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“There aretwo boatscoming tothe island!‘ and will be cock of the walk. It’s 
she exclaimed. “Somebody’s seen our fire, one side, and I am disgusted.
We shall be rescued.” i “So am I,” said Harris. “And he

It was a full half hour before the boats nob with the Alcade, while you and 
touched the strip of sandy beach, and the and I groan here with rheumatism, a 
rowers sprang out upon the ground. gets down with a fever. It’s damp at 

They were Mexicans or half-breeds, swarthy ‘enough here to chill a Polar bear. 3 
and tall, with swaggering, demeanor, big Pa- “It’s cooler’n old Plummer was then 
nama hats, and garments of scanty pattern, ‘ I met him,” acknowledged Gorse. . 
eminently suited to a tropical climate. They me think of tombs and so on. I feel 
halted near their boats, looking askance at

on scene in the Alcade’s office. He recognized 
1 Gorse, and was full of wonder at his escape. ORTAMO AND QUEBEC RAILWAY.

NR. KEEFER’S REPORT 
This examination was made by

knew that no difficulty existed in finding 
a very level route to that place.

“The first point, therefore, was to es- 
tablish at what place West of Perth we 
could effeet a junction with our Northern 
Line, and in a direction to make as little 
additional distance as possible. This I 
have succeeded in doing, and in finding 
a very satisfactory and easy Route.

“Startling our Line in the rear of the 
2nd Concession of Drummond, immedi- 
ately North of the Town of Perth, and 
bearing in a Westerly direction across 
into Bathurst, a little South of the Toll 
Gate, into the 2nd Concession, and into 
the 3rd Concession between Lots 26 and 
27;—after crossing this Concession, 
diagonally, enter the 4th Concession, 
between Lots 17 and 18; and by fol- 
lowing the Valley of Rudsdale Creek, 
run in a very direct line, crossing the 
4th, 5th and a portion of the 6th Con- 
cession i entering the Township of South

DETECTION OF A OYSTERIOUS HOMICIDE-
On the night of the 24th of last No- 

vember, a farmer named Dennison Miller 
was killed by an assassin. The deed 
was perpetrated in Miller’s own house 
at a place called Greenfield, not far from 
Detroit. By the testimony of the mur- 
dered man’s wife, the facts as follows: 
Mrs. Miller heard agat howling in 
the dining roomie little after midnight. 
She rose from her husband’s side and 
went to let the cat out of the front door. 
When she opened the door for that pur- 
pose a man rushed past her from without 
and on into the chamber. She heard a 
quick scuffle, a cry and a heavy fall, and 
then the intruder disappeared, she knew 
not whither. Mrs. Miller found her 
husband on the floor, weltering in his 
blood. He was stabbed through the 
heart, and he never spoke afterwards. 
The alarm was given, and every effort 
was subsequently made to trace the. 
murderer. He was nos found, however, e 
despite the most vigilant search and 
protracted inquiry, and after a time the 
the case was set down as one of those 
destined to baffle human detection. The 
affair was a nine days wonder, much 
talked of by the Press and in society, 
but not the faintest clue was ever hit 
upon, and finally the subject appeared to 
die out and be forgotten.

Two or three weeks ago however, events 
fell out that excited the Sheriff of the 
county as to the identity of the mur- 
derer.—Fresh study of the case revealed 
corroborative evidence of the truth of 
this suspicion, and at last the Sheriff 
has been able to lay his hand on the 
shoulders of the secret midnight homi- 
cide and to say, "thou art the man. 
The case is one of the most singular in 
the annals of crime, and its history 
powerfully exemplifies the fact that the 
most ingenious and cold blooded devices 
of which men are capable do not always 
suffice to shield them from the consequ- 
ences of wickedness. It now transpires 
that the assassin of Miller has never 
left the scene of the murder, that he is 
well known to the neighborhood, includ- 
ing Miller’s family, and that he has con- 
tinued on intimate relations with that 
family ever since the fatal night of the 
stabbing. His name is William Smith, 
and, strange to say, he is but eighteen 
years of age. The cunning and deliber- 
ation with which he prepared to commit 
the bloody deed, and with which he 
sought to cover his tracks subsequ- 
ently, are almost incredible. He had 
for some time been working for a neigh- 
bor of Miller named Maple. He slept 
in Maple’s house, sharing a bed with his 
employer’s son. Some days before the 
murder Smith bought in Detroit a small 
quantity of Chloroform. This was to 
narcotise young Maple with before 
Smith should set out on his baleful er- 
rand—a part of the scheme that was 
successfully carried out. After dark, 
but before going up to bed. Smith placed 
a ladder against an adjoining roof in 
such a way that he could pass from the 
window of his room to the ladder, and 
so make his way to the ground. The 
house being locked up, and others sleep- 
ing in it who might be disturbed by a 
person going through the entries within, 
the motive for this precaution becomes 
obvious. On the night of the assassin 
ation Smith waited till young Maple 
was fast asleep, and then dragged him 
with chloroform. He then descended by 
the ladder, and passed swiftly through 
the fields under cover of a starless sky, 
until he reached the house of the intend- 
ed victim. Finding no ready means to 
get into the house Smith either imitated 
the cry of a cat, or happened to be at 
the front door by chance at the instant 
Mrs Miller opened the door. He then 
rushed past her and stabbed Miller as 
described—the whole scene passing in 
complete darkness—and made his way 
home again. Here he went up the 
ladder, lowered it gently with a line, so 
that it lay by the side of the building as 
usual, drew up his line, returned to his 
room by the window, shut it, and went 
comfortably to bed. Never was orime 
more adroitly planned and coolly carried. 
Nor was this all. The fatal act was 
committed with a dagger, and the 
youthful homicide feared to hide it 
dreading a discovery.—He therefore 
bribed a certain itinerant peddler to take 
the weapon, to let it be seen by several 
persons and then to sell it to him. Smith, 
some days after. Even this bold and 
hazardous scheme was put into effect 
the peddler went his way from that part 
of the country ; and had Smith remained 
quiet at this point he might have been 
safe to this day.

But the singular temptation came upon 
him—in fact induced by previous 
impunity no doubt —to go to a place 
called Dearborn, and throw a train of the 
track. In this attempt, when on the 
very point of succes, he was provident- 
ially caught, and his capture suggested 
to the Sheriff the train of research that 
led to the identification of Smith as 
Miller’s assassin.—When asked what 
his motives were in seeking thedestruc- 
tion of hundreds who had never harmed 
him, the young scoundrel calmly made 
answer that he only wanted to see the 
cars plunge into the river ! the cool dia- 
bolism of this reply led the Sheriff, by a 
natural association of ideas, to ponder 
over the motiveless cruelty of the killing 
of Miller, and thus led up to the final 
result. It appears that Smith has “in- 
fluential friends,” and that he was 
released on bail, in $5,000, for this at- 
tempt on the passenger train; but on 
the very same night, evidently resolved 
to console himself for this unreasonable 
interruption of his pleasures, he went off 
to a neighboring town called Ecorse and 
playfully set a barn on fire. He was 
again arrested, and this time did not 
escape from custody until the whole list 
of his orime had been brought home to 
him. evidence was purely presumptive, 
but still very strong, when the Sheriff 
felt warranted in suddenly charging the 
prisoner, point blank to his face, with Miller’s murder. The result was 
that Smith broke down—and 
confessed all. The youthful murderer 
is said to be extremely handsome, and is 
pronounced by able medical men to be 
entirely sape. His incentive would 
appear to have been simply a furious, 
overwhelming passion for crime; and considering. his total unscrupulousness, 
his audacity and his great cunning, it is 
fortunate that his career of guilt has 
been out as short as it has, and that only 
a single life, co for on is known, has been morifloed to his lute dim.

THE BABY-
George Macdonald, one of our best writers, 

contributes to "Good Words” she following 
tender philosophy concerning the great 
problem of all times—The Baby.
Where did you come from, baby dear?
Out of the everywhere into here.
Where did you get the eyes so blue?
Out of the sky as I came through.
Where did you get that little tear?
1 found it in waiting when I got here.
What makes your forehead so smooth and 

high?
A soft hand stroked it as I went by.
What makes your cheek like a warm, white 

rose ?
I saw something better than any knows. 
Whence that three-cornered smile of bliss? 
Three angels gave me at once s kiss.
Where did you get this pretty ear?
God spoke, and it came out to hear.
Where did you get those arms and hands? 
‘Love made itself into hooks and bands.
Feet, whence did you come, you darling 

things?
From the same box as the cherub’s wings. 

How did they all come just to be you? the 
God thought of me, and so I grew.
But, how did you come to us, you dear?
God thought about you, and so I am here. 

EDDY’SSEARCH 
—OR—

A BRAVE BOY’S BATTLE.

shoulders, just the thing for our present 
need. When she gets tired I’ll carry her. 
Think you can make the journey, Eddy?"

"Oh, yes," responded Eddy. "I am good 
at walking."

Mr. Harris walked down upon the rocks 
with a faint hope of seeing something of the 
dismantled and wrecked whale-ship. The 
sun was now shining upon the wild sea. As’

His love of country and his greed struggled 
together in his breast. He had more mules 
oc: But Keefer under instructionsfrom Mr. Hu- 
was the danger to his country and to himself bertus. Provisional Director ; and in 
inconsequence, if he let these dangerous 
people go free.

Mr.
cold

company with the latter gentleman, he 
accomplished the examination, proceed- 
ing westward from Carleton Place, by 
way of Lanark Village. The examina- 
tion commenced on the 25th March last. 
Mr. Keefer says:—

“Continuing the Line of the Canada 
Central Railway, and crossing the 
Brookville and Ottawa Railway south of 
the present Station, we strike the Miss- 
issippi River at a point favorable for 
crossing about half a mile west or above 
Caldwell’s steam mill. The river at 
this point about 150 feet in width, with 
a rocky bed and about three feet of 
water. Bearing northerly into the

410 reflected, peering out beyond Gorse in 
hope of seeing the Ohioan’s companions. He 
had,no doubt that they were lurking near at 
hand. He was alone with his wife and chil- 
dren in the dwelling, so he could not fall 
upon the Americans and rob them, if he had 
so desired. All these thoughts passed 
swiftly through his mind, while Gorse 
watched him uneasily.
“Come, come,” said the Ohioan impatiently. 

“Can’t you make up your mind ?”
“Gorse’s tone did not admit of delay. The 

ranchero saw” that his would-be customer 
was growing angry. A happy thought struck 
him.. He would sell the mules to the 
strangers, take their money, and send his 
oldest boy to the village to hasten the. 
officers in pursuit of the fugitives.

Elated with this brilliant idea, he nodded

far as the eye could reach nothing was to be 
seen but the bounding white-capped waves. 
The wind was still blowing a tempest.

buried alive here. Why don’t you O-
thing Eddy ?”

"I was busy thinking,” answer 
“They didn’t search our persons—”

“Didn’t know enough,” growled E
"Wouldn’t have found anything

, the Americans.
Gorse, by reason of his experience on board 

the Central American schooner which had
"I hardly think the GRAHAM has gone

down," said the mate, returning to the group. 
"She’ll be carried southward, perhaps into 
the very track of north-bound vessels. At 
any rate we’ll hope for the best. We shall 
see nothing more of her, and we may as well

picked him and Eddy up in the Caribbean 
Sea, conveying them into the port of Chagres, 
put himself forward as interpreter between 
the two parties. He stepped toward the new- 
comers, making a profound bow nearly to the 
ground. 1

The Mexicans looked, saw and understood. 
They pointed across the bay to their village, 
and to their boats. They motioned the Amer- 
icans to follow them, and led their way to 
the boats.

The invitation, as may be supposed, was 
readily accepted. The Americans hurried 
down to the waters edge, and entered the 
larger boat.
But they were not to lose a passenger. At the 
last moment, as the boats were about to push 
off, Jacob Vellis rushed out of his conceal- 
ment, ran down to the water, and leaped into 
the last bout, occupying it with the two row- 
ers alone.

On landing the travellers were met by a 
Mexican official, of the genus police-man 
evidently, who accosted them in Spanish, 
speaking loudly, and demanding what they 
wanted.

This question, of course, as they did not 
comprehend it, the Americans could not an- 
swer. Gorse, however, began good-humored- 
ly to go through the pantomime he had al- 
ready acted for the benefit of the boatmen.

The official, a stout, red-faced, irritable 
fellow, very pompous of manner, and very 
desirous of being considered a learned and 
superior being by his fellow-villagers, soon 
put a stop to Gorse ‘s frantic gestures, demand- 
ing harshly in Spanish who they were and 
what they wanted.

Gorse and Harris looked helplessly at each 
other.

At this moment Vellis stepped forward. He 
had been in California before, and had picked 
up a smattering of the Spanish language. He 
understood the questions of the official, and 
the fellow’s irritability and pomposity sug- 
gested an idea to him.

He raised his hand to his bare head in a 
salute. Then he exclaimed :

“Somos Americanos, Senor.”—"We are 
Americans, sir.”

The official immediately fastened upon Vel- 
lis as a barnacle fastens to a ship. Gorse 
looked his astonishment at Eddy and Harris, 
muttering :

“The villain speaks Spanish. I wouldn’t 
have believed he could have learned anything 
useful.”

The official demanded of Vellis who and 
what were these foreigners.

“They are from New York, Senor," answer- 
ed Vellis, continuing to speak in Spanish. "I 
am not of them. I am their enemy."

"What do they want?”
"They are filibusters. They are spies 

landed by a filibuster ship which has gone to 
the southward. The ship will come again 
within a week. These men are come to spy 
out your town. Their friends will come and 
take it. They intend to burn you out, rob 
you, and possess the place.”

This preposterous story, so absurd when it 
is considered that one of the alleged ‘filibus- 
ters’ was a little girl of thirteen years, an- 
other a boy of fifteen, and all of them in 
dilapidated condition, was not too preposter- 
ous for the belief of the Mexican Dogberry, 
under the circumstances. As everybody 
knows, the inhabitants of that region are 
terribly jealous and suspicious of North 
Americans, and especially of the "Yankees." 
This was notably the case at the time of 
which we write, California having then so 
recently been wrested from Mexico. The 
Dogberry ‘s countenance flamed up according- 
ly. The shipwrecked travellers became, in his 
sight, upon the moment the most dangerous of 
enemies. Evidently he meant both to save 
his country and distinguish himself for his 
zeal in her service.

“Filibusteros !z he shouted, recoiling, his 
eyes standing out in horror. "They come to 
spy—to burn—to destroy—to capture!"

The cry of “Filibusteros” rang through the 
village. Mexicans and Indians, alike igno- 
rant, alike alarmed, crowded around the 
Americans.

"To the Alcalde 1 to the Alcalde !" cried the 
Dogberry, grasping Eddy ‘s arm tightly. "For- 
ward !”

A dozen stout arms grasped the Americans 
fiercely—Vellis included—and, surrounded 
by a hooting, angry mob, they were hustled 
along the street toward the "Hall of Justice!"

IN DURANCE.
The Alcade, or magistrate, was seated in 

his office with a friend, his feet elevated 
upon a tripod stool, his coat on the floor, 
his Panama hat tipped back, and a cigar in 
his mouth—the picture of ease and comfort 
_ when the hooting crowd came noisily up 
the street leading to the edifice.

"FILIBUSTERS, your honor,” said the Dog- 
berry "I have arrested them as American 
spies who have come to pry out our wealth, 
and to yield us upan easy prey to their armed 
forces. They have heard that we have dis- 
covered pearl oysters in Magdalena Bay, and 
that we shall soon have—if the good Dios 
ATehofe word. They wish to wrest 

this bright jewel from the Crown of 
Mexico.—".“What’s that they are saying?” he de- 
manded, in his own language.

4.1 don’t know,” your honor, returned the 
Dogberry. “But one of the filibusters under- 
stands Spanish, and will give evidence 
against his companions. He will tell you.” 
Vellis was ordered to stand forth. He 
obeyed, with his sinister face glowing with 
"Hrs item a writhe lookof horror, procured 
,blank book—his court records—which 
showed but little use, and proceeded to 
make a memorandum of the allegations of 
Vellis. The little formality of administer- 
ing an oath to Vellis was now gone through 
with, and the ex-river thief, without com- 
ounction of conscience, proceeded with his 
romantic fabrication. . ,.

"Hearing,” said Vellis, “that pearls had been found in Magdelens Bay, and that 
village was established on the shore of the. 
bay, we resolved to take that village with 
its fisheries, first of all. We were set ashore 
on the island of Santa Margarita, and in- 
structed to give out that we were ship- 
wrecked persons. Our ship is gone to the southward to spy the land in that direction. 
It will return in a week to take us aboard, 
receive our report, and capture the town.”

“The examination is concluded,” an- 
nounced the Alcade at length. “The pris- 
oners will be held for trial. Don Jose, see 
that they are lodged in the jail. And then 
we must organize a coast guard to, watch 
against the return of the filibuster ship. 
The jeil being seldom used, but one room 
was in a habitable condition, or sufficiently strong for the use of prisoners. This room- 
the one into which the four Americans were ushered—hed but single window, and that 
near the ceiling. The floor was of stone, and 
utterly bare. The walls were of adobe, and 
also damp and bare. k couple of rude 
benches made up the whole of the furniture. 

Don k 4,1 les eonriynee abruptly, alammed the massive wooden door, locked 
if with a ponderous key. and withdrew to the Alcade’s office, to consult with the magistrate 
upon the situation and the measures neces- 
sary for defence. g ___ L lie prisoners sat down. They were weary 

ecan 
oxbistse one-=lded port of "ode, "”ld E-ssmt 
-a he can talk a matter Spanish, makes atatcsnagalanussthubliuee

had,” muttered Gorse.
“How long do you suppose they will 

us here?” inquired Eddy.
"It may be for years, it may be four or,” 

returned the ex-schoolmaster. “They are 
likely to bring us up for trial in the urse 
of a month or so. And if they should asnide 
not to garrote us, they will probably consign 
us to prison for the term of our
lives !”

4sI shan’t be able to wait for the til,” 
said Eddy coolly, and with a gleam of “I’ve got engagements slashed.. 10 t

I’ve got my jack-knife—”
“And so’ve I.” cried Gorse. "You’re a 

trump, Eddy. You’re the right stuff. Who’s 
going to sit down here to be garroted?”

“Not I,” cried Harris, catching the infec- 
tion. “We’d.better let the boy lead us. He 
seems to have the most sense of the party. 
We must escape—"

We WILL escape!” exclaimed Gorse 
breezily.

"I’ll help !" cried Tina, her small face 
glowing with sudden hope. "I can watch at 
the key-hole and listen for the jailer.”

“Bravo!” said Gorse. «We’ll get along 
famously. The jail’s built of adobe, and 
adobe’s only sun-dried brick. We can’t get 
out at the window. Shall we try to pry he

begin our march."
The others assenting, the wearisome march 

was begun toward the north-eastern extrem- 
ity of the island.

They rounded the point to the eastern 
shore, and set out at a good pace. The moun- 
tains of the Lower California branch of the 
great chain of the Sierra Nevada rose between 
them and the sunlight, and they could trace 
their outlines with perfect distinctness. In 
that pure, clear atmosphere the mountains 
ciLie coy, slay 
one of the four was faint and weak from the 
heat, exhaustion, and want of food. A halt 
was made in a little grove that crept down to 
the very shore, and the male members of the 
party instituted a search for food, which had 
become an immediate necessity.

Mr. Harris turned into the grove, examining 
every tree and shrub with a hungry eye. 
Gorse took to the water, with the hope of 
wresting sustenance from the element that 
had brought them to this extremity. Eddy, 
more thirsty than hungry, sought for fresh 
water.
Tina, pale, trembling and gasping, sank 

down in a cool, shaded little dell, and rubbed 
her tired feet, and fanned herself with a big 
leaf. It was a hard experience for the ten- 
derly nurtured little maiden, who had been 
shielded from all harsh and bitter experiences 
by a father who idolized her, but not a sigh 
or a murmur of complaint escaped her. One 
would have thought the brave little creature 
used to just such terrible hardships as these 
she endured so uncomplainingly,

Eddy did not go beyond reach of her voice, 
and soon a great boyish shout came from him 
as he discovered a variety of the famed 
pitcher-plant , holding in the cup-like chalices 
formed by their leaves a cool and refreshing 
liquid.

He hurried with his treasure to Tina, crying 
out:

"Here are monkey cups, Tina, full of dew. 
I’ll ask Ichabod if the water in them is good

township of Ramsay, we come to the 
point of a rocky hill in Lot No. 2, in the

issippi Lake, from which point to the 
western boundary of the township we 
have a very favorable line through an 
open country. Entering the Township 
of Lanark in Lot No. 1, in the 12th 
Concession, on the Western boundary of 
this lot, we encounter rising ground, 
which will require some work to sur- 
mount, from which point to Ferguson’s 
Falls no great difficulty is met with. 
Passing round the northern point of the 
hill at this place, we bear in a straight 
line, through a wooded flat, for the Vil- 
lage of Lanark, crossing the Clyde 
(some 150 feet in width.) A little 
North of the village, near McLean’s 
Rapids, we meet with some rough ground 
at our point of crossing, after passing 
which we get into a low reach, and pass 
out of the Township of Lanark, in the 
centre Lot No. 2, and continue in a 
direct line to near Playfair’s Mills. At 
this point, or in Lot No, 1, in the 3rd 
Concession, our line is crossed by a 
ridge of sand, which will require a heavy 
cut. In our dsecent to the river, we have 
the advantage of a gully, which will 
enable us to reach the river with com- 
paratively easy work. At our point of 
crossing the Mississippi River, on the 
same line between Bathurst and Dalhou- 
sie, we find a very favorable point for 
bridging, the stream being not over 60 
feet in width, with good banks and rocky 
bottom, the depth of water being about 
4 feet. A corresponding gully on the 
opposite side enables us to rise a small 
summet, crossing which and passing to 
the south of Shank’s house, we drop into 
the valley of Bolton’s Creek, in Lot 18, 
in the 12th Concession of Bathurst.

«Another line to this point of our route 
may be had further to the south lerving 
the line described in the 12th Concession 
of Lanark, and rounding the - hill at 
Ferguson’s Falls, on the south side, and 
passing over the drained lands lying to 
the east of the Village of Lanark, and 
passing south of the village, cross the 
Olyde a little to the west in Lot No, 1. 
in the 2nd Concession. The land from 
this point to Playfair’s Mills is more 
broken and difficult than the northern 
route, but on closer examination may be 
found preferable. At present my opin- 
ion is in favor of the northern route.

«Rusuming our former line, we con- 
tinue up the valley of Bolton s Creek, 
crossing it in about Lot 5, and into the 
11th Concession. As the valley con- 
tracts at Mitchell’s Mills, and the banks 
became rocky and precipitous, it was 
found necessary to leave the oreek ; and 
by availing ourselves of a large valley 
running through the centre of the 11th 
Concession, and parallel to the creek, we 
are enabled to pass through the remain- 
der of Bathurst, and entirely "through 
South Sherbrooke, in an almost perfectly 
straight line. This valley, for the saire 
of reference, we have called Moor’s 
Valley, and by following which we have 
a very level and easy route to the western 
boundary of South Sherbrook. This 
point brings us to the western boundary 
of the united Counties of Lanark and 
Renfrew, the ground passed over may be 
considered a fair average country for 
Railway purposes. The cuttings, where incurred, are mostly of earth, if not en- 
tirely so; at least, the per-oent-age of 
rock will be small, which, considering 
the nature of the western portions of 
Bathurst, and all of Sherbrook, is par- 
ticularly fortunate. In entering the 
Township of Osa, we encounter a very 
difficulty country, and which at first 
sight seems almost impracticable for 
Railway purposes; but that which at 
first appears a chaotic mass‘of rocky 
hills and ridges, or as they are more 
commonly called, hogs’ backs, are found 
on a closer examination, to assume a sur- 
prising regularity in their direction, and 
valleys are found extending for long 
distances in our line of route. To this 
fortunate geographical feature we are 
indebted not only for a practicable 
but most favorable line through one 
of the most difficulty townships enconn-

.I examined two routes through the 
Township of Oso, one following the 
valley of Bolton’s Creek to the north, 
through Lot No. 23, to the head waters 
of the main branch in Mud Lake, and 
De keeping the south shore of the lake by through a beaver meadow, crossing 
the Frontenac road at Souls, or Lot No. 
20, in the 6th Concession of Olden, 
This may be considered as a governing 
point on our line of route, as from my own examining and all the information 
I could obtain, it seems the only point 
practicable for our purpose for many 
miles, either north or south, and all the 
lines examined converge to this point.The remainder of the report, descrip- 
tive of the route between this point and 
Toronto, is uninteresting to residents of this section ; so we will omit it. The 
Perth route is next taken up by MT. Keefer, and thus described:— T

«Since commencing my Report, Ire- 
ceived Orders to make an examination 
of an independent Line, from Ottawa 
via Richmond and Perth, connecting 
with the original Line at the most favor- 
able point West of latter place. I beg to append the result of my Explorations 

of that Routed.,...
«In connection with the foregoing 

Report, and in compliance with Orders reasived for an Examination from Ottawa 
by Richmond dPetsr e 
Boyoras pouentor ur pro 

rale toorite of as 
Country between Ottawa and Porth, I

into the 7th between Lotsared he must pt nents.
he would then lead the way to the stable.

He hurried within, dressed himself, 
wakened his eldest son, a lad of sixteen, and 
ordered him to dress immediately and hasten 
to Santa Magdalena with the news that the 
“filibusteres” were then at his ranche, on 
their way to the interior of the peninsula.

This act of treachery accomplished, the 
ranchero returned to Gorse, and conducted 
him to the low thatched stable.

There were a dozen mules, all of them fine 
ones in their stalls. The ranchero and 
Gorse haggled about the price, but finally 
came to terms, and the Ohioan selected 
four animals of tough, stout constitutions, 
and paid for them.

"Saddles ?" he inquired.
The ranchero did not comprehend.
Gorse ran his glance up and down the 

walls. A half dozen saddles in all stages of 
use were hanging near the door. He selected 
four of these, discovered the ranchero’s 
lowest terms and paid for them. The two 
then saddled the animals. The Mexican 
working slowly, and led them across the yard 
to the roadside.
The appearance of the mules being the sig- 

nal for the coming up of the other fugitives,: 
Eddy, Tina and Harris now approached the 
scene. The ranchero strove to detain them, 
offering them refreshments, but Gorse not 
comprehending a word of his proffers, shook 
his head and helped Tina into her saddle. 
The others mounted. Gorse last of all.

"Which way ?" asked the ranchero des- 
• Gorse understood from the Mexican’s ges- 

tures, the meaning of this question. He 
pointed to the southward, and rode away 
with his companions.
They soon found themselves in the shadow 

of the mountains,whose vast chain belong- 
ing to the Sierra Nevada, forms a sort of bul- 
wark upon the western coast of Lower Cali- 
fornia. They entered a mountain pass, their 
course being now north-easterly, and rode on 
through the deep shadows now falling around 
them.

They had traversed the pass and come ou 
into the light, and upon the arid soil beyond, 
with its thick growth of cactus, when Eddy 
suddenly put up his hand in a warning ges-

lark The exclaimed. «We are pursued.”

No. 19 and 20, and skirting the South 
shore of McGowan’s Lake, reach a 
swamp extending without interruption 
to Lot No. 12—raising at this point a 
small hill and passing through Clarke’s 
Lot, cross the Fall River, West of the 
Village of Maberley, on the Line be- 
tween Lots No. 11 and 12, near the 9th 
Concession. The River here is quite 
narrow, not exceeding 30 feet in width, 
with firm rocky bed and banks, and 
quite shallow. After crossing Fall 
River, we follow the Valley of the out- 
let of Silver Lake, and skirting the 
Northern shore of the Lake, pass into a 
Cedar Swamp at the Western boundary 
of South Sherbrooke, which gives us 
easy access to our Northern Line in the 
11th Concession, which we join in the 
Eastern portion of Oso; or, instead of 
joining at this point, continue along the 
North Shore of Silver Lake to its Western 
extremity, join our Line on Lot No. 20, 
near the Line between the 2nd and 3rd 
Concession of Oso.

"The character of the route above de- 
scribed is one most favorable for location, 
involving but light work, and in those 
places where the heaviest cuts occur in 
Lots 7 and 8, in the 6th Concession of 
Bathurst, the material’s sand and easily 
moved.

"The approach to Fall River, will ne- 
cessitate a little work, but nothing 
serious, and the grading round the North 
Shore of Silver Lake will be light.

“In addition to this route, examined 
another, leaving Perth and passing in a 
North-Westerly direction, through Har- 
per’s Corners and crossing Bennet’s Lake 
at the Narrows, which would require 
about two spans of 150 feet each. No 
difficulty exists in joining our original 
Line in Lots 9 or 10 of the 11th con- 
cession.

The great objection to this Line, apart 
from crossing of Bennet’s Lake, would 
be the angle made at Perth, not only 
lengthening the Line, but without any 
corresponding advantage; the other is 
therefore recommended.

"Having found a satisfactory Line to 
the West, my next examination com- 
menced at Perth, and runs Eastward to 
the City of Ottawa.

“Starting from the same point North 
of the Town of Perth, we bear in an 
Easterly direction, passing into the 3rd 
Concession of Drummond in Lot 7, and 
passing through the remainder of the: 
Township in that Concession, cross the 
head waters of Mud Creek through an 
almost level swamp of cedar ash and tama- 
rac, leave the Township of Drummond 
in the rear of the 3rd Concession.— 
Entering Beckwith at a corresponding 
point in the same Concession, we cross 
the line of the Brookville and Ottawa 
Railway, a little North of the Frank- 
town Station, and passing North of the 
Village, enter the 4th Concession near 
the Line between Lots 11 and 12. Con- 
tinuing in this Concession, pass 
North of the Village of Prospect, leaving 
the Township of Beckwith near the 
centre of the 4th Concession, and enter- 
ing the County of Carleton, and the 
Township of Goulbourn in the front of 
the 4th Concession Line. By a reference 
to the map the Line above described will 
be found an almost perfectly straight line 
between the Village of Richmond and 
the Town of Perth, a distance of nearly 
30 miles.

“As to the character of the Line, it is 
as nearly level as it is possible for a route 
to be. The streams crossed are com- 
paratively insignificant, and a more 
favorable country for a Line of railway it 
would be difficult to find.

In [point of damages, although a 
large portion of the country traversed 
is under a high state of cultivation, the 
natural depressions followed are gener- 
ally wooded, and the land can be easily 
obtained ; and in many portions even 
where well cultivated, I have been as- 
sured many free grants will be given.

“From Richmond to Ottawa, no en- 
gineering difficulties exist—the only 
trouble encountered is the entrance to 
the City of Ottawa. To decide the best 
point for this purpose a more thorough 
examination will be required, and I 
would state that by making a common 
point at Lot No. 32, in the 1st Conces- 
sion of Nepean there will be no trouble 
in connecting with the Line 
Westward. The Line as traced 
by me, crosses the Line between 
the Ottawa and Rideau Fronts, in Lot 
No. 27, and following the Valley of a 
of a small Creek comes out on the Line 
of the Canada Central, about a mile 
West of the City.
“In case an independent Line is deter- 

mined upon, none more favorable can be 
found than the one described. The dif 
ference in distance to the common point 
of junction in the Township of Oso, 
some 60 miles, is one mile in favor of the 
Northern route, but the easy 
nature of Country on the Southern Route 
would more than compensate for its in- 
creased lenth.”

A man named Rethecker, at Chicago, 
attempted to ride 200 miles on horse- 
back in 12 hours on Tuesday last. 1720 
miles was completed in nine hours and 
twenty minutes, when the horse jumped 
and threw the rider with such force that 
but slight hopes are entertained of his 
recovery. He would, undoubtedly have 
accomplished the feat but for the acci- 

“The stesmer Phenix, of the St. Law 
rence Tow Boat Company, was burned 
to the water sedge last night, at Batiscon 
The cook was burned to death.

"We’re done for !" cried Gorse, staring af- 
ter the wreck in wild alarm. "And so are 
they! Heaven help the captain and the crew. 
The hulk is likely to founder at any minute. 
The rocks must have knocked a hole in her 
bottom.”

He looked after the receding wreck in pity 
and despair.

Mr. Harris was an expert swimmer, 48 it 
happened, fortunately for himself. His sud- 
den fall into the water naturally startled 
him ; but speedily recovering himself, and 
realizing what had occurred, he struck out 
for the shore, where Gorse and Eddy received 
him with open arms.

"The ship?” he gasped, as the two helped 
him to his feet.

€Gone !" said Eddy, pointing to the south- 
ward. "The wind veered suddenly, and the 
wreck is at its mercy."

Mr. Harris looked after the helpless wreck 
with convulsed features. For a few moments 
he did not speak, and the others were equally 
silent. Then, with a sudden shiver, he with- 
drew his glances, and began pacing to and 
fro, exclaiming :

“They’re lost ! It’s two hundred miles to 
the mainland, in the direction they’re drift- 
ing. They’ll never reach it.” a:

By this time the dawn was fairly broken. 
The gray shadows were being fast dispelled 
by the new day. There was no glow, how- 
ever, in the sky, no brightness anywhere. 
Even the beams of the rising sun were pale 
and watery.

Eddy and the mate, wet to the skin, were 
shivering with chills. Gorse and Tina, hav- 
ing fortunately escaped with a partial wet- 
ting, were physically comfortable.‘

"We must have a fire," said the mate ab- 
ruptly, arousing himself. This exposure 
will kill us if we are not careful! We’re in 
a land of desolation and misery and fevers !" 

"There ‘s I plenty of drift-wood on the island," 
said Eddy, looking around him. "It’s dry 
too. Have you matches, Mr. Harris?"

The mate assented. Being a smoker, he 
carried matches, and these were contained 
in a small brass box, water-proof, in his breast 
pocket. He took them out, and discovered 
that they were dr y.

Eddy ran along the rocks in quest of dry 
drift-wood. He speedily returned with a 

* double armful, and a fire was kindled. The 
four shipwrecked voyagers gathered about 
the cheerful blaze, warming and drying them- 
selves.

By this time the wreck of the GRAHAM ap-, 
peared a mere speck on the distant waters, 

“and was still drifting to the southward, going 
to what fate those who were upon the shore 
could only conjecture. But they saw that she 
was rapidly fading out of their sight, the 
dense storm-mist hovering above the sea 
shutting her in.

By this time also, Jacob Vellis had recover- 
ed his senses. He arose to his elbow and glared 
upon the group round the fire with a look 
of utter hatred and malignity.

It had been a wild demoniac impulse that 
had impelled him to seize Eddy and leap with 
him into the sea. No thought of consequences 
to himself had entered his mind. He had 
meant to drown the boy in sight of those on 
the ship—to hurl at Eddy’s friends his defi- 
ance __and then perhaps to die also. For the 
moment he had been willing to die, could he 
also secure the death of Eddy. Carried away 
by passion, the moment of his release from 
his long and severe durance had been one of 
utter madness to him.

But now much of his old cunning and 
shrewdness came back to him. He loved his 
life. He was afraid to die. He was more than 

- ever anxious to destroy the boy’s innocent 
life, but he meant to preserve his own vile 
existence.

"They’ll soon think of me," he muttered, 
“and they’ll unite to take me prisoner. I’ve 
played my cards like a fool, but I’ll win the 
game yet. The play isn’t played out. Master 
Burns. When it is finished, you’ll-find that 
I am winner !"
Throwing himself upon his hands and knees, 

Vellis wriggled away from the spot like a ser- 
pent, crawled among the rocks, and presently 
hid himself in a crevice which was likely to 
escape the gaze of pursuers.

The manœuvre was scarcely accomplished 
when the mate of the GRAHAM looked about 
him, inquiring :

"What became of the wretch who tried to 
kill you; Eddy? Was he drowned ?"

“No,” answered the boy. "He lies on the 
shore helpless.”

"We’d better make sure he’s helpless,” said- 
Gorse. "I shall know he’s helpless when I 
see him tied hand and foot, as he soon will be. 
Come, Eddy, give us a hand.

The Ohioan picked up that portion of the 
rope yet attached to the rock, and moved to- 
ward the spot where Vellis had lain, Eddy 
following. Their surprise and dismay may be 
imagined when they found that he was not 
there. They sought for him among the rocks 
in vain, and presently returned to their com- 
panions, full of speculation as to the villain’s 
fate.

“The fellow’s been swept out to sea by 
some wave,” said Gorse, "or he’s come to, and 
made tracks for the other end of the island. 
We must be on our guard, that’s all.”

He flung himself wearily down by the fire.
"Where do you suppose we are, Mr. Har- 

ris?" asked Tins presently, with a thought- 
ful air. “There’s water on all sides of us."

"We are probably on Point Tosco, the 
southern end of Santa Margarita Island, 
which guards the southern side of Magdalena 
Bay,” answered the mate.

“And the land to the east of us—the long 
shore yonder—is Lower California?"

"Yes, Tins,”
“And don’t folks live there?” persisted Tina.
"Yes; Lower California is inhabited, but 

• not by our kind of people. It has a popula- 
tion of some few thousand persons—"

“And half of those are Indians,” said the 
ex-schoolmaster. "And of the rest there are 
Mexicans and half-breeds. They’re a queer 
lot, but no queerer than the place they live 
in. Lower California isn’t & great improve- 
ment on the desert of Sahara t"

“Any how it is better than nothing,” said 
Tins sagaciously. “And folks are folks, you 
know, if they are queer. Don’t you s’pose we 
could make somebody on the main-land see 
us?”

“That’s the idea!” cried Harris. "There’s 
a village on Magdalena Bay. We can go to the north end of the island and signal to the 
villagers on the main-land. But it’s s long 
journey » he added his countenance falling 
"It’s a good twenty or thirty miles to the 
north end of the island. Tins can’t walk it.”

“She can ride on my back,” said Gorse 
cheerfully. “I’ve got a good broad pair of

door off its hinges, or shall we pry 
the wall?”

“Pry a hole in the wall,” said Eddy, who

le in

was listening at the door. "They’ve got a 
guard in the court. “Don’t you hear him 
step ?”

They listened, hearing a steady’tramp 
outside upon the stones of the court.
. “Escape is cut off through the court,” con- 

tinued Eddy, who was as wide awake and as 
keen as any hero of double his years. “We 
had better lie off on the benches and seem 
to be despairing until night comes. Then, 
if we’re lively, we ought to make a way out- 
side. We can’t do anything during the day. 
There may he a guard outside the jail as 
well as inside Lift me up, Ichabod, and I’ll 
see.”

Gorse went to the window. Eddy climed 
to his shoulders, and found his face on a 
level with the small open grating.

“The jail’s on a corner,” the boy annout c- 
ed. "There are people going by. There rire 
some half-naked children in the streets. — 
Once outside, we could get clear, I think. 
They seem to be organizing a guard. I be- 
lieve the people are turning out to guard 
the coast side of the village." (

"Then, if we should escape, we’ll have to 
take to the country,” said Harris.

"I see no jail guard,” continued Eddy. 
"It’s clear that they have never had such 
desperate characters here before,” and he 
smiled, "else they would guard all sides of

to drink. I’ll be back in a minute.
With three of the leafy pitchers he hurried 

down to the shore, finding Gorse. He exhib- 
ited his discoveries, and inquired if the liquid 
within was suitable to drink.

"I’ll take the risk,” said the Ohioan. 
"Whether that‘s dew inside or a secretion of 
the plant I don’t know, but it tastes like pure 
cool water. It quenches thirst too. If it 
kills me, you needn’t drink it.".

He cooly drained three of the monkey cups, 
and looked so refreshed and exhilarated in 
consequence, that Eddy hurried back to Tina, 
bidding her drink freely.•

They were sating their thirst when Mr. Har- 
ris appeared with his arms full of a wild bit- 
ter species of orange and some plantains, 
which turned out to be of fine flavor and 
quality. He sank down beside Tina, and 
Eddy offered him a supply of brimming mon- 
key cups which the mate drained.

“Are you terribly tired, Tina?” asked the 
mate wearily.

"Oh, no: not awfully tired," answered 
Tina, her brave little face aglow. "I guess I 
can stand it till we get to the other end of 
the island."

“Where’s Gorse?" demanded the mate.
"Here he is," cried the lean, lank Ohioan, 

speaking for himself, as he entered the little 
dell, his ungainly bandit-like face red with 
exercise. "What do you suppose I’ve got? 
Here’s your dinner."

He emptied his arms of a load of immense 
oysters. Even Tina laughed with joy at the 
luxurious repast before them. Gorse squatted 
on the ground ; jack-knives were brought 
into requisition, and the bivalves, fine, plump 
and luscious, were with some difficulty open- 
ed, o

the jail.”
He soon dismounted from his lofty posi- 

tion, and a comparison of knives was insti- 
tuted. Eddy and Harris had each a jack- They halted, listening.....

«Yes, we’re pursued,” cried Gorse. "They 
must be searching for us in every direction. 
Whip up your mules. We must not be taken 
without a struggle to save ourselves.”

They dashed onward at a rapid pace, and 
after them, and still out of sight, came the 
body of swift and eager pursuers. ...

impatient to begin their atà : For some little time the flight of the 
Americans through the cactus chaparral was 
kept up with vigor. The mules, encouraged 
and belabored, galloped swiftly along the 
narrow shaded path—so swiftly indeed, and 
with such violence of motion, that Eddy and 
Tina clung to the manes of their beasts for 
dear life. The sounds of pursuit began to 
die out behind them.

knife. Gorse was similarly equipped, and 
had in addition a long clasped hunting-knife, 
which he had purchased in New York as 
a necessary accompaniment to his bandit
outfit. He had also his formidable dagser 
still remaining, his weapons being concealed, 
having escaped the scrutiny of his captors.

They were
tempt at escape, but they had learned 
this time to submit themselves to the sway of 
circumstances. They hid their knives, and 
lounged on the benches, slept, talked, and so
wore away the hours.

No one came near them until evening.— 
Don Jose then appeared with a calabash of 
water, and a wooden tray heaped with bread
and fruit. He was attended by a half-score 
of curious villagers, who peered in at the 
Americans, who seemed the most despairing 
of mortals. Don Jose withdrew with his 
attendants, and again secured the door. The 
prisoners ate their supper, being half fam- 
ished. The evening wore on. The moon- 
light stole in at the grated window. The 
tramp of the sentinel in the court sounded 
more distinct. Gradually the various sounds 
died out of the streets, and the silence of 
night fell upon the little town.

"It’s getting late,” said Eddy at last.— 
"Let me climb to the window again on your 
shoulders, Ichabod, to make sure there is no 
one on guard outside. And then we will set 
to work.”

In a little more than an hour a hole had 
been made in the street wall large enough to 
give passage to Harris, the stoutest member 
of the little band.

«Come up the road,” said Eddy. “Let’s get 
away from the jail. There’s a plantation of 
some sort up here where we can hide until 
we come to a decision.” 1 

Keeping in the shade of the adobe walls, 
they crept along the road, presently arriving 
at a small maguey plantation. The maguey 
is a species of aloe, and is used for many 
purposes throughout Mexico, its not least 
valuable property to the natives being the 
fact that an intoxicating drink is made from 
its juices. The fugitives crept in the 
shadow of the magueys, and came to a halt.

Giving Tina his hand, Eddy led the way 
from the maguey patch, and the fugitives 
hurried along the road, moving rapidly from

Eleven persons have narrowly escaped 
coming to their deaths by poison at Galt 
and Preston. Several members of the 
family of Mr. Charles Ross, Preston, 
were taken suddenly unwell, and the 
symptoms became in some cases very 
alarming. All were seized with vomit- 
ing or violent action of the bowels, and 
one or two with cramps in the stomach 
and pains throughout the body. The 
symptoms were such as to cause the 
belief that they had been poisoned. 
During the afternoon a quantity of 
buttermilk which had been churned in 
the house was brought to Galt, and left 
at the house of Mr. Martin Andrich, 
who is also a connection of the family. 
About half-a-dozen partook of it, and in 
about two hours the whole of them were 
seized with vomiting, purging and 
cramps. .None of these eases have 
proved fatal, but all more or less feel the 
effects of the poisoning. A. chemical 
analysis of the buttermilk by Dr. Brown 
and Mr. H. Miller has shown no traces 
of poison, but the microscope reveals 
large quantities of animalcule, which 

Ihave doubtless been developed churning 
as the skimmed milk had been used

was noticeable that hungry as Gorse,It
tasted foodHarris and Eddy were, not one

until Tina had a liberal supply of oysters "on 
the half shell" ranged around her. The meal 
was not a merry one. With the uncertainty 
attending the fate of the officers and crew of 
the unfortunate GRAHAM not one was in a 
mood for merriment. But they ate their din- 
ner contentedly and thankfully, and talked 
over it cheerfully, endeavoring to dispel the 
gloom that hung over them.

The dinner that was so delightful to them 
was a Bramecide feast to another. Jacob Vel- 
lis had followed them at a distance on their 
morning’s march, and now peered hungrily 
in upon them from the shadows inclosing 
their retreat.

Unconscious of the malignant eyes upon 
them, the group ate their oysters and their 
fruits, and then reclined lazily in the shade, 
resting their tired limbs.

An hour later they resumed their march, 
and Vellis then crept into their deserted tem- 
porary camp, and devoured the remnants of 
the feast like some camp scavenger. When he 
too had satisfied his hunger, he crept on, like 
some gaunt wolf, upon the trail of the travel- 
lers..

The hard journey was not completed till 
long past midnight. When at last they came 
to a halt toward the northern shore of the 
island, with the bay spread out before them.

“Well, here we are,” he observed. "This 
is Magdalena Bay. There’s a village away 
to the eastward on the main-land, I should 
say, and miles away. I don’t see so much as 
a canoe anywhere We shall have to camp 
here till morning.”

“It looks so,” said Mr. Harris, throwing 
himself at full length upon the strip of sandy 
beach. "I couldn’t walk another step if it 
was to save my scalp.”

"I walked my toe-nails off some hours 
since,” said Gorse. "I’ve been walking on a 
pair of puff-balls since nightfall. I’ve had 
the spirit of the old chap—heard of him?— 
who, when the doctor told him ‘there was no 
hope for him; he had no constitution left,’ 
answered, ‘Well, then. I’ll live on the by- 
laws;’ and live he did! If I’d been an ordi- 
nary man, I should have kerflummuxed, to 
use an inelegant but expressive word, some 
time since. How do you feel, Eddy?"

“As if I had exercised pretty hard," said 
Eddy, who had also thrown himself on the 
sands. "I say, Ichabod, will it be safe for us 
all to sleep to-night? We musn’t forget that 
Vellis is still free, and on the same island 
with us.”

"We’re not likely to forget that,” said 
Gorse. "I’ll watch, Eddy. Fact is, I’m too 
tired to sleep. You’d better not take off your 
boots. If you do, they won’t go on in the 
morning.”

Mr. Harris was already asleep. Eddy soon 
slumbered also, but Gorse sat upright on the 
sands and meditated upon Hetty Plummer 
and her "ways," keeping guard until morn- 
ing, .__,

At daybreak he stirred himself. His feet 
were swollen, and his boots crippled him. He 
walked out into the water, but the relief thus 
afforded him only lasted while the moisture 
remained in the leather. With his knife he 
adapted his boots to his feet, and then set to 
work to prepare a breakfast for his compan- 
ions against their awakening. . .L

He collected drift-wood and madea fire. He 
secured some oysters, and laid them to roast 
on the fire in the midst of hot stones, cover- 
ing them with sea-weed. Then not straying 
far from the sleepers, he found some monkey 
cups, and a few oranges less bitter than those 
of the day before, and these he brought to 

“And ail dhe while the short, aqust dgureef Eddy’s enemy crouched among the bushes in the background, and all the while the small, 
stealthy, malignant eyes of Jacob Vellis 
watched them scowlingly.

The meal was over, and Harris and Eddy 
were employed in cutting open their boots on the insteps, when a great cry arose from Tina.

quite freely without injurious effects.

THE ENGLISHMAN ABROAD.—Alber. 
Rhodes, in one of the magazines, thus 
describes the genuine modern English- 
man, whom he fully appreciates and 
strikingly sketches. He does not draw 
purely on fancy for his colors, though 
the portrait may be rather flattering. 
Englishmen, since the age of the Refor- 
mation, have exhibited those traits of 
character which promise to make them 
at length the dominant race in the world. 
This is the sketch he gives :—

“The Englishman never dies of nos- 
talgia. He creates another England 
wherever hegoes. Obstacles that would 
discourage a Latin incite him to the com- 
bat. His individuality is so great, he 
absorbs other nationalities like a sponge. 
He imposes himself on the others, who 
may struggle for a time against his 
domination, but they finally succumb. 
He does not rest content in the enjoy- 
ment of his own civilisation, but must 
thrust it down the throats of his neigh- 
bors. His food, raiment, language, mode 
of doing, according to him are superior 
to all others, and should be universally 
adopted. If he were left on an island 
with a dozen other nationalities, the

the small town..The road was a mere mule path Once clear, 
of the village, it began to be bordered with 
impenetrable thickets of cactus. About a 
mile out of the village the travellers came 
in sight ofa small thatched dwelling, flankedd 
with stables, evidently the home of some 
PreRerons a go much further without extra 
lega.” said Gorse. "I propose that wespily 
for them here. The man who lives hereanust 
have a few good mules, and we’ll get some 
of him. We have got money enough to buy

ism, if he’s like some men I’ve seen P. 
The proposition of Gorse was a bold one, 
but on consultation it was decided that 
it would not be possible to make a long 
journey on foot in that country, and that a 
conveyance of some sort must be procured if 
the journey was to be continued. Gorse was 
empowered to treat with the farmer, and the 
others came to a halt in the shade of the 
cactus plants, awaiting the result of his 

"The Ohioan advanced toward the =, and mounting its porch, knocked loudly 
"Pe hinute later a stir was heard within the 
thatched dwelling, and a fat little man in a 
light undress, opened the door, demanding 

is Spanish rill Fg * -idGorse respect- 
folly, 41 want to buy four mules—" J, ugh? asked the ranchero blankly, not
astele-mulo-mulee!” explained the 
Ohioan patiently. “Mulos—muless. Four of ’em I" and he held out four long bony fingers, 
working them upand down nervously.
The ranchero did comprehend that four 
mules were wanted He nodded compro- 

rp pose he 
hand in his pocket and bringing out some 
Mexican dollars he had happily procure"."" dizner io strange lands.” 
Theimesbero to dorse’s —tonite 
understood this question. He looked sp), 
clongly and curiously at his customer. Prof, 
ably no American had ever called him "P. 
night before. Perhaps, too, he recognised he 
-stson 
=cu===___________________ .____________

"Th ft, the se he hed hern as the vs bouquet will take place on the 87th of lage all day, and had witnessed the calire “June,

probabilities are that in a dozen years 
the language would be English, the 
meat roast beef, the drink malt liquor. 
Give him time and he will turn an Arab 
into an Englishman, and a desert into a 
garden of plenty : out of anarchy he will 
build a solid government and train a 
wild people to methodic work. He will 
not be put down; he will not be a for-

Four young men of the Pacific survey 
were drowned in the Montreal river.
Ontario Shore Railroad was laid on 

Monday week.
.Mayor Coursol and Sir Hugh Allan 
invited the Governor General last night 
to a farewell dinner at Montreal. The

.
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