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her sister and gran father‘s brothor. They 
DI SepininterodaWhesuse I know of her want to know whether you have had 
previous marriage D: A haven’t seon her, any or all of the following diseases, etc., 
irst husband. And at buy and all rates. But when did a life insurance company 
Burgoyne is rich, and will prove a gold ever think to ask about your clear con 
mine to us. We’ll compell the woman science, cheerful heart, your business 

success, your amiable domestic relations, 
faith, and all the rest that go to make

begenw Appertain and wodrrins. Her 
hears best within herlis Adl Ms She. felt that she could Co PIuFurthen WM, 
out a brief rest ; and how could she rest 
with her enemies upon her track; 1and 
but a few rods behind her? Her recent

that il would not be tisse E, 
TV 
Gil S. door, 4

EDDY’SSEABCH 
A BRAVE BOY’S BATTLE.

TINA GROWS DESPERATE.
The life of poor Tins atthe Barker 

ranche was, as may be supposed from its 
ominous commencement, a life of bond-

Tina looked up from her task, treb- 
ling and eager. To, non 

‘‘Are—are you going to San Francicso, 
Mr. Barker?" she asked, F atimid, 
quivering voice.

"I b’lieve that’s what I said," was the 
answer.

"Won’t you find out about Eddy for 
me?" pleaded Tina, forgetting her fear 
of the brutal farmer for the moment.— 
“And about Iehabod too? Perhaps

siut she house to-d‘s actually her husband—maeried to 
to, meet’" ACThen are

po—aa

knew when he fill 
deadly unconscious

Jinb,315w $8561.00 990 Su "nraszee hut be not come in
.719(81 0 07S.10l‘Mrs: Buls"Ny one arm; 

goyes grasped the other.ur The lady 

seinrendugh mots to struggle, since, 
po-was impossible.dor

e’lk compels the woman 
to accept him as her husband, and our 
fortune’s made,”

guest.
“I h ve the I 
Bug -b

privations and hard toil had told upon 
her health, and she was weaker than she 
thought. 
- “Ob, God, don’t let them catch me !” 
she murmured, as her speed slackened. 
"Please let me die first and go to papa 
and mamma and Eddy. Don’t let them 
catch me!"

She stumbled into a brook which crossed 
the road at this point. How plainly she 
could hear her enemies and the dogs 
now ! A wild despair seized upon her. 
A stump fence inclosing a ranche from 
the high road across the brook. Tina 
tottered through the water toward it, 
crept under it, there being just light 
enough to enable her to find an open place 
under it, and hid herself upon the great 
projecting roots upon the inner side of 
the fence. siddaourove

iw nirthethan that which swelled the heart of
desolate little fugitive, as sh 
wearily on—she knew not when 

Mile after mile was compart

The men conducted her up to a rear 
chamber in the second story. It was 
furnished meagrely,“like a prison cell, 
e.There was a single bedstead, a carpet, 
a wash-stand with toilet-appurtenances, 
and one chair. The window was closely 
fitted with iron bars. Outside of these 
bars was • close wooden shutter, per- 
forated in its upper half to admit air and 
light. As no outlook from the room 
was afforded, this chamber was even 
gloomier than theveell at Dr. Bullet’s 
asylum from which Mrs. Buras had so 
cleverly escaped." a
- - Mrs.: Burns was ushered into this 
room. The three men followed her,

Mr. Barns’ clempe from the closely

sunshine or clouds in your life?
ten to anybody who tells you 
travel is uncongenial to your 

But if you enjoy it, then

a The younger Wiswell assented.
While the pair were thus speculating.age. She was required astir not 

ravel-T 

tation ot all her effort 
"My tame is Burns.. 
have heard Mr. Burgoy 
he has aumployed you to 
persper tions of mena 
ment. If you knew all.

Burgoyne was strolling along the street 
toward his lodgings, where Gazzam temper, 
awaited him.

daybreak, to prepare the frugal family 
breakfast, to wash dishes, to dress the 
five ill mannered, ill-tempered children, 
to cook, to wait upon her hard task mis- 
tress—to do, in short, en amount of work 
far beyond her strength. It is doubtful 
if Mrs. Barker could bave extracted a

dead—” ina knew Barnight worethey
"And p’raps Jacob Vellis isn’t Jacob 

Vellis!" eried the farmer gruffly.— 
"They’re dead and buried in Frisco Bay, 
long afore this!”

“Who is this Eddy ?" asked Mrs. 
Barker.

“A boy that picked the gal up at

was beating the bushes and holl 
beside the road, a and that sooner 
later he would overtake her. . Now:

VS 
OF/

travel is the best of medicines. An
He had gone but a few rods when he 

ran against a man who was coming from 
the direction in which he was going. In 
the collision the stranger received a 
smart blow in the face. A light was 
streaming from a window near by, and 
its rays fell upon the man, but his ap- 
pearance was totally unfamiliar to Bur- 
goyne, he seeming to be a Mexican. Yet, 
as he broke out into curses over his in- 
jury, Burgoyne started back, exclaiming:

invalid struggling for should not have 
any duties. The main business at such 
a time is to enjoy yourself Joy is a tonic 
above all. ,1

[More faith and less drugs; more 
sunshine in the open air, and less con 
finement in badly vent at. I rooms ; more 
resignation to the ingxitable, will prove 
far more curative than, pills plasters 
bitters, and the whole., paraphernalia 
of the pharmacopœa.]

b TALKING. •

shethen with a sudden desperation, 
for a little distance, but it was 
exhaust the little strength thats

7 ex 
le. Iwork from a stout 

, she managed to ob-
greater amount 
serving-woman( her. Her terrible march was I pt 

EK/ 
"71

behjen ( me." 
. “Ex etly,”: 

blandly aurTh
Panama, a young dare-devil that per- 

whom an adverse fate had thrown into sisted iorunnin’ his head into Vellis’s 
L-------------- T jaws continual, and that Vellis was

up, however, even if with de 
speed. Her feet began to feel

BINtain from the delicately reared child W di

and swollen. Her head.reeled; you were neve arriedher power..
From this life of slavish drudgery there 

seemed no escape. And yet the thought
was finally obliged to get rid on."

"I don’t know much more than I did 
before,” said Mrs. Barker viciously. 
What was the boy’s name? Who did 

he belong to?”. wee
"He belongs to himself, come out to 

find his father. His name—What wasit. 
Tiny ?"

"Eddy Bures," was the low answer.
"Burns? Any relation to the rich 

Burns down in the San Jose valley ?" 
asked Mrs. Barker. "Him that’s been 
‘lected Judge ?"

"Do’ know,” answered Barker. "It 
he is ‘Lonzo would help kill the young 
whelp. Lon and Judge Burns an’t 
friends by no means. You’ve heard 
how he cheated Lon out of a customer 
—as neat a pigeon as a man could wish 
to pluck ? That was over a year ago, 
when the judge wa’n’t really a judge, 
only called so, and when Lon kept a 
faro back out to the diggin’s.”

"I’ve heard of it," said Mrs. Barker. 
"If this boy comes of that breed be 
wants killing. It you go to Frisco to- 
morrow, why don’t you invite that new 
friend of your’n, Vellis, home with 
you ?"

"I will—”
Tina trembled convulsively, and a 

blue plate fell from her hands to the 
floor, breaking in pieces. 9.

With a cry of anger, Mrs. Barker 
sprang up and bounded toward her.

"That’s the way you earn your keep, 
is it?" cried the woman vindictively. 
"You’re going to begin to waste and 
break, are you? I’m to scrimp and 
save for you to throw away, am I? I’ve 
stood about enough of your fine-lady 
ways, and I mean to break you in; the 
sooner the better."

• She made a dash at Tina. The child

vision seemed blinded by 
fell thiekly and coldly.

A little after midnight.

mist to Mr. Burgoyne? money in
«Yes, there was,”

as I (
ed Mes. "Jacob Vellis, as I live ! And in dis-

“Hatt Burgoyno! And here ? cried 
" * a-nanement. “Hush ! Don’t 

name I How came you here? 
walk as we talk."

of flight haunted the poor young girl by

497 ed wed, 1 
The children and i 
her footsteps when

le was never allowr “barred cell.” He smiled grim 
saw that she would never he able her egress duktaedats ATT

he We have a profound respect for poo 
ple who talk sensibly and well—people 
who are certain that they h we something 
to say, and then express themselves in 
so ready and brief a n super as to excite 
our admiration and co-amand our res- 
peet. But there se as to be some 
difficulty in attaining t proper medium 
between a fluency of speech, which is ap

there to die. •h 
overed.

thetwo eurs dogged 
e strayed outside She had, lain there some minutes and 

was beginning to feel calmer and stronger, 
her heart lessening its deafening pulsa- 
tions, when her pursuers came up the 
the road, their tramp echoing through 
the lonely night. Tina quivered in 
every limb, and clung in a sort of frenzy 
to her retreat, resolving not to be torn 
from it in life.

"She went this way,” she heard Mrs. 
Barker crying out, as the pursuers 
approached. "I saw her making over 
the fence into the road. She’ll pay for 
this night’s work out of her wretched • 
skin—"

"I’ll take her in hand myself,” said 
Barker brutally. "She’s run, off for 
good, as she thinks. We’ll capture her 
long afore morning, and’ll set down the 
law to her in a manner as she can’t wipe 
out Little tiger-cat.

"I am clean tired out,” said Mrs. 
Barker, as she slackened her pace. "I 
can’t go a step further. You puff like a 
horse. Hod—"

"I am tired too," said Barker.— 
“Pawchy, you go back to the ranche 
and saddle two of the best horses. You’re 
to ride one. I’ll take the other.— 
Almiry, you go home. I’ll hurry on 
along the road, and Pawchy can over- 
take me with the horses."

"All right," said the virago. “Bat 
how them pesky dogs act!" she added, 
as the wretched curs began to sniff at 
the borders of the brook. “What ails 
’em?"

Mr. Barker replied by administering 
to each of the quadrupeds a kick that 
sent the animals flying toward home, 
yelping and howling. It had not 
occurred to him that the dogs could 
assist in the search, they being of a 
mongrel breed, and of a low order of 
canine intelligence. -0

Mrs. Barker reluctantly consented to 
return home, and departed with Pawchy. 
in the direction she had come. Her 
husband hurried down the road at a 
swinging pace.

face, a smile of unearthly sweet 
beauty. 44 J.1 1129.]

“Papa !” shea murmured 
“Mammal Eddy l"

And with those loved names on

sir, but it was untAly 
marriage but in name, 
upon the evening of that 
marriage, that my first 
only ht sband—still lived

“An 1 that you were a bi

as Cos 
I di ‘The room is safe enough. Doctor," 

he said.7 My wife has some money on 
her person. I do not care to remove it 
from her by violence, but it must be

he lower kitchen door-way. She shar- 
ed the miserable atsle with the five chil- 
dren, who soon, considering her only a 
“servant gal,” became her tormentors, 
making her life a burden to her. A life 
more wretched then this present exist- 
ence of Tins cannot be imagined.

The days came and went drearily. 
1 They were filed with bard toil, too hard 
.for the little slender frame to hear. The 

nights—the only time Tina had to her- 
self — were spent in tears and stifled sobs 
and prayers, with but small allowance of 
troubled sleep. Tins cleared one of the 
dingy panes that served as a window in 
the attic, and night after night she knelt 
by this window, looking up at the starry 
sky with clasped hands and eyes no full 
of piteous entreaty to Heaven that “the 
angles must have wept for her.

No wonder then that the slender figure 
grew yet slenderer, that the star-like face 
became yet paler, thinner, and intensely 
woeful in its expression, and that livid 
circles began to surround the hollow eyes 
whose glorious beauty no suffering could 
dim. Tins was fast fading to a shadow, 
and it seemed as if but s slight shock 
was needed to sever the chord which 
bound her to life, and which was become 
so fearfully attenuated.

Greatly to Hod Barker’s surprise. no 
actual collision occured between Tina 

.and his wife. Mrs. Barker was ernel, 
capricious, fiery-tempered and merciless, 

but her hand bad never yet inflicted a 
blow upon the little ringleted head. Tina 
was very silent, very submissive, work- 
ing ceaselessly, and even her exacting 

. task-mistress, continually as she railed 
at the child for her “dainty ways,” found 
no excuse for a violent assault upon her.

The days of this hard life were gath- 
ered into weeks, of which three were 
numbered, seeming to Tins like vast ages• 
She had never known years so long as 
these wretched weeks. Every bone in 
her small body sched. Her brief un- 
satisfactory slumbers failed to refresh 
her: And night and day, like a horrible 
brooding nightmare, weighed upon her 
soul her terrible anxieties and grief for 
the supposed fates of Eddy and Ichabod 
Gorse.

At last came to Tina the day and the 
evening upon which, all noknown to her, 
her father, so strangely recovered from 
his illness, and so full of anxieties for 
her, landed with Mrs. Burns upon the 
dock at San Francisco. A strange rest- 
lessness pervaded the child’s movements. 
It was as if some scerat sympathy with 
her father was stirring the stagnant cur- 
rents of her being.

A little after dusk, she strolled out of 
doors, into the mist and the gloom. Her 
dusky ringlets all uncovered, were soon 
damp and clinging. She shivered under 
her worn garments, end looked up at the 

1 dark sky with wild, inquiring eyes.
"I can’t stand this much longer," she 

murmured pitecusly. "I’d like to go 
away somewhere and die. But they 
watch me so, I cannot get away. Ob, 
God, have pity on a poor little girl who 
has no friends!”

The prayer was on her lips when one 
of the wretched ours ran out to her, leap- 
ing up at her with snapping jaws. Tine 

retreated toward the house. At the 
same moment the coarse voice of Mrs. 
Barker called out angrily:

"Here, you Tiny, you come in here. 
That basket of mendio’s to be done, and 
the dishes an’t washed out. Come, or 
I’ll come out and help you jo !"
:Tina ran into the house. Barker had 
just finished his supper, and was smoking 
his pipe. He had [been upon a journey 
that day to a ranche in the same county, 

- where he had bought stock. He had 
arrived home late, but in a good humor 
for him, and Pawchy was tak ing care of 
the stock which Barker had driven home 
with him.

Ties got out the big dish pan, and 
proceeded to wash the dishes. • She mov- 
ed swiftly and silently. Barker watched 
her under his heavy brows, while Mrs. 
Barker sat down in her rocking-chair 
and began to rock violently, her favorite 

• employment when she was out of temper. 
. “I made a pretty good spec. to day," 
v observed Barker, without removing his 

pipe. "Johnson had got into difficulties 
and needed money, so I jewed him down 
on the stock to the lowest notch. Ireck- 
on the cattle’s wuth three times as much 
as I paid for ’em. Takes me to make a 
bargain.”

"You must be laying up lots of money; 
Hod,” said his wife, in an aggrieved tone. 
"But it’s little benefit I get out of it. 
It’s slave, slave, slave, from morning till 
night—”

“I notice you don’t do much slavin’ 
sicne Tiny come,” said Barker coolly. 
“She moves around right s pry !"

“You didn’t suppose I was goin to 
keep her like a lady, I hope,” retorted 
Mrs. Barker. "I calo’late to get the 
worth of her keep. But she’s dretful 
trying with her dainty ways. She’s 
never had no briogin’ up. Didn’t know 
nothing about cooking bor sewing, nor 
nothing. I’ve had to tench her every-

rsoftly
EFFECTS OF THE WIND ON THE BODY.

Medical works contain many curious 
facts in regard to the power of the mind

12,her lips.
? Then, 

would be 
e of big- 
ured she 

nd very

Tina staggered heavily, and fell forward 
in the wet road, her arms extended. her 
sweet eyes shut, a merciful uneoncions- 
ness enwrapping her senses.

And only a mile down the road was 
her brutal pursuer, dismounted, and 
carrying a lantern, employed in bent- 
ing every bush and hollow by the road- 
side, in his quest for the little fugitive!

IN A WORSE STRAIT THAN EVER.
The astonishment of Mrs. Burns, to 

whom we will now return, when the man 
who had held open the door of her car- 
riage sprang in beside her, and the 
vehicle rolled rapidly from the San 
Francisco docks, amounted to a positive 
stupefaction. For a moment she could 
neither think nor speak. Then, with a 
conviction of her peril, she made a quick, 
wild spring toward the door. At the 
same moment the cold muzzle of a pistol 
was pres ed against her temple, and a 
harsh, peremptory voice exclaimed:

“Not a word—not a movement ! If 
you wish to preserve your life. Madam, 
you will resign yourself to the situation."

Mrs. Burns sank back upon her seat, 
and the carriage rolled on beyond the 
region of the dock lights into the gloomy 
streets of the city.

"Your name is Mrs. Burns is it not?" 
the lady’s captor inquired presently.

“What differences does it make to you 
whom I am?" cried Mrs. Burns, in a 
passionate voice. "Who are you? 
What means this “outrage upon my 

liberty
A. smile, distinctly seen in the dim rays

rendered useless to her. You must have 
a keeper for her whom she cannot 
bribe—"

“I have thought of that,” said the 
Doctor. “My wife will wait upon Mrs. 
Burgoyne, Your lady might as well 
plead to a rock, or endeavour to bribe 
a tigress, as to plead to Mrs. Wiswell. 
She knows all about insane people. She 
was the matron of the asylum which Dr. 
Bullet and I kept together out in new 
Jersey. All the female lunatics, violent 
as they might be, used to cower before 
Mrs. Wiswell. She is utterly devoid of 
all feminine weaknesses, and is peculiar- 
ly fitted by nature to take charge of an 
insane asylum. Isoften tell her,” added 
the Doctor, “that she should have been a

if you fere not insane you ‘ 
liable the prosecution on charg 
amy? Very singular,” mure 
elder Viswell, “Ak, yes, a 
interes ing.” 3 2

Mrs. Burns’ cheeks flamed with a 
sudden scarlet. zu r

“Mr Burgoyne deceived me, telling 
me the my husband was dead,”’ she said.

on the conditions of the body. It is 
shown that the mind may kill and that , 
it may cure. Readers have heard of copiousness, 
cases where, through intense fear the difficulty of express

to lead to an excess re and (tiresom: 
or that languor. ahi

which causes

those of quick and bu 7 ideas to shun.hair had turned gray in the night. A 
criminal under sentence death Was 
told by his keeper that it would lessen 
the pains and agonies of dying to be 
bled, and permission having been obtain- 
ed from the authorities by physicians to 
experiment on the convict, the day ap- 
pointed for his execution was set for 
their experiments. The man was infor- 
med that, instead of hanging, he would 
be bled to death, and the dreadful pros- 
pect may be very properly supposed to 
have penetrated his soul. When the 
time arrived, preparations were commen- 
enced as for the execution. Buckets 
were brought, as if to hold the blood, 
and surgical instruments were exhibited 
to the gaze of the wretched man. Being 
assured there would be no great pain 
connected with the opening of a vein or 
artery, and that he would die gradually 
and without struggle, he was stretched 
on a table and an arm made bare. A 
watch was placed so near that he could 
hear it tick, and he was informed that 
in so many minutes after applying the 
lancet he woald cease to breathe. His 
eyes were then tightly bandaged, buckets 
set in position, and the lancet—was not

as they would the plag tie, person lie - 
ed therewith. The f mer is g call, 
the accompaniment of youth, the latte• 
that, of age. There is no doubt that a I 
such peculiarities are, in a great measure, 
depeud • on the taler ‘s and” character 
of me: “Finals ; and that the % are su - 
ceptible of correction cannot be denies

The gift of speech Sy one of the dis- 
tinguishing endowments of man, ant 
one his most important duties is it 
regulation. To man alone is given this 
wonderful faculty. Yet, like every othe r 
gift, it is capable of being misused an I 
when abused, it is characterized in scrip- 
ture, as being in itself a "world of in- 
iquity." "Words," says a celebrat 1 
writer, “are the only things -that never 
perish—words endure while kingdoms 
vanish and generations pass away."

There is a great deal of vain, thought- 
less useless conversation, yielding no 
possible good to the speaker or hearer, 
and it is dangerous for us to accustom 
ourselves to such conversation for it 
will cetainly exert a very po rnicious in 
fluence on the mind. There is also a 
great deal of censorious talking, and this 
is a still worse example of the abuse of 
speech. An evil uttered against a young 
man may affect all his relations _in 
life ; an. y destroy frien ships in which, 
his ffections and his hopes were cei red 
and cool the love of the nearest and 
dearest he has known on earth.

It shor’d be the aim of all, and 
especially of the young, to gu rd against 
vain, thoughtless, useless conver- 
sation; against slander and meddling 
with the affairs others. We should 
endeaver to make our conversation at all 
times cheerful, pleasant and profitable, 
and to do this we have only to deal in 
that which St. Paul m ntions as "Sound 
speech that cannot be condemned.”

We have lately seen a letter from a 
gentleman occupying a high position in 
British Columbia, in which after giving 
a gratifying account of the condition of 
affairs in that portion of the Dominion, 
and also expressing the gratification 
which the people of British Columbia feel 
at the position assumed by this country 
in reference to the Treaty of Washing- 
ton, the writer says:

This is a wonderful country, .The 
climate is more valable than its gold. 
Mr. Dewe and Marcus Smith are enrap- 
tured. No hot days and nights, cold 
enough all the year round to warrant the 
use of blankets. Think of your tossing 
and sweltering under a sheet in sumder 
in Ottawa. The railway parties are all 
at work, the last, und r Mr. Smith, has 
gone up the west coast to poor Wadding- 
ton’s old camp, where his party was mur- 
dered. No difficulty is now apprehend 
ed and the Indians are not likely to mol- 
est them. The appointments made at 
the instance ofcthe British Columbia 
members by your cabinet, have, so far, 
given general satisfaction. Although a 
strong leaven of Gritism exists, still the 
course pursued by the Dominion Minis- 
try has quenched the fire of opposition, 
if it has not fairly crashed out every 
spark of life in the adhe ents of the Globe;* 
They all’relied upon th it journal for sup- 
port, hence, imagine t eir disgust and 
disappointment when assailed their in- 
terests for mere party purposes.

The dismal plain 0. Satory continues 
to be soaked with bl d. A horrible 
scene lately occurred t the ex ntion 
of two felons—Band on and Rogillae. 
Both men swore they would not have 
their eyes bandaged, would look 
death in the face. When they were 
forcibly blindfolded at last, they tore the 
cloths violently off and pushed the 
soldiers away. A corres) ondent says 
the scone was shocking and unpar lleled. 
The unhappy wretches were at last over- 
powered by sheer numbers, and not only 
blinded, but forcibly lashed with strong 
cords to the posts. They were shot 
almost to pieces, yet, so firmly had they 
been tied, that their bodies remained 
perfectly unmoved as they had been 
placed. Both men rudely. repulsed the 
priests who sought to counsel them, and 
both smoked pipes and" sang songs 
almost to the last. •

A FAMOUS ROSE TREE.-A corres- 
pondent of the Ceylon Observer calls 
attention to a famous rose tree growing 
on the Oorageli estate, Hantanne dis- 
trict. He says it is “eighty feet in cir- 
cumference, fifteen feet high, and is 
bearing at present at least two thousand 

roses.”,
Grace Marks, for many years confined 

in the Kingston Penitentiary, for poison- 
ing, is to be released, the condition being 

perpetual banishment,
A man named Morrell has been ar- 

rested in. Toronto, charged with having 
murdered a girl named Rebecca Moss, 
in March last.

What is the best wood for cradles? 

Rock purple. a ,

«I belived him. I married hi theheving myself - 
erime, f erime i

widow. His was
a was, in that second

marriag e, for he knew that my husband

still lived, and I did not know it. I 
have c-me to California to seek my 
husband. Hart Burgoyne has followed 
me, with intent to recapture me. I am 
sane, sir, as sane as you are?

“Ind ed ! I should scarcely have 
though it,’ said the elder doctor, in his 
sleek, a ken voice. “Have you ever been 
confined in a lunatic asylum?"

"Yes ; but the keeper of it was merely 
a confederate of Burgoyne—a charlatan, 
who woold do anything for money.”

“Ah You refer, perhaps, to Doctor 
Levi B llet ?” - I

Ide. Burgoyne told of him—"
"I know him well, said the elder Wis- 

well stily. "I was his partner and 
associat "for years in New Jersey, where 
we kep a retreat for the mentally afflict- 
edy- Dctor Bullet is my correspondent, 
and my friend 1”•,‘
-Mrs. Burns heart sank in her bosom 
like lead. Libin

man.
"I shall be quite at my ease, if Mrs. 

Wiswell will consent to take charge of 
my unfortunate wife,” said Burgoyne. 
"I have procured lodgings near here. 
Doctor, in order to be at hand, I should 
like to disguise my man Gazzam—he 
remembers you well, having been in your 
employ in New Jersey—and place him 
in your family as an additional guard 
against Mrs. Burgoyne’s escape.”

"Certainly, Mr. Burgoyne,” respond- 
ei the elder Wiswell. “If you choose 
to board your man in my house, at your 
own expense, I am quite willing. We 
cannot take too many precautions. You 
will observe that I have had a wicket

hastily retreated, her eyes fleshing, 
cheeks burning, her bosom heaving.

“Don’t you dare to touch me!‘

her

applied, though the skin was slightlyput ip the door ? I take every precau- 
ton for the safety of my charge as, you 
doubtless observe. But why do you dis- 

— straw over his arm ir

she
pricked and & little stream of warm 
water was permitted to trickle through: a

cried, her spirit roused at last, throwing 
her little head back in childish haughti- 
ness. "No one ever struck me a blow 
in all my life, and no one shall now!"

"If no one has, it’s time they did!" 
exclaimed Mrs. Barker. "I didn’t 
know you had so much spirit, but I’ll 
break it if I have to kill you.”

Again she made a dart at Tina, her 
fingers bent like claws. The child re- 
treated around the table, her eyes flashing 
yet more brightly, her face paler, but 
the pure, lovely features growing sterner 
in their expression of haughtiness and 

command.
"I warn you not to put your hands 

on me!" panted Tina. "I will not bear 
a blow. Back, woman—"

"Woman!" repeated Mrs. Barker, 
almost choking with rage.

Barker laughed mockingly. He en- 
joyed the scene. He watched every 
change in the small, spirited face with a 
keen relish.

"I guess ye’ve got your match at last, 
Almiry,” he exclaimed, pushing his chair 
to the farther corner of the hearth. 
"You two can fight it out to-gether. 
Regular little spitfire, isn’t she. Own 
up beat, old woman—"

"Never!" gasped Mrs. Barker. "Beat 
by a child that I can crush with one 

hand? I haven’t got my ‘match’ neither. 
Hodges Barker, as I’ll show you. I’ll 
take the eassy streak out of the girl. 
Where’s that black whip of your’n —the 
big horsewhip?"

"It’s on the shelf yonder," said Bar- 
ker, still laughing. "Ye’ll have a tassle, 
1 reckon, to use it—"

"We’ll see,” muttered the virago, her 
small soul tossed with rage and a sudden 
hatred of the wronged child. "I’ll make 
her dance juby, sure’s my name is 
Almiry Barker. I feel as if I could kill 
her !"

She moved toward the shelf upon 
which the heavy black whip reposed, 
pushing the table toward the hearth in 
a manner to impede Tina s flight, should 
she be seized with a desire to flee. The 
table upon one side, and her wiry figure 
completely blocked the way to the open 
door. Tina looked up in the woman’s 
pitiless face one moment, and marked 
its venomous, raging expression.

As Mrs. Barker neared the shelf, her 
arm outstretched to seize the whip, 
Tina made a sudden spring forward, 
bent down her little head, and darted 
like a bird under the woman’s arm.- 
She bounded to the door, and out into 
the yard. The virage swooped after 
her, screaming out maledictions and 
horrible threatenings.

With these ringing in her ears, Tina 
crossed the door yard, leaped the fence 
into a fifty acre pasture lot, and went 
flying through the mist and the might, 
not knowing whither she went, not 
earing, only that she caesped from her 
terrible persecutors.

Mrs. Barker rushed after her with 
the yelping eurs. Hod Barker dashed 
down his pipe, and joined in the pursuit. 
Pawchy, who had finished herding the 
new cattle, was summoned by the wild 
outery, also gave chase.

On and on went Tina like some 
winged creature, as it seemed. Her 
deadly terror lent her strength and fleet- 
ness. Her little body was so light that 
she appeared to move like a spirit.— 
Over the fifty acre lot to the road—over 
the “worm fence”—down along the road, 
and away to the southward she ran, 
crossing one or more brooks, the cold 
mist penetrating her garments, . her feet 
wet, her soul in a wild tumult. And 
after her came the pursuers, nerved with

“I Ive seen bullet’s certificates of 
your in anity, and also chose of the other 
physicius, as well as the magistrate’s, 
warran for your commitment to an asy: 
lum for the insane. I am perfectly con- 
vinced f your irresponsible

the hneket Heguise Gazzam ?"
«There was a gentleman on the steamer

of the carriage lamp, fluttered 
man’s lips. iste
"I know you, Mrs. Burns,”

over the
soon began to grow faint. lie and 
notified him of the ex piration of the first 
five minutes, holding the watch still

who undertook the championship of my 
insane wife, not suspecting her malady. 
He may institute a search for her.”

he said.
although you do not choose 14 declare 
your identity. I have not studied your 
likeness for nothing—”

"My likeness!" eried the lady, her 
astonishment deepening to amazement.

nearer his ear, while .e warm water 
continued to trikle down the arm into 
the bucket below. To make a long s ry 
short, we may state that the culprit died 
almost at the moment set by the physi- 
cians and surgeons, whithout losing a 
single drop of blood, and without any 
hurt, save through the imagination or 
mind.’

Another two convicts, also under sen 
tence of death, were told that they must 
occupy apartments in the prison in 
which two culprits had just died of yel- 
low fever, and that the probabilities 
were they, too, would die before morning. 
There had been no such death from 
yellow fever, nor from any other epide- 
mic, but the poor, frightened fellows gave 
up the ghost, as predicted, before the 
morning.

Any number of similar cases have 
been described. There is no end to the 
“wonderful cures" effected by bran- 
bread pills, colored water, etc., in which 
the only potent agent was that of the 
mind kills and it cures. Hopefulness, 
cheerfulness, courage, a clear conscience, 
honesty, and faith, will work miracles 
almost in the way of restoring lost vital- 
ity and lost heath.

Here are paragraphs from Hearth and 
Home on the “Mind Cure,” which are 
in point: The finest curative agency in 
the world is the mind of the patient. 
We do not mean to say that you can 
cure cores and bunions by resolving 
to dispense with them, or that you can 
restore your lungs after disease has de- 
stroyed them by having a cheerful tem- 
per, or that a cancer can eradicated by a 
hopeful heart. The “Mind Cure" is not 
warranted to act as a specific for every- 
thing. But there is no medicine that is 
susceptible of such a variety of uses ra 
this. There is no disease in which the

Your o h words prochifa you of unset- 
tied mi d. No woman in her senses

“I defy him and all the city police to 
find her,” said the senior Wiswell. "I 
will be on my guard. Shall we go be-would proclaim herself a bigamistl" 

“Qu stion me on any or all subjects,
sir,” said Mrs. Burns, with a desperate He took up the light which his son had 

“You asked that before. Madam, and calmness. "I will prove myself sane if 
•you we1 give me a chance. 2**

son qu stion me"- EW 
decline to do

When the little fording place, was 
again deserted, Tina sat upright upon 
a projecting root oof the stump,fence. 
She was quite calm now, and very 
resolute. i 10.89 c 

"What shall I do ?1‘ she thought.
"I’ can’t stay here. I can’t

low ?""Where have you seen it? Who—who 
are you ?” I

carried, and withdrew into the hall. The 
door was locked upon the prisoner, andI will reply to the question. I am Doc- 

tor Wiswell junior, at your service.”’
Jour

the elder Doctor opened the little barredrydesl-idoer erplajiiss the the
“You are a doctor ?" exclaimed Mrs: 

Burns, scarcely relieved by the announce-
back captive could be watched through it, 

and her meals ‘ passed in to her between 
the bars. • 1 78

“I will rejoin you downstairs in a few 
minutes. Doctor,” said Burgoyne, when 
the Doctor had concluded his exposition. 
“Set down the light on the little hall 
table. I have a word to say in private 
to my wife.”

The two doctors hastened downstairs.

doctor colly
of your insanity.’,”...I

Mrs. Burns wrung her hands silently.
“Sh il that wicked man always 

triumph?” she murmured. "Oh, sirs, 
will yo 1 abet Burgoyne in his crimes? 
I have . husband some where in this

past the ranche, for the dogs would fly 
out at me, and Mrs. Barker would find 
me. I must keep on in the very way

to her betweenment. I—I thought you were some 
desperado. Why have you seized upon 
me thus ?"

"All that will be explained to you by
Mr. Barker is going, cl can hide from 
him and Pawchy if I hear them 
it is certainly the safest plan.

She waited a little while, gathering

omis. crimes?my father," was the reply. "I am acting 
under my father’s directions. I warn 
you. Madam, that a perfect quietness of ( State who will reward you better for any 
9 kindoes to me- than Burgoyne will

reward you for your wrong-do r.“W won’t, disouss the suuject Mrs.
Burgoyne,” was the elder Wiswell’s taking up the lamp and holding 
response, “At the 6 request of your 
deeply stricken husband, I have taken 
you w der my charge, with the hope of 
curing you• 1your singular hallucina- 
tions. Constant care and unremitting 
attent on will be given to your unhap py 
case. I—” H.TL

At this juncture a quick tread was 
heard on the strees walk. ,Then stepe 
were heard on the porch of the doctor’s 
residence, and a quick pull at the house

strenth, until Pawchy, well mounted, 
had passed her hiding-place with a led 
horse. Then she crept out from the 
heavy shadows, stole under the fence 
again, forded the brook to the road, 
and plodded on at a quick walk in the 
very steps of her pursuers.

After half an hour’s continued ex- 
ertion, the little steps began to flag 
again, but Tina dared not stop to rest. 
The small feet moved uncertainly, and 
the breathing again became hurried and 
panting, and the bright eyes gleamed 
with a pitiful expression, but Tina 
staggered bravely on. She would rather 
die she repeated to herself mournfully, 
than be taken back to the Barker ranche. 
Life such as she had there endured was 
only a living death.

After an hour’s toil, she could go no 
further without a rest. She crept into 
a little hollow by the road side, in the 
midst of tall reed like grasses, and lay- 
ing her hot head down upon the wet 
soil, she said her prayers, finding a 
vague comfort in doing so. And then, 
weary unto death, faint and toil-worn, 
she dropped of into a doze. The tail 
creeping reeds, swayed with every 
breath of wind, drooped over her, drop- 
ping rain upon her pale young face and 
and shut eyelids. The slow heavy mist 
growing thicker and heavier, fell down 
around her like a black shroud. The 
wind swept by with a meau that sounded 
like the sob of some sorrowing angel.— 
One might have fancied that the girl’s 
dead mother was bending over her in 
anguish.

For an hour Tina lay as if dead.— 
Then the sound of ringing hoofs startled 
her from her slumber, and she opened 
her eyes and listened. The pursuers 
were returning toward the ranche.

"The little wretch has played a game 
on us,” Barker was saying loudly and 
angrily. "She’s either gone the other 
road toward Frisco, or she’s hiding by 
the road-side, or has crept back to the 
shelter of our stables. You must go on 
the Frisco road, Pawchy. Search care- 
fally. I’ll set my wife to hunting around 
the ranche. and I will come over this 
road again with a lantern, and search 
every nook and hollow. Curse the 
night. Its so dark

The pair swept on at a furious pace.
"I guess I’d better be hurrying on,” 

murmured Tina, as the sound of hoots 
died away in the distance. “They’ll 
find me here.”

She crept out from her damp covert 
and resumed her flight. C

demeanor will best serve you in this ex-
/tremity. If you have anything to say, 

my father will hear it."
A dozen questions thronged to the lips 

of Mrs. Burns, but she held her silence, 
trying to think. She was at no loss to 
decide whose hand, concealed as it was, 
had delt this cowardly blow in the dark. 
She had felt a conviction, since the 
steamer California had passed the crip- 
pled Golden Gate, that Burgoyne would 
reach San Francisco in advance of her- 
self, but the idea had given her little 
uneasiness. Relying upon the protec- 
tion of Mr. Perry, she had given her 
anxieties to the winds employing her 
mind in pleasant anticipations of a 
reunion with her loved ones.

And now, as a deadly terror of her 
enemy seized upon her, she strove to 
regain and to maintain her calmness, as 
her only hope of vindicating herself from 
the charge of insanity which had no 
doubt been preferred against her.

“Burgoyne is here," she thought. 
"He has told his story to some doctor, 
and procured my arrest in this manner, 
at the moment of my arrival at the docks, 
I shall be taken before this Doctor Wis- 
well senior, and an examination of my 
mental condition will be made. This 
doctor is quite likely to be a respectable 
practitioner. I will tell him my story, 
and enlist his sympathies. There can- 
not be two Dr. Bullets.”

She did not speak again until the 
carriage drew up before the residence 
of Dr. Wiswell senior, in Vallejo street. 
Her companion then said to her, in a 
suppressed voice :

“If you cry out, or make an attempt 
at escape, I will proclaim you a mad 
woman. Your only chance of recovering 
your liberty is in passing my father’s 
examination successfully.‘

He opened the door and leaped out. 
Taking Mrs Burns’ hand, he assisted her 
to the ground. Owing to the darkness 
and the mist, the street was deserted. 
There was no one, therefore, to see the 
couple, as, motioning the driver to go on, 
the younger Dr. Wiswell drew the lady’s 
arm firmly within his and led her up the 
house steps. If she had tried to escape 
from his grasp, her efforts would have 
been vain. Nothing remained to her 
but to meet the ordeal prepared for her.

The house door opened at their apt 
prosch. The young man led his captive 
into the ball, closed the door, locking it, 
and conducted Mrs. Burns into the 
parlor. A lamp was burning brightly 
here. D." Wiswell senior was standing 
in the room in a lounging attitude. He 
enine forward to meet them, bowing 
deeply to.Mis. Barns. :_ 
The lady looked sharply around her 
for Burgoyne. As the reader knows, he 
waiting at the dock to meet Gazzam 
and to conduct the min to his lodgings 
Mrs. Baras was alone with they tw, 
doctors, and her spiriterose anshe fancle

Burgoyne put his face close to the wicket.
it so

that its rays penetrated within the 
chamber. Mrs. Burns was still stand-
ing, her face turned to the door. She 
was not so despairing as Burgoyne would 
have wished to see her, but as he studied 
the expression of her sorrowing eyes 
he began to experience a thrill of satis- 
faction.

“Julis,” he said softly, his face glow- 
ing, “you are in a desperate situation— 
far worse than your imprisonment at 
Dr. Bullet’s mad-house. You won’t setbell f llowed. 4 :The elder Wiswell signed to his son fire to this house. You can’t bribe the

She’s ait doctor’s wife. I’ve seen her.----- 
personal perfect Hecate. The sight of her day 
,after day will drive you actually mad. 

She has no more heart than a fish. She

to go to the door.
The young man, who was in, 

appearance a second edition of his father, 
obeyed, going to the door. 4
A minute later he returned with Hart

Burgoyne.
Tl e latter was disguised by the loss of

is to exercise a constant surveillance over 
you through, this wicket. The Doctor 
prescribes for you a diet of bread and 
water. How long will your courage hold 
out on that? Courage’ is a matter of

his k eard, and by the addition of a gray 
wig, and for an instant Mrs. Burns 
scarely knew him. But his 
eyes as they rested upon her 
reco nition, assured her of his

He approached her, holding 
han . She recoiled before him.

4 My dear wife," he said, with a hy- 
poe itical whine, “is it thus we meet 
aga n? My poor Julia—” 00012: 

Sir?” oried Mrs. Burns haughtily, 
her cheeks flaming. “You need not 
ado ress me in that manner. ‘I am not 
your wife.” -...12 dabs •

You hear. Doctor?” asked Burgoyne

sinister 
in joyful 
identity.

physical strength, and strength 
ter of beef. I am really a
Julia. Your wretched of—acy will

is a mat- 
for you. state of the body.

Physicians prescribe travel and sani- 
taris,; they send one man to Dinnesota 
and to Florida, without the C 
ament of the man into account.

out his prove your destruction. : I am sot natu- 
rally a bad man. or ou could mould 
into the best man in the world. Why 
maintain your perversity? Why persist 
in the chimera about Burns? Nik-wine 
make up your mind to reward 
tion and constancy ?"1

«Monster IRL breathed Mrs. Burns.

temper-me We
have seen a man, acting as chief of police 
in St. Paul, who had been carried ashore 
from she steamboat on stretchers, so far 
was ho reduced by hemorrhages. Clim- 
ate? Yes, and more than climate.— 
Doubtless the man was of a hearty tem- 
perament, and enjoyed the new and 
strange scenes about him. We have seen 
a hundred invalids in the same climate 
pine for home and older civilizations, 
and die of nostalgia. Let it be under- 
stood that no invalid is benefited by a 
climate when he stays in a place an hour 
after that stay is enjoyable. If you are 
an invalid, arrage your life 80 that it 
may be restful and happy to you and 
then enjoy it. We recall a man, a bridge 
builder, who carried his composition 
over bleak and snowy prairies, who slept 
in cold beds in frontier taverns, coughing

Why not
ny devo-

insult a helpless 
cowardly 
of you a

“How dare you se 1 
woman? It needs only this

seness to add to my hatredpa netically. “She denies that I am her 
hu band, and yet you saw our marriage 
ce; tificate. My poor, afilieted bride!” 

‘Poor, demented creature !" lamented
th older. "It is very sad.’ Ith

“It seems to me,” said Mrs. Burns, 
Ehat you are all playing a part. 
d man d my liberty. I am no lunatic. 
Take me before a magistrate—’’

“And expose your—infirmity to an 
tsympathizing world?” cried Burgoyne, 
with apparent fervor,” ” “Never I No, 

ulia, I shall not forget that I am your

boundless contempt l"
Burgoyne’s cheeks dpshedrily, he
"You are not hopeless yet, 

muttered grimly. “You think that your 
boy has found his father. Suppose he
has? Suppose he has- gone 
Riverton 7oq He will hear the 
stories of your marriage there, 
you have fled to California. Before he 
can get back to San Francisco,

east—to 
various 

and that
you and 

I will have left it, without leaving a 
trace behind us. You have driven me 
desperate, and I am ready to do desperate all night, who built bridges and drove 

business when his lungs were wasted 
-4 said that he was happy at

usband, and I will protect your name 
nom all aspersions, w You desire to pro- 
laiw. youreelf a bigamist, to exchange 
our comfortable asylum for rison? “Impossible In soil

deeds. Once more—you refuse to live 
with me? ad colt

"Coward! Villain1" was the indig- 
nant response.

“Such as I am, I am your husband," 
said Burgoyne. “When you give in,1 
shall know it-a Indeed, L!dare. 1L 
shall visit yog often. Allow aMo "i.h. 
when a nsekidg Wueer,he took his 063 
parture, going downstairs with his light.

A few minutes later he left the house.

work, and that work kept him alive. 
And it did. Year after year he managed 
to spin out his broken life, happy always, 
and making all about him happy, until 
he beame a walking miracle. At last 
came the catastrophe, and he died. If 

your business amuses you, and you are 
sneeceding, and you can keep your tem- 
par happy, then there is no better medi- 
cine.: But he who has a distasteful 
business, and who has not the will or 

slip s himse if te it, indlood he bo 

Jomire-insufance companies thum your 
ribs and listen to the whispers of your 
hearksio They ask about your father and your grandfather and your mothe’re

felon’s
doctors, 
but all 
thy as

to theMrs. Burns
threatened, reasoned, entreated

t.erThevato
tits then Ballet, IF dla 

__ is of 
war. and) be

net take 
het utters

-As the 
to die ont

There was no hope in her heart —no 
thought save that wild instinct of flight. 
A face more sorrowingnever looked up 
to Heaven than hers. Eyes more 
despairing never glowed through the 
night. All that the human soul can 
know of misery Tina knew, and as she

HIreek m she had to learn ‘thout 
much teachin’,” said Barker. "I think 
of goin’ to Frisco to-morrow, Almiry,”

re began Wiswell

M bo
V1121 —“The woman up stairs is no more 

isfahe than I am!” said the younger 
i Wiswell, when he found hirnself’ "alone 

in the pariorl with his father ar, obast 7 
«True, my son,” said his father, with 

speculative look, bout one can’s he 
jerticulanin all these nattered Burgoyne

said. 3 aoD’O adot noHhatred, and a longing for yenseance 
Te cries of her emsmios nod the

barking of the curs goaded her on when ___....
__ her steps would have flagged. But the the mist through whose gloom her 

little steps faltered, the quick light tread father was at that moment staggering in

he added, changing the subject abruptly. 
“I’ll fetch yo a new gown, and the 
gad yo went. It there anythin”

“If there was, ‘I nn’t likely 1 should 
get it,” snapped the woman.

O“h will, GhP-yO-PP-59-r.0000 
Mrs. Bürgoyne. Asahel, lead the "97 
mood anongh sotke pot micw-je 
the JAfSPChI: 4 Hurv I“gnot” right. •

plodded on through the chilling miston
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