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Hold on. for 8 moment, teacher |

You had better ignore the rule,
Than punish the little urchin

Who has just laughed eut in school.
Had he done it out of malice,

It would beadifferent thing,
But he could mo more help it

Than a lark can help to sing.

I kKnow by his clouted jacket,
And his shoes tied with a cord,

,'I'hat a laugh is the only luxury
His boyhood can affoid ;

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 8 boy.

You ask why I defopd him ;

Well the fact is yesternight
<. I found a dog-cared primer :

That 1 used when but a mite ;

And in imagination;
As I turned the pages o'er

] saw some wonderfal pictures
That I never found before,

4

1saw e ;
" T(Called the boys)

Go toddling into the school-room
Making bis shdre of noise ;

And saw him during school-time
Playing pranks upon the sly

With the rosy little Agnes
Till she laughedas she would die.

- o

And 1 think we all are better
When we grow up to be men,
If wehave something to make us
Look backward now and then ;
. Aund therefore I insisted
You had better ignore the rule
Than punish the little fellow
Who has just laughed out in school.

EDDY SSEARCH

—OR—
A BRAVE BOY'S BATTLE.
A TERRIBLE MYSTERY.

It wos early in June, 1851.

In one of the small..neatly furaished
rooms of good Mrs. Brierly’s boarding
house, at Poughkeepsie, was seated our
hero, Eddy Burns.

He was a fair and hapdsome lad, some
fifteen years of age, with bright, fearless
blue eyes, a noble forchead, from which
- was carelessly tossed back Lis waves of

fair hair, aud a firm, resolate mouth,
just pow curved with an expression of
almost girlish sweetness and tenderncss.
He was a brave, truthful, noble - boy,
self reliant beyond his years, first in bhis
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
Poughkeepsic, “and ‘it was pow scveral
wecks sinee he lrad seen his home and his
mother.
>4 e was thioking of his mother
at - the 'moment of his ° intro-
duetion 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 teader smile
to his lips, afd the soft light to his sunny
eyes, for Eddy, like wmost true-hearted
lads, blest with 2 good mother, was a
s‘mother’s boy.”

His geography lay unheeded on his
koees as he wove his boyish plans for
the futurc; how -ke would achieve
wealth and fame, and make his mother
proud of him ; Low he would provide for
her every luxury she could -desire ; and
how, as she grew old, he weuld 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 usheeded.
He was only aroused from his reverie by
the entrance of good Mrs. Brierly, his
Jandlady, a rotund, motherly personage,
whose ruddy face beamed with smiles.
She held up two letters as she approach-
ed the Jad.

“From bome, I zuess, Kddy,” she said

- with a smile, .

Eddy's face glowed as he sprasg up,
receiving the letters in bis hands.

«It's about time I had a letter fram
mothier.” he exclaimed. Oge is from

_lier, Who ean have written the other ?

1'll read mother’s first, any how.”

«J'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 thao your mother, Eddy. How
is she 7

The boy peturned to his seat, tore op-
en the smaller-of the two envelopes with
boyish impakienee, and hurriedly perused
bis mother's letter,

And as hp read the glow faded from
Lis lips and [the Jight from biseyes, He
read the letter to its elose, and when he
haud 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 s qulwering
moan, ;

“She is sick ? Dead ?” eried Mrs.
Brierly.

Eddy shook his head.

“Not dead,” he half sobbed, his Tea-
tures growing eonvalsed.” “No, not
dead—but it’s almost the same. You
can read the letter, Mrs. Brierly. Oh,
wy mother ! my mother 1”

He drooped his head:to the window
sill and sobbed aloud. .

Mrs. Brierly, her alarm inereasing,
canght up the letter from the floor, to
which it had fallen, and made herself
mistress of its contents,

" It was written io a delieate, lady-like

hand, and rao as follows : :

‘“Riverton, on Tiudson, June 10, 1851.

“My Daruie Box: You must bave won-
dered that T have not permitted your nsual
weekly visits hbome for the past month, and
that I have written 1o you less frequently
than usual, I am about to write you an
explanation, It is not that I love you less,
my son, but thet my mind bas been full of
many and grave anxieties concerning both
yon and myself.

“Theee years ago your father and I were
the happiest in Riverton. We lived
in our own house, a pretty little villa over-
looking the river and your father owned
bis factory which was near, mﬁy
seemed builded on 8 secure , but
suddenly—with the snddenness of s thunder-
bolt through s clesr sky—our prosperity
crumbled to ashes, The failure of an ex-
tensive irm with which my poor bus

conneeted hurled us d:n to
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1 going to California, and two years ago he

- | whole pitiful story.

| §rst, Eddy, Lut remember 1 have consented

| is good to her, and he will be. Sheis'so

fever in our vicinity. A successful miner
returned to Riverten from the land of gold,
and for davs 8 portion of bhis wealth was
di-played 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 busincss, conecived the idca of

went,

“Jt was Hart Burgoyne who furnished
bhim moncy for his venture. It was to the
care of Hart Burgoyne my husband and your-
futher commended us in the hour of his de-
parture. It was Hart Burgoyne who at-
tended him to New York, who paid his
passage, and whose friendly face he last
ssw before setding out upon that ill-fated
voyage. :

“You know, Eddy, that your father died
of fever in California within a weck of his
landing in 8an Francisco. A friendly min-
or wrote us his last worde, and last summer
the same miner, retarning fo the Kast,
sought me out at Riverton and told me the

“So much youal know. Your father

L aa
shall carry a widow’s heart forever. You de
not know that Hart Burgoyne was my lover,
and that I rejected him for yoyr father ? It
wag 80. But im afl my troubles gjnce your
father's death, Burgoyne has been a faithful
friend, full of kindly and delicate attentions.
ilc was your father's truest friend, and has
never borne me malice because 1 preferred
another to him. He has latAy renewed his
syit 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 supjorted you and myself by
giving music lessons and by sewing. 1
have not the strength to work as I uged. |
am anxisas that you rhould obtain an cdu-
cation but my carnings are too scanty to
pay your way at College. In short, Eddy, I
have consented to marry Mr. Burgoyne. Tt
#s for your sske, my Loy. Do not believe
that any one will come between us—you
and me. Your mother will love youas wll
as ever, even though she bears another name
than vours., 1 respect Mr. Burgoyne—I
honor and esteem him, but I have told him
that 1 have no love to give him. My hcart
s with you dear Eddy, and with my lost
Richard. No one can cver take your lost
father's place in my heart. That first love
was the great love of my life.

“Weare ‘to be married this morning—
within an hour. I would bave se.t for you,
but Mr. Burgoyne thought T bad better not
lot you know of the marriage until it had
transpited. We are to be married qinetlyin
my little cottage parlor, and then walk up
‘ogether 1o the yilla to which your father
took me ag his bride.

+*This marriage will be a shock to yon at

it that I might benefit you.  Let us be
to each otherall that we have been, my
own loy. Remembers—that no one can
aver take your place in my heart, or come
between you and me, :
“Come home to us en Saturday. Come
with a light hedrt and a swiling face. God
bless you, my ‘own, own Eddy. Always
your loving mother, though now for the last
time I write my name
; . Juria Berys.”

Mrs. Brierly read this letter through,
opeasionally glaneing at the sobbing boy.
At its conclasion, she exeluimed :
“«] don't see anything to fret at,
Kddy. Tt séems your mother has
married a rich man, who is goiog to
make you Lis heir.  Surely that oucht

please yor. One would thin that
;2«:- 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 aod honoured, but
I don’t think he has a good heart. My
poor mother !”
“What would she say if she ecould see
you earrying or at this rate ?” expostula-
ted Mrs. Brierly.
The question aroused Eddy to reeover
his self-command. He struggled bravely
with his grief.
“What's done ean’t be wundone”
continued Mrs. Brierly. “Your moth«r
has been married three days now. Odd
that the letter’s been 0 long a coming.
1f 1 were in your place, Eddy, 1'd make
the best of the matter.”

“] will make the best of it, Mrs.
Brierly,” returned Eddy bravely and
quite ealmly. “Poor mother! She
married Mr. Bargoyne for my sake, and
she shall pever iuow her marriage has
cost me a pang. I shall like him if he

pretty and good that he will worship her.
I have shed my last tear over the mar

riage, 1 hope; but, somehow, thix
wedding seems to me only the beginning
of a storm of trouble.”

“Nonsense, hoy,” said Mrs. Brierly
cheerfally.  “Your . prosperity is just
commencing. But there’s another letter:
whieh you haven’t opesed. - Who is that
from 7"’

Eddy took up the second letter from
the window ledgze, opened and read it
aloud, while spon his eountenanee slowly
gathered an expression of horror.

The second letter was from . the man
his mother had so resently magried—
Hart Burgoyse.

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

“Riverton, June 12, 1851.
“Master Epwanp Brexs: As you will un-
derstand, by the letter written by yonr
mother the uther day, Mrs. Julia Burns is
now my wife.- We were married on the
morning of the 10th, and I took my wife
bhome to my villa, which had been her
home before during the period of her first

“During the evening of the day on which
we were married I was ealled from bome for
an bour on busiiess. On my return to my
home, 1 was met at the door of the library
Ly my bride, who was in s state of frightful
excel , That excitement increased at
sight of me, and & terrible seeng ensued,
in which the poor creature made an atiack
‘upop my life. 7 -
«] snmmoned Dr. Bullet immédiately,

citement, brought on by

the same rooms where she had

first years of her first -nhqe 4

every object had i‘s associations with Rich-
- «By. medical 1 cansed;

T I T

“Yes, T had to seud her there. S
tried to kill me. as [ said, and toset £
to the heuse. They can take care of b

i)

an awful blow it must have been to Mr. ‘
Burgoyne ! What an awful blow for you,
my dear boy !” pe

“[nsane!” cried Kddy, in a stranpe !

mother | my poor mother 1” |

“Not believe it! . Why, here it is in |
black and white! The poor lady has
been taken to 2 mad-house—"'

“There is a mystery here I ean’t|
understand,” hesaid. “All that [ know :
is that my mother is in trouble, and 1
am geing to her. . Whea my father went
away to California, his last words to me
were to take care of mother, and T mean
to take care of her. If she's insane, T
must see ber. I ghall 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

e wasgoine 10 her.
thought that filled his =oul.

His few preparations were soon com-
pleted and he bade Mrs. Brierly good by
and hurried down to the steamboat
landing, arriving just m time to ecatch
the boat.

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

What- emotions swelled Lis boyish

heart as he approached the pretty,
picturesque house which Richard Burns
had built 28 a home for his young bride.
and io which Eddy's childish years bhad
been passed.
The house stood back from the street,
upon a bluff, orerlooking 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 disecrned a man’s fizure seated
upon the veranda overlooking the river,
his person sereened from ecasual view by
the vine grown lattice. 1=

Eddy recognizing the firure as that of
Mr. Hart Burgoyne, and made his way
to him without causing bimself to be
anpounced. ‘

Mr. Burgoyne was smoking a eigar
and watching the river traffie, but he
carelessly turped his head at Eddy's
approach, startéd, and arose, his face
changing eolor.

“You here ?”’ he cjaculated, removing
his eigar from his mouth.

“Yes, I am here,” responded KEddy,
as if his heart were not beating like a
mufiled drum.

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

Hart Burgoyne was a tall, well.
proportioncd, portly man, some forty
years of age, with 2 florid complexion,
fawn-colored hair and beard, and 2
promiocnt Roman nose. His mouth
was conccaled by his beard, but 2
Lavater mizht have formed an opinion
derogatory to Burgoyne’s character, had
be 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 eonsiderable public spirit.
and there were few at Riverton, who
suspeeted that he was not all he seemed.

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

Eddy bowed assent.

“I told you to remain at Poughkeepsic
till your sehool term closed,” began Mr.
Burgoyne irritably. :

“I know you did, sir,” returned Eddy

respectfully. “But my mother claims
my first obedience. She is in trouble,
and I must see her!”
» %81t down, boy. T ean see that the
news has been a shock to you,” said Mr.
Burgoyne, in 2 more affable tone. .“Had
[ been equal to the cxertion, I should
have gone to you in person. But the
shock of the oceurrence nearly upset my
reason also. You cannot imagine how
[ too have suffered 1™

There were dark lines under his eyes;
and his forchead was wrinkled with cire
Eddy eould sec that he had indeed
suffcred, and his heart softened toward
him.

“Is mother really so bad off. sir, as
you stated in your letter 7’ be 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
erazy ?” he asked.

“Ah,po. I wish 1 did. We were
married in the morning, and she came
home with me. We talked together,]
spending the day very pleasantly on the
ool yerandas. In the evenm; I was
allelnli out on !;uinem. Julia went ioto
the li . - The housek gays that
no bmed during nymabsencey,. and
that Julia saw my wife flew at me like 2
wild-eat. Sbe tried to kill mé& She
fgot¢ied that T was her enemy. The
trath is, she did not know me—"

,“Not knéow you, sir?” -
“No. And she flew at Doctor Bullef
She tried to kill him?.
y found himself unable to i
a groin. He reflected

voice. “I don't believe it! Oh, my |
'E

T - T —_———

better at the asylam.”
“I suppose I can sce her?”
ddy.

Ui
The question scemed to annoy M.
Burgoyne. He tossed : away his ciga ||
and looked uneasy as he replied, eivilly }

“You must ask Dr. Bullet, my bo} ¢
Hec can judze best of the effect you!
presence would have om his patient.
should say therc could be no objectie |
to your sccing her.”

“Then I will walk out to the asyluid {
declared Eddy, arising. I can ncithe!
eat por sleep till T have scen my mot.b’
Mr. Burzoyse I” ‘

“Well, come back after you have
her,” said Mr. Burgoyne. “I am

E

' strike a chord of
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mother ?. Very laudable—very. Nothing
is more affecting than filial love. I quite
admire it myself. T réfase your request.
Mrs. B is in a eritical state,
The least.cxcitement, such as the sight
?:g]o‘.' wight oocasion her, might prove
atal.

“Would she kngw.me?” asked Eddy.

“] think not. Sheisa raving maniac—
knows 0o onc—has attempted to commit
suicide. But the sight of you might
memory, and I should'

o -—.'-.—0— : : aal 2 X v
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Before Eddy could respond to this
adviee, if he bzd so intended, the door
was closed in his face, and the rattling
:l( wtl:n&o chains within the hall told

iim that Doctor was replacing his
barricades.

With aheavy heart, the boy descended
the steps and moved dowa the gravelled
walk to the gate.

lad. The bride of a day—striecken down
with a dangerous madness as one might
say, at the altar! Mr. Bargoyne has

As to you Master Baras, you are fortu—
pate in having a step-father of such

step father, you know, my boy, and
iced Juli >

our supper time.” v e

Kddy bowed gravely, thankinz him,
and took his leave. . As he passed out of
the villa crounds, he gave utterance to
the thought convalsing his soul.

“There is some mystery in all this”
he whispered softly, as if' he feared the
winds would carry his words to Burzoyne,
who stond on his veranda, cazing after
him. “Some dreadful mystery. And |
must know what it is! Now for Doctor
Bullet’s 1” 2
. DR. BULLET'S “PRIVATE RETREAT.”

About = mile outfrom the village of |
Riverton, upon a lonely country road,
stood Dr. Ballet s private asylum for the
insave, in the midst of its farm of a
hundred acres.

The grounds were separated from the
road by a hizh 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 varrow windows,
looking like spectacled, peering eyes—
was even more grim thaa is usunal to its
clags. Tt was set back at some distance
from the road, in the midst of a small
pine grove, whose thickly eclustering
columos and densely plumed tops almost
embowered the building, serving to
screcn 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
aravelled walk to the asylum. Ashe
ipproached, he surveyed the double row
of grated windows in thc upper stories,
but no face appcared 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 upen
the inper side were withdrawn, and a
coase, burly, iznorant looking fellow, one
of the keepers of the institution evident.
ly, presented himself upon the threshold.

“Well, what's wauted ?”’ demanded
this person roughly, not caring to expend
politencss upon a mere boy.

“1 wish to see. Dr. - Ballet,” replied
Eddy quietly, but with a ecrtain boyish
dz‘uity which became his pale, youthful
fifee.

“Tosee Dr. Bullet, ¢h ? The Doctor's
busy. Ie's got o time to waste on bovs.”

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
atern resolve ennobling his features.

“Tell Dr. Ballet I desire to see him.”
he said eoolly. “T shall siay here until
[ doseec him. You can give him my
name, if you choose—Edward Burn<.”

“Burns!” repeated the discomfit«d
kecper, surveying the lad keenly. “Burns,
ch? Well, T'll tell the Doetor. Secing
you're inside, you can step into the fe-
ception room until the Doctor appears.”

He closed, bolted and barred the outer
4oor. and sullenly ushered Eddy into a
small, dreary waiting room at one side
of the hall. e then hurried away in
quest of the Doetor.

Nearly half an hour clapsed before any
one appeared to speak to the youne
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
ar long drawn moan reached his shad—
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 » of waiting, he touched
a bell.pull, and rang a loud peal, ‘the
jangle of which reached even his ears. —

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

Eddy recogvized him at first glance as
Dr; Ballet.

He was a hard—faced man, past middle
age, with small, keen eyes, alow fore-
head, a cleanly shaven face, rendered
peculiarly unpléasant 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 havieg been
proved against him that sanc people bad
been incarcerated in hissgloomy cells, he
had been obliged to abandon that ficld of
sperations, and had re-cstablished his

fa

me. | school and provide for you as if you were
the | his own son.” /
asylum, but be sure to be back by six, |
: | Hll"s “Tide

i Bullet!

wealth and liberslity. Why, Mr. Bar-
1 hoar, intends to keep you at

He regarded Eddy sharply, but the
no emotion of

sort at this announcement of Mr. Bar-
goync’s hiberal intenticas toward himself,
[ndeed, Kddy had no thought for him.
self as yct. He could think only of his
mpther.

“You think, then, Doctor,” he asked,
“that it would excite my mother, if she
were to see me ?”

“Think ? T koow it. Tt would execite
her dangeronsly.  And, like all insane
neople, she hates those she once loved.
She might tear you to pieces!” -

“] camnot think se, Docter,” declared
Sddy. “Yom don’t know how my
wotherloved me. KEven in her maduess,
e would not harm me.” -

“My judement must decide the mat.
er. Master Barns” said the tor
#ifly. “I am the best judge of the con-
lition of my patients.” -

“I beg your pardon, Dactor,” said
iddy, humbly enough. “You can’t tell

ow my heart aches to sec my mother—
17 poor mother! She nend not' sec me,

¢ince you do not think it best, but [ b
rou to let me look in upen her throuch
‘he grating at her door. T will be very
¢till. I won’t speak a word. Only let
me =ce’ her once more !”,

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

“Jt is impossible Master Barns—"

“0Oh, don’t say that!” cried Eddy, his
composure giving way, and his features
quivering. “Don’t refase to let me see
her, Doctor. Only one losk—ome glznce !
Tam all she has in. the wide world,
Doctor—"

*She has her husband, Hart Bar-
aovne ?”° o, :

Eddy made 'awgesture of despnir.

“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 mwe at
school since father died—she has made
saerifices of her own comfort for minc—
she married Mr. Burgoyne because she
thought he would be a father to me.
Wliy, mad as she might be, she would
vever harm a hair of my head ! I could
not be afraid of her—my poor mother !
Only let me look in upon her, Doctor

My ‘heart is breaking to see
her!” !

«I regret, Master Barns—""

“You refuse then? You will not let
me sce her 7’ cried the boy, in a high,
anguished voice. “I tcll you, I must
see her! My father left her in my care.
His last words to me were to take good
care of mother. T am her protector—"

“She evidently preferred a more able
protector when she married Mr. Bur-
~oyne,” said the Doctor, inan unmoved
voice. “Mr., Bargoyune is her guardian
now, and the only one 1 can recogmize.
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
o kind a parent togo to. Your mother
is in good hands, and you cam do wo
onod in hanging about and acting i this
hichly impropeg style.”

Eddy made a strong cffort to peeover
his self—composure. He.felt insulted,
wronged and outraged, but he could not
abandon his project without a last en—
deavor to effect it. :

«T am only a boy, Doctor Ballet,” he
said, in a halfsuppresscd voice, “but |
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—"

“Thal is big talk for a boy of your
size!” speered the Doctor. “Your
wother was committed to my asylam in
aceordance With the law. made ard pro—
vided for such eates. Three doctors,
myself included, held a consultation Ld

her. She was unmistakably m

hey hutband glaced her af this

where she will remain uotil she diks, or)
ie emed. Amy lawyer will tell you that
yof had better resign yourself to what is
ingvitable, and that no one can give you
2 permit to sce a dangerous mad womaa,

secluded ! Your case is hopeless, my lad.
All that you can do is to behave yourself,
and =0 back to Mr. Burgoyue.”

Eddy ¥elt the hopelessnessof his case,
No one could help him to #ce his mother.
There was no law that would reach his
exse. He had no powerfal friends —no
monecy. And he felt and keenly
that. Mr. Burgoyne and Dr. Ballet were
alike his cnemies, and that some terrible
mystery was cofnested with the fate that
had overtaken his* mother.

Tn his anzwish and déspair, he ham-
bled himself to plead yet more carnestly
i glimpse of her whom he

not dare to risk it. Ah, this is a terrible | i
{ affliction to Mrs. Burgoyne's friends, my

the sympathy of the entire community. | j

::n ‘her physician declares she must be | Jope

He had, however, by no moans re-

himself to_aceept the sitnation.
He was determined not to abandon his
mother, let her maducss be-gs dangerous
as it might. He was determined to see
her; but how could he compass his ob-

jeot ?

Gradually a plan of action suggested
ot Vm.

He had nearly reached the tall iron

gates, and was moving with a Iitering
stq]s, when he looked back at the grim
asylum. No one was looking out at him.
The Doctor had evidently dismissed all
thoughts of Lim, and had returned to
his duties or pleasures.
Taking advantage of the favorable
opportunity thas afferdod, Kddy 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 darkmess.

It was now "about si% o’¢lock of the
long sammer afternoon. Lying among
the cool. odorous shadows of hiy dim
recess, Kddy watched the fleeey clouds,
the glorious sunset, the oradual falline
of the long, sweet summer twilicht. The
lowing of the cows of the asylaum farm,
driven up from the asylum mendows,
penetrated to his hearing, and now and
then a sharp steam-whistle came up
from the distant river to his ears,

The twilight scemed full of sounds,
the twitter of bird and inscet, the ocen—
giomal barking of the asylum dogs, the
woices of men, with now and then 'n
sharp, picrcing wail from some grated
window, that cut its way to Kddy's very

ronl. :

How the twilicht lingered! KRddy,

ing out, saw onc of the keepers lock
he great iron gates at an carly hour,
ut the twilicht had given place to night.
and the old town clock at Riverton had
tt.ruck the hour of ten before the lights

nd the noises died out of the asylum.
and the silenee of slecp had fallen upon
$he place. i

It was nearly cleven o’clock, when
Eddy, cramped and tired, but keenly
tesolute and determined. crept out from

is concealment, and bezan a tour around
he orim edifice. The night glowed with

e warm starlicht; the cool air swept
up from the river and the Catskills te-
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
eourage, all his devotion
were brought into play at that moment.
+ He moved slowly around the building
genin and again, scanning the upper
gioddws with feverish, hungry clances.

o light gleamed from them; no sound
af life, save now and then a moan, came
from within thosc dreary cells.

{ “Can it be she is not up there ?”

thought the boy, a cold sweat starting
% 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 instinet, or
some providential impulse, might lead
her to look out upon him. .

His prayer was answered.  Whether
it was indeed the subtle, strange instinet
of 2 mather's heart, or whether He who
listens to and answers prayer directed
hér restless; faltering steps to her grated

slender, noble ficure suddenly appeared
at onc of the windows, a pair of hands
were clasped upon the window ledge.
agd a pale face, half hidden by a mass of
figating hair, was pressed against the
itbn bars, looking upward at the glowing.
star-it sky.

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

Eddy’s hcart zave one great throb.
and then scemed to stand still in the
areat wave of emotion that swept over
his soul.

He sank on-his knces upon the gronnd,
and through his pale lips quivered the

aE

;“Rly mother! Tt is my mother !”

The vision lingered bat a moment at
the open window, then withdrawing
Weelf. At its dicappearance, Kddy
sprang up wild-cyed and deathly pale.

* She did wot look dangerously wmad,”
he whispered. “She was not wild. She
did not rave, or shriek. I must sec her—

to her.”
e dared mot call to her, for there

maniac in -an adjoining chamber
might awaken and bring discovery upon
him. He must work quietly.

Markinz 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,

Rddy’s heart glowed with thankfal-
ness. - He erept to the tree, climbing fts
trunk hke a squirrel, and gaining the
shdlter of its densest, spicy, thick-prow-
ing branches. . He was'soon upon a level
with the second story of the asylem, and
softly crept out upon the stout branch
that swept against the grated window.

A moment more, and poised- wpon the
shaking limb, he was cliagiog to the
lowest bar of the window, and peering
from his shadows into the chamber.
What a sight it was that wmet his
oame !

A small, bare, w_hitevubed coll, far-

to his mother. -

window we cannot tell, but certainly a.

might be keepers within hearing, or.

fary. The uplifted eyes, blac as the
sky cf that pummer night, sweet and
tender and glowing, had in them no
maniacal glare.

* “Perhaps she has quict spells,”
thought ~£¢Iy, not ventaring to meve,
scarccly venturing to breathe, but watch-
ing her as if fascinated: “Mr. Bargoyne
and the Doctor said she was a “raving
manine,” Howam [ to attract her at-
tention without alarming the sentinel in
the hall ?”

He moved uncasily upon the branch,
The soft rustling arouscd the kunecling
woman, and she raised her head, as if to
catch the expected river breese. The
noxt moment her head drooped again,
lowgc;dthu before. . i %

y, grasping v with ome

hand, softly tapped on the window ledge
m MV :

u an jestant the bowed head was

again uplifted, with the eagernoss of a
startlod.deet.......

_ Eddy gently raised his hoad wir\in her
view. § . ¢ L ' ¢ o |
“*ﬁtﬂo\'?’.‘\nalhﬂ softlyi-tt softly
that his voice might have been taken for
the murmur of the wind. “Mother!
Hush! It is I—Eday!”

More men fall in love than in war.

Are grass widows the wives of roving
’»Il",i'i ? .

Josh Billings says very truly, “You'd
better not know so mach, 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.

Todiana girls give the name of “boot.
stacks” _to the backward and bashfal
young men who fail to make themselves

‘agreeable at soeial gatherings.

The Boston (#lohe thinks more men

fall in' love than in war.  Shouldn’t
wondet if this was true for the reason
{that the engagements last longer.
. ' A shrewd confectioner out West has
taught his Karrqt to say “pretty creatune”
to every lady who cnters his shop, and
his business is rapidly increasing.

Playing the harp is getting to be
a very fashionable accomplishment,
nspecially ameng voung ladies whowm
Natarc has gifted with handsome arms.

Horrors of the Cold.—Oar exchanges
complain that they have been frozen up
—press, type, typos, devils and all, and
they couldn't turn a wheel.—7imes,
Tuscumbia, Alabama.

Kansas is to have a ncw religious
newspaper. The “Rev.” 1. 8. Knlloch
announces it, and says in the p tus
that it is to be a “broad-horn, double-
end, back-track religious newspaper.”

A Western paper about to expire
¢ame out for the last time in full mourn-
ing, full of cuts of coffins, gravestoncs,
urns, ete., with this natice: 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 stofe, 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,
wlicther 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 hp betrayed symptoms of
carcful cultivation. e

At a marriage lately in Maine the
bride's voiee faltered, and she paused in
the midst of the impressive ceromony.
Her little mnicce, a bright little three-
year old, thinking the naughty minister
was compelling poor aunty to say some—
thing disagrecable, stamped her little
foot and exclaimed in a tone of authority :
“Auntie, don’t oo thay it.”

A forgetful young woiman out West
the other night aroused the inmatem of
a hotetato which her bridal trip had Jel,
on acconnt of finding a man in her room.
The trifling circumstance of her mear—
riage that morning had quite escaped
her memory and it was not until sum-
mary justice was about to be wisited
on the offender that she happened to
recollect it.

A Scotchman obsersing that the omee
white linen of one of his employees had,
through Isng nbsence of soap and wator,
become a hazy black, inquired, as prelude
to a homily on cloanliness, how oftea his
shirt was washed. “Aboot once =
month.”  “Why,” returned the queri:t,
«[ require two shirts a week.” “Twa
sarks in a_week !” ejacalated Roblie;
“ye maun be a dirty deevil I”

Miss Maggie Cunningham, of Terre
Haute, Tnd., detérmined to take advan-
tage of the privilege su to belonyg
to leap year, and invited friends to
her wedding before she consulted the
young man whose name she bhad. con-
chided to take. The wedding party
proceeded to the vesidence of the gentle
youth and found him in bed, but be
recognizing the situation, gathered his
raiment about him aed silently stele
:::g. The rest of the girls are discour-

Tn noticing the head dresses 8t a
vecent party in Paris, a t
writes that, ' “Owe handsome person
entered with her haic piled so high and
in such disorder, that she brought to our
viind the nogresses in the mountains in
Cuba, who carry purse, needles, pins,
thimble, soissors, and ife sta
in their wool. Another had her hajy so
tightly drawn over a cushion that she
seemed in imminent. danger ot falling
over backward. What will the next
fashion be, I wonder? ‘One gentleman

had his hai¢ cat across his forehead like | gess.
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rdow bkl ip it wp 0k oF éh | HYRROBIGBIA Cunep.—A correc-
‘ RPN Detroit, Dinbune desoribes

At some Tength & Toarfal caso of hydro-
phobia where the man wasin convalsions,
“barking like a dog,” frothing at the
mouth, and making strenuoul efforts to
bite everything that came near. Daring
these convulsions the patient would
seize the pillows from his bed in his
teoth, and shake and rend them with: the
sceming ferocity of an angry doz. An
intense dread of water also exhibited
itself. . The doctors desided to place the
tient under the sanie treatment which

been suecessfal in a  former cane,
which, Tor theaid it may be to others
who suffer from this discase, we here
give as follows .—The injection under
the skin of large doses of morphine, and
the administration of laxge doses of
castor which is a powerfal uﬁ-urnmodio.
About one grain of the sulphate of
worphine was injogted wnder the skin
once in foar hours, and half a drachm of
the powdered castor mixed with syra ),
given internally, The effect was to
produce slopp in about half an hour,
which lasted about an honr and a half]
when the convulsions returned at inter-
vals of an hour toan hour and a half,
until nine o’clock Sunday morning, when
the last convalsion pecurred, after which
he suffered severely from obstinate
vomiting until Monday at tem o'clock,
when that also ocoased, leaving the
patient comparatively easy, but very
much prostrated. Since that time he
has gradnally improved, and mow is to
all appeatances quite well,  [n addition
to the above treatment small quantities
of ehloroform were inhaled at times, and
on Sunday morning the patient was;
wrapped in a woollen blanket wrang out
of a warm solution of muriate of ammonia,
cighicen to twenty grains to the ounce.
This was the treaument whioch checked
this fearful malady, and which the
doctors for the sake of humanity, are
anxious should bo published to the world,
and thoroughly tested.
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LARrGE Gor.p OAKES FROM VICTORIA.
—I.ast month’s Australian mail brought
a statement that the largest eake of gold
ever »&n was exhibited in Sandhurst
and Melbourne, the weight of which was
2564 oz, with a value of over £10 000,
That cake was the 'm;ﬂt of a fortnight’s
work of the (ireat KExtended Hustler's
Qnartz 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 Jess than 3,764 oz, and
worth more than £15,000. The yield
from quartz mines now exceeds that
from al'uvial mines, It is stated that
the Stockyard Creek dizgings, situated
near Port Albert, and clgsé to the most
southern point of the Australian conti-
nent may be now olassed among. ths
permanent goldfields of the colony.—
These diggings, which were only dis-
covered a fow months ag», are situated
in a part of the colony not previously
found to be payable as a goldfield, and
it i3 thought that very shortly the
country between them and the. mext
diggings, some forty or filty miles inland,
will be all found to beof a_more or less
gold bearing character. At present the
country reforred to is an almost impene-
trable scrub, - in which it is next to
impossible for travellors to penetrato,
but ¢t is expected that tracks will scon
he ent through it after which prospeet-
ing in it will no doubt be carried on.—
In Decewher two nuggets, weighing
respectively 21 oz and 32 oz, were
pbtained in one claim at Stockyard
Creck. Reports of large fields in other
districts are also reported.
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A @irl’ died recently at Portsmouth,
N. B., who had been in_scrvice in one
family 69 years.

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

The Japs are sn observant people. On

boing asked for a deseription of America,
one of the eminent visitors replied, with
gloquest shake of the head,. “A ' place
where it svows,”
, Astory is told of a Highland idn-
keeper who, in answer to the irritated
remonstrance of an English guest, who
 had passed day aRer day in vain expeot-
ation of the rain ceasing, was at lenpth
driven to exclaim, “Weel sir, I'm jist
fhir ashamed o' the way opr weather's
behaving !’

The Indianapolis Evening Jowrnal
makes ailasion to a Missouri editor as
“ta diabolical slayer of steamboat clerks,
a hump-backed, hollow-eyed, hammer—
healed ‘hoz, miserable, mangy, bench.
legged coyote.” For family reading
there is nothing like a_ lively evening
newspaper,

Alphonse Kare was once - present at a
banquet given in edmmemoration of the
birth of Hahvemans. Joasts beiag
given to the health of overy medical
oblebrity, ancient and modera, the Pre
sident remarked, “Mr. Karr, you have
wot proposed the health of any cee.”
The poet vose and modestly replied, *I

sc the health of the sick.”

- This “joke” is oredited to an Ameri-
can  visitor 1w England.  “Wa'al,
stranger,” he Eia Tnl to have :ud, "rE

s your Eoglish juries ain’t sma
ﬁ:h“ow.y 1€ an American jury had tried
the Tichborac case, I tell you what
they'd have done. They'd just have
bought up all the Tichborae lu_nd.r, and
then found a verdiot for the plaintiff.”

A man who was avrested dn Lancaster,
Pa., last week, who candidly wokwow-
lodged that he had wever dove a day's
work ia his life, although he was 41
years of age.. Alter teavelling through

-

the greater portion of Europe as a  pro-

fessional begar; he came to America
sevoral yoars ago, where he has since
pursued Lis voeation with varyieg sue-

Ho boasts of having obteined
nformation regarding the

much valuable
' and jd]i of every countey




