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THE SATURDAY READER.

[Gan.

to Diann; what courage and presence of wmind
Bis shews in an accident or & row.

O deep-read in Homer ! that unclassical friend
of yours s just the man that your llowmer, if he
lived, would feast tuseyes upont (Wo know they
gay he was blind, bat was he ?)

Follow him sull, you may hear his bold, tame-
less voice among the first «t somo Alma or Bal-
aklasa , you may even seo hum still and soldier=
Like aboard some smking Birkenhead; or you
may find bim, casy und learty awong the
naked courtiers of some Afncan king, near the
source of the Nilal Who would have thonght it?
Poor, stupid, big, burly Brown has turr~d out a
hero!

Aud is it not often our stupd, school-boy
Browns, that becomeo our Wolfes, our Clives and
our Spekes? When the dall boy has riseh to be
a great wan, pedagogic spectacles are wisely
rubbed, and the ¢ unacknowledged gfts” are
dimly remembered. All tho other practical gifts,
largeand small,industry, perseverance, prudence,
all, in fact, whuch the subject may suggest, we
can only commend to the quict consideration of
tho reader,

We feel just at present like the student, who
in his cagerness for knowledge, would not wait
ull his fellow-student had found the snuffers,
(smebody oad wot the household “gif\” of leav-
ing those ancient indispensables in the right
place) but snuffed tho candle, more [MHibernico,
with his finger and thumb ;—butalag! wimed too
low. On s fuend’s darkly remonstrating, he
solaced himself by quoting from Horace  Brevis
¢sso labore, obscurus fio” We are afraid that the
fate of that hasty bookworm awaits us, and can
only hope that our indulgent reader, will as
werrily, excuse our obscurity, as ho (above quot-
ed) excused his sudden tencbration. The
“ Saturday Reader” (all success to it 1) is not our
oaly care, and we feel that unless wo be bricf,
even at the risk of but hLalf educing our ider,
other things to which we are * in duty bound ”
would be left undone.

In conclusion we recall the words of tho
hero-saint, * Covet carnestly the best gifts, and
yet shew I you a more excellent way;” and that
way,—call it what wo will,—charity, love,
Christian goodness,~—~is the only true key to
unlock the casket that contains what is divinest
i. tho bead and heart and hand of humanity
Perhaps Charles Kingsley thought of it, when
he penned these lines :

Be good, sweet maie, and Jet who will bo clever
Do noble things, not dicam them, all day long,
And so mako lito, death and that vast for evor,

Ono grand, sweet song.”
J. R. CLERK.

SAVED BY 'DOCTOR'.

THE episode I am going to re ate occurred at
a place not twohundred miles from the town-
ship of Horsham, Victoriz, Austrulis. Where
the exact locality iz, I have no intention of divulg-
ing; but if any of my readers aro acquainted
with the part of the world I refer to, tucy will
remember that there exists one or iwo large
streams within the wido radius 1 have named.
Beside one of theso rivers there was standing,
about twenty yearsago, a but, which wasknown
at the Homestead as the Deep Water Station
and it was here that my lot placed me as hut-
keeper. 1 lived at the Deep Water Station for
two years.

I purpose to alter the names of all concerned
in the tragedy « am guing to relate.  Uneof the
actors is still living, and at tlus present Cbrist-
was i3 occupying a promment posiuion among
the colonists of Victuria. My reasons for con-
cealing locality and names will be obvious asmy
tule procecds.

If readers of thefullowing story wish toknow
who I am, I will gratify their curiosity 8o far es
to state that 1 wasborn in the north of Englacd.
My father was a retired tradesman. Ho gavs
mo a fajr cducation, but I never fulfilled the
expectations formed of me. This might, while I
write, I can shew nothing to provo that I ever
succeeded in the world. I am s poor clerk,
struggling for a bare existence, and sometimes
struggling with a wild strong Ympulss o wander

and wark through tho country, asI often did
betore, near tho scenes of my former experience.
I Liko the red sunset and the wido plains agmuch
as ever; 1 liko the glow of tho sunlight amorg
thie ganrled quecr trees; I liko the rippling rays
on tho water—the waving shadowy gmas of the
sifent Inlls—tho bright still moeen—the wilder-
ness, away trom towns; 1 like Australian hfe,
bat not among the dusty streets, or uear to
wiute sweltering roads.  For twelvo years 1
followed these impulses fuithfally, and enjoyed
my bush-life; with hte protit, it is true, but
with much of pleasure, Al that I havo to shew
for all my wanderings and hardshipy, as 1 write,
is 0 long ugly scar neross my breast, snd I am
gomng to tell you how I got it,

I remember T was sitting at tho hut (the Deep
Water Hut) one summer afternoon, looking for
tho coming of “ Long Mat.” The sun was pass-
g awny blood-red behind o rauge of dim blae
Lulls; long shadows were fast spreading, the
deep water-hole bad ost the light; the Lills be-
hmd tho river wero just tipped with a crimson
glory, and tho starsscemed dropping like silver
specs on the paling sky. Loog Mat, the shepherd,
was later than usual.

Tho darkuess hiad not quite fullen before I
recognized the bleating of the flack in the dis-
tance, nnd soon afterwards, the whito fleeces of
the sheep sppeared from out of the sombre
shadews of the trees, [ had just walked ingide
the hut to preparo supper, when the quick muitled
fall of & horse’s feet becawo audible. [ knew
tho canter well, and cawme to the dvor to wait
tho arrival of Mr. S——, the owner of the station.
He galloped up to the hut, with a cheerful
4 Good-evening, Bill;” and, as usual, came inside
to ask me if I wanted anything, aud to lightlus
pipe.

“ ] can’t stay long with you this time, Ril},” he
said pleasantly, but with a little anxicty ; ¢ the
black-fellows are about again 1 hope your
gun i3 in good order. Du you want any powder
or lead ??

“Wo have quito enough,” I replied, “ both
Mat and myself’; but there’s no bullets, I'll run
them to-morrow.  Mat'srather late this evening ;
but the flock’s not far off'; they'll bo home in &
quarter of an hour ; I saw them past the belt
before you came.”

At this instant the shadow of o man darkencd
the door, and Mat entered.

# Good-evening,” he said guietly to Mr S——
and myself. ¢ The sheep's feedin’ home all right,
sir, but there's a few missin”  One of my marked
ewes is goue, and Ican't see two of the crawlers.”

# You'll pick them up to-morrow, Mat,” replied
the strong pleasant voice of the squatter. ¢ Bill
saysyou've enough powder and lead. The blacks
are about, do you kuow that ?” .

Withiout waiting for an answer, Mr, §—pro-
cceded to undo his horse, and was abuut to
mount, when Mat (who was an American) said ;
“] guess you had better stop to-night, sir.

“\Why 1"

“Iajuns is close up.
of was speared.”

#1 heard there were black-fellows about,” said
Mr S——, dclaying to mount; “but the rido is
safe cnough ; 1've got my rifle with me.”

“They’re too close,” responded tho shepherd,
efter filling o pannikin of tea, und, contrary to
hiz custom, standing his gun against the table.

Wo looked at bim enquiringly. He kept his
eyes wandering over and around the flocks while
he explained : © Wall, yoa see, sir, after sccin'
the spear-wound in the crawler, I looked about
me purty sharp, but couldn't see nothin’ Gl I
was leavin’ the belt there, when I sigiited vne of
the varmint wrigglin’ through the grass like a
snake. I was goin’ to give him & pull, but 1
saw another wriggle in his wake, and theu
sucther ; and,” continued the nareator, with
something like a glow of pleased auticipation,
“ they ain’t fur off now, I reckon.” .

He bad scarcely uttered the words when he
lifted both bands and struck Mr S——full on
the chest with cpough forco to drive him to the
extremo end of the hut. At the samo instant
a spear whizzed tbrough the open deorway, and
quivered in tho slabg bebind,

“ By gum "m—es .

Oue of the sheep I spoke

Moro rematks wero drowned by a loud
quivening snort from tho poor horse; a moment
after, and ho rolled heavily across the hut-door,
cuinpletely bluckmg up the enunuco.

Mat muttered away : % First tate for us coous!
Ye'd better bar tho dour, Bil.  Doctor! Doctor?
Doctor! Psel Pail Herey, lad”  Tie dog leaped
on the Shepherd. + By guny,” he siad 1 thought
be wua outside,”

By thustune Mr S——unas coully reconnoitring
through ‘ho loopholes. Ie had let down the
window, amd was preparing for action as uncon-
ceruedly ao tho shicphesd,

These quivt beave mwen inspired me with con-
fideuce, uud I remember thmkiog, ns 1 theow
water on the fire su as to extingmsh all
light, that the black-Rllows had met with
thoir mutch., By this timo the moon was
up, and its light was giadually growmg on
the laadscage. At fiest, we coutd discern the
vutlive of tho tices, and them, as the night
gathered, the wlate scared grass between tho
shadows, There was a loug time of silence.
Mat, Mr. S———, and myseclf had our barrels
through the louphules, and were closely watching
for any movewment outside. The convulsive
shudderings of the horse had ceased, and there
was a painful silunce, Tho squatter and Mat
were like tho statues, and notwithstanding the
quict breatling of the dug and the croaking of
frogs along the river, there scemed to me to bea
frightful siguificance m, tho sience that was
bruuding abuve these svunds,  Every instant I
was eapeciing a rush from the outsids, but thero
was not o sign or svund to betray tho presenco
of any tnemy. The shecp were camping quictly
round the husdles. Sileace—~1ihe bright moon—
.be white flecces mingling wath tho colour of the
grass—the still shadows of tho trees—the far
black furest—thespectral tracery cf the branches
in the moonlight. Thosilenco was terrible. Ono
of the outstde wethers rose and walked forward
a fow yards, then cummenced stamping quickly
on the ground.

“ Darn my oycs!” said Mat, for the first timo
breaking the silence, ¢ if the ¢Ole Parson ain't
sighted one of the mggers.”

The Ole Parson was a patriarch wether that
was affiicted with tho fuot-rot, and ususlly fed
on his kuees.

%Sv he hag, and, by gum, there'’s a crowd : the
whole tribe hev come to visit.—Not enough in
shade, boss,” concluded Mat, after another inter-
val, and in a hard whispering tono.

The next moment, the ficst report rang out in-
to myriad echioes, A shuill death-shout followed,
83 tho dark figure of a man leaped wath a sudden
force from by ambush and fell prone, gurgling
out blood and broken words. .

« Now, boss,” said Mat, lookiag out, but still
chargiug; * fifty yards to tho vight of the hurdle.”

Buss (Mr. S——) changed the direction of bis
gun, and fired. ‘Che buman figure seemed to sink
down so quickly, so caluly, so helplessly, that I
felt a strange thrill of pity.

« Ie's fixed, safe as houses: Iet's physic another
or two, and maybe theyll make tracks,” again
muttered thoe shepherd, in a tone of repressed
gleo. “Cook, why the devil don’t you shoot?
Squint round that first block to the right of the
wattle”

Looking in the direction indicated by Mat,
whoso eyes scemed everywhere, I saw the figuro
of a man pariially visible against the ground.
He was evidently sheltering himself from the
otlier two guns; butowing to my silence ltber-
to, he must bave been of opinion that the portion
of the hut where I stood was unoccupied. 1 ook
steady aim at the black-fellow, and fired. Fot
an instaut, I could secu nothing through the
smoxe, but it cleared almost immediately  Just
a3 the shepherd sard: ¢ Don't shoot again—he's
fixed,” I saw the poer wrewch staggenng wildly
towards the hut, and then fulling with & dull
gound. God forgive me, it was very like aurder
Tlis was the first Lifo I bad ever taken. Tho next
thing 1 remember was Mr, S~~— asking me if 3
had run any bullets.

“ Not one.”

«Havo you any in the hut??

“Not one.”

Mat informed us that we wero #{res'd,” much



