few dry leaves still clinging
see;nmlr’ﬂxemurmmu farewell of
as it departed.

The  old house of worship was filled at
an gatly hour. Ellis Grantham was going to
préach his first sermon. He had reached hoine
on the week beiore, a newly-made C
apd this would be the first {gme he had risen
o address a congregation ; 80 the attendance
from Piedmont, where the young man was a

< > M
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' body of
and

of cavalry, it was reported. Meanwhile, like
a r e citizen, he attended public
worship.

Ellis read the service clearly and 'disﬁlnct.ly,
and ed a W sermon. t was
mpmhhblg for theazmgm; of ambitious rhe-
toric, and was conversational er than
declamatory. -His gesture rose naturally
from the feeling, and was an aid. -

His sermon was short, and the blessing was
pronouniced by Mr. G;al.:thf‘mth Then th;
congregation to ; for the people o
the Piedmont parish talked after service. It
may even be said that they talked enormously
—both very fastand very loud, as well as
very long. There was so much to say * they
bad not seen each other for a whole week !
And-then had they not—as a writer in the
Southern Clurchman had said of country con-
gregations—come to church “‘to see and be
seenr ?” . This was a fearful accusation to bring
against the young ladies and gentlemen, but
it certainly Jooked very much likeit. The
maidens certainly -did go to and fro through
the aisles, gesticulating, exclaiming, and
beaniing on all around them. But then that
was natural ; had not the preacher talked at
them for an hour, and was it not their turn
now ?

The elders indulged in friendly tin,
outside the church. Here the hllgxf.germ %?
old General Lascelles towered above his neigh-
bours, and wish his hearty smile, and warm
grasp of the hand for ev::zbody, he wasa
notable figure. He accos Daddy Welles
with the air of an old acquaintance, and
pointed to the United States marshal with a
smile. - The Daddy smiled sweetly in return
and nodded.

““Youhad better be on your guard,” said
the general. “*There is going to be trouble,”
** "frouble, did you say, gineral?” Dadd:
Welles asked, with an innocent air. *“O)
00 ! I hope there won’t be any trouble;” .. ..
~* Don’t be too certain of it, old friend,™: *
' ““We can't be certain of anyihing in this

 world, gineral, onlessit’s one thing:—
Bat the general shook his head. ..

“Don’t count on that, Daddy,” he said,
in a low tone. ‘‘ Amy law question that comes

in this business will decided in the

nih?’d States District Court, not in our

** And does that make a difference, gineral?
Ajn't the have-his-carcass law in ail the
eourts ?” i

“Theére is not much law in the United
States District Court, unless it is martial
law. Once Virginia was a sovereign State,

and her rights were inviolate ; now every-

little judge clothed in the Federal ermine
openly sneers at the idea that we have any
gights. - Only one thipg is left—to arrest our
old Virginia judges, and issue an order that
there’ shall be no more State courts in the
commonwealth, unless negroes preside in
thewn:” :

““ Well, well—but the Virginia people won’t
stand that long, gineral.”

**1 hope not. But take care of yourself in
the meanwhile, Daddy Welles.”

“T'l try, gineral.”

I am coming to Bohemia to-morrow—to
your house. Get your friends together ; I
want to talk to them.”

** About the business ?”

“The general nodded.

*“ It will be best not to have any trouble.
You see ‘the marshal is here already, and
there'he is coming up to speak to med

Daddy Welles did not retire at this inti-
mation ; he only smiled. The marshal came
up and looked keenly at him.

«  “I remember you,” he said, coldly ; * your
same is Welles,”

*“The same, friend.” J

*“ S0 you are a church-goer ?”

““T'mostly go to meetin’ somewheres on
Sunday.”

** And break the laws all the week, depend-
ing for safety on your State vourts !”

y Welles smiled, and gazed at the
marshal with a look of mild inquiry.

“Isthere a law passed in Congress that

. we'te to have no more State courtsin Vir-
ginia, friend ?” he asked.
. “The marshal frowned. The - question was

w innocent, but was em b
And the have-his-carcass—has Congress
‘done away with the have-his-carcass too
The marshal u a suppressed sound,
which very much bled an oath.

_ * Nothing of the sort! But the Federal
‘Court hias jurisdictipn ’m your case, and you
. *“Ohno! I won’t depend on it, friend. I
l:po-eold Virginnie Il have to wait for better
.times, when the troops won’t be sent for to
b — Vh'£int;;d] xpressed his hope f

‘Having thas mildly e i or
“the f:b‘m Daddy Welles retired, and the
‘marshal bowed to General Lascelles and said,

““1 shall apply to you in a day or two for
wearch-warrants, general, as before— in this
matter of the illicit distilleries.”

. The bowed, and said,

- t them, of course, sir—th

thmk”you might have applied to the

.+ He 15 ot present.”
I hope he will stay away as long as
Between a judge in a black coat
bench, and violating our State

JULIET’S SECRET,

Having returned from service at thodgl‘d
Chapel, Armstrong proceeded to dime,
lndpethen repaired to the drawing-room,
whither Juliet followed her.

There was a very great contrast between
their expressions. er&n Armstrong was rest-
less, moody, cvidmtl{ﬁ:ilplun& and. ““ out
of sorts;lgenaml.lv. mﬂﬁmﬁm to time she

tted the carpet impatiently, almost angrily,
gith her small footin its handsome boot, and
the inner extremities of her eyebrows were
much tooclose together toindicate tranquillity.
Juliet, on the eOﬁh'u'y, had never seemed
more composed, er tty face, to use an
ambitious smile, membf::a rose-tinted even-
ing sky withonta cloud upon it. There was
not the least shadow in her limpid eyes, and
she leaned back ll? her §1nchur and looked
at the fire with the air a person at peace
with all the world.

¢‘ It really is unendurable !” said Mrs. Arm-
strong, at last ; *‘ can he call himself a gentle-
man, { wonder ?”

“Who is he, mamma?” said Juliet, with
extreme tranquillity,

“Mr. Lascelles! How can he reconcile it
with common decency to behave as he does ?”
‘I am not sure that I understand you.”

‘“ At church to-day he did not come near
you, or'even 50 much as bow to you. Itis
disgraceful ! Here is the’ whole neighbour-
hood connecting your name with his own—
you are re to be engaged—and he does
not even speak to you !” g

Juliet smiled. - She had said nothing to her
mother of thescene in the woods; but Mrs.
Armstrong was quite cognizant of the prefer-
ence of Mr. Lascelles for Miss Bassick, and
was slightly illogical in her present views.
If Mr. Lascelles were not Juhet’s snitor but
Miss Bassick’s, why should the lady regard
his demeanour as a matter of any importance ?
For the sake of appearances ?, %m, no doubt,
for the sake of:ssm Miss Juliet there-
foge  smiled, a4 she had a good deal, of
humour under her cahn-exterior, said, .

*“T suppose Mr. Lascelles was moody and
unhappy from not seeing Miss Bassick at
church. You know when people are in his
state of mind they often meglect the little
forms of courtesy.” -y

Mrs. Armstrong rose erect in her chair.

* Good heavens, Juliet! I really am out
of patience !” she exclaimed.

*“I would not be if I .were you, mamma.
.You mean with me, I suppose.”

*““Yes, my dear; I cannot help it. You
really seem to have no pride at all.”

** We have discussed that before, mamma—
don’t let ns returntoit. I will say again,
however, that I have a great deal, and that it
is a matter of indifference to me whether Mr.
Lascelles is polite to me or the reverse, Why
should I carve ?”

* But think, my dear? - The whole neigh-
bourhood are talking of you. Common de-
cency, I say, would prompt a gentleman to act
differently. Everybody noticed it, and I saw
that hateful Miss Grundy nodding, and
smirking, and giggling to her horrid Pied-
mont friends ; they are all low people : she
saw Mr. Lascelles pass near you without
turning his head, and to-morrow it will be-all
over the neighbourhood.”

“Very well, mamma.”

Juliet spoke with great composure, as she
understood tolerably well what caused Mr.
Lascelles to shun Her—the very unpleasant
meeting in the woods.

“* My dear Juliet, for heaven’s sake don’t
say ‘well, mamma,’to everything !” extlaimed
her mother.

““ It expresses precisely what I feel,” Juliet
said. “1 mean that I am perfectly satisfied
to have Mr, Lascelles bow to me or not bow,
come to see me or not come to see me—
although I should very much prefer that, un-
der all the circumstances, he would not do so.
As to his manner to me in public, . that is
really a matter of very little importance,
mamma.”

Mrs. Armstrong groaned ; then she said,

“ Fortunately people may think that yon
have discarded him, and that you have quar-
relled on that account.”

““I hope they will not, Yoén know I have
not discarded . Lascelles—if anything, he
has discarded me !”~

Juliet smiled sweetly, and.added,

‘ He feels badly, no doubt~—I mean, ill at
ease with me—as he must see that the atmos-
phere of Trianon has cooled in some degree.”

*“ 8o this is thelastof everything—the end !”
exclaimed Mrs. Armstrong, in s ic voice.

*‘It really seems 80, mamma, and I am very
glad of it. 1 have a great many reasons for

erring not to receive more visits from

r. Lascelles. I have not spoken of these
reasons, and haps I was wrong in not
doing so. S8 I tell you all of them at once,
now, and have no more secrets from you ?”

“‘Secrets ! Have you secrets from your poor
unhappy mother, Juliet ?”

It was a pathetic wail, like the former
—here was a new misery.

‘“Yes, mamma; at least, I have delay-
ed teumﬁ. you something. Until this
moment I have never had secrets, redlly, or
concealed anything. I have only chosen my
time to as 1 do now.”

““ What can you mean, my child ? Isthere
anything dreadful coming " Mrs. Armstrong

" Something very disagreeable, if you think
of it as I do.

“ What is it ?”

‘I met Miss Bassick and Mr, Lascelles in
the woods the other evmxn‘—«nbncmg %
&;‘Emhncing! I knewit—I knew it was

e I”

““It was an accident, and there was an
éclaircissement — it was unavoidable, My,
Lueelluisenﬁngedto be married, it seems,
to Miss Bassick, and I am obliged, therefore,
to give him up, whether I wish to do so
or not.”

Mrs. Arnutmn,i gasped. Words seemed
to fail her. Her 'Es moved, and probably
essayed to utter the phrase ““Go on,” but
there was no sound. A

““ That'is one good reason not regnrdin
Mr. Lascelles in the light of a suitor,” cong-
tinued Juliet, ‘‘and there is another.”

She drew from her pocket the letter
written by Mr. es, in which that gentle-
man characterized Mr. Lascelles as a forger,
:}hm wife living. .Juliet read it aloud,

&I domot believe that there fs

~ 8 the persons

-d:" I'np-l

looking s0 w
{.,hat_Jullilet, who ‘)
urking humour an 0]

comedy to be enac m%eit reglly sorry
her,; and rose and went to her side.

““There, there, mamma, don’t take every-
thing so seriously,” she said, smoothi
hair gently mdfreningheflipcwherc eek.
She then sat down on_ the cricket at her
mother’s feet, and, ing one arm on the
lady’s knees, looked up into her face. Her
mother bent down and ki 3

‘““There was something else “to tell you,
mamma,” said Juliet, colouring sliﬂ:ly.

‘‘ Something else 1” faltered . Arm-
strong.

‘* Something much more important than
anything I have yet told you, mamma. There
is a more serious reasor timallthemtwhy
I do not wish to marry Mr. Lascelles, and am
quite willing that Miss Bassick should, if#she
wishes.”

*‘ What reason ?”

“ I am engaged to be married to Ellis
Grantham,” said  Juliet, with two blush-roses
suddenly blooming in her cheeks.

** Engaged !—to Ellis Grantham !”

“ You are not sorry, are you, mamma ?
Don'’t say you are sorry—”

Juliet’s head sunk a little, and the queen-
like young lady suddenly became only a
shrinking and pleading girl.

“Don’t say ﬁou are sorry, mamma ! I
love him somuch.”

Mrs Armstrong thereupon succumbed and
burst into tears. ~ She hugged the young lady
to her bosom, kissed her in a wild and tragic
manner, and with sobs and gasps said she
never could part with her darling—which was
singulat, as she had been willing to part with
the darling to Mr. Lascelles.

“‘EllisGrantham !"she exclaimed ; ““engaged
to him!. Oh, Juliet.”

*‘ You know you love him,ynamma,” Juliet
sa.idai.:d a low tone. *““You have szid so a
hundred times: was it so wrong in. your
daughter t0 love him too0?2” 4

-Julietamiled . as . she -said this; raising a
moist pair of eyes and a pair of blushing
cheeks,

‘I meant to tell you all about it before,
mamma, but there was really verry little to
tel. You know Ellis came to see us very
often, and-—and—it happened—I mean, he

rew to like me, He dxmt tell me so, but

e told Anna Gray, and made her his con-
fidante, and Anna made - no secret of it ; you
know how 'intimate we are. When KEllis
went away he asked me to correspond with
him, and yon agreed that I should do so, youn
remember.  Thatis all, mamma.”

Juliet quietly dried her eyes in an un-
obtrusive way, with her handkerchief, and
looked up with a smile.

**And the engagement took place by letter?”
said Mrs Armstrong, in a dazed way.

‘“Yes, mamma. It was very foolish in
Ellis, as he was coming home so soon. But
he begged me so, and eaid so mueh about
sparing me the pain of a refusal face to face
with _him, that I gave up, and wrote
back that I would marry him if you appreved
of it. 'Not now, mamma-—when he is ordained ;
and some day he will become Mr. Grantham’s
assistant—"

““And you will spend your life here, and
never go to Paris 1” gnepej'the poor lddy,

““Go to Paris? 1 don’t want to go to Paris
in the Jeast, mamma. The Piedmont
neighbourhood is charming,” said this very in-
consistent young lady.

*“ Why you said it was fearfully dall 1”

* I must have been jesting.”

1‘; But to give you up—my own, my beloved
child 1”

I shall live much nearer to you thanI
should havé lived at Wye.”

This reFly, which Juliet uttered with a
slight smile upon her lips, quite dismounted
Mis. Armstrong’s logical artillery.

*“Of course, I never will marry without
your approval, dear mamma,” said the girl,
in_her sweet, earnest voice, ‘“‘and I wrote
Ellis so. But you will approve of it—won’t
you? He is 80 good—and Ip ove him so much,
mammai’

When she told her mother good night that
night, Juliet kissed her and said,

* I knew you loved Ellis, mamma, and
would not object, and he will love you dearl
—but he never can love you as much as

do.”
5 XLVIII,
MRS. ARMSTRONG'S GREAT BLOW,

** You will be good enough, if you please,
to look for another home, Miss Bassick—1I
would suggest your friend Miss Grundy’s as a
congenial retreat. =~ Under all the circum-
stances, I should prefer your not remaining
longer at Trianon.”

Mrs. Armstrong uttered these words about
an hour after her interview with Juliet, who
had gone to her chamber. The lady-and
Miss ick were seated opposite each other
in the drawing-room. It was not Miss Bas-
sick’s habit to seat herself in Mrs Armstrong’s
Sresence without being invited, but she had

one 50 on this occasion with an easy air,
which seemed to say, “ Well, you have sent
for me, I'am ready to listen to you.” Ind
her whole bearing had changed.  She was no
longer the submissive companion, but quite a
different person. She leaned back gracefally
in her. red velvet. arm-chair, quietly
awaited the coming storm. The ‘storm was
coming, she felt, for no doubt Juliet had re-
lated to her mother the comic incident in the
woods ; but then that was very unimvertant :
she had triumphed, since Mr. Lascelles was
ber fiancé, This ill-tempered old woman
might rage, but that would do n6 harm ; and
it was even with a sort of enjoyment that she
anticipated what was apparently approaching,

In response to Mrs. Armstrong’s suggestion
that she should seek for.a new home, Miss
Bassick said,

“Iwill do so with pleasure, madam, as
anything is better than to live with a person
80 very disagreeable as yourself !”

Miss Bassick smiled and looked straight at
Mrs, Armstrong as she uttered these words.
She evidently expected an explosion, but norie
took place. g

*“ Iam glad there is no difference of opinion,
then, in reference to what is best for you in
future, Miss Bassick,” said the lady.

‘‘ There is none at all, madam. Trianon is

riectly hateful to me. I should not like to
-'t. ,married from your house if I could aveid
i S

“ Ygu are to be married to ‘Mr. Lascelles,
I hear,” 4

“Yeou, mhm'm cried.
m} persons pretending

chureh, and ‘the weddi
Grundy’s ? I-willmke:l;gyouricoount,
as you naturally want money Jdor your
trousseau. - Let me see, this is the 10th—
would -it - be convenient for you to bewith
Miss Grundy by the 15th ?”

‘‘ Yes, 3 I will go at once—and she
shall know, and the wboﬂ) town shall know,
why T have 1éft your house.”

* You do not refer to the meetings in the
woods as the reason ?”

** Take care how you insult me, Mrs. Arm-
strong !” cried Miss Bassick i

- : " y0u
Y perfectly at Liberty to inju =

ou are ectly ‘a injure m;
character or Jnh’;t’s by any means Jin youi
power or Miss Grundy’s, if you can. Do en-
Joy yourself as much as possible by malignin,
me to'the common. people in Piedmont, an
afterward in your more elevatad sphere at
Wye. Juliet and I will endeavour to survive
it. - And now, as this is arranged, Miss Bas-
sick, and we have had a frank talk, suppose
we terminate this intérview.”

*“ Not until I tell ybu my opinion of you !”
cried Miss. Bassick, turiously.

Mrs. Armstrong sthiled. ~ She was a very
quiet and determin,
strained her temper.

‘‘I really,don’t see. what advantage there
could be in your doing &0,” she said ; *“ and I
should be ten Qed‘::agl {2“ my opinion of
yourself, wh t'not be flattering,”

s

#0 see,’ ‘said, giving Miss
Bassick the anouymous letter. ‘F'i‘begwﬁter
of this note- of him as a forger, with a
wife living. | ‘It is 0o doubt a slander, but, of
course, he shquld. be. informed of the charge.
You might give him the note ghen he comes
to-morrow morning. Juliet is going to see
her friend ;Frances Cary, and I am afraid I
shall havé a headache. You and Mr. Lascelles
will, therefore; have 'an ' opportunity to talk
over your affairs_ at your feisure, as you will
have thedrawing-roomentirely toyour selves—
which will be more agreeable, I suppose, than
the -woods.” ' ¢
It was Mrs, Armstiong’s great blow. ~ The
consciousness that she was going to deliver it
had enabled her to pass tranquilly through
this-very ' trying interview. Jt was a cruel
coup, but the lady- struck it without mercy.
Had not this creatare made herself and Juliet
the laughing-stock of everybody? Had not
Mr. Lascelles -by her intrigues been wiled
away and appropriated? Miss Bassick had
resorted to trick and deception up to a certain
Eoint; then, finding that the game was in her
ands, she threw . off the mask. She trium-
phed, and did ‘ot take the least trouble to
conceal -her friumph. What could she ex-
pect ?

Mrs. Armstrong’s revenge was unchristian,
and notparticularly appropriate to the Sabbath
afternoon—hut-it was sweet. = Sweetest of all
was the expression of Miss Bassick’s face, as
slie seized the létter and ran her eyes over it.
As the twilight had come, she went hastily
to the window to read it, nearly turning her

orgef=married already ! It is a false-
hood—a base lie !” she said, 1{1 a husky voice,
in which there was an intonation of fury
almost.
““So your wedding will have to be «e-
ferred, after ‘all,” said Mrs. Armstrong,
laughing. R
‘ Married !
Miss Badsick’s pretty brows were knit to-
getho.r, and her eyes were like two coals of
re.

“ It is unfortunate, and Mr. Lascelles
ought to. have mientioned the little circum-
stance, I think,” Mrs. Armstrong said, smil-
ing. - “ He no doubt lost sight of it, though
it seems singular that he should have for-
gotten it. . As this is not Utah, it is not cus-
tomary. for. a:gentleman to have two wives at
the same time.. -The great objection to mar-
rying Mr. Lascelles is, that the lady who es-
pouses him in second nuptials will eccupy a
very peculiar ition ; in fact, she will not
be a wife at all—respectable people will not
visit lier, and; worse even than that, the law
would inta-fap,l and make the whole affair
exceedingly unpleasant.”

Miss BusickPwu still glaring at the letter,
and did not reply.

““That is your affair, however,” Mrs. Arm-
strong added, lsughing a little. * You are
quite at kiberty to marry somebody else’s
bushand if yow wish, as the ceremony is not
going to take: at Trianon.”

Miss Bassick' whirled around like a tigress
about to spring. Mrs. Armstrong was saunter-
ing negligently from the apartment.
m%negm next day Miss Bassick left Trianon.

( T'o be contanued. )

A BT ERR
ATTACKED BY A FOX.
Extmrd@ry\?ruaxil:c of Mind of a Little

Havrkax, N.§., Sept. 2.—This afternoon
Alice Laidlaw, aged seven years, was sitting in
the garden at lier father’s residence, on Inilm
street, when a slight rustling in the bushes
near by atiracted her attention. She turned
her head jyst in time to see an angry, snarl-
ing fox preparing to spring on her. With
g;omstatude and presence of mind that would

vg¢ done eredit to a much older head, she
opened her parasol and skilfully directed it
80 as t0 ahxm from the fox, at the same
time calling for help. A sister of hers who
*came $o_the rescue gave Reynard a blow on
the head with an ate, killing it instantly. The
fox was a full grown one, afid is sup to
have come from the lower woods, a short, dis-
tance from the house.

Ayoung Iady living in the township of
'l\lrn!{wm, ﬂn?iing hx:g father hard ryn vl:'ith
*th;dizllw‘ hageeac from tl:la _sca:rm'htg of

mounted the reaper, and in‘gix hours
and a half cut eleven acres of fall wheat. The
binders declate they never had such a hard

time bhquith the reaper before,

person when she re-

irs. A . tly. J
'"mthq- s here is-something which Mr. |

- Frantically Throws Horself Overboard. ;

Just as it is Concluded a Young Lady | . .
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itting that she was going to
seek a position as

both
serve, only
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which seemed rather an unprob.ﬁe state- |
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The following day was the only di >
able one of the voyage. Hour after hour the
rain fell heavily, the wind howled. the sea
roared, and the ship lurched and lunged over
the rough waters. The leaden sky, blotched

‘| with huge black clouds, the violent beating of

the rain, the sounds of the raging

looked blue-nosed an irited, and the
day seemed interminable. But soén after
dinuer the storm, as though tired of its fury,
came to a sudden end, the wind began to dry
the dripping decks, and everyone rushed
for wraps and hats, gladly seeking the fresh

air. -
Neither moon nor stars lightened the yet
dark sky ; the waters were yet ‘turbulent,
their sombre surface varied only by great
masses of snowy foam, turned into fire by the
phosphorecent gleams of insect life. At last
passengers, tired of promenading the
slippery deck, settled down on_their steamer
chairs, divided in groups, and listened to the
arns there is always some one to spin, The
{est, or rather the most trnfic, your corres-
pondent heard was from the lips of an old sea
captain :— g
‘‘ Twenty-five years ago,” he said, ““I was
bringing a large number of Indian
with their wives and children, from Aden to
Bombay. The voyage was ordinarily accom-
plished in less than three weeks, but through
THE DEAD CALMS A gy
that prevailed, and being on a sailing vessel,
it was prolonged into " six weeks. ‘The heat
was intense, the vessel crowded, and the na-
tives put on half rations, from lack of pro-
visions. = But these misfortunes seemed but
trifling when the latter was attacked with a
terrible scourge called thet;,sweaﬁng H;o-e.“
contagious among themselves, it never
m&m«;'ht mmﬁe ¢ of
away the Sepoys, the victims ' seld :
living twelve hours after the attack. Eh‘;hgli
enough, the very blood seems to turn hto
water, and ooze through the pores of the skin,
until the sufferer seems to melt away before
the eye. it
58 'the first man who died,” continied’ the
Captain, *‘we shronded in canvas angread
the funeral service over, but after that the
deaths followed éach other with such fright-
ful rapidity that the supply of canva# gave
out, and without any ceremony the poor fel--
lows were pitched overboard. The womeh
and children also fell before the disease, and
whole families were swept away by it. ‘At
the end of ten days over three hundred were
consigned to the deep. Then followedaéhort |
season it makes me shudder to ‘think" of
We were again becalmed, and the silent'sea
seemed determined to give up ifs déad; the
bodies of the brave Sepoys rising to ‘the #ur-
face and floating close about the ship. - **°
“One mornining, coming on deéck;' T saw
as fir as the eye could reach, the'ocean as
white as milk. As an old sailor Wmed
the phenomena, which is ca: by bod-
ies of animalcul® imparting fheir ’colohr tb
the water ; but the natives unused ‘to stich a
change, thought themselves threatéened with
some new calamity, and the wildest scen
ensued. Then followed '
A HORRIBLE SPECTACLE. i
The sharks, who had been in waiting, sud-
denly appeared in large numbers, their
hideous backs, bronze green in the sun, rose
from the pure, snow-white surface, which in
a brief time was streaked with the deep red
that told of their awful feast. No picture of
pen or brush ever depicted so infernal a scene,
and many of the crew turned vi(;lenﬂy sick
or fainted at the appalling spectacle.
‘* Meantime ouep of t.hg bravest hand-
somest Sepoys was taken with the 5
his wife of a few months, and a remarkably
beautiful Indian girl, was by thée doctors
orders carried from his side by foree,  He
wag sick only five hours, and was cast over-
board with dispateh in order to prevent his
bride seeing the disfigured corpse. ' At last
she sncceeded in forcing her way to the spot
where she left him. She saw the empty
berth, and rushed up on deck shrieking wikﬁy.
Twice she ran frantically round the ship, her
great black eyes on fire, her coal- hair
flying in the wind, calling ‘Naya! Naya!
Then all at once the fearful truth seemed to
dawn upon her ; she saw the milk-white sea
foaming with blood, the torn bodies, ‘the
monsters at their horrid carnjival, and with
A TERRIBLE, SCREAM
she ﬂm{g herself overboard right §n ‘their
midst. We—" -
Hardly had the Captain said the last sford
when there rushed by us a black-robex figure,
a beautiful, blanched, despairing face, and
like a lightning flash we saw the girl throw
herself overboard. 3
For a moment everyone was paralyzed; for
it seemed like a part of the terrible tragedy
to which we were listening. Then the xerm
was given. Iran to the railing, in'a minute
the T girl rose, rose through ong of the
patches ‘of fiery white foam we had been
watching ; rose with wide distended eyes,
and a face white elveu beside ge sh foam.
Then she was hurled into darkness
And the great ship plowed on. Dmm
seemed this ‘speeding on as though unmind.
fal of the poor perishing life ; yet Captain
Murray, a brave and true hearted man, said
it was more than useless to attempt any re-
covery as we were dashing on at the rate of
sixteen knots an hour, and before the wind,
the body would be miles away before a boat
could be lowered. ;
Aftec the first shock the old question came
upi only changed from ** Who is she ?” to the
sad

‘ WHO WAS SHE !
for in the -brief glimpse we had, the melan-

choly, sweet face of the e5irl who sat alone |

with her grief and had cried out ** Shut out !”
‘‘shut out !” at the closed door on Sunday
morning, was recoghized. Her effects con-

sisted of one small, black leather satchel, and

on opening it, the first object thaf met the
eye was a note, which ran as follows :—
“ In case of any accident, please send this
ag to the address : —Adaline T. Clarke, Ne.
St. Mark’s avenue, corner of Nostrand
‘4¥eénte, Brookiyn, N. Y. Whoever takes it
there will be amply rewarded.” SR
Thisnoteomuc{m, confusion, for there

| paper, interspersed with

h’t .| driver to stop, then com

-a pebble ;

-énjoyment of unlimi

(a8 W

was no such name as Adaline Clarke on the

‘.

on sacred sub-
Jects.—Correspondence, Chi: Inter-Ocean.

THE MAMMOTH CAVE.

And its D rs—A Band of Highway Rob-
. bers Infesting its Approaches.

night and all the passengers robbed. The
stage to the cave was first attacked about four
miles east of Cave City and the one passenger
on board rifled. The coach coming the other
way was shortly afterward met by two men on
horseback heavily armed, who ordered the
ed all the passen-
to get out and stand in line, and ordered
em at the ﬁintol’s point to give up all their
property. e robbers took all their money,
ellery, and watches, ag ting in value
i?zoo. After this exploit Eey made their
victims take a drink of whiskey with them
and then rode off.. The greatést excitement
prevails in the neighbourhood.
N ]

A BEAUTIFUL BLACKMAILER.

Some Operidtions of a Montreal Gang—A
Tqo Pretty Foreigner and Too od
Forelign Cigars.

MoNTREAL, Sept. 4. —A few months since

a Belgian about pftifty years of age, with a

handsome young wife not more than twenty,

came to reside in Vitré street, near the centre
of the city. He advertised in one of the

French newspapers the sale of real Havana

zﬁfm and invited gentlemen to give him a

In company with his wife he has fre-
quently attended picnics and national féfes
in the neighbourhood, where they gotf ac-

nainted with tgeople of standing, and
is led to gentlemen visiting the house
as patrons of the cigar shop. %t has begun
now to leak out that it would have been more

%o the interest of these parties if they had not

g‘(\:n way to the attraction of either a pretty

or a good cigar, as they have had to pay

rather dearly for their visit. A young law-
yer, whom the reputed husband of the lady
found in the house when he returned, is said
to have had to hand over his cheque for a con-
siderable sum under the menace of a revolver.
A second case is that of a merchant who was
blackmailed out of a note to appease the
thirst for blood of the injured husband, and
there is a third case, thatof a young clergyman,
who, however, was too poor, and probaﬁy too
innocent, to be victimized. It 1s said there
are several other cases of blackmailing- done
by. the same party, but as the victims dread
the ordeal of exposure, they quietly submit
tohaving been fleeced rather than allow their
mameés to appear in connection with such a
scandal. The city detectives are aware of
the facts of the case, and have the black-
mailers under surveillance, but owing to the
delicacy observed by the victims they are
powerless to make any arrests.

O Y
: They Can’t Help It.

There-is a limit beyond which the house-
m&wm gagerly planged into the can-
atg.only 1,500-known methods of . putting np
peaches. It may take her some time to get o
‘the last one, but she’ll reach it in time. The
latest estimate places the number of fruit jars
‘on sale in this country at 30,000,000. No
hiousewife can secure more than her propor-
tion of these: ~After she has asked her hus-
band - seventy-eight consecutive “times to
‘“ send up another dozen of those cans,” there
must come a lull. She may then demand her
share of the erocks and jars and jelly tumblers
of this great and growing country, but winter
i8 only three months away. By-and-bye there
must come an end to this asking for ‘“another
twenty pounds of that same kind of sugar.”
The stock on hand in this country will not al-
fow any family to consume over 5,000 Eouuds
i putting up preserves, The woman who goes
beyond that must do so at her peril. While
‘the" average husband feels a thrill of ex-
ultation as he realizes that plums are played,
‘he must not be Ylunged into despair to learn
4liat peaches will go down tofifty cents before
the last of the crop is in, and that pears were
Tiever known to be so plenty. No cellar can
‘Hold more than it can. ~ After the jugs and
jirs and cans and pitchers are stacked from,
floor to joice, the wife has either got to lay o
her big apron and quit or else rent space from
the neighbours, and the chances will be that
‘they will have none to spare. ‘In two weeks
more she’ll have to give up on peaches and
pears. Then she’ll begin on tomato pickles
and catsup, jump to cucumbers, slide off on
apple butter, work up a bushel of quinces,
“boil down a barrel of cider, and then sitdown
and give up the unequal struggle. That is,
she’ll suddenly remember that every can and
jar and jug must be lifted up or taken down
and opened and heated over, and if hance
she finishes the job before spring, the mince-
pie season will serve to keep the house stirred
up.  They were born that way, and men
muft suffer and endure.—Detroit Free Press.

B U S
South American Pampas.

The South American correspondent of the
London Times writes:—* The provinces of
Buenos Ayres and Montevideo are as vet far
from being overcrowded ; but an immigrant
will not fare worse for going farther for elbow-
room, provided he be as careful to insure free
and easy communication as a good general
would be anxious to keep within reach of his”
base of operations. There are rivers in this
region navigable by steam for thousands of
mﬁles, and lgl?e railways, which seem to have
-been providentially invented to serve the pur-
poses of American colonization, are already

-reaching the borders of the Grand Chace, the
Gmnﬁ

ampa, Patagonia, and other great
deserts, where land is to'be had for the mere
asking, and where the red Indian has ceased
%0 be the bugbear he was, and cannot be made

-to face a breech-loading rifle. The land is in

the main an immense flat, no doubt; very
large tracts of alluvial soil, without a tree or
rt of it mere swamps or salt wil-

derness. But even these thousand miles of

-unbroken level are not without a peculiar

beauty of their own—their boundless hori-
zon and awful solitude, the freshness and
purity of the atmosphere, and the keen
freedom. Nor, apart
from intercourse with his fellow-men, 1§ a
man here crushed by the sense of utter for-
lornness ; for nothing is more striking than
the teeming life of the animal kingdom in the
pampas—the abundance of game, the storks
and herons, the owls and hawks, the flights
of wild turkeys and flocks of ostriches, to
say nothing of the ubiquitous ptero-ptero and
chattering little cardinal ; a multitude and
variety of fowls and brutes—nameless to me
as numberless—the gaiety of whose
plumage and fur and the strangeness and
wildness of whose screeches and howls a
settler will always and everywhere have with
him, and which will only gradually make
room for the flocks and icrds. the barkin,
and bellowing, the crowing and cackling o
his domestic surroundings. Life in the

rairies is life in the saddle; for the very

ggar here is mounted ; and, away from rail
or {ramways, neither for sex nor age is there

“any other practicable, or at least endurable,
*means of locomotion than on horseback ; and

the horses are fleet and sure-footed, brave as
lions and gentle and docile as cows, and their
purchase aud keeping cost little, and their
stabling and shoeing nothing.”

The Massachusetts Society for the Preven-
tion of Cruelty to Animals recommends that
all kittens that cannot be provided for be

killed at birth,

COLUMBIA SKETCHES,

Yale and Emory on the Cana:
Pacifo Railway,

New Towns and Busy People.

Shortly before nightfall the gallant st
blew her unearthly whistle again, thet e
were loosened, and she swung out into the
stream and proceeded on the way to 1y,

writes a corrmt of the Victoria I,‘i.«",
onist. Before had fairly set iy the
Two Sisters—twin rocks that rear their b
in mid-channel—were reached. At T6acs
they used to rear their heads, but t),0 .
minion Government sent a party who knockeg
off the head of one Sister with giant o (..
and her shoulders are only visible at |,
water, The water here riots in a 8pirit of
sheer want , and dashes and foans
the ferocity of ten thousand furies s, ..
the stony-hearted damsels, No use. /.
Sisters are immovable.  There they
stand as they have stood for centyri.
receiving the assault and turning
dividing and beating mto spray, the ru
waters. The Irving enters the foaming
rent. She sits like a cork on the surface. vet
trembles like a leaf, while the ponder,
wheel astern revolves with the utmost rapid-
ity, For an instant the steamer hangs as oy
a pivot, evenly balanced. The hungry waters
rush on in anticipation of their prey, a4
every whirl seems a maelstrom impaticnt,
waiting open-mouthed to engulph the Irvip,
and her load.  The pause is but momentar,”
Slowly she forﬁs ahead, and presently leavc,
the Sisters far behind, with fj:e river lashin~
itself into foam against their rocky sides, A
few hundred y: further on, and the Irvin,
is run into the bank, and- tied up for i,
ni%ht. At dawn off we go in. At five
o’clock a pause is made to land some hegyy
mining machinery near Emory City, which
being done we glide on. At seveg o'clock v.»
chm%Sawnnllnﬂie, turn a sharp®urve in the
river, and

ineg

THE TOWN OF YALE

lies before us. - Seen from the steamer the
chief characteristic of the town is its newness.
New buildings, new fences, new streets. W.
land, and crowds, of new faces line the bank.
occupy the stores or fill the streets. The
town is full of people.  They fill_ hotel:
saloons and business houses ; they crowd th-
sidewalks and line the sireets. The mer.
chants are doing a business. There are
four or five liquor licenses in the town, and
the lucky holders are making rapid fortune:,
Yesterday was pay day, and the ““boys”
with a month’s wages burning holes in their
pockets are making matters lively, keeping
the constable’s hands full of business
and giving the honorary J.P. (Mr.
Dei%lhton) no opportunity to attend
to his legitimate calling. . But with all
the noise and drunkenness there is very little
crime. The offences are generally trivial, and
are squared by the payment of a light finc,
On m sides is heard the scund of hammer
and saw.” In every direction buildings are
under weigh. The black scars caused ?ny the
recent fire are nearly obliterated, and in the
course of -a very few days there will be naugh:
save the memory of lossés to remind even the
sufferers of the catastrophe. - Business, as we
have said, is brisk. . People don’t walk a;
Yale—they rush. Yale is no place for a gen.
tleman of leisure. From *‘peep o’day” till
long into the night the movement of men,

horses, and waggons along the one business *

street goes on with scarcely any intermission,
As we gaze at the h i (f throngs we wonder
how on earth they all find beds, or even space
in which to lie down when  at last they seek
repose. It seems that the sides of the build-

ver a8 it frets and fumes on its way to
the sea. The scene is picturesque and
beautiful ; the landmarks of long ago are
unchanged, but the grating of the rocker
and the sound of the gravel as it whirled
through the sluice-boxes of the miners are no
longer heard. - - The mining interest exists no
more. ““ Worked out” is the verdict of every
man who nowadays washes a pan of gravel
on Yale bar. -The miners whose perseverance
converted Yale bar into a hive of industry
have gone, and only the ‘ tailings ” remain
to mark the spot- where a thousand men once
courted the smiles of the fickle goddess. The
experience of Yalé bar is the common experi-
ence of every bar along the river. Hill’s bar,
where flour gold was found in great abun.
dance, is deserted, and Emory bar bas been
laid out as a.city with -wide streets, public
squares; market places, and waterworks. The
future of other deserted bars does hot appest
so promising ; but who would venture t,
sketeh their career when the iron horse shad
have pranced ‘and snorted past their doors!
Yale 1s indeed much improved, and what
strikes the visitor as most peculiar and extra-
ordinary is the large number of Victorians he
meets—nearly all following some pursuit. If
Victoria’s late floating ﬁpnlation is here, it
is at least a comfort to kmow that they are
all usefully employed in some capacity, and
that the city street-corners which once knew
them will know them no more,

EMORY CITY.

From - Yale -to -the -terminal ppint of the
Yale-Savona railway is four miles. The
British Cnlumbia.):'{cprees Company supply
the horses, the w ,-and the driver, and
we are off for Emory. - On the road are seen
many evidences. of the progress of railway
work. Numerous of busy workers are
engaged drilling, bi ., and grading. In
many places the road-bed is finished, and it is
said that by November the road from Yale to
a point one mile below Emory will be ironed
and ready for the rolling stock. The work
of a heavy, substantial character—quite Eng-
lish in that respect—and when completed the
railway will be oneof the safest on the conti-
nent. We the railway powder magazine,
which is m the castody of an old andre
spected Victorian, and after a most delight-
ful drive over an exeellent road reach the
suburbs of the new town.  'We cross a sub-
stantial bridge which spans Emory Creek—
stream of cool, elear water, babbling merrily
as it comes over the boulders and gravel
The little boaster swiftly between
high banks, and & féw hundred feet below
plunges abruptly inte arms-of the Fraser
—the centre of attraction of all mountsin
streams on this watershed, and is instantiy
swallowed up. On the opposite side of the
bridge a pleasing and unexpected sight meets
the eye. Itis asaw mill—a veritable steam
saw mill—in active operation. How the
saws revolve and the chips fly as the monarcas
of the forest are collared by strong !
bound to the carriages, and rent into reg
chapes. How like erimjnals condemne
the guillotine the logs seem as they ar
pushed forward, and the resistance offered to
the saws as they enter the wood se ike a

rotest raised against the cruel tre
R‘he capacity of the mill is 23,000 fec
day ; but tiyxe demand exceeds the su
and the proprietor®,’ Messrs. Gray, H
Co., recently of New Westminster, ar
to harness the water of the saucy little!
and utilize it to double the capacity of
establishment, which is in a complete :
and fitted with every modern app -~
requisite to success.  Some 30 hands are ul
loyed here, and & look through the esta'

ishment shows that thrift and careful mal-
agement preside over its operations. Int
the waggons again, and after a drive of 2
couple of hundréd yards we com: to—a print
ing office ! Tf the saw mill appeared lik¢ by
‘“ surprise party™ in our eyes, the spectal®
of a printing otiic:e in this charming spot Wwa
& revelation.

Not lo: & new railway was opened 1
the Higl\nlﬁntli? A Highlander named l’ﬁ':‘:
heard of it, and bought a ticket for theliT™
excursion. The train was about half tlf s
tance to the next station when a cUu‘L‘XD.n
took place, and poor Donalds was throvn u
ceremoniously into a park. After recoy ering
his senses he made the best of his way hQI?J:&
when the neighbours asked him how he h;&d
his drive. *“Oh,” replied Donald, “IL |
it fine, but thex had an awful quick way®|
puttin’ me oot,

D HOUSE

> » T
| WHEN FORAGE PLANTS CONTAL
AMOUNT OF NUTRITIVE V.
advance has been made
s in agrieultural knowledge
Qo most valuable facts learn
‘this, that grass contains a
mt of nptrition when jn blossom
ore or afterwards.
at is trué of the common grassd
, Ted-top, orchard-grass, and
ly true of corn, which is but a 1

g I, then, n. stalk of corn contains
$ime it blossoms more nutritive value
ment time, how foolish and

it stand for the ear to forn]

expense of the stalk, while at the sai
thﬁmg on from the leaves

stalk, asis case with other and

’ The seed formed in the head of a
timothy or other grass—while very
putritious in itself—does not by any

for the loss which has
mtw stalk and leaves while 4

i.min ##d ripening.

loss which is sustained in the

process is not all. By expending
amounat of labour the corn is shucked
in the eribs. There it suffers more
from $he depredations of rats, mice, ay
. We re-shock or sta.ckdthe corn-fod
or expect to induce our catt
“w& thep:tover, we must cut i
cutter ; next the corn nf

and carefully mixed with

' fodder. Thenit must be m
all this labour and expense th
will nose it about in their mangers, al
of it to keep themselves well
Now what do we accomplish by all thi
ing, eribbing, grinding, cutting of the]
ing and steaming. Why, w¥ ha

tting up a very poor quality of *“ E
geAfter tge sta.lkz’ and leaves had
almost worthless by exposure to the
dews while the ripening of}the ears w
accomplisbed, we then, by an ex
Isborious, and roundabout way, try
the appliances of steam and machine
the corn back into the stalks so tha
induce our cattle to eat them.

Why not take and preserve the pla
jts putritive value is the greatest?
its valugble elements are mixed and
in an harmonious whole exactly ada
the healthy sustenance of our dom
jmals, by that Master Chemist whos
work as seen in the tiniest leaf is so f]
vance of our most skilful combinati
we can never even hope to compreh
it was formed froih the original elem

It will be almost unnecessary to s
this system of preserving corn-ig
gually well adapt;;intoall the ‘. sse

ungarian grass, millet, pea and bea
and, in fact, to all kinds of forage-c
ticularly heavy crops of aftermath,
is often impossible to cure by drying
to the lateness of the season, the sui
obliquity of its rays having lost mu
potency. . )

There is no doubt in my mind that
more available nutrition in a kernel
when it is fully grown, before it has
to harden, before a part of its subs
been converted into a hard, tough
which' is almost indigestible, than
subsequent time. This hard proted
velope is a wise and providential prg
goteet’ the kernel as a seed for fu

eretofore no nesmblmv'e been K
preserve grain except by ripening an
nor to cure foragecrops exeept by dry
Ensilage has been proved practical,
now harvest all our crops when the

ie greatest available amount of

: 0 d preserve fhe
ely. ﬁﬂliﬂ view Of
the conclusion is i
that the i aeéme in corn ai
grainis fo be found at or before
n iod, as it is in the grasses.
%WM certain, so fa
kernel of grain itself is concerned,
ripened grain contains as large an
available nutritive elements as it dod
in the milk. I have often observed
when fed upon soft corn grow be:
when fed upon old corn. Experim
feeding swine at the West, reported
National Live Stock Journal,” show #
EXPLANATIONS WHY ENSILAGE MUS

Many farmers and others came
}Jroeel of filling the Silo with the gre
odder ; nearly all declared that i
spoil, mould, heat, and rot. Sevey
‘‘Iguess you will have a fine lot of
before winter.” I replied, ** Gentll
will not spoil at all ; it will not even
will come out just as good feeding s
is fow, and I think better.”

None of them believed a word I sai
lain to be seen. They were certain

t of my ‘ new-fangled notions
g:ove a wmilete failure, and they

ve the laugh on me this time.
deavoured to cheer me up by say
*“ even if it did not work well for the
I intended, the Silos would be a capi
to store fruit in, so that it won’t be

any way.”

%hn{md of talk had been goin
several days, and was, I confess, ge
be rather monotonous. One day any
well-meaning but incredulous neigi
farmers were nt. They knew ng
agticultural chemistry, or the phils
its preservation ; but I made up my|
would convj them that the g
fodder woul, keep instead of rotting
fore I said, ** You think it will heat
doyou?”—“Yes. I am afraid it w
they, each and all.”—* Now, I
won’t do any such thing.” *Why
Wwhat makes you think so?” they a
knew that I might quote M. Goffa
the agriculs scientists in the
them till doomsday, and it would hav

TeSsion on their minds, so I took
ustrations. Said I, *“ Why doesn’t
horse-manure heat when it is left 1n £}
all winter under the feet of thel
until it three or four feet deep)
M. e manure heat when it
winter in sheep-folds, and becom
and a hallf to two feet deep ?’—* Be
1s trod down so solid, the air can’t g
16— Just so ! that is the reason &
fodder won't heat and spoil : it is * trd
80 solid that the air can’t get into i
Joined. This was rather a staggere
$here anything which is quicker to he
1t has a chance than horse or sheep m
I asked. ‘“No-0-0,” they reluctan
mitted. ““ Now see here,” said I : *
You all noticed in the spring, wheny
getting out your hog-manure, that ¥
came across, in the bottom of thd
buried under the manure, potato-viy
weeds which had been thrown into
the fall before, that were just as g
uwhexi they were first pulle
the ground ?” They all replied,

Ve,
“ My Ensilage w
S 1 . I trample 1t do
asibis put in the Silos, cover it ¥
straw, then floor it over with plank,
$ a foot in debth of cobble-s
ies Which will press it down s
s m& can then get i
3 gases in will be con
being forced out byythe weight.
1t cannot heat any more than the h
manure can when it istrodd
Compactly.” They were silenced.
§ 8oon. one old farmer who k
of good, hard, sound sens
llowly looked round, and sti
rately said, “By Horn, I've
mymind! I believe it will keep.
have to feed it all out before the
to get warm in the spring
you*—¢t No,” I replied : *“ the outs
X ‘has nothing to do with its
ile of horse or sheep manu
*burn’ if it lies up loose so thatj
&t it in the winter, be it ever
badly as in the hottest dajs




