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A few months ago the city of Cera, Vene- 
yidby

What is it makes a woman ?
A wealth of wavy hair,

A brow of Parian whiteness.
And eyes like diamonds rare?

Is it cheeks that shame the roses, 
And lips like cherries, red,

With teeth of pearly beauty 
As the poet oft hath said ?

A tall and queenly creature,
With a small and taper waist,

A Juno or a Hebe,
Who would a throne have graced ?

My beau-ideal of woman 
Is a different being far ;

And if my views you wish to hear,
I'll tell you what they are.

A heart that's warm and tender,
A pure and holy mind ;

A gentle, modest, loving one,
Who is to others kind.

The eye may lose its lustre.
The cheek its rosy glow,

The wavy hair no more be seen 
O’er forehead whjte as snow.

But the pure and gentle spirit 
Will e’er be fresh and T""1

'Tis this that makes the 
Kind reader, am I right ?

and bçght : 
Woman.

RAMBLES IN MEXICO.
A Narrative at Personal Adventure.

BY DONA FKÀNCISCA

His decision greatly disappointed me ; I 
stoodjbefore him longing, yet hesitating ^re
monstrate with him. Noticing my embar
rassment, the Emperor asked me if I had 
anything further to say. His kind manner 
giving me courage, I humbly begged H;s Maj
esty to reconsider his decision, before it was 
too late. The Emperor was sitting on a low, 
wooden chair, his elbow leaning on the table, 
his head resting wearily on his hand. For a 
few moments he sat motionless, lost in 
thought ; his eyes—those beautiful blue eyes, 
fixed on vacancy as if reading the future ; the 
intensely sad expression of his |countenance, 
handsome, very handsome still, though deeply 
lined with care, told me he saw only too 
clearly what was before him.

Breathlessly, I waited for his answer ; the 
suspense was absolutely painful ; that room 
and its occupant to this day, are engraven in
delibly on my mind. The small camp bed in 
the far comer, the. few wooden chairs and 
rough table, with that calm, pale, intellectual 
face, which looked so terribly out of place in 
the miserable room of that Mexican ‘’fonda.” 
Maximilian was lost in thought over his own 
sad fate ; he was letting his last chance of es
cape slip through his fingers, and he knew it. 
He was longing to say be would go, but was 
kept back by honor. He had promised to 
stay, a Haps burg had never been known to 
break his word, but it was hard to say no.

At last, with a sigh he turned and thanked 
me for my well meant zeal, saying simply he 
preferred to stay, for his departure would im
peril the lives of many faithful adherents, and 
still further retard the prosperity of Mexico ; 
peace might yet be restored if he remained. 
He was still anxious and willing to do what 
little he could for the unhappy country ; it 
was impossible for him to leave. Taking a 
handsome diamond ring from the little finger 
of his left hand, he gave it to me in remem
brance of thn Empress and himself.

No one brought in contact with Maximilian, 
could help liking him ; his manners and ap
pearance were greatly in his favor, and he 
was so thoroughly genuine and unselfish, 
that he not only commanded admiration, but 
respect and esteem. I left him thoroughly 
cut up, for I knew that from the moment he 
gave himself up into the hands of the Mexi
cans he was lost.

Now that the Emperor had made up his 
mind to remain, it was considered advisable 
for him to remove with all his effects to the 
bishop’s palace at Puebla. . The French evac
uation had been agreed upon, and the French 
and Austrian troops, with the exception of a 
few volunteers from the Austrian cavalry, re
turned to Europe en masse. The country 
was no longer safe for foreigners, and I had 
to throw up my berth, and follow the exodus 
to Vera Cruz, where the embarkation of the 
troops was speedily progressing.

My personal interest in the railway was 
now at an end, but I am glad to be able to in- 
orm my readers, that the line has since been 

completed, and the trains now run without a 
break to the city of Mexico. *

I found Vera Cruz a very babel of foreign 
tongues ; great confusion reigned throughout 
the town. Heavy guns were being daily 
shipped, and many amusing rencontres, took 
place amongst the crowd. Small and excitable 
French soldiers, ever good tempered and 
cheery under the most trying circumstances, 
would stagger by with ponderous colored bun
dles resting on their backs, bristling with the 
handles and spouts of innumerable saucepans 
and coffee pots. Little bright-eyed monkeys 
often sat supreme amongst the metal para
phernalia, arranging their morning toilet, 
while the men chaffed and joked each other, 
beset by no anxieties beyond the cooking of 
the day’s dinner. Side by side with them, 
came tall, fair Austrians, looking but little fit 
for work in their handsome uniforms ; and 
hundreds of dark skinned, white robed Egyp
tians, with erect stature and stately tread, 
threaded their way through the dusty crowded 
streets, oblivious to the scorching rays of the 
angry sun, carrying their bundles lightly on 
their turbaned heads. Each day was a pic
ture for an artist’s pencil or brush, the crowd 
ever thickening, and ever changing, or vary
ing.

Busy as the men were, time hung heavily 
on the officers’ hands ; they passed it mostly 
gambling at the hotels. Many large fortunes 
changed hands, or were lost and won, before 
the troops to the last man cleared out of the 
country. Scandal, at all times an active 
dame, thought proper to make free with Ba- 
zaine’s name, for it was commonly reported 
those last days, that he stood in dread of assas
sination, and a trusty soldier always guarded 
his door at night.

Bazaine returned to Europe, with a newly 
acqui ed fortune, and a young and handsome 
wife, wooed and won in Mexico.

Shortly after the evacuation of the French 
troops, I happened to be standing one morn
ing chatting with a friend, in the deliciously 
cool office of Messrs. Samson & Co., when a 
messenger came running in, in a great state 
of excitement. He passed into the inner of
fice, and beyond a passing comment, we 
thought no more about him. Taking leave 
of my friend, who was about returning to Eu
rope, I left the office and had gone a few 
yards down the street, when I heard my 
name called. Turning to see who wanted me, 
I perceived one of Messrs. Samsons’ clerks run
ning after me, without his hat. a very unusual 
occurrence in Vera Cruz. He asked me to 
return to the office immediately, as Mr. Big 
ward, the manager, wanted to see me. I re
traced my steps, and found all the clerks 
gathered together in a group, Mr. Bigward in 
their midst, his usual portly and very bland 
countenance, yellow with fright and agita
tion.

The messenger who had evidently caused 
all this consternation, was talking eagerly to 
him as I entered.

As soon as Mr. Bigward caught sight of 
me he took me by the arm, and we went into 
his private room, the messenger following.

“ There is not a moment to be lost, Mr. 
Campbell,” he said ; “ you must act for the 
house, or we shall be ruined.”

« What is it you want me to do ?”I replied. 
“ I shall be glad to do anything I can for 
either you or Messrs. Samson.”

Mr. Bigward quickly explained to me, what 
I must say rather surprised me, but as delay 
would have caused trouble and distress to 
many innocent persons, I consented to act for 
him and his employers.

The custom house duty on imported goods, 
isvery high, but the Mexican authorities, not 
satisfied with this heavy tax, actually charge 
an exhorbitant duty on specie going out of 
the country, so that the unfortunate mer
chants are unmercifully fleeced ; in fact, it is 
wonderful that there is so much trade done, 
considering the restrictions.

Of course, such a state of affairs greatly en
courages smuggling, which is carried on to 
any extent ; particularly in the export of

specie, as the merchants think it hard that 
they should be charged duty, for the profits 
they have dug out of the bowels of the earth. 
This particular house was no exception to the 
rule, and that very morning they had man
aged to smuggle on board one of the Boyal 
West Indian mail packets, 60,000 ounces gold, 
worth altogether about £42,000 sterling. 
An unfortunate contretemps took place when 
the last man was leaving the wharf. The 
specie had been conveyed on board by reliable 
men, who wore white cotton bags, expressly 
made to contain £5,000, roundgtheir waists, 
carefully concealed under their clothes. As 
the last man was about stepping into the 
boat, his belt gave way, and the money fell in 
a glistening heap, at the very feet of a custom 
house officer, who was so thoroughly taken 
aback, that he never waited to make enquiries, 
but rushed off to the authorities, to report 
what had happened, and ask what was to be 
done. His thoughtlessness was at once taken 
advantage of ; the boat pushed off, and a man 
was dispatched to inform Messrs. Samson what 
had occurred.

Mr. Bigward was terribly afraid that several 
custom house officers, would be quickly sent 
off to search the steamer, and that the gold 
would be found ; and he wanted me to go on 
board and warn the captain before they would 
be able to get there. The steamer was to 
leave shortly. As it happened, I was not well 
known to the land sharks, who would never 
suspect my object, and would not be likely to 
stop or interfere with me ; so I was the very 
man to carry the thing through. Promising 
to do my best, I walked out of the office 
slowly, and as if time were no object to me, 
for fear I was being watched, but quickened 
my steps when out of sight, and ran down Jto 
the wharf and engaged a boat. Glancing lei 
surely round me as I stepped in, I could see 
that something unusual had happened. Peo
ple were standing about in groups, gesticulat
ing and talking earnestly, and several men 
were watching the passers by, evidently on 
the qui vive ; but theyjwere on the wrong 
scent : the boat pushed off under their very 
noses, not one of them thinking it worth 
while to notice such an innocent looking 
young man. The men pulled lazily till we 
were out of hearing, but I managed to quicken 
their pace considerably, before we had gone 
very far. “ Look, my fine fellows,” I said ; 
“here’s fifty pesos if you reach the Royal 
West Indian mail packet, within fifteen min
utes.”

The words were magic. Fifty pesos to 
them meant a week’s idleness and unlimited 
pleasure. Their eyes glistened at the glitter
ing gold, which I held towards them tempt
ingly, in the palm of my hand. Their oars 
flew faster and faster, and we sped through 
the water towards the great black steamer, 
which we could already hear spluttering and 
hissing, getting up steam to be off. We were 
but half way across the harbor, when I dis
cerned a boat push out from the wharf, with 
custom house officers seated in the stern. For 
the minute it struck me we were being pur
sued. hut I was mistaken, for, though follow
ing in our wake, they came on but slowly 
and we kept a long way ahead. As we neared 
the outward bound steamer, I told the men to 
push off, and wait within hailing distance ; 
but to hold their tongues if questioned by the 
occupants of the following boat, or they 
would not receive their reward. Amidst the 
clamor of Mexican promises, I swung up the 
companion ladder, and was quickly on deck. 
The captain was on the bridge, and great con
fusion reigned everywhere, but I hastily 
pushed past passengers and porters, and suc
ceeded in reaching him.

In a few words, I explained everything to 
him. His consternation was extreme, for he 
had not been told of the accident, and the 
custom house officers were nearing the vessel. 
The gold was lying in one of the state rooms, 
and the key was in the steward’s pocket. The 
captain came down with me off the bridge, to 
meet the custom house officers as they came 
on board, and I went below to find the stew
ard. I had been thinking as we came along, 
of the best way of secreting the gold, and had 
hit upon a likely plan. So without waiting a 

cmoment for reflection, I made the steward 
all the un der stewards and the cooks, and 

between us we carried the bags, and threw 
them under the ashes of one of the large fur
naces, which was not in use, and could be 
done without, if necessary, the whole voyage. 
We raked the ashes well over, and the ruse 
was complete.

Barely had we got the last bag out of sight 
when footsteps and angry voices were heard 
descending the stairs. The cooks resumed 
their occupations, the steward and those under 
him rushed off to their pantries, rattling the 
glass and brightening up the silver in aman- 
ner that must have impressed the land sharks 
greatly in their favor. I passed into the 
saloon, taking up a paper, being deeply inter
ested in its contents.

The captain, a fine, tall man, came in di
rectly after, looking very much annoyed, fol
lowed by six custom house officers, who were 
insisting (in Spanish) upon the speoie ropm 
door being opened. They were chattering 
one and all without cessation, beseeching and 
even threatening.

The captain, who firmly held his ground, 
and hotly disputed their right of search, said 
that the specie was all received, and locked 
in the store-room, and that no order would 
make him unlock the door ; they had had 
plenty of time to come on board before, with
out waiting till the last moment. The steamer 
was to stait at 4 p. fir. ; go she must; the time 
would be up in five minutes.

Seeing it was useless to persist further, 
they deliberated together, and determined to 
end off one of their number to Vera Cruz, 

with orders that the guns at St. Juan d’Ulloa, 
were to fire on the steamer if she attempted 
to leave without orders, as the captain refused 
to allow a search. No attention was paid to 
this threat ; the officer was allowed to depart 
quietly, while the others remained below, 
never imagining that the captain would dare 
to start ; but they littte knew the man they 
had to deal with. He left them to go on the 
bridge, signalling me to follow him on deck. 
A boat belonging to an English man-of-war 
lying at “ Sacrifices,” had come along s:de 
with some letters, and the captain called to 
them to take me on shore. They were hold
ing on by a rope which had been thrown 
them ; I slipped down by it into the boat, 
and had scarcely touched my feet, when the 
captain sung out “ let go,” and like a thing 
of life the steamer gracefully glided out of 
the harbor ; but not a moment too soon, for 
boom, bang, went the guns of St. Juan ; the 
balls falling far astern of the fast receding 
ship, which only replied by dipping her flag to 
this hostile act

As the jack tars were willing to take me on 
shore, I paid the Mexicanos their reward, on 
condition that they did not follow me or land 
for the next half hour. They smilingly con
sented, with many protestations of eternal 
friendship, and we parted to meet no more.

Gravely escorted by the respectable blue 
jackets, I reached the wharf in safety, and 
walked leisurely up the slippery steps, past 
custom house officers and several magnates 
of Vera Cruz, who had gathered together, at 
tracted by this unusual occurrence.

Mistaking me for an English naval officer 
in mufti, they politely made way for me, and 
I passed through the crowd to my hotel. 
Messrs Samson. & Co., were greatly pleased 
at what I had done, and laughed very heartily 
at the tables being turned on the land sharks 
(who made a trip to Havana and back, but 
never found the specie). But I must say 
that, notwithstanping all my trouble, and the 
great risks I ran, (for the affair might have 
ended most unpleasantly but for a combina
tion of happy events) Messrs. Samson & Co., 
never had the generosity, nor thought it worth 
their while, to make me the slightest remu
neration, although I had saved them £24,000 
sterling ; and last but not least, the honor 
and reputation of their house.

shield of patience, sally forth, prepared to face 
and fight bravely, the innumerable difficulties 
which beset his path.

Like many other better men than myself, I 
was anxious to be up and doing, bat there 
was no chance of finding employment in Vera 
Cruz ; people were deserting the town, like 
rats leaving a sinking ship.

Prescott, in his wonderful history, mentions 
the forests of “ Palo Tinto,” through which 
Cortes led his faithful followers. I was now 
thinking of seeking these monster woods my
self, to see if I could get a grant of land, cat 
and sell the wood, and thus woo and win my 
enchanting sweetheart, “ fortune.”

The first step on the ladder, was to find a 
ship going to Minititlan. There was an old 
Scotchman, a Captain McKenzie, living in 
Vera Cruz, who was a universal favorite with 
everyone, and knew a little of everything. 1 
thought I could not do better than apply to 
him, for I had heard he was the owner of a 
schooner which often made trips down the 
coast. As it happened, the ship was about sail
ing, but unfortunately there was no room for 
another passenger.

The good natured old sea dog gave me all 
the information in his power. There was 
another small schooner of two hundred tons, 
which hailed from New York, sailing about 
the same time for Minititlan, to fetch a cargo 
of mahogany ; and he advised my going in 
her. As there was no time to be lost, for it 
might be months before the opportunity again

sometimes fail us ; and so in this instance j 
tried to keep awake, but sleep overcame me 
and I must have slept about two hours, wheij 
a harsh, grating sound awoke me, folio we(j 
by several heavy bumps. The ship’s bottom 
had come in contact with some hard 
stance. sub-

I was off the sofa in a minute, and had no 
need to call my fellow-passengers, for they 
came screaming out of their cabins, in the 
greatest deshabille, flying past me in white 
garments with bare feet, as they pushed by 
each other, struggling to reach the deck, call
ing loudly for help.

It did not take long to find out what was 
the matter. We were lying high and dry on 
a coral reef, within a hundred yards of the 
coast, the mountain of St. Martin, faintly 
looming in the distance. Happily, there was 
no wind blowing at the time, or we should 
have gone to pieces. The captain was rush
ing up and down the deck, pretending to be 
much excited ; wringing his hands and whin
ing that the wreck was a sad loss to him—he 
would be left penniless. The relations fol
lowed suit ; and there was great wailing over 
the ub fortunate tub, which I felt convinced 
had been insured for double its value, and 
purposely wrecked. This surmise proved 
afterwards correct.

It was 2 a. m. when we went aground, and 
nothing could be done for a couple of hours, 
till daylight, when some of ns would attempt 
a landing. Much about the same time it be

amed up, I engaged a berth, and went ou «an to rain, and a heavy down-pour added to
board next day at noon, after taking a hasty — -----
farewell of many kind friends.

FINIS VOLUME I.

JJLO TINTO—(SEQUEL TO FERRO CARRIL).

Fortune and fame are two shy, coquettish 
damsels. The man who seeks to win either 

one or the other cannot afford to lose 
> by sitting down and gazing idly around 
t but must buckle on his armor, not of 
l but of pluck, and defended with the

The schooner proved on inspection to be a 
shaky tub, and the crew, strange to say, were 
all of one family, with the exception of the 
cook, who was an Englishman. The father 
was mate, the oldest son captain, two other 
sons were before the masi, and the remaining 
men were cousins ; the whole thing was a 
family arrangement.

There Were some ten passengers, and they 
were women. We sailed about 1 p. m., rthe 
crew singing the following chant a's they 
hauled up the anchor ; “ Santa Anna is a fine 
old man—away—away winding up with all 
an the shores of Mexico, keeping time to their 
voices as they swayed backwards and forwards, 
sometimes with a short pull, then perhaps a 
long pull, and at last with a pull altogether. 
The anchor was finally deposited in its rest
ing place, and we were fairly on our way, leaving 
the white town of Vera Cruz behind us, girt 
with its sandy plains ; the coral reefs which 
ran along the shore, showing their sharp, 
vicious teeth, as the waves broke over them. 
Many a good ship has gone to pieces during 
a, heavy norte on those cruel coral teeth, not 
one of her many passengers or crew ever sur
viving to tell the sad tale, how they were 
overtaken by a sudden terrific hurricane, one 
huge, billowing wave, carrying them on to 
the treacherous reefs, and dashing their float
ing home into a thousand pieces, within sight 
and hailing distance, of the very land towards 
which they had been journeying so many 
weary weeks.

Long after we lost sight of Vera Cruz, Ori
zaba’s majestic peak could be seen towering 
into the clouds, recalling to me much that I 
had passed through, and many faces that I 
should never again expect to see. Foremost 
rose the chivalrous Emperor, who to all in
tents and purposes lived a prisoner, immured 
beyond those massive mountains, amongst a 
cut throat people, who would perhaps in a 
moment of ungovernable fury take his life, 
should adverse fortune still attend him. It 
did seem sad that Maximilian was unable to 
take the opportunity of returning to Europe 
when it was held so temptingly within his 
grasp. What must that biave man have suf
fered, in carrying out his resolve to remain. 
His soul must have been rent with anguish, 
when he thought he might never again gaze 
on those he loved so well, never again hear 
their voices raised in welcome or joy to see 
him. That he was banished by his own deed 
amongst an alien people, who scowled at him 
with dark, passionate faces, when he rode or 
drove amongst them. Had he not many a 
time when passing through the streets of 
Mexico, seen a bitter look of hatred and scorn 
flashed at him from the black eyes of some 
scoundrel, whose lithe hand would involun
tarily glide towards and grasp the hilt of a 
long, glittering knife, which lay buried in his 
silken sash. It was possible that the assas
sin’s knife, might at any moment, put an 
end to his life. He was a martyr to a bad 
cause ; he knew it, and stayed.

Turning from a sad picture to brighter 
thoughts, I recalled De Longle and his bride, 
who were by this time in gay Paris, sur
rounded by friends and acquaintances.

A new life was opening to pretty Marie. 
The convent child would soon become a gay, 
fashionable lady, giving her dejeuners and 
joirees, with stately grace. She would attend 
the operas, and take her drive in the Bois, 
just the same as other people, the remem
brance of Mexico gradually fading from her 
mind, a dark spot on a happy life.

Has it never struck my readers, that the 
many people we meet or pass in the round of 
our daily occupations, some whose faces are 
known, many whose faces are unknown, all 
have a story summed up in their brief life ? 
If their hearts could but speak and tell us 
what they have suffered, what they do suffer, 
what hopes have been fulfilled or disappointed, 
many a strange tale would be brought to 
light, perhaps many a wrong be rectified, 
but the strong heart often carries its secret 
to the grave, never till the last day to be re
vealed.

Dreaming away the afternoon, I lay back 
in a rocking chair, lazily smoking a choice 
Havana ; silently watching our crew, who in
terested me in many ways. They were an 
odd lot ; down-easters, from Connecticut, they 
called themselves. Captain McKenzie had 
told the captain in my hearing (for he had 
never been on the coast before) to keep . clear 
of la d, until we sighted Coaticoalcos river, 
and then make for it, but not on any account 
to enter without a pilot. Heavy nortes some
times spring up without scarcely any warn
ing, and a vessel caught in them, would be 
liable to bo driven on shore, unless well out 
at sea.

We were making good progress, but we 
kept too close to land altogether. Abeut 
nightfall when I came up from dinner, I called 
the skipper’s attention to the advice he had 
received from Captain McKenzie, and asked 
him why he hugged the land so close ? and 
pointed out to him the distant outlines of the 
shore.

“I guess colonel,” he replied, “you see 
double, I reckon those air clouds and thrust
ing his hands far into his pockets, he lounged 
off chewing tobacco, with which he plentifully 
bestrewed the deck, plainly showing he did’nt 
mean to answer any more questions. As no 
information was to be got out of the captain, 
I questioned one of his brothers, after a few 
preliminary leads, but he was equally shy 
and denied that land was in sight, assuring 
me we were making an excellent passage, and 
would arrive at Minititlan, the following 
morning.

His answer in no way relieved my mind 
for he seemed uneasy at my questions, and 
besides, Idid not like the captain’s look; he 
had a peculiarly heavy brow, with sharp, rest 
less eyes, which could not look you in the

I remained on deck till 11 p. m., when I 
went below, and lay down on a sofa, deter
mined not to go to sleep, but to get some 
rest. In an hour’s time I turned out agàin, 
and still thought I could discern land, bat did 
not sav anything, as the captain was on deck 
taking"the bearings. I now began to “smell a 
mice,” there could be but little doubt the crew 
meant mischief, and perhaps intended wreck
ing the vessel. This is quite a business 
amongst English and American captains, who 
bring out old honey-combed crafts, that have 
been heavily insured, and run them ashore 
on the Mexican coast. As there is no one to 
report, the captains do pretty much as they 
like ; an ounce or two, to a Mexican official, 
ig always sure to make him sign any mortal
thThe captain seemed rather surprised to see 
me on deck, and enquired moro than once, 
“ Well, Colonel, ar’nt you going to turn in ? 
After a few turns, I went and lay down on 
the sofa again, on the watch for coming

Onr intentions are often good, hut they

our other discomforts.
I was the only man on board beside the 

crew, and found it hard work trying to pacify 
the womeifr, but after awhile, when they saw 
there was no immediate danger, they grew 
quieter, and managed somehow to dress and 
arrange thqgiselves to advantage before day
break. Poor things, they were much to be 
pitied, and showed wonderful courage, taking 
everything into consideration, for you can 
imagine it is not a pleasant sensation to be 
woke out of sleep at sea, by what seems to 
the affrighted passengers, a general breaking 
up of the whole vessel, and consequently, a 
watery grave.

I could hear them as they sat afterwards 
huddled together under a dripping tarpaulin, 
anxiously scanning the distance between the 
ship and the shore, sympathizingx with that 
sinful captain, and his hoary-headed father, 
over the loss they had sustained.

What patient, kind hearts, women have, 
and how little appreciated they sometimes 
are ; often perhaps till they are gone for ever, 
when their loss makes itself felt by a gap, that 
time only widens. Take for instance a 
mother. Her children have been so accustomed 
through babyhood, childhood, and even man 
hood, to her numberless kind thoughts and 
every day cares, that they don’t know what it 
is to be without them, till she is taken from 
them. Time, then, will only too well show the 
sorrowing children, men or women, as the 
case may be, what they have lost, and what 
nothing can replace.

When the skipper’s hysterical excitement, 
had a little subsided, it was suggested to him 
that he might as well give us an early break
fast before we attempted to leave the ship. 
He thought the idea a good one, and the cook 
forthwith received orders to prepare hot coffee. 
This welcome beverage proved very acceptable, 
and cheered us up wonderfully. Night’s 
heavy curtain, was now quickly receding, and 
we could see plainly that the schooner was 
lying hard and fast on a coral reef, having 
sustained as yet but little damage ; but she 
had settled down so firmly, that it would be 
impossible to move her.

The captain proposed that he should go 
ashore with some of the crew, and seek help. 
If it could not be found near, he would make 
for Minititilan. He asked the passengers if 
they would prefer to attempt a landing, and 
go with him, or remain with the rest of the 
crew ?

They all with the exception of myself, 
choose the latter kltei native, being afraid that 
no boat could live in the heavy surf, which 
broke over the shore. Divesting myself of 
everything with the exception of my unmen 
tionables, shirt, and Panama hat, and hang
ing my boots by a string loosely tied round 
my neck, I lowered myself into the boat after 
the captain and his brother. Only one man 
went. We pushed off easily, and rowed towards 
land.

When we got within thirty yards of the 
shore, we found we should have more diffi
culty in effecting a landing than we had an 
ticipated. Our only chance was to turn the 
boat’s stern towards the surf, to avoid capsiz 
ing ; for the waves were rolling in fast and 
heavily, wetting us to the skin, threatening 
to swamp us. Watching our opportunities, 
we guided th 2 small craft carefully, every mo
ment expecting an unlucky ending. But for
tune favored us, for a large wave.came thun
dering in, and before we could tell what was 
going to happen we were carried far into the 
surf ; and jumping into the water up to our 
necks, were thrown up on the sand, quite 
safe, but “ pretty much wet,” as the captain 
remarked, when lie picked himself up alive, 
but breathless.

The crew and passengers, when they saw 
that we had safely succeeded in reaching terra 
firma, determined to follow our example. 
After considerable delay, and no small amount 
of anxiety, they also got to land. The poor 
women were drenched through and through, 
and were terribly frightened. Like good Cath
olics, they at once went down on their knees, 
and told their beads returning thanks for a 
wonderful deliverance. Happily, no one was 
missing, but we lost all our luggage.

The skipper, his brother, and I were to go 
on in search of assistance, leaving the women 
M charge of the crew. It was the only thing 
to be done, and I had made up my mind not 
to lose sight of the captain, for he was worth 
watching. Had he not professed to Captain 
McKenzie, that he did not know the coast, 
and had never been off the shores of Mexico 
before ? and now he was quietly assuring me, 
we were only thirty miles from Minititilan, 
and he would guide me there.

We started off in light marching 
order, for the long tramp before us. 
After walking some six hours, we sat down to 
rest, but not for long, and getting up again, 
we continued our weary way, plodding over 
the sand.

The country was thickly wooded in parts, 
even down to the waters edge ; and sometimes 
one or other of us, would climb into the thick 
branches of one of the gigantic tress, and 
eagerly scan the surrounding country, to the 
distant horizon, hoping to see an Indian vil
lage, or perhaps a lonely hut. But we were 
doomed to meet with constant disappoint
ment. Nothing could be seen, but the end
less, boundless, rolling prairies. The country 
was intensely desolate. After walking for 
another few hours, we again sat down to rest, 
and found our feet were getting terribly 
swollen. The pressure of leather was unbear
able, and we were glad to rip our boots 
open, with a kniie the skipper carried with 
him.

It was very strange, coming so far without 
falling in with some of the natives, or sighting 
an encampment, and it threatened to be seri
ous also, for we had brought no food with us, 
having left what had been saved from the 
wreck, for the use of the women and the men 
who stayed behind. Luckily, we did not 
suffer from thirst, for water was to be had in 
abundance, as we had crossed several limpid 
streams in our march. About 7 p. m. we 
came upon a much larger and deeper stream, 
than any we had hitherto seen. Its current 
was very rapid. In attempting to cross it, we 
were nearly carried out to sea, and with great 
difficulty, regained a footing. The rain was 
coming down in torrents, and, as there was 
no place of shelter near, we were in a sorry 
plight, and had to make the best of sleeping 
on the damp, marshy ground. Darkness 
soon enveloped us in a thick misty pall. We 
chewed tobacco, to stave off the pangs of 
hunger, and lay down in our wet clothes, to 
catch a few hours impossible sleep. One of 
us had to be always on the look out, shouting 
and whistling, to scare and keep off the lions, 
which are said to be very numerous on the 
coast in the wet season. We heard them but 
twice in the night, when they must have 
been at some distance from us. A lion’s 
roar is a sound, once heard, that is 
never to be forgotten, particularly

when it has been heard at dead of 
night, by men unarmed, cold, wet and hun
gry, without even the protection of a fire.

The first streak of day, found us eagerly 
examining the stream. It had fallen some 
three feet, but we were afraid to attempt a 
crossing, as the current was still very rapid. 
Instead of cafe au lait for breakfast, we had 
recourse to tobacco. How the remembrance 
of many good breakfasts, rose before me, 
tempting me with their culinary odor, till I 
almost believed they were being cooked close 
at hand. Beefsteaks, juicy and done to a T, 
floated before my eyes, gamepies stuck in the 
mud, till I kicked them angrily away with my 
foot, while the fragrance of coffee, and such 
coffee, nearly drove me wild.

Our lives, and the lives of those we had 
left behind ns, (watching for our return) de
pended on our being able to meet with help 
as soon as possible. We were therefore terribly 
anxious to renew our march. Jake had, 
driven pegs into the ground, close to^JJie 
water’s edge, and we could see that it was 
gradually receding.

After waiting three long hours, greatly re
gretting the cruel delay, we made a successful 
attempt to swim across, and reached the op
posite bank in about fifteen minutes. Fate 
was in favor of our always beginning the day’s 
march wet to the skin; but time was too pre
cious to be wasted in idle comments about 
trifles. We trudged on, saying but little, 
and keeping a sharp look out on all sides, 
till after walking fully five hours, without see
ing any signs of life or habitation, the skipper 
called a halt. He had quite lost all his brag
gadocio, and looked wonderfully limp and 
crestfallen.

41 guess, colonel,” he said, throwing 
self down, “ we are about played out.”

“ Nonsense,” I replied. “ Man, there’ 
good giving in, but how is it you have ^ 
the way ? you said you knew the way to Minv 
titlan, and could guide us there.”

“ I’m out in my reckoning, colonel,” he 
said, pathetically, rubbing his aching legs 
with a sorry look, which under any other cir
cumstances, would have been ludicrous in 
the extreme. “ Its that darned mountain 
done it.”

“ What mountain ?”
‘ Why, that Saint Martin. Shiver my tim 

hers, if it ain’t some other saint !”

MISCELLANEOUS NOTES-
—The blue-ribbon movement has begun 

in England.
—In a population of 40,000, Rutland coun

ty, Vt., averages thirty divorces annually.
—The recent inundations of the Nile de 

stroyed 250 human beings and $2,500,000 iq. 
property

—Schoolmasters grow nervous when they 
read such signs as : “ Liquor swine sand 
sugar sand sun dries hear.”

—Surprise is one of the principal elements 
of wit. This is why it always makes a man 
laugh when he sits down on a pin.

—An eighteen-year-old father and seven
teen-year-old mother in Grover County, Ky. 
are the parents of twins, a boy and a 
girl.

—The garments belonging to the Moors 
who die from cholera in Morocco, instead of 
being burnt are sold by auction in the public 
market.

—A society and subscription list have been 
started in London to encourage the planting 
of the salubrious plane tree in all the suburbs 
of the city.

-i-Hon. Mr. Bachaud, a member of the 
Quebec Provincial Cabinet, died at his resi
dence, St. Hyacinthe, Que., Sunday morning, 
after a long illness.

—“ You are the only sensible free trader, 
I know,” Thiers used to say to M. Jules 
Simon ; “ and yet when you talk free trade 
you don’t talk sense.”

—Yellow fever has thus far carried off 
fifty-six clergymen. Twenty-four were Ro
man Catholics, thirty-one Protestants, and 
one. a Jewish rabbi.

—The exportation of American pork has 
made the keeping of pigs unprofitable in 
England, and even the Irish farmers are giv
ing up the attempt.

—Eight young men left Hartford last Au
gust to nurse yellow fever sufferers in the 
South. Harry Brooks, the only survivor, has 
ust returned home.

—When your little boy exhibits symptoms 
of having an ear for the harmonies of sweet 
sounds, then is your time to sing *• There’s 
music in the heir.”

—“Marriage?” exclaimed the maiden 
aunt,** Humph! Don’t mention it !” “Don’t 
men shun it?” cried the blooming neice ; “ no, 
indeed, they don’t !”

—There are fewer blind people in Switzer
land, in proportion to population, than in 
any other European country, and more deaf- 
mutes, idiots and 1 unatics.

—It is not true that the world is getting 
worse and worse. The man who is always 
looking behind him gets nothing but a bad 
crick in the neck for his pains.

—A contemporary boasts that his wife is 
the best in the Province. He says, 44 She 
always meets us with a 4 smile,’ and she 
knows, too, just how we like it mixed.”

—The man whose lame back prevents him 
from splitting a stick of wood or building a 
fire is the one who leads an attack on a pile 
of ten cords of wood to help uncover and kill 
a frightened rabbit.
—A woman at Burlington, Vt., recently 
tied the hands of her little son behind his 
back and chained, him to the hitching-post 
before the house for an hour or so because 
of some petty fault.

—Necessity has no law.—Parson (sternly): 
how could you come to church to be married 
to a man in such a state as that ? Bride ( weep
ing): It was not my fault, sir. I never can 
get him to come when he’s sober ?

—Robert Brenson owned property worth 
half millions twelve years ago. Lately he was 
buried in Potter’s Field of Terre Haute, Ind. 
Disastrous speculation led him to poverty 
and despondency.

—The lily drunps its gentle head—Exchange.
The mule stands sadly ’neath the shed.—Ohio

The north wind makes a feller shiver.—Detroit 
Free Press.

And stops all flirting on the river.
—The whole area of Great Britain and Ire

land under cultivation is, exclusive of space 
roads, waters, 

waste land, 47,327,000

zuela, was destroyed by an earthquake. It 
is now about te be rebuilt, but upon an en 
tirely new site in the plain below, where sev
eral villages escaped unscathed, while every 
town on the hillside was overthrown.

—Mr. Martin was on his way from Madison 
to Janesville, Wis., to marry Miss Foster, but 
he chanced to meet Miss Cobbe, whom he 
once knew and loved, and straightway mar
ried her, leaving Miss Foster and her wedding 
guests to wait in vain for his ooming- 

—A month ago there were only eight doc
tors in all Cyprus, and Lamica, the capital, 
possessed but a single apothecary’s shop, the 
proprietor of which complains of no business. 
The cause is not m the healthiness of the is
land, but in the want of faith in medicine.

—Sir Lawrence Palk said, in a recent 
speech, that his tenants in Devonshire had 
complained that the wages of the agricultural 

►rers had risen from ten to thirteen shil- 
per week. Extortionate laborers ! Poor 

ill-used farmers!
What is that ?” said a fond mother to 

her four-year-old son, with whose wisdom 
she was desirous of charming the company 
assembled at dinner, as she pointed to a 
nicely browned sucking-pig.- 44 A bow-wow- 
wow, maw,” replied the dear child.

—-The nights are growing cold and frosty 
and you never think about locking the front 
door till after you have put out the light and 
crawled into bed. And then—it would shock 
a burglar to hear your remarks as you stand 
shivering in the hall feeling for the key.

—44 Show me a people,” says Fronde, 
whose trade is dishonest, and I will show 

im‘ you a people whose religion is a sham.” All 
right, Mr. Frou le, come out here next spring 
and taxe a look at the people who sell a quart 
if strawberries in a pint and a-half box.

—A tenant had been importuned so fre
quently for his rent that in a climax of exas
peration he turned on the landlord with the 
cogent and conclusive retort : {t Now, you 
needn’t put on so many airs, old man. Why, 
I owe enough in this town to buy up all vour 
old houses.”

—Young Bride (much hurt)—“ Edwin, you 
have been whistling and singing all day, and 
it is our last day, too ! Anyone would think 
you were glad to get back to town again.” 
Young Husband—44 So I am. (Happy thought 
occurs to him here.) With you, pet—with 
you, of course.”

—The Jews’ free school, in Bell Lane, Spit- 
alfields, London, is believed to be the largest 
school in England. The average daily at
tendance last year was 1,248 boys and 850 
girls. The government inspector speaks very 
highly of its efficiency, and advises all inter
ested in education to visit it.

—In Liverpool, many of the street letter 
boxes now have a door which shuts with a 
spring and at the same time moves a plate 
showing the hour of the last clearance. The 
public can thus ascertain whether letters have 
been taken out for a particular mail, and the 
post office has a check upon its men.

—A colonist of Kenchela, province of Con
stantine, in Algiers, writes that be planted in 
1876 a thousand slips of grapevine, one foot 
long, and without root, and that during the 
present year he had gathered a crop as large 
as would have been supplied by a ten years 
growth of,the same slips in France.

—A lady, after correcting her little girl’s 
pronunciation, said : “ My dear, try not to 
talk so flat.” That night the little one was 
found propped upright against the head of 
her bed, preparing to sleep. 44 Why is that, 
daughter ?” asks mother. “ Mamma, I 
thought if I didn’t lie flat I wouldn’t talk 
flat.”

—The yellow fever pestilence lias afforded 
persons who desired to do so a chance to be 
thought dead, for it was easy to get their 
names fraudulently on the death rol.l 
Many fugitives from justice are known to 
have endeavored in that way to stop pursuit. 
One of these was the defaulting treasurer of 
Bloomington, Ill.

—Since the passing of the Sunday Closing 
Act, Sunday “ travelers ” are - legion in 
Ireland. The inhabitants of Armagh last 
Sunday hit upon the ingenious plan of de
serting their own town and walking to 
neighboring vicinities, where they claimed 
the right of travelers, and drank to their 
heart’s content.

covered buildings,
gardens, ^od and wast 
acres.

A friend of ours can’t see why it should 
be a sign of ill-breeding for a man to walk 
with his hands in his trousers’ pockets. It is 
not. It is simply a sign that he is not a 
candidate for office and don’t want to shake 
hands.

—“What is home without a mother ?” 
Just wait till the old lady goes downtown and 
leaves her little boy to keep house until she 
comes back. Ah, ’tis then that home with
out a mother means jam and jell-cake for the 
boy.

—A good, honest laugh at a good, honest 
joke or bit of sarcasm rubs out the gathering 
wrinkles of care ; but an ill-tempered joke is 
like a poisoned arrow, which makes a wound 
and leaves its poison after it has been with
drawn.

—Canon Farrar denies that he has been 
photographed in the attitude of prayer. “ To 
those who know me,” he says, 441 need 
baraly say that I should regard such eonduct 
as inexcusably foolish and disgracefully pro
fane.”

-The English War Office has had gratify
ing news from Cypius. 44 Sickness is de
creasing,” there being only 400 soldiers in 
hospital as compared with 408 the week 
before, and 44 ague is replacing remittent 
fever.”

—Carlo Gatti, who came tq London a pen
niless boy, and died lately a wealthy man, 
having made a fortune by selling cheap ice 
creams, hailed from Ticino, the same canton 
which produced Delmenico and many more 
culinary celebrities.

—If Edison will turn in now and invent 
some kind of calcium light that will light up 
all the street «except front gates, and leave 
them in a sombre shadow that will prevent 
an old man in an upper . bedroom window 
from telling whether two people are close to
gether or wide apart, it will do. Otherwise it 
will be exceedingly unpopular.

—There may be no more edifying and en
nobling sight than to see a lady have a tussle 
with her best dress on Sunday morning, after 
the church bell begins to ring, and she finds, 
at the last moment, it malignantly refuses to 
hang right behind. Angels couldn’t use 
their tears to better advantage than at such 
a time—so we’ve been told.

—Among the scanty recommendations of 
Cyprus is the quality of its 10,000 mules, 
which are considered the finest bred in the 
Levant, and have been much used of late in 
alV Eastern war operations. There are 45,- 
OOllasses in the island, and only about 4,000 
horWv ill-looking, hardy little ponies. 
Horned cattle are few, but sheep abound.

—Michael Heraghty, one of the prisoners 
charged with the murder of Lord, Leitrim 
and his companions last April, died in the 
county jail at Lifford in Ireland, on Oct. 12. 
The cause of death was typhus fever. The 
two other prisoners charged in the indict
ment with Heraghty—the brothers M’Grena- 
ghan—for the murderers are also suffering 
from an acute attack of fever.

—One-third of the liquid portion of the 
sewerage of Paris is conveyed to Gennevilliers, 
a kind of peninsula made by the windings of 
the Seine below Asnieres. A medical visitor 
says that he did not discover as much smell 
as he has often detected, in . walking over 
farms manured with guano or in the ordinary 
and he could not learn of any unfavorable 
effect on the health of the people. Magnifi
cent crops are raised.

Afghan morality, as expounded by one 
of the most popular of Afghan poets :
Should thou bestow but a drop of water on the 

thirsty, _ ,
It will become an ocean between thee and the 

fire of hell ; „ . ..
Shouldst thou give but a grain of com to the
Verily, it'wSllbe hereafter thy provision in eter

nity.

—Notwithstanding the dullness of trade 
in England, building is particulary active at 
present in London. Whole streets and 
quarters are pulled down and replaced by 
more expensive buildings. At the same 
time there arè more houses, floors and office 
to rent then ever. In some parts of the city 
fully twenty per cent, of the available space 
seems to be unoccupied.

—Dr. Ayres, the British Government sur
geon at Hong Kong, does not find that opium 
smoking in moderation does harm. On the 
other hand, in his experience, leaving off the 
habit at once is not attended by bad conse
quences, even where it has been persisted in 
for years, and as much as two ounces have 
been taken daily. I here is much exaggera
tion as to the evils of opium smoking which 
is often confounded with opium eating.
__ We are beginning says the London Echo,

to reap the fruits of Mr. Stanley’s high
handed treatment of thé natives in Central 
Africa. A Continental paper publishes a 
letter from Zanzibar giving an account of a 
Belgian expedition, which had penetrated 
some distance into the interior, but which, 
owing to some disagreement with the natives, 
engaged in a conflict, and had to seek safety 
hy flight. It was not so with Livingstone’s 
expeditions.

—London World : 44 When a woman is
spoken of as passée she has mostly but her
self to blame. It is only the actor who tries 
to play Hamlet that can fail as Hamlet. It 
is only the woman who endeavors to elude 
the Inevitable trace the swiftly passing years

on whom the years bitterly 
selves. It is only when the mothers of 1 
daughters go out of their way to ehal 
comparison with their daughters that the c 
parieon is made to their disadvantage.”

—According to the Washington Post, 
Brother Talmage was in error when he claimed 
that in exploring certain haunts “he moved 
into a world of which he had before been en
tirely ignorant.” The Post says that “there 
must be some mistake about this statement 
or else Brother Talmage has a short memory. 
A few years since, while on a visit to this 
city, he ‘took in’ its abodes of sin in company 
with a detective and others, and appeared to 
be highly delighted with the trip.”

—Three ruffians who attacked an old gen
tleman named Middleton at Sheffield, in 
England, the other night, met with a warm 
reception. He lifted his foot up and to use 
his own words in court,44 gave him (his as
sailant) one fair on the top o’ th’ nose, mark
ing him so that he could tell him again.” 
The prisoner thus 44 .marked” appeared in 
the dock with his nose broken and his eye 
blackened. The three prisoners were sen
tenced to six months’ imprisonment with 
hard labor.

—A Glasgow inspector of police has re
ceived the following letter : “ lochgilphed
1878 mister sergen, I sen yu a fœ lin tu sa 
yull hed a pi as tu me un yur ofish un tu 
polis fort I pe aufi gled uf yul tuk me un ta 
yu ofis I pe a 24 yeir an a 6 fits an a stokn. 
mr. Robirtsn hes a oharetiar 5 yeir Ion, an 
me an mi brodr tunoaul cum tu yu an he pe 
as hier a hed as me- 6 un his wateffr if yull 
tuk we tuggtgher rot tul me aun wep e kum 
tu yu ta tay bifor tomoru min tu rot tu me 
dugald m “ Tavish rot son.”

—A happy couple married m Uape Towu 
crossed the seas to spend their honeymoon 
in Merrie England, and halted for a few days 
in London to see the town shows. A trip 
down the Thames was suggested, and they 
went on board the Princess Alice on the 
evening of the dreadful collision. By the 
merest chance their bodies were recognized 
by a friend, likewise on a holiday in England, 
who from morbid curiosity went to Woolwich 
to see the bodies and happened to find those 
whom he knew. If it had not been for this 
recognition their friends at the Cape 
would never have known the fate of the bride 
and groom.

—Smith Reid and seven of his relatives 
were banished from Henry County, Ky., last 
year. Reid was a negro preacher, and in ser
mons and private talk he said hard things 
about some of the white women of his neigh
borhood. The women started out one night 
to tar and feather him ; but their male friends 
took the matter out of their hands, marched 
Reid and his seven relatives to the railroad 
station, compelled them to swear never to re
turn, threatened to hang them if they ever 
did, and sent them away on a train. Reid 
has sued the leaders of the mob for $10,000 
damages, and the trial is in progress in a 
United States court in Louisville.

-In a wild part of Scotland a dealer in 
fish used to drive his cart a considerable way 
inland. On one occasion, when passing a 
wild moor where, although there did reside 
a schoolmaster, the knowledge of the inhab
itants of affairs in general was not extensive, 
he dropped a lobster. Some children picked 
it up, and wondering what the strange crea
ture could be, took it to the schoolmaster. 
The dominie put on his “ sparticles,” and, 
turning it over and over, examined it care
fully. 44 Weel,” at length said the oracle, 
44 I ken maist o’ the wonderful* / animals o’ 
creation, except jist twa, and those twa I 
never saw. They are an elephant and a 
turtle dove ; and so this must be ane o’ the 
twa.”

—Ten and a half tons—or aboqfc 7,500,000 
—of locusts were destroyed at Ajmere, India, 
in one day. not long agb.The young ones were 
doing'immense d am'agewhen the officers of a 
regiment stationed there got out fatigue parties 
of men, dug several trenches to leeward of 
the pests, and sent Seyoys to wave branches 
and drive the lQûfes in. As soon as ene 
trench was welPpackéd earth was thrown in, 
and the mass of hopping creatures, not yet 
ready to fly, was driven into the next. In 
two hours 300 feet pf trench a foot wide had 
been filled, to a depth of a foot. A finger- 
bowl dipped into the trench and struck off 
with a card contained 566 locusts, and from 
unit ot weight and number thus obtained the 
calculation was made.

—At the Church Congress at Sheffield the 
Rev. Canon Gover “thought that great ten
derness should be shown to honest doubters. 
He thought, too, that we pressed beyond due 
bounds belief in the supernatural, where it 
might be accounted for by natural causes. 
For instance the vision of Jacob at Mahaniam 
might have been one of those appearances 
which were sometimes seen in mountain 
passes. At all events, we might properly 
admit that such might have been the .case. 
(‘Question !’) Even in the other case at 
Peniel he would not insist on any superna
tural explanation, but he would admit that 
Jacob might have had a stroke of paralysis.” 
The Rev. Canon’s indulgent hypotheses were 
met by cries of “Oh, oh,” and hisses.

—Has anybody been saying this is a dull, 
stupid, unromantic world, where nothing un
expected ever happens ? Why, an insane 
patient in the Columbus (Ohio) Hospital has 
suddenly fallen heir to an estate in Penn
sylvania worth $100,000, one is said to* be 
improving steadily. Then, again a Rochester 
girl, who has been teaching in No. 12 School, 
and has saved enough money to go to Europe 
has stumbled across her long-lost father, who 
had deserted his family many years before, 
and enabled his wife to marry again, and 
cultivate a small but select brood of four, his 
remark on meeting the daughter in an Eng
lish tavern being, “Me daughter, Oh ! me 
davghter !” Moreover, a lady returning from 
a Wheeling theatre with her husband in a 
crowded horse-car pulled the coat-skirts of 
the gentleman in front of her and murmured 
sweetly, “ You may sit down here in my lap 
dear,” and then discovered that her hus
band was at the other end of she car, and 
the creature to whom she had made her hos
pitable overtures was some other man. There 
is also a young woman named Gertrude in a 
remote Italian village of the Apennines who 
has been “ magnetized by an American 
spiritualist, and who is now extremely ir
regular in her temper, seeing forty thousand 
devils one day and sixteen angels the next, 
and alternately threatening to cut her throat 
and sighing for her physical complement. 
’Tis love that makes the merry world go 
round.

9TABT1N44 A BOY.

(Detroit Free Press.)
A lonesome- looking boy was yesterday 

hanging around a wood-yard in the northern 
part of the city, when the owner of the yard, 
having both charity and philantpropy for 
boys with tears in their eyes, asked the lad 
why he didn’t peddle apples or do something 
to earn a few shillings. The boy replied that 
he had nd capital, and the wood-yard man 
took out a nickel and sai.t :

44 Now, my boy, I’m going to start you in 
life. Take this nickel and go and make 
a purchase of something or other, and I’ll 
buy it of you for 10 cents, no matter 
what it is. Come, now, let’s see what 
sort of a business head you have on you.”

The boy took the nickel and went off, but 
in ten minutes was back with a gallon jug 
which he had purchased with the nickel.

44 Well, you are a keener,” replied the 
man. 441 never saw one of those sold for 
less than 15 cents to any one. I want such a 
jug, and here’s its fair price. Go, now, and 
lay ont your 15 cents in apples, and I’ll buy 
half your stock.”

The boy did not return. Perhaps he fell 
into a sewer somewhere ; but you can’t make 
the wood-yard man believe so. When he 
lifted the jug from under the table where the 
boy had carefully placed it he found a hole 
m the bottom large enough to let in a black- 
and-tan terrier.

X'


