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The Turtlg on the Orinoco Rlver.

Turtles are very numeroua on the Onnoco
River, and Nature seems to have in every way
wovulei for their wants, as from the -River
Cabrillare onwards there are very extensive
banks of sand, in which they bury their eges,
which are incubated by the heat of the sun.
From the beginning of April thousands of these
turtles come up to the han.ks and choose suit-
oblo spots for laymg their eggs, which num-

ber in most cases from twenty to twenty-five
for each animal.

turtles suddenly appear on the bank above the
water, and look out towards the land for qulte

half an hour; then little by little they advance,

and when they have made sure bhat everything
is safe, they come further inland and lay their

eggs.

Their mode of proceeﬂing is.
curipus. At lundown, when all is quiet, a few

They make hqles in the sand, deposit -

the eggs, and then carefully cover them up,
takmg ~pains that the place of concealment
may not be detected by any outward. sign on
the sand. Our p ‘cture illustrates 4 column of
some thousands of turtles ascending the sand-
banks. .Some of the turtles captured when the
picture was taken measured over a yard in
length, and wexghed as much as slxty pouudS.
-—The ‘Picture Magazme,
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~ A Fatal Mischief.

L story by Cyrus Townsend Brady, pub-

tished in the ‘Christian Endeavor “World,” con-
tlin' the ﬁollowmg striking incident, whmh.

-hlievc, is a true dne. It needs no moral-

‘Do’ m- £ rmei' o*nt the e?’ nid ﬂxe
msh’&”p,” inting through the wmdow. =

“Yes. ur. 2o o

‘Well, thnt reminds me of a )ourney 1 took
thrﬁugh my dwceae about ten years ago when
1 lu& just heen mde bxshep. and of a story
which began then and ended yesterday, I got
on the train oné attemoon, and found in the
seat in wluch I chanced to sit a paper-backed

: book. I pwked it up and began to read it. The(
title was unfamiliar, and the name of the au-

thor I had never heard .before. 1 shall remem-~
ber beth to my dying day. It was a rather
well-written book, and I read on unconscious-
ly enough for a dozen pages nnttl 1 discov-

_ered the character of the story—a: ; mppése

1 should say, the lack of character. I think
from w!ut 1 saw that 1o more mcidwmly eor-

- out of the car.

rupting, utterly depraved book had been or
could be written by a human emissary of Sa-

' tan than that volume. On the impulse of the
moment I turned to the open window,—it was

summer,—and with no thought but a desire
to get rid of the loathsome thing I flung it far

‘The cixcumstancep wem 1 .
a few moments smce It was an up grade ot
for some other reason the train was going slow-

ly. There was a young man driving a farnr
waggon along the road, which there nearly

approached the track The book sailed through
the. air, and fell into the waggon at his feet.

I saw him plck up the book, and in my ex-

citement I thrust my head out of the car-

window and shouted to him to throw it away,

an m]unctwn which he naturally did not heed;
and then the train swept around a curve, and
I lost sight of him.’ .

s that all, nr?' asked the heutenwt, as
the bishop paused. o

“No, he said, ‘it is mot. 1 wish to heaven
it Wﬂ. Lut week I was ‘holding a mzsszon

= in &— You know wha.t a mtsswn u? =

b ’\'J‘.

- man, smxlmg.

is a. sort of revival with some of the distin-
guishing features of a revival left out, and
new. features added. I usually speak very
plamly upon dxﬁerent _subjects on such occa-
sions; in fact, I speak plaxnly on almost all
‘occasions.”

Yes, we know you ﬂo,’ mterrupted tm young
‘You have made us all feel
pretty uncomfortable at tlmes

‘0 presume you needed it contxnued the
bishop calmly. ‘Well, on this occasion I was
speaking of personal prmty and the thxngs
which go to break it down. Among other
things. I referred to the evil influence of a_bad
book, and I told this story that I have just

-~ told you.

‘A great many people waited to see me af-
ter the services; as usual; but I finally disposed
of all of them except one wretched, miserable
woman. She came up to me after everybody
had. gone, and grasped me fiercely by the arm,
and asked me to accompany her to her home
on the outskirts of the crty' There was some
one ill there she w1shed me to see. We walked
glon§ urtl;e dark in silence. Finally we both



