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‘THE STRANGER.

{From the French of Madame Emile de Gimardin.

He passed from vision like a cloud,
Or wave that opwand sweepa ;
My heart, that ones was cold and proud,
His image Xeepa,

One keen, but fexcinating glance
Eutranced my spell-bound eyes,
And givee that moment of remance
Lifes breath 1 prize.

Too daring, and too rapturous
My self-commusings seem—
1 love him—and to love him thus
1s joy supreme.

Lud yet, io lovely bours alas!
Mine eyes with tears are dim
To thiok wy youthfal years may pass
Apart from bim,

His was the soul of which 1 dreamed,
For which 1 vainly pine ;
The long-sought sister-soul that seemed
The twin of mine,

And [ bad found it—ob, my heart !
Thy throbbings 1 must quell ;
‘Tis hand from all we love fo part,

And cry **Farewell,™

Bot atill, if pitying Heav'n will deige
Ta aid os from above,
Hereatter, 1 ahall meet agaia
My ouly Jove.

Ove wowent let me hear him sigh,
Aund feel bis fond caress—
E'en were 1 doomed tbat hour to die
From joy's excess !

GRO. MURRAY.

THE APRIL FOOL OF HARVEY'S SLUICE.

March was drawing to a closs in Harvey's
Slnice, and the glare and heat of the nntii)odean
summer had toned down into the rich mel.
low hues of autumn. It was never a lovely
place to look upon.  There was something hope-
lessly prosaic in the two bare rugged ridges,
seamed and scarred Ly the hand of man, with
iron arms of windiasses, and broken buckets
projecting everywhere through the endless little
hillocks of red earth. Down the middle mn
the deeply rutted road from Buckhurst, winding
along and crossing the sluggish tide of Harper's
Creek by a crumbling wooden bridge. bBeyond
the bridge lay the eluster of little hats with the
Colonial Bar and the Grocery towering in all
the dignity of whitewash among the haumble
dwellings around. Theassayer’s verandah-lined
house lay above the gulehes on the side of the
slope nearly opposite the dilapidated specimen
of architecture of which our friend Abe was so
unreasonably proud.

There was one other building which might
have come under the category of what an inhah-
itant of the Sluice would have described as a
““ public edifice " with u comprehensive wave of
his pipe which conjured up images of an endless
vists of colonnales and minarets. This was
the Baptist chapel, a modest little shingle-roofi d
erection ou the bend of the river abont a mniile
above the settlement. 1t was Jrom this that the
town looked at its best, when the harsh outlines
and crude colors were somewhat softened by dis-
tance.  On that particular morning the stresm
looked pretty as it meandered down the valley ;
pretty, too, was the long rising wpland behind,
with it luxuriant green covering ; and prettiest
of s1i wag Miss Carrie Sinclair, as she laid down
the Lasket of ferns which she was carrying, and
stopped upon the summit of the rising ground.

Sometbing seemed to be amiss with that voung
lady, There was a look of abxiety upon her
face which contrasted strangely with her usual
appearance of piquant insouciance. Some recent
annoyance had left its traces upon her. Perhaps
it was to walk it off that she bad rambled down
‘he valley ; ecertain it is that she inhaled the
fresh breezes of the woodlands as if their vesin-
ous fragrance bore with them some antidote for
human sorrow. -

She stood for some time gazing at the view
before her. She could see her father's house,
like a white dot upon the hillside, though
strangely encugh it was a blue reek of smoke
upon the opposite slope which seemed to attract
the greater {»art of her attention. - She lingered
there, watching it with a wistful look in her
hazel eyes. Then the loneliness of her situation
seemed to strike her, and she felt one of those
spasmodie fits of unreasoning terror to whiel the
bravest women are sulject. Tales of natives gud
of bushrangers, their daring and their cruehy,
flashed across her. She glauced at the great
mysterious streich of silent hushlund beside her,
and stooped to pick vp her hasket with the in.
tention of harrying along the road in the direc-
tion: of the gulches. - She started round, and
hardly suppressed a scream as a long red-flannel.
led arm shot out fram behind ber and withdrew
tha basket from her very grasp.

The figure which met her eve would to rome
have seemed little: calenlated to allay her fears,
‘The high boots, the rough shirt, and the brond
girdle with its weapous of death were, however,
tao familiar to Mis Carrie to be objects of ter.
ror, and when above them all she saw & pair of
- tender blue eyes looking down upon her, zod a

half-abashed sinile lurking under a thick yellow
moustache, she knew that for the remainder of

that walk ranger and black would be equally.

powerless to harm her. ‘
oo O Mr, Durton,”” she said, “ how you did
¢ cgtartle mel’’ ‘ EETCN

| for his rival.

“ {'m sorTy, miss,” said Abe, ingreat '-“’P‘dﬂ,‘
tion at having caused his -idol one moment's
uneasiness. ** You seo,” “he continued, with
simple cunning, * the wenther bein’ fine and my
pariner gone prospectin’, 1 thought I'd walk up
to Hagley’s Hill and ronnd back by the bend,
‘and there | sees yon aceidental-like aml promis-
cnons a standin’ on a hillock.” This astounding
falsehood was reeled off by the miner with great
fluency, and an artificial sincerity which at once
stamped it as a fabrication. Bones had con-
cocted and rehearsed it while tracking thelittle
footsteps in the clay, and looked upon it as the
very depth of human guile. Miss Carrie did not
ventare upon a remark, but thers was a_gleam
of amusement in her eyes which puzsled her
lover. . .

Abe was in good spirits this moruing. It may
have been the sunshine, or it may have been the
rapid rise of shares in the Conunemam, which
lightened his heart. 1 am_inclined to think,
however, that it was referable to neither of these
causes. Simple as he was, the scene which he
had witnessed the night before could only lead
to one conclusion. He pictured himself walk-
ing as wildly down the valley under similer cir-
cumstances, and his heart was touched with pity
He felt very certain that the ill-
omened fact of Mr. Thomas Ferguson of Roch.
dale Ferry would never more be seen within the
walls of Azale Villa. Then wby did she refuse
him?! He was handsome, he was fairly rich.
Could it— ?po, it couldn't ; of eourse it couldn't;
how'could itt The idea wasridiculous—so very
ridicnlous that it had fermented in the young
man's brain all night, and that he could do
nothing but ponder over it in the morning, and
cherish it in his perturbed bosow.

They passed down the red pathway together,
and aJong by the river's Lank. Abe had re.
lapsed into his normal condition of taciturnity.
He had made one galiant effort to hold forth
upon the snbject of ferns, stimnlated Dy the
basket which he held in his hand, but the
theme was not a thrilling one, and after a spas-
modic flicker he had abandoned the attempt.
While coming along ke had been full of racy
anecdotes and humorous ohservations. He had
rehearsed inoumerable remarks which were to be
poured into Miss Sinclair’s appreciative ear. Bat
now his brain seemed of asndden to have becowe
a vacuum, and utterly devoid of any idea save
an insane and overpowering impulse to commment
upon the heat of thesun.  No astronomer who
ever reckoned a parallax was so entirely absorbed
in the condition of the celestial bodies as honest
Bones while he trudged along by the slow-fow-
ing Australian river.

Suddenly his conversation with his partner
came back into his mind. What was it Doss had
said upon the subject ' *“ Tell her how they live
at the mines.”"  He revolved it in his brain. It
seemed a curious thing to talk about ; but Boss
had said it, and Boss was always right. He
would take the plunge ; so with a premonitory
*hem he blurted out,

“ They live mostly on bacon and besans in the
valley."

He could not see what effect thiz communica.
tion had upon his companion. He was too tall
to be able to peer under the little straw bon-
net.  She did not answer. He would try
again.

“ Matton on Sundays,” ke said.

Even this failed to arouse any enthusiasm. In
fact she seemed to be laughing. Boss was evit
dently wrong.  The young man was in Jespair.
The sight of a - ruined hut heside the pathway
conjured up afresh idea. He grasped at itas a
drowning man to a straw.

* Cockney Jack built that,” he remarked.
*¢ Lived there till he died.”

*“ What did he dieof ¥’ asked his corupanion,

*“ Three star brandy,” said Abe decisively.
‘1 need to come over of a night when he was
bad and sit by him. Poorchap ! He had a wife
and two children in Putrey. He'd rave, aund
call me Tolly, by the hour. He was cleaned out,
hadp’t a red cent ; but the boys collected rough
gold enough to see him through. He's buried
there in that shaft ; that was his claim, so we
just dropped bim down it an’ filled it np. Put
down his pick too, an’ a spade au' a bucket, 30’8
he'd feel kinder perky and at home.”

Miss Carrie seemed more interested now.

““Do they often die like that 1 ghe asked.

** Well, brandy kills mauny ; but there’s more
gets dropped—shot, you know:”

I .don’t mean that. Do many men die alone
and miserable down there, with no omne to care
for them ¥’ and she pointed to the closter of
honses beneuth them. *'Is there any one dying
now 1 It is awfal to think of.” .

‘“ There’s none as 1 knows on likely to throw
up their hand.” = . ' :

1 wish you wouldn’t use so much slang,
Mr. Durton,’’ said Carrie, looking up at him re-
provingly out of her violet eyes. _ [t was strange
what an’air of proprietorship this young lady
was gradually assuming towards her gigantic
companion. ~** Yon know it isn't polite. .You

should get a ‘dictionary and learn th
words.” ' v, P

* 1t’s gettin® your hand on the proper one.
When you've not got a steam drill, you've got
to put up with a pick."”’ :

*‘ Yes, but iv's easy if you really try. You
could say thata man was * dying,’ or * mori-
bugd'i"hif you Iike.'(; N .

‘That's it,’” said the miner enthusiastically.
! Moribund’ ! That's a word.. Why, yon cm}{d
lay over Boss Morgan in the matter of words,

¢ Moribuod ©*" "There's gome sound about that.”
Carrie laughed, ~ -~ ‘

¢ Al that’s it,” said Bones’ apolbiet'ically.‘

 T¢'s niot'the sound you must think of, but
whether it will express your meaning. Seriously,
Mr. Durton, if any one should be ill in the camp
you must let me know. 1 ean nurse, and )
might be of use. You will, won't you "

Abe readily acquiesced, and relapsed into
silence us he pandered over the possibility of in-
oculating himself with some long and painful
disease, There was a mad dog reported from
Buckhurst. Perhaps something might be done
‘with that, : R

« And now [ must say good-morning,” said
Carrie, as they came to the spot where a crooked
pathway branched off from the track and wound
up to Azalea Villa, * Thank yeu ever so much
for escorting me."” .

1n vain Abe pleaded for the additional hun-
dred yards, and adduced the overwhelming
weight of the diminutive baskat as a cogent
reason. The youug lady was inexorable. She
had taken him too far out of his way already.
She was ashamed of hermself; she wouldn't hear
of it.

So poor Bones de iarted in a mixture of many
opposite feelings. He had interested her. ~ She
ha}l spoken kindly to him. Butthen she had
sent him away before there was any necessity ;
she conldn't care much about him if he woulid'do
that. T think he might have felt a little more
cheerful, however, had he seen Miss Carrie Sin.
elnir as she watched his retiring figure from the
garden-gate with a loving look upon her saucy
face, aud a mischievous smile at his bent head
and desponding appearance.

The Colonial Bar was the favorite haunt of the
inhabitants of Harvey's 8luice in their hours of
relaxation. There had heen a fierce competition
bet ween it and the rival establishment termed
the Grocery, which, in apite of its innvcentap-

lation, aspired also to disponse spirituouns re-
F:eshu\ents. The importation of chairs into the

‘Iatter had led to the appeatance of a setteein the

former. Npittoons appearsd in the Crocery
aguinst & picture in the Bar, and, ay the fre.
quenters expressed it, the honors were even.
Wheun, however, the Grocery led a window.cur-
tain, and its opponent returned a snuggery and
a mirror, the game was declared to be in favoer
of the latter, aud Harvey's Sluice showed its
sense of the spirit of the proprietor by withdraw-
ing their custom from his opponent.

Though every man was at liberty to swagger
into the Bar itself, and bask in the shimmer of
its many colored bottles, there was u peneral
ferling that the suuggery, or special apartment,
shonld be reserved for the use of the more pro-
minent citizens. It was in this roons that com-
mittees met, that opalent companies were con-
ceived and born, and that inquests were gene-
rally held, The latter, 1 regret to state, was, in
1861, & pretty frequent ceremony at the Sluice;
and the findings of the coroner were somatimen
characterized by a tine breezy originality, Wit~
ueas when Bally Burke, a notorious desperado,
was shot down by s quict young medical man,
and a sympathetic jury brought in that ** the
deceased had met his death in an ill-advised ut-
tempt to stop a pistol-ball while in molion,” a
ven{ict which was leoked apon as a triumph of
jurisprudence in the camp, as simultancously
exonerating the culprit, and adhering to the
rigid snd-undeniable truth.

On this particular evening there was an ax-
semblage of notabilities in the snuggery, though
no such pathological ceremony had called them
together.  Many changes had oecurred of late
which merited discussion ; and it was in thiy
chamber, gorgrous in all the eifete luxary of the
mirror and settee, that Harvey's Sluice was wont
te exchange ideas.  The recent cleauning of the
population was still causing some ferment in
meu's minds, Then there was Miss Sinclair and
her movements to be commeunted on, and the
paying lead in the Connemara, and the recent
rumons of bushrangers, It was no wonder ihat
the Jeading men in the township had come to-
gether in the Colonial Bar, ,

The rangers were the present subject of din.
cussion. For soms few days ramors of their
}yresence had been fiying about, and an uneasy
eeling had pervaded the colony. - Physical fear
was a thing little known in Harvey's Slaice.
The miners would have turned out to hunt down
the desperadoes with as much zest as if they had
been 80 many kangaroos. - It was the presence

of a large quantity of gold in the town which’

caused anxiety. It was felt that the fruits of
their labor must be secured at any cost. Mes-
sages had been sent over to Bucghnmt for as
many troopers as could be spared, and in. the
mean time the main - street of the Sluice was
paraded at night by volonteer sentiniels.

A fresh impetus had been given to the panic
b{ the report brought in to-day by Jim Strug-
gles. Jim was of an ambitions and aspiring turn
of mind, and afler gazing in silent disgust at
last. week's clean up, “he had metaphorically
shaken the elay of Haivey’s Slulce from his
feet, and had started off into the woods with the
intention of prospecting round until he could
hit upon some likely piece of ground for himmelf.
Jim's story was that he was sitting upon a fallen
:,mnk eat}:ng }}:}n tm.id-,d‘uy (la)mper and rusty

acon, when his trained ear had ca y
clink of horses’ hoofs. Tght the
take the precaution of rolling off the tree and
crouching down behind it, before a troop of men
came riding down through the bush, and passed
within a stone-throw of him. . :

£ Thers was Bill Smeaton and Murphy Dufr,”
l.s.:l)d Struggles, uaming two notorious ruflians’;

and there was three more that [ couldn't rightly
:eoic lAln;‘i t}l;e.y.wok the trail to the right, and
t‘})::ai:(ha:ules'.'?me“ all over, with their gone in

He had hardly time to

i o

Jim was submitted to a searching croBiex. -
amination that evening:  but -nothing coylq

ahake his teatimony or' throw a further Light upoy
what he had seen. He told the story sevirg)
times and at long intervals ; “and thangh there
might bea pleasing varioty in the minor incig.

eots, the main facts were always identically the -

same. The matter begun to look serigns.
There wero a few, howaver, who . Wers loudly

sceptical as to the existence of the rangem, any

the most prominent of theso was na yonng may

who was perched on & barrel in the centre of tha

room, and waa evidently ane of the leading
spirits in the community.. We have already soey
that dark curling hair, lack-lustre eye, nmi thin
cruel lip, in the person of Black Tom Ferguson

tha rejected suitor of Miss Sinclair, 1le wag
easily distinguishable from the rest of the party
by a tweed coat, aud other symptoms of effnmni.
naty in his dress,” which. might have brought
him into disrepate had he not, like ‘Aba Dyr.
ton's partner, early established the reputatiog of
being a quietly desperate man.  On the preses
occasion hie seomed somewhat under the influence
of liquor, a rare oceurrence with him, and pro-
bably to be ascribed to his recent disappoint.
ment,  He was almost fiercs in his denunciation
of Jim Struggles and his story.

' It’s always the same,”” ho said ; “*if a man
meets a fow travellers in the bash, he's boupd
to come back raving about rangery. If th.y'd
seén Struggles there, they would have gone of
with a long yarn about a ranger crouching Le.
hind a tree.  As to recognizing people riding
fant among tree trunks—it is an’ impossibilicy.”

Strugeles, however, stoutly mamtaioed his
original assertion, and all the sarcasms and ar.
guments of his o;;ponunl were thrown away tipon
his stolid complncency., It was noticad that
Ferguson seemed unaceountably put ont abont
the whole wmatter. Sowmncthing seemed to be on
bis saind, too ; for oceasionally he would spring
off hiw perch and pace up and dawn the 1oam
with an abstracted and very forbidding lock
upou his swarthy face. 1t was n relief to every
one when suddenly catching up his hat, wnd
wishing the company a curt ** Good.night,” he
walkeid off.throngh the bar, and into the street
beyond. '

“ Seema kinder put out,”’ remarked Lang
Mctloy. :

“ He can't be afoard of the raugers, sureiy,”
said Joe Shamns, another man of cousequence,
and principal shareholder of the Fl Dorado.

i &'o. he's not the man to be afraid,”” suswer.
ad another, ‘* There's something queer about
him the laxt day or two,  He's been long tripn
in the womds withont anv tools. . They do sy

-that the assayer's danghter has chueked him

aver.”
“ Quite right, too, A darned sight too pad
for him,” remarked several voices.

S t's odds but he has soother try,” sl
Shamus, * He's a hard mau to beat when hie's
sot his wind on a thing.”

¢ Abs Darton’s the horse to win,” roisried
Hanlahan, a Hitle boanded Trishman, @ 15 sivin
to four I'd be willin' te lay on him.”

¢ And you'd e afther losing your mouey, a.
vick,” said a young man with a laugh. ** She'il
want more brains then ever Bones had in his
skull, you bet.”

“ Wh's seen Bones to.day 17" asked MeCoy.

“ P've seen him,” said the younyg miver. * e
came round all throngh the camp asking for a
dictionary—wanted to write a letter Bikelyv”

1 saw him readin’ it,"" said Shawus, * He
cate over to e an’ told me he'd struck some.
thing good at the first show, Showed me 1 word
about as long as  your arm-~* abudieate,’ or
something.'’ }

“ s a rich man he is now, T sappose,” sad
the Irishman. -

* Well, he's abont made his pile.  He hinids
a huudred feet of the Connemara, and the shares
go up every hour. 1f he'd well out he'd be shout
fit to go home.” '

“ Guens hie- wants to take somebody hame
with bim," said another. ** Old Joshua woalda’t
object, seein’ that the money is there.”

LT be continued.)

- HUMORDUS,

WrAT nonsensa it is to say it is unheaithy to
sleep on featbers—inuk at the spring oblexen, and oo
bow tough he {4

A w1t being asked, on the failure of s bank,
" Ware you got.upaet 1" replied, * No: Tonly Jost wy
balangce,

A LITTLE Livingston county girl anxionsly
asked, the othar day, ©* Ma, Ifs bear shovld swallow me.
wiild be go to beaven toal™

A FAMILY MATTER. -1t is ack nowledged that
the child daver ssen the neceseity of atriot obidience

antfl it beopmen apparant,

* WHAT is this man charged with 1" asked
the magistrate. ** With whiskey, yoor worship' re-
plied the sentestious policeman. ' .

A Hion-Cnuncit parson asked a- Low.Church
rl"(m ;10 you have matins la yonr church 1" Tbe
atter replied, ©* Ob, dear, no—kamptatioon right ap fo
the communion-ablet”. . ) :

A aMaLL boy who was playing truunt the
sthee day, whan askad §f, ba wodld nut get a whippiug
when he renshad home, rhplied, ' What s five minuies
lieklug Lo five hours of fan ¥ '

A soLpier,” telling Iiig mother of the tarrible
fire at a baitie, was asked Ler why ha dbl not get be-
Mind & tree, O Tran 1" eald hia ;- there waan't enough
of them for the oMoers.” - FRN

SHurp LA traveller in Galway saw n pig in

A pessant’s bouss, and he sald, '* Why da you have llnh; i
| vig o biaes 1" * Bhiare,” anld Pat,  the house hue al
the convayulaucer that a raysanable pig requires " :
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