don 
Josef’s features, worked with emotion as 
he recalled those tragic scene”. He soon and there is a camp of 465 lodges ren-

dezvoused within 10 miles of Fortto try them. Some wild oranges and resumed:
“That was the first of my acquaint- did not sce, however, the figuresthe soil of Lower California, will not beplantains were discovered, and these his father to be dead, answered Gorse. 

- 4 a : 2 are a - a “The letter announcing the death of
Berthold and the . numbers are being 
daily increased. It is said to be the in- 
tention of the party to attack Berthold 
as soon as they can muster 2000 warriors.

hear that the table was Indian lad came running up to him from 
the shadow of the arcade.

“Bring ropes I" commanded the 
ranchero.

The lad hastened to execute the errand, 
returning with some coils of rope of

were gathered to serve as drink and ince with Richard Burns., He had of the four fugitives who were upon the 
vera da behind the vine-wreathed pillars, 
gazing out upon the scene and reading 
ever change in the expression of his 
evilly triumphant visage.”1

aj y dear Don Josef,’ ‘ said the Alcalde, 
stretc hing his wearied legs, “one of your 
fisher man whom we met upon the beach 

said that you were entertaining a party 
of Ar ericanos who arrived yesterday."

“A labourer whom I met up the road 
told she the same thing,” putt in the 
-histree, returned the ranehero 

calmly. "I have a party of Americans 
nowi my house.”
“Don Josef,” cried the Alcalde, “our 
errand here is to arrest those men. The 
saints be praised, we are in time. Show 
us to their rooms.”

“Softly, Don Antonio!” said the 
ranchero. “Of what are these men 
nescased ?”

“They are filibusters—dangerous and 
bl. nyarabdmil.

loaded with many of the choicest pro- 
nefiong dftof the faninornd la la

his wife and son was the work of an 
enemy. The wife sod son, of Hichard 
Burns are both living. There sits the

food. They cooled the feverish palates 
of the travellers, but, as Eddy said, “the 
thirst would not stay quenched.”

The mountain pass near the coast — 
the third pass since leaving Magdalena 
Bay—was threaded, and at day-break, 
00 a five cool morning, the Americans 
came out on a sloping plain that stretched 
to the blue and sparkling ses.

They halted, and as the sun rose, they 
beheld the glorious Pacifie stretching t 
the westward far as eyes could reach, 
white-capped waves overarched by a 
lovely morning sky. Not a sail gemmed 
the bosom of—the great sea, but the

e, not knowing whether I was 
r guilty, but thinking that I 

ought at least to have a fair trial and a 
show for my life, I told him my story, 
and he believed me. He kept me with

rescued 1 
innocent

A new business has aprul
: zones. Vegetables in great variety

1 abounded. Baskets filled with oranges, 
plantains, pine-apples and other fruits

t of Lafe 
!Hon:

1 the southern 009 
Two Germans fro

There seems to be universal secret hostë- 
lity among the Sioux upon the Missouri.

where 
Erie.beThe ranchero moved towam

Eddy named Spacht, of 
that fabermen abs

ingThe Chief of the band now near Bert- 
hoid made a speech on the 27th ult., to 
hostile braves, telling them that war had 
been declared and that every one of the 
Sioux Chiefs would stand by the 
decision of the Council that made the 
declaration. He further said that Fort 
Berthold would be the scene of, the 
opening of hostilities, and For Buford 1 
would next receive attention.

:sigrgece which awith sudden impulsiveness, both hands 
outstretched. There was a deepemotion

were set at frequent intervals down the 
long board. The single dish of kid’s 
flesh—the only meat—was supported by 
the choicest offerings of the sea—fresh

various sizes.him for days, while he sifted the matter 
of the robbery. Then he proved that it 
was Duffy himself who was the robber 
of the firm, and the murderer, for Fisher 
died of his injuries. Duffy had a fair 
trial by jury, was convicted, and was 
hanged. From the day of my acquain- 
tance with Burns I began to be prosper-

of the largeBy this time Vellis had begun to see 
that all was not fair sailing for him.

the 
wl. 3 ___4

his eyes and voice as he 
“You are welcome to my

abound in
ment for the manufacture 
wholesome article of food 
milt or spawn of the ate

BlL

Something in the glances of the Mexicans 
around him warned him that his dupes 
• ere awakening to the truth. But be- 
tore the idea had fairly developed itself 
Don Jose Bonito had clutched him 
fiercely, taking possession of his short 
squat figure “in the name of the b 
-toum

oysters uncooked, turbot delicately pre- 
red barbel, bonitos, and other varieties 

It need hardly be said that the guests 
did full justice to such royal fare. They

my heart, son of Richard Burns. What- 
ever I have is at your service. It is a 
strange fate that has brought you to my 
door—a blessed Providence that permits 
me to return to you some of the kind-

business of the firm 
tad 
codiment are shipped 

- the fishermen regard
ous. He was one of the lucky ones, an" 
he so advised and directed me that I 
became rich. And next to my wife and children,” he added, "I love Richard 
Berne.” -117

Eady was greatly affected by simple narrative. He felt as if he were 
nearer his father, and his longing to 
342-2- 

unvoted by the turmoils of the gross -emptseesy. They slept in cool, clous

were nearly famished, and every .ness heaped upon me your father.
He embraced Eddy in the warmth of 

his delight. He shook hands with Gorse 
and Harris, and gave to Tuns a welcome

Medical societies are warned not towas a luxury.
The heavier part, of the dinner over, 

coffee, sweet cakesand wine were brought 
in and passed around.

Ths ranchero led a sort of patriarchal 
existence in this sequestered spot. His 
servants, a dozen in number, were 
dorrs 225

hearts of the travellers thrilled with 
great and solemn joy, and they could 
have knelt upon those arid sands and 
wept their prayers of thanksgiving.

About nine o’clock they entered the 
little settlement, which was now seen to 

=, ch by woo am ur. 
gauches. ugoanThe travellers made their way to one here,” the 
of these sauobes, and to the house of the children,”

ask a certain Western minister to preaob 
for them. He has this text ready: "In 
his disease Ass sought not to the Lord, 
but to the physicians. And asa slept with 
his fathers.” , a—,

The practice of wearing veils over the 
eyes is said to be very injurious to the sight especially of those who desire to 
see the pretty feoon beneath, suspended operations.

ires. TEr 
"Feocedimien is Pesapisls Late

wly, hand and foot, 

net 

Desere

that delighted her homesick soul.Then he clapped his hands loudly, 
and an Indian lad, a little taller than 
the one who had before appeared, 
out upon the veranda.
AU- / on at the sequestered Morrow Ranche,
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