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NOBLA CORED.—A corres-THE SEN SCHOOL!

Hold on for a moment, teacher !
You had better ignore the rule.

Than punish the little urchin
Who has just laughed out in school.

• Had he done it out of malice.
It would be a different thing.

But he could no more help it
Than a lark can help to sing.

1 know by his clouted jacket.
And his shoes tied with a cord,

.That a laugh is the only luxury
His boyhood can afford ;

And he hasn’t much time left him
For even that trivial joy.

For he’ll have to earn a living
While he is yet a boy.

You ask why I defend him ;
Well the fact is yesternight

~, I found a dog-eared primer
That I used when but a mite ;

And in imagination.
As I turned the pages o’er

I saw some wonderful pictures
That I never found before.

-.-,.)
Go toddling into the school-room

Making his share of noise ;
And saw him during school-time

Playing pranks upon the sly
With the rosy little Agnes

Till she laughedas she would die.

And I think we all are better
When we grow up to be men. 

If we have something to make us
Look backward now and then ;1 And therefore I insisted
You had better ignore the rule

Than punish the little fellowA Who has just laughed out in school.

findowprices.... If yon want co ruin yourself, 
just keep on your palaver about yoar 
mother.”

Before Eddy could respond to this 
advice, if he had so intended, the door 
was closed in his face, and the rattling 
of bolts and chains within the hall told 
him that the Doctor was replacing his 
barricades.

With a heavy heart, the boy descended 
the steps and moved down the gravelled

in it no token of. mother ?. Very laudable—very. Nothing 

is more affecting than filial love. I quite
0 admire it myself. I refuse your request. 

Mrs. Burgoyne is in a critical state.

fever in our vicinity. A successful miner 
returned to Riverton from the land of gold, 
and for dais a portion of his wealth was 
displayed in our banker’s window in the 
shape of a huge gold brick. His stories 
fired the hearts of the villagers. Your 
father, smarting under his reverses, restless 
and out of business, conceived the idea of 
going to California, and two years ago he 
went.

"It was Hart Burgoyne who furnished 
him money for his venture. It was to the 
care of Hart Burgoyne my husband and your 
father commended us in the hour of his de- 
pasture. It was Hart Burgoyne who at- 
tended him to New York, who paid his 
passage, and whose friendly face he last 
saw before setting out upon that ill-fated 
voyage.

"You know, Eddy, that your father died 
of fever in California within a week of his 
landing in San Francisco. A friendly min- 
er wrote us his last words, and last summer 
the same miner, returning to the East, 
sought me out at Riverton and told me the 
whole pitiful story.

“So much youalready know. Your father 
sleeps in his far off California grave, and T 
shall carry a widow’s heart forever. You de 
not know that Hart Burgoyne was my lover, 
and that I rejected him for your father? It 
was so. But in all my troubles since your 
father’s death, Burgoyne has been a faithful 
friend, full of kindly and delicate attentions. | 
He was your father’s truest friend, and has 
never borne me malice because I preferred 
another to him. He has latly renewed his 
suit to me, and urges me to become his 
wife. He has offered to make you his heir 
if I will marry him.

“You know how poor I am, Eddy, and 
that I have supported you and myself by 
giving music lessons and by sewing. 1 
have not the strength to work as I used.f 
am anxious that you should obtain an edu- 
cation but my earnings are too scanty to 
pay your way at College. In short, Eddy, I 
have consented to marry Mr. Burgoyne. It 
is for your sake, my Loy. Do not believe 
that any one will come between us—you 
and me. Your mother will love you as well 
as ever, even though she bears another name 
than yours, I respect Mr. Burgoyne—I 
honor and esteem him, but I have told him 
that I have no love to give him. My heart 
is with you dear Eddy, and with my lost 
Richard. No one can ever take your lost 
father’s place in my heart. That first love 
was the great love of my life.

«We are to be married this morning— 
within an hour. I would have sent for y ou, 
but Mr. Burgoyne thought I had better not 
let you know of the marriage until it had 
transpired. We are to be married qinetly in 
my little cottage parlor, and then walk up 
fogether to the villa to which your father 
took me as his bride.

«This marriage will be a shock to you at 
first, Eddy, but remember I have consented 
to it that I might benefit you. Let us be 
to each other all that we have been, my 
own boy. Remember—that no one can. 
ever take your place in my heart, or come 
between you and me.

"Come home to us on Saturday. Come 
with a light heart and a smiling face. God 
bless you, my own, own Eddy. Always 
your loving mother, though now for the last 
time I write my name

JULIA BUEss."

Mrs. Brierly read this letter through, 
occasionally glancing at the sobbing boy. 
At its conclusion, she exclaimed :
"I don’t see anything to fret at, 

Eddy. It seems your mother has 
married a rich man, who is going to 
make you Lis heir. Surely that ought 
to please you. One would thin‘: that 
your mother was dead, to see and hear 
you. What is the matter? Don’t you 
like Mr. Burgoyne ?"

“No—no !" eried Eddy, with a shud- 
der. "I don’t like him, and he don’t- 
like me. He is rich and honoured, but

an awful blow it must have been to Mr. “Yes, I had to send her there. ____troit Tacune describes 
at some length a.Tearfel case of hydro- 
phobia where the man was in convulsions, 
“barking like a dog,’ frothing at the 
mouth, and making strenuous efforts to

Burgoyne ! What an awful blow for you, tried to kill me, as I said, and to set t 
my dear boy !” • . to the house. They can take care of h 

“Insane!” cried Eddy, in a strange

fury. The uplifted eyes, blue as the 
sky of that summer night, sweet and 
tender and glowing, had in them no 
maniacal glare.
-“Perhaps she has quiet spells,” 
thought Eddy, not venturing to move, 
scarcely venturing to breathe, but watch- 
ing her as if fascinated: “Mr. Burgoyne 
and the Doctor said she was a “raving 
maniac.” How am I to attract her at- 
tention without alarming the sentinel in 
the hall ?"

He moved uneasily upon the branch. 
The soft rustling aroused the kneeling 
woman, and she raised her head, as if to 
catch the expected river breeze. The 
next moment her head drooped again, 
lower than before.

Eddy, grasping the bar with one 
hand, softly tapped on the window ledge 

lu an instant the bowed head was 
again uplifted, with the eagerness of a 
startled doer...-. ------------

Eddy gently raised his head within her 
view.: 1 V 7 41

“Mother!” he called softly —so softly 
that his voice might have been taken for 
the murmur of the wind. “Mother! 
Hush! It is I—Eddy !"

better at the asylum."
"I suppose I can see her?” ask 

Eddy.
The least excitement, such as the sight 
of you might occasion her, might prove 
fatal.”

"Would she know me?” asked Eddy.
"I think not. She is a raving maniac- 

knows no one—has attempted to commit 
suicide. But the sight of you might 
strike a chord of memory, and I should 
not dare to risk it. Ah, this is a terrible 
affliction to Mrs. Burgoyne’s friends, my 
lad. The bride of a day—stricken down 
with a dangerous madness as one might 
say, at the altar ! Mr. Burgoyne has 
the sympathy of the entire community. 
As to you Master Burns, you are fortu- 
nate in having a step-father of such 
wealth and liberality. Why, Mr. Bur-

voice. "I don’t believe it! Oh, my 
mother ! my poor mother !” bite everything that came near. During 

these convulsions the patient would 
seize the pillows from his bed in his 
teeth, and shake and rend them with the 
seeming ferocity of an angry dog. An 
intense dread of water also exhibited 
itself, . The doctors decided to place the 
patient under the same treatment which 
had been successful in a former case, 
which. Tor the aid it may be to others 
who suffer from this disease, we here 
give as follows.—The injection under 
the skin of large doses of morphine, and 
the administration of large doses of 
castor which is a powerful anti-spasmodic. 
About one grain of the sulphate of 
morphine was injected under the skin 
once in four hours, and half a drachm of 
the powdered castor mixed with syrup, 
given internally. The effect was to 
produce sleep in about half an hour, 
which lasted about an hour and a half, 
when the convulsions returned at inter- 
vals of an hour to an hour and a half, 
until nine o’clock Sunday morning, when 
the last convulsion occurred, after which 
he suffered severely from obstinate 
vomiting until Monday at ten o’clock, 
when that also ceased, leaving the 
patient comparatively easy, but very 
much prostrated. Since that time he 
has gradually improved, and now is to 
all appearances quite well. In addition 
to the above treatment small quantities 
of chloroform were inhaled at times, and 
on Sunday morning the patient was 
wrapped in a woollen blanket wrung out 
of a warm solution of muriate of ammonia, 
eighteen to twenty grains to the ounce. 
This was the treatment which checked 
this fearful malady, and which the 
doctors for the sake of humanity, are 
anxious should be published to the world, 
and thoroughly tested.

LARGE GOt.D CAKES FROM VICTORIA. 
—Last month’s Australian mail brought 
a statement that the largest cake of gold 
ever seen was exhibited in Sandhurst 
and Melbourne, the weight of which was 
2.554 oz, with a value of over £10 000. 
That cake was the result of a fortnight’s 
work of the Great Extended Hustler’s 
Quartz Mining Company, Sandhurst; 
but the same company in their next 
fortnight’s work, altogether surpassed 
their previous success, and turned out a 
cake weighing no less than 3,764 oz, and 
worth more than £15,000. The yield 
from quartz mines now exceeds that 
from alluvial mines. It is stated that 
the Stockyard Creek diggings, situated 
near Port Albert, and close to the most 
southern point of the Australian conti- 
nent may be now classed among the 
permanent goldfields of the colony.- 
These diggings, which were only dis- 
covered a few months ago, are situated 
in a part of the colony not previously 
found to be payable as a goldfield, and 
it is thought that very shortly the 
country between them and the. next 
diggings, some forty or fifty miles inland, 
will be all found to be of a more or less 
gold bearing character. At present the 
country referred to is an almost impene- 
trable scrub, in which it is next to 
impossible for travellers to penetrate, 
but it is expected that tracks will scon 
he cut through it after which prospect- 
ing in it will no doubt be carried on.— 
In December two nuggets, weighing 
respectively 21 oz and 32 oz, were 
obtained in one claim at Stock yard 
Creek. Reports of large fields in other 
districts are also reported.

A ‘girl’ died recently at Portsmouth, 
N. B., who had been in service in one 
family 69 years.

They tell us of a railway in Kentucky 
whereon the locomotives are assisted up 
steep grade by a yoke of oxen.

The Japs are an observant people. On 
being asked for a description of America, 
one of the eminent visitors replied, with 
eloquent shake of the head,. "A place

"Not believe it! Why, here it is in The question seemed to annoy 
black and white! The poor lady has Burgoyne. He tossed away his ciga: 
been taken to a mad-house—33 he replied, civilly :and looked uneasy as

“There is a mystery here I can’t 
understand,” he said. "All that I know 
is that my mother is in trouble, and I 
am going to her. When my father went

«You must ask Dr. Bullet, my bok 
Hc can judge best of the effect you ‘ 
presence would have on his patient 
should say there could be no objectic

walk to the gate.
He had, however, by no 

signed himself to accept the situation. 
He was determined not to abandon his

mcans TC-

away to California, his last words to me 
were to take care of mother, and I mean 
to take care of her. If she’s insane, I 
must see her. I shall have just time to 
eatch the three o’clock boat.”

He set about his preparations for his 
departure, at once, all of Mrs. Brierly’s 
expostulations being unheard and un- 
heeded. His mother was in trouble and

to your seeing her."
“Then I will walk out to the asylum, 

declared Eddy, arising. "I can neithe 
eat nor sleep till I have seen my mother 
Mr. Burgoyne !”

mother, let her madness be as dangerous 
as it might. He was determined to see 
her; but how could he compass his ob- 
ject?

Gradually a plan of action suggested 
itself to him.

He had nearly reached the tall iron 
gates, and was moving with a loitering 
step, when he looked back at the grim 
asylum. No ono was looking out at him. 
The Doctor had evidently dismissed all 
thoughts of him, and had returned to 
his duties or pleasures.

Taking advantage of the favorable 
opportunity thus afforded, Eddy slipped 
into a bypath, and sought the shelter of 
some shrubbery near the western boun- 
dary wall. Here he flung himself upon 
the ground, and prepared to wait patient- 
ly the coming of darkness.

It was now about six o’clock of the 
long summer afternoon. Lying among 
the cool odorous shadows of his dim 
recess, Eddy watched the fleecy clouds, 
the glorious sunset, the gradual falling 
of the long, sweet summer twilight. The 
lowing of the cows of the asylum farm, 
driven up from the asylum meadows.: 
penetrated to his hearing, and now and 
then a sharp steam-whistle came up 
from the distant river to his ears.

The twilight seemed full of sounds, 
the twitter of bird and insect, the ocen-, 
sional barking of the asylum dogs, the 
voices of men, with now and then a 
sharp, piercing wail from some grated 
window, that cut its way to Eddy’s very : 
soul.

How the twilight lingered! Eddy, 
peering out, saw one of the keepers lock 
the great iron gates at an early hour, 
but the twilight had given place to night, 
and the old town clock at Riverton had 
struck the hour of ten before the lights 
and the noises died out of the asylum, 
and the silence of sleep had fallen upon 
the place.

It was nearly eleven o’clock, when 
Eddy, cramped and tired, but keenly 
1 resolute and determined. crept out from 
is concealment, and began a tour around 

(he grim edifice. The night glowed with 
the warm starlight; the cool air swept 
ap from the river and the Catskills le- 
yond ; and a thousand friendly shadows 
lurked on every side to screen his move- 
ments. His soul was strong within him. 
All the force of his character, all his 
courage, all his devotion to his mother, 
were brought into play at that moment. 
4 He moved slowly around the building 
again and again, scanning the upper 
windows with feverish, hungry glances. 
No light gleamed from them; no sound 
of life, save now and then a moan, came 
from within those dreary cells.
I"Can it be she is not up there?" 

thought the boy, a cold sweat starting 
to his brow. "Can they have put her 
into a dungeon ?"

Around and around the building he 
slowly circled, a wild prayer in his heart 
that if his mother were in one of the 
upper rooms her mother’s instinct, or 
some providential impulse, might lead 
her to look out upon him.

«Well, come back after you have see 
her,” said Mr. Burgoyne. "I am you 
step-father, you know, my boy, and 

promised Julia to be a father in truth, 
you. This house is to be your home.

goyne. I hear, intends to keep you at 
school and provide for you as if you were 

It won’t hurt you to stroll out to the his own son.” /
going to That was the sole

thought that filled his soul.
His few preparations were soon com- 

pleted and he bade Mrs. Brierly good by 
and hurried down to the steamboat 
landing, arriving just in time to catch 
the boat.

About an hour later he disembarked 
at Riverton, and swiftly and impatiently 
took his way up the steep, hilly street to 
the bluff upon which the Burgoyne villa 
was situated.

What- emotions swelled his boyish 
heart as he approached the pretty, 
picturesque house which Richard Burns 
had built as a home for his young bride, 
and io which Eddy’s childish years had 
been passed.

The house stood back from the street, 
upon a bluff, overlooking the river, and 
in the midst of a lawn dotted with firs, 
spruces and larches, whose cool shadows 
were very tempting upon this blazing 
June day.

Eddy opened the small iron gate and 
passed icto the shaded recesses of the 
lawn, hurrying to the house. He 
ascended the steps leading to the veranda 
and was about to ring the door bell, 
when he discerned a man’s figure seated 
upon the veranda overlooking the river, 
his person screened from casual view by 
the vine grown lattice. 1-

Eddy recognizing the figure as that of 
Mr. Hart Burgoyne, and made his way 
to him without causing himself to be 
announced.

Mr. Burgoyne was smoking a eigar 
and watching the river traffic, but he 
carelessly turned his head at Eddy’s 
approach, started, and arose, his face 
changing color.

asylum, but be sure to be back by six. He regarded Eddy sharply, but the 
our supper time.” Y -lad’s face betrayed no emotion of any

Eddy bowed gravely, thanking him, sort at this announcement of Mr. Bar- 
and took his leave. . As he passed out of goyne’s liberal intentions toward himself, 
the villa grounds, he gave utterance to Indeed, Eddy had no thought for him- 
the thought convulsing his soul. self as yet. He could think only of his 

“There is some mystery in all this,” mother.
he whispered softly, as if he feared the “You think, then, Doctor,” he asked.

More men fall in love than in war.
Are grass widows the wives of roving

winds would carry his words to Burgoyne, “that it would excite my mother, if she 
who stood on his veranda, gazing after were to see me ?"were to see me ?"
him. “Some dreadful mystery. And I 
must know what it is! Now for Doctor 
Bullet’s !"

DR. BULLET’S “PRIVATE RETREAT."
About a mile out from the village of 

Riverton, upon a lonely country road, 
stood Dr. Bullet s private asylum for the 
insane, in the midst of its farm of a 
hundred acres.

The grounds were separated from the 
road by a high stone wall, which was 
surmounted with a bristling row of for- 
midable pickets. The house—square, 
three stories in height, built of red brick, 
and lighted within by narrow windows, 
looking like spectacled, peering eyes— 
was even more grim than is usual to its 
class. It was set back at some distance 
from the road, in the midst of a small 
pine grove, whose thickly clustering 
columns and densely plumed tops almost 
embowered the building, serving to 
screen the asylum from the curious 
glances of casual passers by.

The double iron gates were open upon 
this bright June afternoon, and Eddy, 
reaching them after his toilsome walk 
from the village, passed unchallenged 
into the grounds and hurried up the 
gravelled walk to the asylum. As he

"Think ? T know it. Tt would excite 
her dangerously. And, like all insane 
people, she hates those she once loved. 
She might tear you to pieces !" -

"I cannot think so. Doctor,” declared 
Eddy. "You don’t know how my 
mother loved me. Even in her madness, 
he would not harm me.”’*

“My judgment must decide the mat- 
er. Master Burns," said the Doctor 
tiffly. "I am the best judge of the con- 
lition of my patients.” >,

"I beg your pardon. Doctor," said 
Eddy, humbly enough. “You can’t tell 
ow my heart aches to see my mother— 

my poor mother ! She need not see me, 
ince you do not think it best, but I big 
ou to let me look in upon her through 

the grating at her door. I will be very 
still. I won’t speak a word. Only let 
the see her once more !"

The Doctor looked at Eddy sharply 
and suspiciously, hesitating how to reply. 
At last he said :

"It is impossible Master Burns—"
"Oh, don’t say that !" cried Eddy, his 

composure giving way, and his features 
quivering. “Don’t refuse to let me see 
her. Doctor. Only one look—one glance! 
I am all she has in the wide world. 
Doctor—"

“She has her husband. Hart Bar- 
goyne ?" 11

Eldy made a gesture of despair.
"She don’t love him as she loves me,’’ 

he said simply. "You don’t know how 
she loves me, sir.”

“She has worked hard to keep me at 
school since father died—she has made 
sacrifices of her own comfort for mine— 
she married Mr. Burgoyne because she 
thought he would be a father to me. 
Why, mad as she might be, she would 
never harm a hair of my head ! I could 
not be afraid of her—my poor mother! 
Only let me look in upon her. Doctor 
Bullet! My heart is breaking to see 
her !" ‘

"I regret. Master Burns—".
"You refuse then? You will not let 

me see her?" cried the boy, in a high, 
anguished voice. “I tell you, I must 
see her! My father left her in my care. 
His last words to me were to take good 
care of mother. I am her protector—"

“She evidently preferred a more able 
protector when she married Mr. Bur- 
goyne,” said the Doctor, in an unmoved 
voice. "Mr. Burgoyne is her guardian 
now, and the only one l can recognize. 
This is no place for you, my lad. Go 
home to your step-father, and thank your 
stars that you have so good a home and 
so kind a parent to go to. Your mother 
is in good hands, and you can do RO 
good in hanging about and acting in this 
highly improper style.”

Eddy made a strong effort to recover‘ 
his self-composure. He felt insulted, 
wronged and outraged, but he could not 
abandon his project without s last en- 
deavor to effect it.

“I am only a boy. Doctor Bullet,” he 
said, in a half suppressed voice, “but I 
know that there must be some one in the 
land more powerful than you, who can 
permit me to see my mother in spite of 
you. I will see a lawyer—"

"That is big talk for a boy of your 
size!" spcered the Doctor. “Your 
mother was committed to my asylum in 
accordance with the law. made and pro—, 
vided for such cases. Three doctors, 
myself included, held a consultation over 
her. She was unmistakably mad, and 
her husband placed her at this retreat, 
where she will remain until she dies, or 
is cmed. Any lawyer will tell you that 
you had better resign yourself to what is 
inevitable, and that no one can give you 
a permit to see a dangerous mad woman, 
when her physician declares she must be 
secluded! Your case is hopeless, my lad. 
All that you can do is to behave yourself, 
and go back to Mr. Burgoyne.”

Eddy felt the hopelessness of his ease. 
No one could help him to see his mother.

blades?
Josh Billings says very truly, "You’d 

better not know so much, than to know 
so many things that ain’t so.”

If you wish to fatten a thin baby 
what should you do with it? Throw it 
out of the window and it will come down 
plump.

Indiana girls give the name of "boot- 
stacks” to the backward and bashful 
young men who fail to make themselves 
agreeable at social gatherings.

The Boston Globe thinks more men 
fall in love than in war. Shouldn’t 
wonder if this was true for the reason 
that the engagements last longer.

A shrewd confectioner out West has 
taught his parrot to say “pretty creature" 
to every lady who enters his shop, and 
his business is rapidly increasing.

Playing the harp is getting to be 
a very fashionable accomplishment, 
especially among young ladies whom 
Nature has gifted with handsome arms.

Horrors of the Cold.—Our exchanges 
complain that they have been frozen up 
—press, type, typos, devils and all, and 
they couldn’t turn a wheel.—limes, 
‘Tuscumbia, Alabama.

Kansas is to have a new religious

EDDY’SSEARCH 
—OR—

A BRAVE BOY’S BATTLE.
A TERRIBLE MYSTERY.

It was early in June, 1851.
In one of the small.-neatly furnished 

rooms of good Mrs. Brierly’s boarding 
house, at Poughkeepsie, was seated our 
hero, Eddy Burns.

He was a fair and handsome lad, some 
fifteen years of age, with bright, fearless 
blue eyes, a noble forehead, from which 
was carelessly tossed back his waves of 
fair hair, and a firm, resolute mouth, 
just now curved with ao expression of 
almost girlish sweetness and tenderness. 
He was a brave, truthful, noble boy, 
self reliant beyond his years, first in his 
class at school, and distinguished among 
his school fellows for his generosity, 
unselfishness, and kindness of heart.

His home was at Riverton, some miles 
further up the river, but he was a stu- 
dent at Professor Butler’s school at 
Poughkeepsie, and it was now several 
weeks since he had seen his home and his 
mother.
He was thinking of his mother 
at the moment of his intro- 
duction to the reader, and while he idly 
watched the glimmer of white sails upon 
the shining river. It was the thought 
of her that had brought the tender smile 
to his lips, and the soft light to his sunny 
eyes, for Eddy, like most true-hearted 
lads, blest with a good mother, was a 
"mother’s boy."

His geography lay unheeded on his 
knees as he wove his boyish plans for 
the future; how he would achieve 
wealth and fame, and make his mother 
proud of him ; how he would provide for 
her every luxury she could desire ; and 
how, as she grew old, he would be her 
staff and support in the place of her 
husband, his father, whose death she 
mourned.

In the midst of his day dreams, a 
knock upon the door passed unheeded. 
He was only aroused from his reverie by 
the entrance of good Mrs. Brierly, his 
landlady, a rotund, motherly personage, 
whose ruddy face beamed with smiles. 
She held up two letters as she approach, 
ed the lad.

"From home, I guess, Eddy," she said 
- with a smile.

Eddy’s face glowed as he sprang up, 
receiving the letters in his hands.

"It’s about time I had a letter from 
mother.”’ he exclaimed. One is from 

her. Who can have written the other?

“You here ?" he ejaculated, removing approached, he surveyed the double row
his eigar from his mouth.

"Yes, I am here,” responded Eddy, 
as if his heart were not beating like a 
muffled drum.

The man and the boy faced each other 
in a mute antagonism, which neither 
would have ventured to put into words. 
Only Eddy felt his whole soul rise 
against this man, whom his mother’s 
second marriage had placed in authority 
over him, and who had been made the 
arbiter of his mother’s destiny.

Hart Burgoyne was a tall, well 
proportioned, portly man, some forty 
years of age, with a florid complexion.

of grated windows in the upper stories, 
but no face appeared behind the bars as 
he half expected : and, with a sinking 
heart, he ascended the steps of the high 
porch and rang the door-bell loudly.

Presently steps were heard within, the 
bolts and chains securing the door upon 
the inner side were withdrawn, and a 
coase, burly, ignorant looking fellow. one 
of the keepers of the institution evident, 
ly, presented himself upon the threshold.

"Well, what’s wanted?" demanded 
this person roughly, not caring to expend 
politeness upon a mere boy.

"I wish to see Dr. Bullet,” replied 
Eddy quietly, but with a certain boyish 
dignity which became his pale, youthful 
face.

"To see Dr. Bullet, eh ? The Doctor’s 
busy. He’s got no time to waste on boys.”

The keeper made a movement to shut 
the ponderous door in Eddy’s face. As 
quick as a flash, the boy slipped across 
the threshold and into the hall, a look of 
stern resolve ennobling his features.

"Tell Dr. Bullet I desire to see him." 
he said coolly. "I shall stay here until 
[ do see him. You can give him my 
name, if you choose—Edward Burns."

“Burns!" repeated the discomfited 
keeper, surveying the lad keenly. “Burns, 
ch? Well, I’ll tell the Doctor. Seeing 
you’re inside, you can step into the re- 
ception room until the Doctor appears.”

He closed, bolted and barred the outer 
door, and sullenly ushered Eddy into a 
small, dreary waiting room at one side 
of the hall. He then hurried away in 
quest of the Doctor.

Nearly half an hour elapsed before any 
one appeared to speak to the young 
visitor, and the time pressed wearily, as 
may be supposed, to the impatient. wait- 
ing lad. Now and then, as some distant 
door opened and closed, a muffled shriek 
or long drawn moan reached his shud- 
dering ears, and he would spring up and 
walk to and fro. tortured with the 
thought that the voice he heard might 
belong to his mother.

At last, unable to bear longer the 
terrible suspense of waiting, he touched 
a bell-pull, and rang a loud peal, the 
jangle of which reached even his ears. 7 

The noise had scarcely died away when 
the door opened, and a pompous, . portly 
personage entered the waiting-room.

Eddy recognized him at first glance as 
Dr. Bullet.

He was a hard-faced man, past middle 
age, with small, keen eyes, a low fore- 
head, a cleanly shaven face, rendered 
peculiarly unpleasant by a sanctimonious 
expression which contrasted strangely 
with his sinister features. The Doctor 
had formerly kept a private insane asy 
lum in New Jersey, but he had fallen 
into an ill-repute, and it having been 
proved against him that sane people had 
been incarcerated in his gloomy cells, he 
had been obliged to abandon that field of 
operations, and had re-established his 
asylum at Riverton on the Hudson. He 
had now been at Riverton some years, 
and was regarded in the village as an 
upright and honorable man, having, it 
seemed, left his former reputation be- 
hind him when he changed his residence.

“Ah, Eddy Burns!” exclaimed the 
Doctor, in his mild, bland voice, ex- 
tending his hand. “How do you do, 
Eddy? How you grow! Glad to see 
you, my fine fellow.”

But Eddy did” not seem to see the

The “Rev." T. S. Kallochnewspaper, 
announcesiit, and says in the prospectus 

“broad horn, double-that it is to be a
end, backtrack religious newspaper.”

A Western paper about to expire 
came out for the last time in full mourn- 
ing, full of cuts of coffins, gravestones, 
arms, etc., with this notice: Died in 
Dundee, of sheer starvation, on Tuesday, 
Feb. 6, the Dundee Weekly.

"I allus wear bukskin mits,” observed 
an aged denizen of "Short Woods,” as 
he was trying on a pair in a store, yes- 
terday. “They is as comfortable like as 
enny to the hand, and save botherin’ 
with a han’kerchi’f.’

A cleanly shaved gentleman inquired 
of a fair demoiselle, the other day, 
whether or no she admired moustaches. 
"Oh," replied the charmer, with an 
arched look, "I invariably set my face 
against them." Very shortly afterward 
his upper lip betrayed symptoms of 
careful cultivation.

At a marriage lately in Maine the 
bride’s voice faltered, and she paused in 
the midst of the impressive ceremony. 
Her little niece, a bright little three- 
year old, thinking the naughty minister 
was compelling poor aunty to say some- 
thing disagreeable, stamped her little 
foot and exclaimed in a tone of authority: 
“Auntie, don’t 00 thay it."

A forgetful young woman out West 
the other night aroused the inmates of 
a hotel-to which her bridal trip had le l, 
on account of finding a man in her room. 
The trifling circumstance of her mar-

fawn-colored hair and beard, and a
MyI don’t think he has a good heart, 

poor mother !"
«What would she say if she could

prominent Roman nose. His mouth 
was concealed by his beard, but a 
Lavater might have formed an opinion 
derogatory to Burgoyne’s character, had 
he studied Burgoyne’s shifting, restless, 
uneasy eyes, from which now and then 
looked forth a furtive, sinister soul.

Mr. Burgoyne bore the reputation of 
an honest, upright gentleman of great 
wealth and considerable public spirit, 
and there were few at Riverton, who 
suspected that he was not all he seemed.

“You got my letter, then?” asked 
Burgoyne, after a brief pause.

Eddy bowed assent.
"I told you to remain at Poughkeepsie 

till your school term closed," began Mr. 
Burgoyne irritably.

"I know you did, sir,” returned Eldy 
respectfully. "But my mother claims 
my first obedience. She is in trouble, 
and I must see her!"
1 “Sit down, boy. I can see that the 
news has been a shock to you,” said Mr. 
Burgoyne, in a more affable tone. ."Had 
I been equal to the exertion, I should 
have gone to you in person. But the 
shock of the occurrence nearly upset my 
reason also. You cannot imagine how 
I too have suffered !"

There were dark lines under his eyes, 
and his forehead was wrinkled with cire 
Eddy could see that he had indeed 
suffered, and his heart softened toward 
him.

"Is mother really so bad off, sir, as 
you stated in your letter?" he asked, in 
a faltering voice.

“Bad off, my poor Eddy. She is raving 
mad—as violent as any Bedlamite that 
ever existed !"-

Eddy shivered, turning yet paler.
“Don’t you know what made her 

crazy ?" he asked.
"Ah, no. I wish 1 did. We were 

married in the morning, and she came 
home with me. We talked together,1 
spending the day very pleasantly on the 
cool verandas. In the evening I was 
called out on business. Julia went into 
the library. The housekeeper says that 
no one called during my absence, and 
that Julia saw my wife flew at me like a 
wild-est. She tried to kill me. She 
fancied that I was her enemy. The 
truth is, she did not know me—”

“Not know you, sir?”
“No. And she flew at Doctor Bullet 

also. She tried to kill him!”
Eddy found himself unable to repress 

a groan. He reflected a long time, while 
Mr. Burgoyne silently puffed at his eigar.

“Then there was no positive cause for 
this sudden attack of insanity?” he 
demanded at last.

“None, unless, as I suggested in my 
letter, the sight of the house to which 
she came as a bride sixteen years ago 
brought back all her grief at your father’s, 
loss. You see the furniture is the same. 
Everything is as Burns arranged it. 
Women are curious beings, and the 
sight of her old home where she had 
been so happy with Burns, was, no 
doubt, too much for her sensitive soul.”

Eddy was silent, if not convinced.
Mr. Burgoyne bent a sly, searching 

glance upon the lad, as if to ascertain 
the effect of his explanation upon him, 
but he could not interpret to his satis- 
faction the expression 00 the rale horioh

"Mother is atthe private mad-house?"

see
you carrying on at this rate ?" expostula- 
ted Mrs. Brierly.

The question aroused Eddy to recover 
his self-command. He struggled bravely 
with his grief.

"What’s done can’t be undone," 
continued Mrs. Brierly. "Your mothr 
has been married three days now. Odd 
that the letter’s been so long a coming. 
If1 were in your place, Eddy, I’d make 
the best of the matter.”

"I will make the best of it, Mrs. 
Brierly," returned Eddy bravely and 
quite calmly. "Poor mother ! She 
married Mr. Burgoyne for my sake, and 
she shall never know her marriage has 
cost me a pang. I shall like him if he 
is good to her, and he will be. She is so 
pretty and good that he will worship her. 
I have shed my last tear over the mar 
riage, I hope; but, somehow, this 
wedding seems to me only the beginning 
of a storm of trouble.”

"Nonsense, boy,” said Mrs. Brierly 
cheerfully. "Your prosperity is just 
commencing. But there’s another letter 
which you haven’t opened. Who is that 
from ?"

Eddy took up the second letter from 
the window ledge, opened and read it 
aloud, while upon his countenance slowly 
gathered an expression of horror.

The second letter was from the man 
his mother had so recently married— 
Hart Burgoyne.

If the contents of the first letter were 
startling, the contents of the second 
were overwhelming. They were as 
follows :

“Riverton, June 12, 1851.

“MASTER EDWARD BUEss : As you will un- 
derstand, by the letter written by your 
mother the other day, Mrs. Julia Burns is 
now my wife. We were married on the 
morning of the 10th, and I took my wife 
home to my villa, which had been her 
home before during the period of her first 
marriage.

“During the evening of the day on which 
we were married I was called from home for 
an hour on business. On my return to my

His prayer was answered. Whether 
it was indeed the subtle, strange instinct 
of a mother’s heart, or whether He who 
listens to and answers prayer directed 
her restless, faltering steps to her grated 
window we cannot tell, but certainly a. 
slender, noble figure suddenly appeared 
at one of the windows, a pair of hands 
were clasped upon the window ledge, 
and a pale face, half hidden by a mass of 
floating hair, was pressed against the 
iron bars, looking upward at the glowing, 
star-lit sky.

Oh, the unutterable hopelessness of 
the prisoner’s attitude ! Oh, the un- 
utterable pleading expressed in the up 
lifted head and clasped hands!

Eddy’s heart gave one great throb, 
and then seemed to stand still in the 
great wave of emotion that swept over 
his soul.

He sank on his knees upon the ground, 
and through his pale lips quivered the 
words :

“My mother ! It is my mother !"
The vision lingered but a moment at 

the open window, then withdrawing 
itself. At its disappearance, Eddy 
sprang up wild-eyed and deathly pale.

* She did not look dangerously mad," 
he whispered. “She was not wild. She 
did not rave, or shriek. I must see her— 
speak to her.”

He dared not call to her, for there 
might be keepers within hearing, or 
some maniac in an adjoining chamber 
might awaken and bring discovery upon 
him. He must work quietly.

Marking the window.at which the 
vision had appeared, he saw that one of 
the heavy branches of a tall pine-tree 
swept close against its bars.

Eddy’s heart glowed with thankful- 
ness. He crept to the tree, climbing its 
trunk like a squirrel, and gaining the 
shelter of its densest, spicy, thick grow- 
ing branches. He was soon upon a level 
with the second story of the asylum, and 
softly crept out upon the stout branch 
that swept against the grated window.

A moment more, and poised upon the 
shaking limb, he was clinging to the 
lowest bar of the window, and peering 
from his shadows into the chamber.

What a sight it was that met his 
gaze !

A small, bare, whitewashed cell, fur- 
nished simply with iron bedstead, a 
rocking-chair and toilet appurtenances— 
a cell that might have belonged to a 
prison. An open grating in the door 
opposite the window, and the sound of 
steady footfalls in the corridor beyond, 
told Eddy that supervision was exercised

99I’ll read mother’s first, any how. 17where it SLOWS,
"I’ll just stay to hear if Mrs. Burns 

is well,” remarked Mrs. Brierly, taking 
a seat. “There an’t a sweeter woman io 
the world than your mother, Eddy. How 
is she ?" :

The boy returned to his seat, tore op. 
en the small er of the two envelopes with 
boyish impa tience, and hurriedly perused 
his mother’s letter.

And as he read the glow faded from

, A story is told of a Highland inn- 
keeper who, in answer to the irritated 
remonstrance of an English guest, who 
had passed day after day in vain expect- 
ation of the rain ceasing, was at length 
driven to exclaim, "Weel sir. I’m jist 
fair ashamed o’ the way oor weather’s‘ 
behaving !"

The Indianapolis Evening Journal. 
makes allusion to a Missouri editor as • 
“a diabolical slayer of steamboat clerks, 
a hump-backed, hollow-eyed, hammer- 
healed hog, miserable, mangy, bench- 
legged coyote.” For family reading 
there is nothing like a lively evening 
newspaper.

Alphonse Karr was once present at a 
banquet given in commemoration of the 
birth of Hahnemane. Toasts being 
given to the health of every medical 
celebrity, ancient and modern, the Pre- 
sident remarked, "Mr. Karr, you have 
not proposed the health of any one." 
The poet rose and modestly replied, "I 
propose the health of the sick."
|This “joke” is credited to an Ameri- 

can visitor in England. "Wa’al, 
stranger,” he is reported to have said, "I 
guess your English juries ain’t smart 
nohow. If an American jury had tried 
the Tichborne case, I tell you what 
they’d have done. They’d just have 
bought up all the Tichborne bonds, and 
then found a verdict for the plaintiff."

A man who was arrested in Lancaster, 
Pa., last week, who candidly acknow- 
lodged that he had never done a day’s 
work in his life, although he was 41 
years of age. After travelling through 
the greater portion of Europe as a pro- 
sessional beggar, he came to America 
several years ago, where he has since 
pursued his vocation with varying sue- 
cess. Ho boasts of having obtained 
much valuable information regarding the 
station-houses and jails of every country 
he has visited I

The Winnebago Press of last week 
offers the following good and sufficient 
excuse for a late appearance: "We beg 
leave to offer an exouse this week for the 
small amount of reading matter presented, 
and also for being behind time in publi- 
cation. The storm of -Tuesday, beside 
stopping work in the office, blew such an 
amount of snow through the key-hole 
to keep us shoveling about two days 
more. Another day we were flooded by 
the snow melting in the loft and gently dripping; in the room belew. Bulliciont,

riage that morning had quite escaped
her memory and it was not until sum-
mary justice was about to be visited 
on the offender that she happened to 
recollect it.

A Scotchman observing that the once 
white linen of one of his employees haid, 
through long absence of soap and water, 
become a hazy black, inquired, as proluce 
to a homily on cleanliness, how often his 
shirt was washed. "Aboot once a 
month.” “Why," returned the queri-+, 
"I require two shirts a week." “Twa 
sarks in a week!” ejaculated Robbie:( 
“ye maun be a dirty deevil !"

Miss Maggie Cunningham, of Terre 
Haute, Ind., determined to take advan- 
tage of the privilege supposed to belong 
to leap year, and invited her friends to 
her wedding before she consulted the 
young man whose name she had con- 
cluded to take. The wedding party 
proceeded to the residence of the gentle 
youth and found him in bed, but be 
recognizing the situation, gathered his 
raiment about him and silently stole 
Af The rest of thegirls are discour-

In noticing the head dresses at a 
recent party in Paris, a correspondent 
writes that, “One handsome person 
entered with her hair piled so high and 
in such disorder that she brought to our 
mind the nogresses in the mountains in 
Cuba, who carry purse, needles, pins, 
thimble, scissors, and jackknife stuffed 
in their wool. Another had her hair so 
tightly drawn over a cushion that she 
seemed in imminent danger of falling 
over backward. What will the next 
fashion be, I wonder? One gentleman 
had his hair cut across his forehead like 
the princes of old.”

The Danbury (Conn.) News says: 
"A young lady in a neighbouring town 
has taken up dentistry for a living. All 
the gentlemen patronize her. When 
she puts her arm around the neck of a 
“patient and caresses his “jaw for the 
offending member, the sensation is about 
as nice as they make ’em. One youur 
man has become hopelessly: infatuated 
with her. Consequently he hasn’t a cred thrinz 

newe sets and pulled them. She in how 
at work on his father’s saw. He holds 

the saw.

the light from his eyes. Hehis lips and
read the letter to its close, and when he 
had finished looked up at Mrs. Brierly 
with an expression of such utter drear- 
iness, of such unutterable grief, that the 
good woman was alarmed.

"What is it, Eddy?” she questioned 
anxiously.

The lad replied only by a quivering 
moan.

"She is sick ? Dead ?" eried Mrs. 
Brierly.

Eddy shook his head.
"Not dead,” he half sobbed, his Tea- 

tures growing convulsed. "No, not 
dead—but it’s almost the same. You 
can read the letter, Mrs. Brierly. Oh, 
my mother ! my mother !"

He drooped his head to the window
There was no law that would reach his 
case. He had no powerful friends—no 
money. And he felt strongly and keenly 
that Mr. Burgoyne and Dr. Bullet were 
alike his enemies, and that some terrible 
mystery was connected with the fate that 
had overtaken his mother.

In his anguish and despair, he hum- 
bled himself to plead yet more carnestly 
for a single glimpse of her whom he 
loved so tenderly, but the Doctor was 
pitiless and heartless, and refused his 
prayers in a tone whose blandness stung 
him worse than harshness could have 
lone.

"I am only a boy, it is true. Doctor,” 
said Eddy at last, sorrowfully, but with 
a brave look shining in his eyes—“only 
1 poor, friendless boy, but I have a man’s 
courage to defend my mother. You may 
hear from me again.’•

sill and sobbed aloud.
Mrs. Brierly, her alarm increasing. home, I was met at the door of the library 

by my bride, who was in a state of frightful 
which it had fallen, and made herself excitement. That excitement increased at. 

sight of me, and a terrible scene.ensued, 
in which the poor creature made an, attack 
upon my life.....

"I summoned Dr. Bullet immediately, 
and he, with other physicians, pronounced 
her dangerously insane. No oner was with

caught up the letter from the floor, to

mistress of its contents.
It was written in a delicate, lady-like.

hand, and ran as follows:
“Riverton, on Hudson, June 10, 1851.

«MY DARLING SON: You must have won-
dered that I have not permitted your usual 
weekly visits home for the past month, and 
that I have written to you less frequently 
than usual. I am about to write you an 
explanation. It is not that I love you less, 
my son, but that my mind has been full of 
many and grave anxieties concerning both 
you and myself.

“Three years ago your father and I were 
the happiest couple in Riverton. We lived 
in our own house, a pretty little villa over- 
looking the river and your father owned 
his factory which was near. Our prosperity 
seemed builded on s secure foundation, but 
suddenly—with the suddenness of a thunder- 
bolt through a clear sky—our prosperity 
crumbled to ashes. The failure of an ex- 
tensive firm with which my poor husband 
was connected hurled us down to povert", 

uf cannot dwell upon the particulars of 
that terrible failure—so terrible to us all. 
Your father, scrupulously honorable, gave 
up all his property to his creditors. Our 
vills was sold at auction, and was purchased 
as you know, by Mr. Hart Burgoyne. We 
removed to the small cottage we have since 
occupied, and which alone remained to us 
out of the wreck of our fortune. .8__  
uAtout the time of my husband’s fallure.

her during my absence. The cause of the 
sudden attack is supposed to be undue ex- 
citement, brought on by finding herself in 
the same rooms where she had spent the 
first years of her first marriage. No doubt 
every object had its associations with Rich- 
ard Burns By medical advice I caused 
poor Julia to be removed to Dr. Bullet’s 
private retreat for the insane, where she now 
is, under the doctor’s "wise and skilful 
treatment... Her recovery is more than 
doubtful.

“Under the circumstances, I advise you to 
remain at Poughkeepsie until your school 
vacation, when you will, of course, come to 
my house, which is to be your future home. 
You have my sympathy in this affliction 
Truly yours,

“Haur BusgovsE."
The letter fell from Eddy’s nerveless 

hands. There were no tears now on the 
frank, young feee, but instead, a look of 
stern resolve, that sat strangely on the 
boyish features. Mrs. Brierly was 
startled anabe encountered his restless, 
icost. bridal day 1" ezolnimed

outstretched hand. He certainly did not 
offer to take it. There was a stern frown 
on his broad boyish brows, and his lips 
were set together in an expression which 
would have rendered the smiling Doctor 
uneasy had he seen it upon an older face.

"I have heard from Mr. Burgoyne 
that my, mother is here,” the boy said 
calmly. "I have come to see her. Dr. 
Rall»...-.-t

The expression s the Doctor’s face 
changed to one of uneasiness, which, 
swiftly as it passed, was not unnoticed 
by keen-eyed Eddy.

“Yes, ah, yes,’ said the Doctor

He bowed gravely and went out into 
the hall. The Doctor followed him, 
unbolted and unbarred the door, and 
gave the lad egress. Eddy went out, 
and as he lingered a moment on the steps, 
the Doctor said: *

“Come, be off with you. I’ve stood 
you CEO PebMderh of if i

over the inmates of this dreary retreat 
by night as well as by day. He saw 
that he must be cautious—as stealthy 
and silent as death.

In the narrow cell, close to the window, 
me 

Th i Cc (face and figure. She looked word and 
ge..olame ACCEH sad and despairing, but the fair, nobleadrift withouta penny. If you are wise.

fooe, very like the boyish face at theyou will get into your atop father’s good

£ 
*


