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wound tightly around Tins’s month, proving lying on the floor, turned his face toand a f-how who’d Leen in a‘splosion, and search high and low for him,and find him in encl Boy from New York 

was disfigured, that the fellows named ‘Burns time—be sure of that.” HECCAcnpria
and Scalds.’ Mean any of them?” , The pair walked up and down the shore small, it act ‘. 

“No, sir,” said Eddy, his voice faltering, until the hour grew late. They then returned ped her bauds, CryID OHL D - TA 
• The one imean was named Richard Burns,” to the hotel, encountering the landlord in the 4 An American Smemer 

“It’s his father,” explained Gorse, in an corridor. , Massachusetts. What is sort name -
under tone. “The boy is going out to join ! "Can you tell as. Colonel, if a steamer is | Eddy Rus h grown-unt 
him.” P lying at Panama ?” asked Gorse. .1 Mine is rorty. My 81

1‘Richard Burn# mused the hotel-keeper, | “The PACIFIC saild yesterday—or to-day, at is Christina, but everybody cal T 
searching his memory. “I wouldn’t wonder the latest,” was the response. "There’s no, Andlob, I’EOT 7 
now if you meant ‘Judge’ Burns. He’s a other steamer in port, I think were on our AC
handsome, solemn sort of chap; looks as if “How unfortunate!” exclaimed the Ohioan. taken down with the Ebe 2 
he’d lost his best friend; is down on gaming “We are very anxious to go on. We should here, and he is dyinx. ApOh, LT 
and drinking the worst kind. They refer . have gone in the PACIFIC—* *|add4 vehemently, "there, are 9 
disputes to him—the miners do—and he’s i “Then you must have come in the steamer , awfellest men in there with htY 

burned,” said the hotel- saw. They stopped over from our 
burned, nid ", nume papa, they said, butthey only1

Ship building is going to be very 
active in Nova Scotia this year.

The eruption of Mount Vesuvius is 
appalling. Nearly a hundred persons 
have already perished, and the conster- 
nation is general.

A barbarous murder is reported from 
Missouri. A mob of outlaws stopped a 
railway train, drew “out three of the 
passengers, killed them and then threw 
their bodies on a side track.

A pair of blackbirds are building their 
nest just above the bell in the spire of 
the Bridge Street Wesleyan Church, 
Belleville. These birds must have a 
powerful ear for music.

We understand the delay in the pub. 
lication of the Ontario Statutes for 1872 
has been caused by the printers’ "strike." 
As that difficulty has been overcome, the 
Statutes may be expected shortly.

A man named Cinek, shot and killed his wife in Indianapolis on Tuesday. 
After firing six, shots and making sure of 
his victim, he cut hisowe throat, making 
a fearful wound. His wound has been 
dressed, and it is thought he will recover. 
Family difficulties are supposed to be 
the cause.

Mr. Gladstone has been invited to 
visit Belfast. The invitation bore the 
signatures of more than three thousand

LOVE‘

The loveliest thing on earth is Love, 
‘ The loveliest and the purest ; 4

The dearest thing on earth is Love; •
The dearest and the surest ;

And not alone is heavenly sweet 
The honey of its kisses-

The very tears of love are sweet. 
Its very pangs are blisses;

And they who love with love the best. 
The fondest and the strongest.

Love with the loveliest love of all. 
Are they who love the longest.

a wall, and from the very depths of his tor- WAT ORE THWARTED1440 effectual gag, and she was thrust into
corner. 1 . tured, horror-struck soul, a voiceless cry ‘ When nstnasot un on the entth“Keep watch here over the precious pair, went up to Heaven : i When natu e set "P, on this earth,
Tom,1 said the lender of the infamous "Lost ! lost! 0, my poor mother! Who her two-hand od, large-brained, biped
couple.: "I’ll stroll outside to see what’s will save you? I am lost 1" animal, she meant a man. She had her
going on. Some one may have heard the ---=-.------- time with mor keys before, and will con-
enotsor wrems. The boy may have friends HOW TO GET THE BEST PLACE, fess that, for the higher pursuits of work
White Tinis for him.’ and worship, hey are not a satisfactory
. He linked it this still. while Neuro on the saw ayoung man in the office of a race. Now otare, lavish as she is of 
bot,at his young iu Auushen push- Western railway superintendent., He her forms, is very economical of her| 

ing aside Eddy’s body, opened the door and was occupying a position that four material. Sh does not put brain into a 
strode out into the street, hundred boys in that city would have maw-worm, nor music into a kangaroo, 
i The village was wrapped in silence. The wished to get. It was honorable and Where e a body with finer 

33 CE "it id well " Il being in she Time warnte, she moine Heer work. The 

rob him. Come with ume. There’s a bold perado threaded the paths bitween the huts, of promotion. How did he get it ? Not fingers of a aan are the most perfect, 
in the back of the hut, and we can so BR% which were at a little distance from the one by having a rich father, for he was the piece of mec banism for an infinity of 
they are doing. mena attin heoronried, and approached the hut which son of a laborer. The secret was, his uses that was ever conceived of; and it 
==.=== K= == === 

The interior of the hut was similar tothat ing them idly, and sipping a glass of Brandy his writing and arithmetic. A fter a subjection to the unconvoluted brain of 
of the other Indian hutr. having bare alls a and water. The urgro was the guide of while he learned to telegraph : At each an ox

Rihy and Gore, whom they engaged at step his employer, commended his accu- But it was with admirable adaptation 
Crises, 5 11eicker racy, and relied on what he did because of moans to ends that the good, mother

hod the despes- he was sure it was just right. And it: put to this frsilo human hand that finest 
- • answered the is thus with every occupation. The ref all physcul orgaus—the causing 
F. accurate boy is the favored one. Those human brain;uthe capacity for endless 

variety of work going along with the 
capacity for infinite contrivance. And 
when, above II, we find that the same 
mind that pl: ns can analyze, amend, and

HOW TO GET THE BEST PLACE
T

er

got the nickname of Judge.” ATLANTIC that was 1
"He’s the one,” said Eddy, remembering keeper. “The Captain stopped with 

that in the conversation he had overheard | “The Captain of the ATLANTIC ?”
18-EDDY’ EARC “The Captain of the ATLANTIC ?"

"Yes. He escaped in the last boat from 
the burning steamer. His boat was capsized.

between Burgoyne and Vellis, the latter had 
stated that Mr. Burns was known among the—OB—

BRAVE BOY’S BATTLE. miners by the sobriquet of “Judge,” and a but she righted again, and only one person
was lost. There were two persons left to 
perish on the burning steamer. The Captain 
felt dreadfully about them.”

“We are the two,” said the ex-school- 
master. "We got off on a raft. We came into 
this port on a schooner which picked us up. 
What is the proper way to reach Panama?" 

"You go up the Chagres river to Cruces by 
bout, and on to Panama on mules."

"I wish you’d have a boat engaged for us 
at day-break," said Gorse, "We are in haste 
to reach Panama. We may get a chance up 
the coast to San FFrancisco, if we are on hand. 
It is a matter of life and death with us, 
|Colonel."

The landlord promised that a boat should 
be in waiting for them directly after break- 
fast on the following morning, and, after 
some further conversation, the travellers, 
candle in hand, took their way to the long 
dormitory. The beds were half of them 
occupied with rough-looking men, and Eddy 
and Gorse stole along to their own couch, 
scanning each face anxiously as they passed.

“Squatty isn’t here,” whispered Gorse, as

sudden thrill shooting through his frame. 
"Did you know him?”

"Know him? Why, everybody out there 
knew Judge Burns. There wasn’t a miner in 
all the state that didn’t know him and respect 
him, if he was different from the rest of us. 
If a fellow was in trouble, he’d go to the 
Judge. If he was sick, no one was so ready 
tonurvebinas Burns. But he wasn’t no 
milksop. I‘ve seen him knock down big bul- 
lies, twice his size and weight, more than 
once, when they needed it. I remember once, 
here was a small Jew chap in the camp, ped- 
dling stationery and razors, and so on—a 
harmless, inoffensive little fellow as ever you 
see. The bully of our camp being out of 
sorts, picked a quarrel with the little peddler 
and knocked him down, and was kicking him 
like blazes, when up comes Judge Burns.— 
Them eyes of his lit up like two lamps as he 
saw what was going on. He just steps back, 
and says he, ‘Coward, fight men of your own 
size, not boys; and when the belly turned 
on him with a snort, out flies the Judge’s left 
hand in a regular scientific blow, an ties the

NEWS OF EDDY’S FATHER.
The appearance of Jacob Vellis, as he 

leaned idly over the steamer’s side and was 
borne on the high tide, before the favorable 
wind, safely into the port of Chagres, in ad- 
vance of the slower schooner, more than 
astonished Eddy and Achabed Geraisi 
astounded them.

Yet the explanation of the villains rescue 
was simple.

In the first place, the hatchet which had 
found such important use io the island ex- 
perience of Eddy and Gorse, had been left 
behind upon the rands in the moment of 
embarkation It had last been used by the 
Ohioan in the process of rigging a mast to 
the raft, and he had thrown it carelessly 
down upon the shore, and in the bustle of 
departure had forgotten it.

B fore the rude sail of the float had fairly 
disappeared from the straining gaze of VeIlik. 
while he was raging up and down the strand 
of his island prison, he had come upon the 
hatchet. With a cry of joy, contrasting 
strangely with the moans of despair yet quiv- 
ering on his lips, he bounded toward the im- 
plement, seized it, and nearly shed tearsover 
it.

The possession of the weapon inspired him 
with courage and energy. He set to work to 
ent down young trees and saplings, with 
which to build himself a raft, purposing to 
bind the logs together with stout vines which 
abounded on the island. He worked all day 
in pursuance of this design, subsisting 
scantily upon the remnants of the turtle 
which Gorse had captured on the previous 
night, and of which Eddy had cooked the 
largest share for their voyage. He slept at 
night in the protection of their camp fire, 
which he I ad built up and plentifully sup- 
plied with drift-wood.

He was astir by day-break on th e following 
morning—the morning of the day on which 
Eddy and Gorse were picked up at sea by the 
schooner He was about to resume his labor

lighted by aand a hard mud floor. It was
lantern which hung on the wall.

The red light of this lantern fell fullgnon 
hard bed, upon which a man lay,apparent.

negro listlessly.- 
"Are they inside ?"

ly dying. His pinched, sham fate "y 
gastly pallor, his corrugated brows, his th 
most insensible breathing, proclaimed that who employ men do not wish to be on
his struggle with disease had been hard and 
fierce, and that the conflict was about over

Eddy had experience enough of faces to 
see that this apparently dying man was an 
American. Tna

He was not alone in his last extremity. 
Two men of the vulture clime, with eager.

“The man is. The boy is outside, some- the constant look-out, as though they 
Where." ___ ,. ... were rogues or fools. If a carpenter
urnecrorat..smovmietointer must stand at his journeyman’s elbow 

the hut, and then drew back, saying: to be sure his work is right, or if a
“Going to Panama, I suppose ?" ‘ cashier must run over his bookkeeper’s 

Senior. The Americanos are going to columns, he might as well do the work 
California,” ... himself as employ another to do it in 

“Si, Senor; like all the rest ther go out that way: and it is very certain that the 
poor. Perhaps they come back rich." employer will get rid of such an inae- 

"And all the company with you consists curate workman as soon as possible.
only of this American and his son?" I I knew such a young man. He had

cThat is all. Senor. , a good chance to do well, but he was so tarued on his heel, renninE in the in inaccurate and unreliable that poople 
tion of the hut in which Tina and Eddy were afraid to trust him. If he wrote 
were confined. I

sit in judgn ent on its work, and by
subtle introversion can study its own 
powers and origin, and rise from the 
plane of worl to the plane of worship-

sinister faces, were bending over the half, 
uncons ious invalid. One was feeling the 
sick man’s pulse, watch in hand.

"It’s beating slower and fainter,” he whis- 
pared • He’s going fast.”

The words, or the voice perhaps, penetrated 
the mists enveloping the tired brain. The 
sick man opened his eyes, and called out 
sharply, faintly, lingeringly : "Tina !"

But before Tina could stir from Eddy’s 
close clasp behind the wall of the hut, her 
father had fallen back on his pillow, pale as 
death and senseless.
T “He’s dead 1” said one of the men, tearing 
open the invalid’s shirt and feeling above his 
heart. "He’s gone, sure enough."

The two villains waited a moment to make 
sure that their victim was dead. Then, 
convinced of the fact, they tore open his 
garments and stripped from his waist a belt

of the inhabitants of Ulster, of peers, 
as it percciv 8 its relation to a greater -landlords, Roman Catholic Bishops, 
than all visible nature, a universal, for-Priests, Presbyterian Ministers, &e. The 
motive mind—we are filled with awe as. Premier has accepted the invitation and 
with admiration, and feel that here, in ithe visit is arranged, of course, for the 
deed, is the crowning work of crea ion— long vacation.

they reached their goal and came to a/haltbully’s face in a bow-knot and drops him
was So you can sleep tranquilly, Eddy. If he had 

‘*‘been here, I should have watched all night
lev 4 to the ground! The whole thing 
worth an ounce of gold-dust just to the reflex image of an infinite power, 

beauty, and goodness. Anything less than 
a living expression of these lavish endow- 
ments and their divine origin must he a 
practical dishonor to the Giver, as it is a 
direct squanderinz of the gift.

How does • the sot, imbecile with 
drink, strike you as answering these 
conditions, and the end of his being? 
Did it need the finest piece of physical 
organism to supply an instrument for his 
sodden wits? Is a splendid brain the

14 United States exchange says, 
“There are nearly fifteen hundred mil: X 
lion acres of well cultivated lands in the 
State of Ohio." As the total area of the 
State of Ohio comprises but 25,570,960 
acres, we don’t see how the above state- 
ment can be true, unless the farms lie in 
layers, one on top of the other ; and they 
would have to cover the whole State 
sixty farms deep to bring the thing out 
even at that.i

One of the well-disguised blessings of 
the Chicago fire is beginning to appear. 
The flames which played such havoc 
with costly paintings and statutary there 
have brought from over the ocean three 
magnificent art-galleries, the contribu- 
tions of the artists of France, Germany 
and England, to their brethren of the 
Garden City. The French collection 
alone is valued by good judges at 820,- 
600. All three are to be sold very soon. 
The friends and admirers of the Earl 

of Dafferin in the North of Ireland have 
resolved to entertain his Lordship at a 
banquet at Belfast before he sails to take 
office as Governor General of our Cana- 
dian Dominion. English papers report 
that the proposal has been very cordially 
received in the Ulster Capital, where 
his Lordship and the Countess are both 
extremely popular among all parties and 
denominations.

see.
concluded the hotel-keeper enthusiastically. 
"The bully dug out that night for other 
diggings. I tell you no one dare insult the 
Judge, even if he wanted to. !"

"He ain’t a bully, is he?" asked Gorse.
"Bully !—no, sir. He’s a slender fellow, 

as polite and gentlemanly as—as a dancing- 
master. He’s a regular out and out gentle- 
man, you understand, and he keeps his 
manners out in the diggings. But he’s got 
the soul of a lion. He never picked a 
quarrel on his own account, but he never 
shirked one. He was slow to resent an 
injury, but when he did he did it effectual. 
I kept a gambling saloon out there one spell. 
One evening a lot of miners were in, and 
among the rest a hoy of seventeen or so, 
who’d come to California with his father —

At an early hour, the Handlord and his 
household were all astir. In those low lati- 
tudes the hours before ten o’clock in the fore- 
noon are the most valuable of the whole day. 
From 10 a. m. to 4 p. m. the heat is intoler- 
able, the air is sultry and fever-laden, and 
siestas and indoor occupations are the general 
rule. The foreigners who infringe upon this 
wise arrngement frequently pay for their 
temerity with their lives.

The landlord of the California Hotel was 
eating his own break fast, in Company with 
his household, as Eddy and Gorse appeared. 
He made room for them at his table, one of 
the two long ones, and the travellers were 
soon absorbed in their coffee, tortillas, fried 
chicken and fruit.

“I’ve put up a lunch for you,” he observed.

a deed, or a mortgage, or a contract, he
urned was sure either to leave out something

_.,..... ... rabin, or put in something to make it an im- 
apart from the others like his own, and some perfect paper. He was a lawyer with 
few rods distant from his. Stealing up to perfect paper. Ite was a lawyer with- 
the door of this hut he knocked softly. . out business, because he lacked the 

Presently the door opened from within, noble quality accuracy. Just across 
and a voice, in hybrid Spanish bade him the street from him was another young

Before reaching it, however, he 
aside, and made his wav to a thatch.

enter.
He obeyed the invitation.

• , lawyer, who was proverbial for accuracy, 
entering, and He was famous for searching titles, andwhich was evidently filled with gold. • "closing the door behind him. 1.....

The hut had the mud floor and rough when he wrote out she history of a title 
walls of its class, but a second door reveal- to a piece of property, it was taken for 
ed the fact that it contained two rooms, granted as just so. His aim was abso- 

The outer room was lighted by a quaint lute accuracy in everything. If he copied 
lamp placed upon a shelf against the wall, a conveyance or cited 2 lewal authority Bunches of herbs hung from the ceiling, a conveyance, or cited a legal authority, 
enrious juts were ranged in rows along the or made a statement, he aimed to do it 
floor, and boxes of barks and strange sub- exactly. The consequence is, he is 
stances abounded an all sides, having a valuable practice at the bar.

The only occupant of the hut was an old and is universally esteemed.
Indian woman apparently a century old. ! But » SAYS some .when I be 
She was toothless, hairless, gaunt and 1 says some boy, when Ibe- 
aqualid, yet she evidently possessed much come a man, that is the way I shall do. 
of her youthful vigor. Her complexion was I mean to be very accurate."
Tike wrinkled old parchment ; her hands I Perhaps so. I could tell better if I

"A good speculation,” laughed one. 4We 
have nursed our precious invalid so well cheapest furnishing for such a house as 

his body? And could nature do no 
more economical thing than to knit all 
those exquisite nerve-tissues and fine- 
strung muscles, and make those grand 
adaptations of frame and leverage, in 
bone and sinew, just to find mechanism 
for a helpless . thing that fumbles but 
doesn’t execute, reels hut doesn’t walk, 
that babbles but doesn’t think?

No divine worker, nor servant of a 
divine worker, makes such utter waste

that he has made 08 heir to all his property, 
and a good haul it is too."

"Hush !" said the other, starting “Where
is the girl ?"

We must get: ridCutside, 
of her now.

somewhere.The father was dead, and the boy, who’d got. "You won’t get a good square meal on the
Want no witnesses, you know.a little money left him, was going to the bad 

as fast as he could travel. They came into 
my place that night, as I was saying, and a 
big bullying chap was leading the boy to 
drink, and play cards, and cut up lively, when 
in walks Judge Burns. He went up to that 
boy and asked him to come away. The bully 
and all the gamblers turned on the Judge, 
ordering him out. But though they showed 
their pistols and knives. Burns didn’t flinch. 
Says he, in that sad voice of his’n, "I had a 
boy myself once. For his sake I love all

river."
"How long a journey is it?" inquired Eddv.
“To Cruces? Three days and nights. To 

Panama? Twenty-four hours longer. It’s up 
the river, you see, against the current. You 
will have a small Boat to yourselves. It’s 
waiting now."

Finishing their breakfast, Gorse settled 
their bill, took up their basket of food, and, 
guided by a sinall boy, set out with Eddy for 
the boat.

They found it awaiting them at a point up 
the river, and not far distant. To their 
surprise, it turned out to be a “dug out" 
Indian canoe, like those they had noticed on 
the previous evening. It was manned by 
two stout Indian rowers, in breech-cloths, 
both of whom saluted the new-comers ina 
English.

The days and the nights came and went 
with slow monotony. The panorama of 
bending trees, of trailing vines, of pendulous 
blossoms, of chattering monkeys, noisy 
parrots, basking alligators, and toilsome 
ascents of rapids an cataracts wore slowly

on his raft, when, raising hiseyes and look- 
ing to the northward in theantervals of labor, 
he beheld, just a8 the sun arose, a tinv puff 
of smoke, which his experience at sea in- 
formed him proceeded from the smoke-stack 
of a steamer

The sight of that slender vapor—the know- 
ledge that a steamer was nearing him, and 
would pass his island within a half-mile’s 
distance perhaps—aroused him to frenzy. 
He kindled a fire all along the island shore 
for rods in either direction; he procured a j boys, I cannot see one going to ruin with- 
long pole, and attaching his shirt to it, waved out an effort to save him..’‘ 
his imprompto flag with energy ; hep waded . A great lump in his throat choked Eddy at 
out into the wat ratas the steamer came near, this juncture. The tears sprang to his blue 
and shouted and wept and raved and swore, 1 eyes, and drop p d upon his plate as he bent 
as his fears of remaining unseen and his hopes orer it
of being rescued predominated. | "Well, sir, would you believe it?" con-

As “the rain falls upon both the just and tinued the innkeeper triumphantly, “the boy 
the unjust"—as Heaven extends its mer ies I got right up and followed the Judge out, and 
to the good and the erring—so the same Provi- I. nor no one in my place, the bully included, 
dence that saved Eddy and Corse from their dared raise a finger to stop them You see 
perils, reached out now a saving hand to their the way he spoke of his own boy just melted 
miserable and guilty enemy, 1 us all, and we were a hard lot, sir. Did I

The look-out on the steamer, surveying the understand you, youngster, that the Judge 
small palm island to the leeward of itscourse, was your father 911
soon remarked the line of fire along its sands. I "Yes, sir," said Eddy, in a broken voice. 
A closer survey revealed to him the fluttering "He—he meant me when he spoke of his boy. 
white signal of the island prisoner. The He thinks I am dead !"
st amer ran nearer the island a boat was low- The hotel-keeper started back in astonish- 
ered and propelled to the shore ; and Jacob ment
Vellis was rescued ! - | "This is a go !" he exclaimed. “And you

The st amer proved to be from Baltimore, are Judge Burns’ son? Seems as if I do see 
with a full load of passengers and freight for some of his looks in your face. If Judge 
California via the isthmus. Vellis, on Bring "Burns is your father, you’ve got one to be 
taken abo ard, told the Caqtain that he Lad proud on !"
been wrecked on the island on which he had I "Do you suppose he’s living yet?" asked 
been found, after nearly losing his life in the Eddy
I urning of the steamer ATLANTIC. He was | "Don’t see why he shouldn’t be. He was 
well received and well treated, and during the : living last spring. Californy’s got a good 
run to Chagres found himself a Fort of lion ,living-on sort of climate. I reckon the Judg’ll 
on hoard the vessel that had rescued him. ) be glad to see you if he does hang out yet

His sinister exultation, his demoniac joy, a- -- 
may be imagined, when sweeping into the 
difficult port before a favorable wind and tide, 
he passed the schooner, and recognized the

Do our work square as we go. The girl’s
precious sharp and must be removed. Sure
he’s dead?". Y 2

Again they bent over the body, profaning 
it with their touch.,

"Dead? He’s dead as Casst!" cried the 
other. “He’s getting stiff al wady.”

A cry of angéishibroke from Tina’s lins. 
Till now; horror had held her dumb, but her 
agony at last found voice.

"Oh papa! papa !" she cried "Let me go 
to him—my poor, dear, dead paps !"

She broke from Eddy’s grasp, and flew 
around the hut to its entrance. The boy 
paused for a single instant, his face turned 
toward the village, wishing that Gorse was 
with him. But the Ohioan was nowhere 
visible. Then Eddy, his soul convulsed 
with horror, as Tina’s had been, his boyish 
chivalry aroused, set his teeth together re. 
solntely and bounded in Tina’s wake. The 
next moment, with the soul and mien of an 
aroused lion, he had leaped into the hut

A howl of consternation and rage broke 
simultaneously from the lips of the two 
vulture-like ruffians, as Eddy Burns made 
his impetuous advance into the hut, closely 
in the wake of his small guide.

The villains’ glances leaped toward each 
other, and their hands sprang to their 
weapons.

"What in thunder does this mean?” ejacu.; 
lated one. - -

"Who is this youngster?" interrogated the 
other.

They turned upon Eddy menaçinglv, 
silently demanding an explanation.

But the brave boy returned their burning 
star with a haughty gaze, surveying them 
both sharply.

If the ruffianly pair had seemed to him 
unprepossessing, when he had peered in at 
them through the crevice in the rear wall of 
the hut, on a closer view they were shown 
to be fierce, terrible, unscrupulous men, of 
the very worst type of scoundrels known to 
California even in those wild, lawless days, 
when the very senm of the Atlantic coast 
found its way, with the great tidal wave of 
emigration, to the shores of the Pacific.

The pair were, in short. vile desperadoes 
who were drummed out of near ly every min- 
ing camp in California, and were now in- 
testing the Isthmus with the view of plun- 
dering passengers in transit.

While Eddy was surveying the pair, and 
forming his opinion about them, one of the 
ruffians, in obedience to a sign from the 
other, sidled towards the door, with the in- 
tention of cutting of Eddy’s possible retreat-

Eddy marked the movement and its oh- 
ject With a panther-like spring he leaped 
back ward, bracing himself against the door, 
at the same time drawing his revolver, and 
placing himself in an attitude of defence.

Slight and boyish as he was, there was a 
look of power on his frank young face, a 
resoluteness in the expression of his month, 
and a stern light in his wide blue eyes that 
awed the desperadoes in spite of themselves.

"A regular g.me-cock !” muttered the 
leader of the two uneasily.

"Back there !" said Eddy, cocking his pis- 
tol, his blue eyes blazing. "Don’t come a 
step nearer to me. You will find me more 
dangerous than you think.",

Little Tina, seeing and comprehending 
that her vonng champion was in peril, sprang 
up, secured her father’s revolver, which had 
been hidden under his pillow, and leaped to 
Eddy’s side, with flashing eyes, a perfect 
lutto Dioahongenct at tA 

mimic Amazon, and the little creature’s 
cheeks burned hotly, and a torrent of anger 
flamed up within her but she set her scarlet 
lips together firmly, and presented her re- 
volver, apparently in the firm conviction 
that it would go off of itself at the proper 
moment.

“Better end this business,” said one of the

were bony and skeleton like: and she stoop- knew just how you do your work. There, . , .., n, 
ed so heavily as to seem hunchbacked lare several ways of wetting . Dessin 1 of good materials. The During the three works of their stay in are several ways of retting a lesson.
the village by the bedside of Mr. Perry— One is. to get it "tolerably well, which 
poor Tina’s father—the two ruffians had does not co t much labor ; the other 
frequently applied to this old woman for way is, to get it•*..................................

monkey, with 
all his fantastic antics and occasional
grotesque foreshadowings of this creature.
is still a king in comparison. Poor

way is, to get it faultlessly well, which 
costs a great deal of labor. A boy can mother Nature, wearying of these chat- 

terhoxes, as in nowise fit to stand for the 
ultimatum of her work, must have 
sickened to the depths of her poor 
mother-heart, when she saw this her 
crowning labor making such shameful 
waste of all her splendid endowments! 
If we must have a sot, why take a man 
with an immortal soul to make him of? 
The ox and the horse, without souls, are 
vet incalculably too valuable to be trans- 
formed into such miscreations.

The fingers that cannot shape a form 
nor handle a tool, have no use for a 
cunning brain to guide them ; and the

herbs and medicaments, which they had 
used expecting them to prove fatal, and had 
also discovered that she was almost as un- 
s rupulons as themselves.

She was known throughout the village 
and far into the surrounding country as a

get a general idea of his lesson "in a 
jiffy," but to get it with accuracy is 
very hard, and requires both time and
industry. If you, my boy, to-day are 

great “medicine woman.” learned in the getting your lesson in the slipshod way, 
black arts, andsls was accordingly feared i you will grow up a slipshod maw; but 
as well as respected by the superstitions 1villagers among, whom she lived She if to-day your habit is to get every 
dwelt alone, having long outlived her kin. : lesson with perfect accuracy, I will 

"What will the Senor have ?" demanded
the “medicine woman.” not arising from her

A German forest keeper eighty-two 
years old, not wishing to carry to the 
grave with him an important secret, has 
published a recipe he has used for fifty 
years, and which, he says, has saved 
several men and a great number of 
animals from a horrible death by hydro 
phobia. The bit must be bathed as 
soon as possible with warm vinegar water, 
and, when this has dried, a few drops of 
moristic acid poured upon the wound 
will destroy the poison of the saliva, and 
relieve the patient from all present and 
future danger.

An incident of the California earth- 
quake: A family consisting of a man 
and his wife and several children, living 
in a brick house near Independence, 
were startled by the shock, and father 
and mother, seeing that the house was 
sure to fall, hastened out with all their 
children but the babe, which lay in their 
bed. From the door the mother turned 
to rescue her darling, but the walls 
crumbled and their house was a heap of 
broken adobes and boards. The mother 
and all the rest escaped. She ran back 
through the debris for the body of her 
babe, and there on the mattrass, with 
the walls of adobe on each side and a 
board over it, lay the little one, crying, 
but without so much as a bruise on its 
whole body.

A case of great importance to drug- 
gists has just been tried Fat Exeter 
Assizes, in England. A gentleman 
named Wall, who had once studied 
medicine, recently sent a prescription in 
his own handwriting to an adjacent 
druggist, but the writing was so bad that

warrant you will do so that way when 
you become a man. How is it ?
— — = 1 

EDUCATING GIRLS.

away.
Iqon the morning of their fourth day. to 

their great joy, they arrived ob Cruces.
"At last!" muttered Gorge, anxious to 

stretch his cramped frame. “My soul bounds 
with joy at the prospect of going on mule- 
back for the remainder of our journey. An- 
other day of this river would be the death 
of me."

They landed and paid the Indians the extra 
sums promised them, and staggeringly took 
their way to the humble cabaret, which was 
the best hotel the small Spanish and Indian 
village could boast.

In the course of an hour, the innkeeper’s 
wife brought out a small table, which she 
placed in front of the bench, and on which 
she set out a breakfast of hot chocolate, a 
variety of omelette flavored with garlic, tor- 
tillas and chicken—that ready resource in 
cases of emergency,

"It is really a decent meal," said the 
Ohioan, smiling blandly in anticipation of his 
feast. "I begin to feel comfortable in my 
interior already."

His anticipations were fully realized. Bat- 
ing a flavor of garlic in every article of food 
except the chocolate, the meal was good, and 
the pair did justice to it.

"And now," said the ex-schoolmaster. ad- 
dressing his host, when they had finished. "I 
want mules, a guide, and a supply of food 
packed to last us till we get to Panama.”

The cabaret-keeper was indolent, but 
Gorse succeeded ina imparting to him a small 
portion of his own energy. By noon the 
two mules duly saddled and equipped were 
at the door, under convoy of the guide, a 
squalid negro, who was mounted upon a third 
mule, the best of the three. The innkeeper’s 
wife brought out a basket of food, and received 
a gratuity in addition to the price already paid, 
the Americans mounted, and the small pro- 
cession started.

That was a strange ride along a lonely 
mule-path through a wild tropical forest — 
Monkeys, parrots, birds and serpents abound- 
ed. The palm-trees, stately and beautiful.

three-legged stool, and not taking the pipe 
from her mouth. "More herbs?"

“No,” replied the desperado, in the same 
language—Spanish. “The sick man is 
dead.”

“Dead, is he ?" mumbled the old woman. 
(47 expected it I’ve seen a many people 
die. The world is pretty much full of graves. 
You will see him buried?" -1ZF

The desperado assented. As he intended 
to spend some time on the Isthuns, pursu- 
ing his present nefarious business, he meant, 
as he expressed it in his own mind. “to do 
his work up clean" as he went. He desired 
to pass with travellers as an honest but un- 
fortunate man, and it was necessary, he con- 
reived, to bury his victims securely, as fast 
as they fell before his relentless hand.

"What will become of the pretty little 
girl ?" asked the old medicine woman.

“I’ve come to see you about her,” replied 
the ruffian. "You have trade with the In. 
dians hereabouts. I want you to sell the girl 

. to some ofithe endians; to he taken further 
down into New Granada, or up into’ Mexico. 
You may have all you can, get for her, only 
be must he got off the Isthmus and 
out of the way of travellers within twenty- 
four hours.s And not a sont in the village 
must know where she goes. Can you do 
this, old Guatavita?" Hur ri

The "medicine woman" chuckled hoarse- 
ly, and her small black eyes. shone like jet 
bear’s.

“Yes yes. I have a trusty messenger in 
the village who will start out on an errand 
to a tribe I know this very night. I can 
sell the gul at a good price. And I may 
have all I can get for her ? ha, ha!"

"There is a hov too whom you could sell. 
The Indians could train him as a warrior, or 
make a slave of him. He must go too.”

Old Gnatavita’s delight was beyond words 
to express. She arose, laid down her pipe, 
chuckled softly for some minutes, at last 
expressing her gratitude in warm terms.
J "Send your messenger to the Indian chief 
at once," said the desperado. "Til bring the 
boy a nd girl to your cabin. They are bound 
hand and foot. You must keep them close, 
ly hidden, as the hoy has friends, who will 
trv to rescue him.”

The old woman nodded comprehendingiv, 
and moved toward the door. At the thresh- 
hold, the pair so worthy of each other sepa- 
rated, old Gustavit seeking a trusty con- 
federate in the village, and the desperado re- 
turning to his hut.

He was admitted by his comrade, who 
questioned him sharply and uneasily.

"There’s no train,” he reported. “The boy 
and his father were going to Panama with a 
guide. I’ve disposed of both girl and boy, 
and we must get them out of the way before 
the boy’s father begins to hunt for him. 
Pick Tip the girl in your arms. I’ll take the 
boy. And follow me down to old Guata- 
vita’s.” SY

“What’s to be done with them?"

Educating girls for household duties 
ought to be considered as necessary as 
instruction in reading, writing, and 
arithmetic, and quite as universal. We 
are in our houses more than half of our 
existence, and it is the, household sur 
roundings which affect most largely the 
happiness or misery of domestic life. If 
the wife knows how to “keep house,’ if 
she understands how to “set a table,” if 

she has learned how things ought to be 
cooked, how beds should be made, how 
carpets should be swept, how furniture 
should be dusted, how the clothes should 
be repaired, and turned, and altered, and 
renovated ; if she knows how purchases 
can be made to the best advantage, and 
understands the laying in of provisions, 
how to make them go farthest and last 
longest; if she appreciates the impor- 
tance of system, order, tidiness, and the 
quiet management of children and ser- 
vants, then she knows how to make a 
little heaven of home—how to win 
her children from the street; how to 
keep her husband from the club house, 
the gaming table and the wine cup. Such 
a family will be trained to social respec- 
tability, to business success, and to effi- 
ciency and usefulness in whatever posi- 
tion may be alloted to them.

It may be safe to say that not one 
girl in tea in our large towns and cities 
enters into married life who has learned 
to bake a loaf of bread, to purchase a 
roast, to dust a painting—to sweep a 
carpet, or to cut and fit and make her 
own dress. How much the perfect 
knowledge of these things bears upon 
the thrift, the comfort and health of 
families, may be conjectured, but not 
calculated by figures. It would be an 
immeasurable advantage to make a 
beginning by attaching a kitchen to every 
girl’s school in the nation, and have 
lessons given daily in the preparation of 
all the ordinary articles of food, and 
drink for the table; and how to purchase 
them in the market to the best advan- 
tage, with the result of a large saving of 
money, an increase of comfort, and

brain that cannot give, a sequence to 
ideas, ‘nor frame a plain, coherent 
thought, can have no call for such noble 
instruments as human hands. So when 
the future sot begins his downward 
career, leaving manhood and the world 
of work—the plane of the reverent son! 
and the creative mind—he drops little 
by little the cunning of the hand and 
braie, the power to invent and the 
power to execute. Nature will not give 
her fine gifts to base ends; and she 
withdraws them if we persist in the 
degradation. Meanwhile, she scourges 
the spendthrift of her bounties with a 
thousand whips of bodily pain, and a 
thousand stings of remorse and shame, 
till his degradation is so complete as to 
leave no trace of the better thing God 
meant him to be.

No other animal besides man so de- 
grades itself, and thwarts Nature by the 
prostitution of powers which have been 
given it. 3 :

A LITTLE CANDLE, BUT SHINING FAR

A mother, on the green hills of Ver- 
mont, was holding by the right hand a 
son, sixteen years old, mad with the 
love ot the sea. And as she stood at the 
garden gate, one morning, she said:

"Edward, they tell me, for I never 
saw the ocean, that the great temptation 
of a seaman’s life is drink. Promise me.

here below. There is some miners on their 
way to New York stopping here till the 
steamer goes. I wouldn’t wonder if they 
could tell you just where to look for the 
Judge."

He glanced around the room. The two 
tables were completely deserted now, with 
the ( xdeption of Eddy and Gorse at one table, 
and two rough-bearded miners at the other.

"There’s Bassett over at the other table!" 
exclaimed the host. "He can answer your 
questions if anybody can. Bassett,” he cried, 
raising his voice.

two he hated upon her deck. He spoke no 
word : he uttered no sound : but both Eddy 
and Gorse shivered before the terrible menace 
expressed in his gleaming eyes, in his mo k-| 
ing smile, in the very attitude of his squat! 
figure ! They knew, as well as if the villain 
had told them in words, that the end was not 
yet.

The schooner rounded into the safe harbor. 
• and came to anchor. A boat was lowered, 
• and the swarthy, kindly Captain signified to 

Eddy and Gorse by gestures that they could 
go ashore. Then ensued courteous greetings 
and friendly leave-takings, the Ohioan put- 
ting his hand upon his heart and Lowing 
nearly to the deck in grateful acknowledg- 
ment of the service that had been rendered 
him and Eddy, and the (‘aptain returning his 
pass enger’s civilities in a still more exagger- 
ated form.

The passengers then entered the boat and 
rowed ashore. -a

They moved up the street, turning one 
corner after another, and were presently re- 
warded by the discovery of an inn, over 
whose portal was suspended a sign bearing 
the legend "California Hotel."

"You’ve got a nice place here, Colonel," 
said the Ohioan, as the landlord refilled his 
cup with hot coffee. “Must make a mint of 
money, I should think."

"It pays," returned the hotel-keeper briefly, 
his manner tinctured with a certain self- om- 
placency.

"its easy to see that,” said Gorse politely. 
"It couldn’t help but pay in your hands, Colo- 
net. It’s easy to see that you know how to 
keep a hotel."

This flattery, in conjunction with the title 
the Ohioan bestowed upon him after the 
Western fashion, won the hotel-keeper’s good 
will at once,

"Going out to the diggings?" he inquired, 
with a show of interest. 4

"Yes, Colonël. Thought I’d see what For- 
tune had in store for me out there,” said the 
Ohioan, in an off-hand manner. "I had an 
idea that there was a fortune waiting for me, 
and I’m going to fetch it."

"Is the little chap your son? or your 
brother ?"

"Neither, Colonel. He’s a young friend of 
mine going out to California on private busi- 
ness. Iam sort of looking after him, although 
he’s got pluck and energy to look after me. 
He’s a regular brick."

“The diggings an’t no place for boys,” said 
the hotel-keeper. "He’ll lose them innocent 
looks of his’n in six weeks or less, by the 
almanac."

“There’s a difference in boys,” responded 
Gorse, with something of his peculiar dryness 
of tone now pervading his voice. "It won’t 
be so easy to corrupt this one. He’ll go 
through the fire like the three Hebrew lads, 
and come out not even singed. He’s as dif- 
ferent from the common run of boys as a 
salmon is different from a porgy. Ever been 
to the diggings. Colonel ?”

"I’ve beeir in California since the breaking 
out of the gold excitement,” answered the 
hotel-keeper. "I’ve been in every digging 
trying my luck, and finding it about every 

old country last 
spring.”

At this point Eddy, eager and excited, put 
the question that had been for some minutes 
trembling on his tongue.
DYISPYEkomine out there,"

"Lots of ’em,” was the reply, and the hotel- 
keeper smiled. “There was a Mike Burns, a 
Tom Burns, a chap wo called Little Burns, 
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"Well, Boss?" returned the rougher of the 
two miners, rising leisurely from his seat, 
having finished his supper.

"Step this way, Mr. Bassett. Make you 
acquainted with Master Burns and Mr.—Mr. 
Gorse, They’re bound for the diggings. The 
youngster is a son of Judge Burns—the young 
‘Judge,’ you know."

"Sho! You don’t say so!" said Mr. Bassett, 
eying Eddy as if the boy had been a raree- 
show. "Heard his son was dead ?"

"Well, you see he isn’t. The boy wants to 
know where his father is. Is he still living?"

"Oh, yes. He’s alive and flourishing—one 
of the richest men in Californy. He’s a 
smart one. He’s invested in land somewhere, 
and has got a gold mine on his own planta- 
tion—picks out nuggets before breakfast 
bigger’n a tea-kettle !"

"Where is his plantation ?" asked Eddy, 
raising his blue eyes, now radiant with hope, 
and shining like blue stars.

"That I couldn’t say,” replied Mr. Bassett 
regretfully, pulling at his shaggy beard. "One 
of the miners, the day I left ‘Frisco, was tell- 
ing me. No one seems to know where the 
Judge’s ranche is. Shouldn’t wonder if it 
was in Mexico, and then again, it’s as likely 
to be in Oregon !"

"You couldn’t give me the slightest idea 
of its location, sir?" persisted Eddy.

"Not the slightest. I’m right sorry too.— 
Everybody likes the Judge, and I’d be pleased 
to do him a service. You’ll have a lively 
hunt for him, I’m afraid. Hope you’ll get 
out in time for the wedding.”

"The wedding?” gasped Eddy.
"Yes. I heard he was soon to be married 

to a pretty Mexican girl. He’s just the man 
for a home of his own. His Yankee wife has 
been dead some years, I understand, and a 
man can’t stay a widower forever."

Poor Eddy could not answer. A great

the person by whom the prescription was 
prepared mistook “sol”—an obsolete 
expression— for “sal,” the contraction of

before you quit your mother’s hand, that “salts,” the consequence was that the 
you will never drink liquor.”

“And,” said he, for he told the story.

towered high above the other trees. Vines 
of wonderful luxuriance, and loaded with 
fiery blossoms, ran along the branches, drop- 
ping fragrance from their glowing chalices. 
Eddy was in a perpetual wonder and surprise.

Great as was the relief experienced by a 
change of their mode of journeying, the Amer- 
cans were not sorry when, at nightfall they 
came to a temporary halt at a little Indien 
village on their route. The mules were un- 
saddled and watered and fed. The Indian 
found his way into a miserable little hut, into 
which his employers followed him.

So great was the squalor, so dense was the 
smoke from the cigars of its occupants. in 
the crowded Indian but, that Eddy hurried 
out again into the open air. Gorse lingered 
behind him, desirous of procuring some hot 
coffee, which he fancied was an excellent 
tonic for fever in the atmosphere.

The Indian village of low thatched huts 
was quite small. No children were to be 
seen, probably having already been sent to 
bed. The panoply of stars and the glowing 
moon made the night glorious. Eddy walk- 
id the length of the village to rest himself, 
and to study the features of the scene.

At the ft.rther end of the small settlement 
was a het apart from the others, and of 
somewhat larger size. Eddy approached it 
slowly, half resolving to apply there for the 
coffee his system craved as a stimulant 
against the attacks of malaria.

As he came nearer the low portal, he sud- 
denly halted, a long, low, piteous moan com- 
ing to his ears, and proceeding from the in- 
terior of the hut.

“It sounds like the moan of a dying man,” 
1 thought Eddy, starting.

medicine was made up in such unjust 
proportions that Mr. Wall was poisoned. 
The druggist was indicted for man- 
slaughter, but acquitted. Counsel for 
the defence said the case was “a warn- 
ing against the practice of medical men 
writing their prescriptions in what he 
must term dog Latin. In these days of 
common sense he did not know how this

"I gave the promise, and went the globe 
over, to Calcutta and the Mediterranean, 
San Francisco and the Cape of Good 
Hope, the North and South Poles; I 
saw them all in forty years, and I never 
saw a glass filled with sparkling liquor 
that my mother’s form at the gate did 
not rise up before my eyes, and to-day I 
am innocent of the taste of liquor.”

Was that not sweet evidence of the 
power of a single word ? Yet that is not 
half, "for," still continued he, “yesterday 
there came into my counting-room a man 
of forty-years.” -

“Do you know me?"
"No."
"Well," said he, "I was brought 

drunk into your presence on ship-board; 
you were a passenger; they kicked me 
aside ; you took me to your berth and 
kept me there till I had slept off the in- 
toxication it you then asked me if I had 
a mother ; I said I had never heard a 
word from her lips; you told me of yours 

at the garden gate, and to-day I am 
master of one of the finest ships in New 
York harbor, and I have come to ask 
you to come and see me.’”

How far the little candle throws its 
beam. The mother’s words on the green 
hills of Vermont ! God be thanked for 
the mighty power of a single word I— 
Wendell Phillips.

practice had survived 80 long.

The Woodstock Sentinel 1says : We 4
have the particulars of a most distressing 
suicide which occurred in East Nissouri 
on Tuesday morning. A very respect- 
able farmer named Hector McKenzie, 
living on the 10th con. of that township, 
had been in a very melancholy state of 
mind for about a year. Although in 
excellent circumstances, he appeared 
during this time to be in continual dread 
that himself and family would yet be 
reduced to beggary, and frequently ex- 
pressed a wish to die rather than live to 
meet such a fate. While incapable, 
since summer, of transacting business or 
doing heavy work, he, nevertheless, con- 
tinued to attend to the ordinary chores 
about the farm. On Tuesday morning 
he rose and went to the bare about half- 
past five o’clock. Thinking that he was 
absent longer than usual, his wife went 
out to ascertain the cause and found him 
hanging by a chain which was attached 
to a rail lying across the Beates on op- 
posite sides of the bare floor. The poor 
woman then ran to the next form and 
told Alex. Ross, her brother, who along 
with several others had the body taken 
down. Auvioquest was held"in the 
afternoon, and after hearing the evidence 
the jury brought in a verdiet of snicide 
by hanging while a fit of insanity. 
Deceased was an honest, respectable and seine

higher health in every family 
land.—Hall’s Journal.

thetome 

fired

ruffians. “The boy’s comrades may 
here looking after him. Now !”

With a bound, both desperadoes h
themselves upon the heroic lad. He 
revolver twice in succession, but the bullets

LADIES’ TALK.—The cause of ladies’ 
teeth decaying at so much earlier stage 
of life than those of the other sex, has 
been usually attributed -to the friction 
produced by their tongues. It has, 
however, been suggested with some 
gallantry, and perhaps with equal truth, 
that it is owing to the sweetness of their 
lips, as it is a fact well established in 
popular belief, that sweet things spoil the

"The old hag of a medicine woman is go-
went wide of the mark. Before he could ing to sell them to 
fire the third time, a blow had fallen upon

ome Indian friends of
hers—s roving tribe. She’d sell her soul if

his head from the butt of one of the pistols 
of a desperado, felling him to the floor.1

“The rope, quick ! A gag!” shouted his 
conqueror.

The second ruffian brought from the cor- 
ner of the hut a coil of rope and a small bit 
of wood. Eddy struggled frantically, but in 
vain. The wood was fitted into the boy’s 
mouth as a gag. The rope was then used 
to bind his arms and legs tightly, and he was 
soon as powerless as if already dead.

Poor Tins watched the process of gagging 
and binding her young champion, nearle

she could get anything, for it. Come, we 
must get these marplots out of the way, if 
we are going to have the funeral to-dav, or 
hide the boy from his father. There’ll he a 
rumpus presently, when the old man finds 
that his son is missing.”

The speaker caughtup Eddy in his arms 
as if he had been a sack of whest, and strode 
out of the hut." His comrade picked up 
Tina and followed him. They hurried to 
the cabin of the medicine woman, who had 

already dispatched her agent on his errand, 
and who stood on her threshold to receive 
them.

of horror convulsed his soul. Hewave‘ 
turned pale, and motioned to Gorse that he 

The Ohioan immediatelymust have air.
arose and assisted him out of doors, the 
hotel-keeper and the returning miner looking 
after the lad in genuine sympathy.

“Don’t like the idea of a Mexican step- 
mother,” observed the host.

“No, and I don’t blame him. A fine boy 
that. Tickle the Judge to see him. Come 
boss, let’s liquor.”

The hotel-keeper and his guests adjourned 
to the bar-room.

Meanwhile Eddy, leaning on his friend’s 
arm, walked down toward the river. . It was 
now night, s beautiful bright right, but there 
was no answering brightness in the boy’s 
soul.

teeth.
The Felatah ladies in Centrai Africa 

spend several hours a day over their 
toilet. In fact they begin over night by 
carefully wrapping their fingers and toes 
in henna leaves, so that by morning they 
are a beautiful purple. The teeth are 
stained alternately blue, yellow and pur-

It was repeated, but more weakly.
The boy stood, unable either to advance 

or retreat. He was thus standing when the 
low door of the hut swung open, and a 
slender little figure ran out into the night.

"A girl!” said Eddy aloud. “And as pretty as a picture.”

paralysed with horror; but when it 
concluded, and Eddy lay on the mud

was
"This way,” she muttered, leading them 

into the inner room, a dark, windowless cell, 
bare and chill even in that sommer atmos-

as helpless as a log, she sprang over his 
prostrate body to the door, struggled wildly 
to open it, shrieking for help in a voice that 
rang shrilly into the night.

“Curse the girl!” cried the ruffians in a 
breath. “She will betray us. After her!"

Before the child could fling open the door, 
her enemies were upon her. One of them 
seized her and thrust his brawny hand over

phere. "Put them down here—anywhere. 
Many thanks, Senors.i
He is worth much money.”

Eddy and Tina were deposited on the mud 
floor, and the old “medicine woman”, flash- 
ed the light over their faces, and exulted 
over, her own good fortune in a manner that

A colored member of the Texas legis- 
lature was recently seen with a, roll of 
greenbacks in his hand, over which he 
chuckled so loudly as to attract the at-

Ah, it is a fine lad. ple, one here and there being left of its 
natural color as a contrast. About the

“Has he forgotten mother?" sobbed Eddy, 
imt Eot P Mioity the nute ereater passed near the hut.

eyebrows they are very particular--
They pencil them with sulphuret of Itention of a bystander, who said to him, 
antimony. “What are you laughing at, Jim?” Jim

At the Liverpool Assizes a grocer replied, “Youree that money?” “Yes,” 
named Foy, was condemned to pay £80 
damages for a breach ioff promise of fr-anna.

and looked about with a hunted expression. 
Then, seeing Eddy, she suddenly ran toward 
him, caught his hands, and looked piteously 
up in his face.

"You don’t belong here, do you?” she 
panted, in perfect English. “You—you are 
not a miserable native, are you?”

“No, indeed,” answered Eddy, fairly be- 
wildered at hearing his ustive tongue so

weeping and calling for him to free her—: 
while I am searching for him—is he making 
love to another woman ?”

“If he is, we’ll get there in time to forbid 
the banns,” said Gorse. “But don’t believe 
that he’s thinking of marrying again. Never 
believe anything that’s unpleasant or un-

“What are you laughing at, Jim?”‘ Jim
her mouth, suppressing her wild screams:_ 
the other brought a piece of rope and tied grow 
her hands and feet. th 

“Now muffle her mouth,” said the chief
ruffian. “There’s her scarf on a nail you-
der. Use that.”

The scarf was torn from the mail and

caused he sonts of the young captives to 
grow sick within them.

—ughing huskily, the ruffians went out, 
returning to the hut whence they had come. 
Old Gustavita went into the outer room and 
olord the door. n Alprofound darkness and 
silence had ailed the lonely chamber. Wady,

“Well, hose, Ijust got that for my vote. 
I’se been bought four or five times in my life, and dis is de fust tim? I ever 
got de cash for myself,"

lintiffcomfortable—that’s my philosophy. Never 
ldrpteteepi InEas
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