
: f PT

Yr.

tvzar JATOMtoo
=erromerotint. 
281 ors 18 XI : M12o

010
223 7Ja21Has 

lisso sic 
tot as

004 RA1
4lundi

A70891I. 
• rpo.3 ciollie 

• sells oil 
. sell aura 

. • tsor D•

JE,
boit.

7
nos of

into V.- - ‘ s *lis

that 29-6/200 goizmb)

lire entre beat
• 075 er 3 : - 1316 2 the stryigit gitnoizof 11 ',

CABLETON PLACE, ONTARIO, OCTOBER 8, 1873.VOL. XXIV. NO. 1
plastwood at once. No was, called tntovts 
-== 

“Did he confess it,?” asked Dlasthood.
«No; he denied it with all his might. Of 

course he would de that,” added Grawle 
of sent him to pay a bill at Rayimon

al nitted They weropolmed with -4*1^ 
bt $ before they could “go off,” a violent scuf- 

in the counting room attracted the 
attention of the partners, and they hatened 
0 : ascertain the cause of the disturbance. 
, ob Seagrain was there ; had seized Mr. 
C melius Vanderwent, Jr. by the throat, and 
W 8 shaking him up in a very rude and rough 
W Y.

ANCIENT NEEDLEWORK.
Ve have no reason to doubt that needles 

of metal, were made in the fourth gen- 
er stion from the Fall, if not before, for 
at ention to the records of Scripture will 
dmonstrate at how very early a period 
in the world’s history the useful arts 
w re developed. Jubal was the inventor 
of musical instruments. Zillah’s son 
Tbal-Caia, was an “instructor of every 
ar ificer in brass and iron” (Genesis iv. 
2:.) It is most probable that Tubal- 
Coin, seeing his mother and his sister 
N amah, at their laborious work with 
fi h bones or wooden skewers, fashioned 
more convenient implements for them

CANADA TO "PUNCH. gospel, and oum hum so full of it that 
Icouldn’t draw a long broth without 
starting a button.

Brevity and silence are two grate 
kards, and next to saying nothing, say- 
ing a little is the strength of the game.

It is hard to find a man of good sense 
who kan look back on enny occasion 
and wish he had sed sum more, but it 
is easy to find menny who wish they had 
said less.

A thing sed is hard to recall, 
unsed it kan be spoken at enny time.

Brevity is the child of silence, and 
a great credit to the old man.

me," added the partner, as he handed him a "manded Hr. Lyumore. 222 NTT 
paper with a couple of five dollar bills laid I "Mr. Vanderwent,” replied Fred. €2 
upon it. «What does he mean by that?” asked the 

Mr. Cornelius took the bill. It was for a merchant.

THE CHILDREN’S TREASURY.

The sun had nearly sunk behind the 
hills, leaving the valley in a sombre 
shadow, as if to warn the traveller that 
night came early these dark December 
days; but Alice Lee sat weeping beside 
a stile at the road-side regardless of the 
gathering gloom, only now and then 
looking helplessly at a bundle of sticks 
that lay beside her. Hlow long she in- 
tended to sit there no one knows, but 
soon a rustling noise was heard in the 
wood she had just passed through, and a 
girl about her own age clambered over 
the stile with a heavy burden of sticks 
on her back.

“Why, Alice !" she cried, “how can 
you sit there in the cold ? "You’ll be 
frozen to death !"

"And who would care?" said Alice.
"I would," replied her friend, laugh- 

ingly; "and you wouldn’t much like it 
yourself either; so come, cheer up, and 
let us see who will be first home.’’.

them of the darkness, she saw that they 
nly wondered, and thought that she 

was blind; but there was an unusual 
stir in the Wilson’s -cottage, so she 
turned in there. Ellen stood with her 
little bonnet and hood on, and a small 
bundle and lantern in her hand.

"Oh! Ellen,” she said, “where are 
you going !"

Ellen looked as it surprised at the 
question. "I cannot stay here," she 
said; "this place is too dark; I am 
going to the beautiful country you have 
heard about, that needs neither the sun 
nor the moon to lighten it."

Alice asked, "Are you going alone ?" 
"Ob, no !" said Ellen, "that would 

never do. I have a Friend with me, 
though you cannot see him, and he has 
promised to take me safely there."

Alice asked if it would be a long 
journey. "I am not sure," Ellen replied; 
"but it is a pleasant road, and you see 
what a bright light 1 have."

She held up the lantern, and Alice 
read in golden letters all round it, “Thy 
word is a lamp unto my feet, and a 
light unto my path."

"Father is going to follow me,” con- 
tinued Ellen, and you must come too; 
but I have no time to wait for you.’

So she trimmed her little lamp afresh, 
and left her home.

Alice watched her as she hastened on 
through a rugged defile among the hills;

(APROPOS OF THE PACIFIC CHARTER CORRUPTION.) 

"Canadian brethern, stamp it out.
Or, with still broadening pinion. 

Of your wide realm, withouta doubt, 
‘Twill make its dark dominion!" —Posca.

Punch, sir, as a prophet, you’re a perfect 
stunner,—

(Witness the way you hit the “Derby” run- 
ner) —

And, sir, abroad you’re not without the honor 
Justly your due.

So, when you speak, we’d never think of 
sneering.

Whether your words were ominous or cheer-

But, as entitled to a dec’rous hearing, 
- We’d hear you through.
On our “Pacific” it appears you’re posted 
And you’re afraid that everything we boasted 
In our hot shame will hopelessly be roasted 

And ruined quite.

Scandal and slander stirred in stenchful 
fusion—

Knighthood and thieves in unbanished col-

"Privilege e «Black Rod • “Hisser’"- 
uCheers”—“intrusion"—

Heaven help us—trite.

Yes, sir, ‘tis so ; our case is past “preven- 
tion”—

Upon that point there can be no contention. 
And that there’s room for gloomy apprehen- 

sion
No one will doubt.

But, noble Mentor, we’ve determination

4 suppose he can explain it better than 1,” 
added Fred. "I came to see you in regard to 
Mr. Seagrain, for I do not believe you will 
countenance such treachery as he has been

hat, purchased by Mr. Blastwood. and had 
just been sent’in. The son of his father went 
to the wardrobe for his overcoat, but returned 
without it to the private office.

"I beg your pardon, Mr. Blastwood, but I 
expect my father here every moment, and I 
desire to see him very much indeed. I am

said the fluanzal partner- 1.2 
«Exactly so; and that’s where I to 

him up. I saw him hand in a wea1 

"A dem doner Li asked Mr. Ba-topod.
“That’s the very one,” replied OreTler, 

pointing to the bill on the desk, 
-tincaunc 

cd, and wanted to get rid of itwh 
thought no one was looking,” 
detective. Before he had time 
store, I asked the clerk to give me two tens 
forsstwenty, which he dht, and one of of cm 

on looks like a juin case,” said Mr. Lya-

@
guilty of towards me.”

“What do you mean by treachery Y" asked 
the merchant, quietly.

47 had some conversation with him in re- 
gard to Miss Lynmoce. Of course our Inter- 
view was confidential. Hie voluntarily pro- 
mised to stay away from your house for six: 
months.”3,025

“After you had charged him with thrust-, 
ing himself into my daughter’s presence," 
interposed the merchant.

HI don’t think I said anything of the kind, 
sir.”9-00

"I think you do. But go on.” zoo’s 3.
“It was treachery of the meanest kind for 

him to go to you with this private conversa-

uHe did not come tome with it ; he simply 
refused to visit my house, and I saw some- 
thing was the matter with him. I dragged 
the story out of him. This was your plan to 
=ECL.A 

seems there is another who wants to cut him 
out. This is ridiculous, absurd!” said Mr, 
Lynmore, impatiently. “The girl is but a 
child. You and Cornelius Vanderwent are 
mere boys."

"I cannot help my feelings, if I am a boye 
pleaded Fred.

"Is Cornelius madly in love with Fanny, 
too?" asked the merchant, with a sneer.

"He told me he was, yesterday ; and said 
she was born and sent into the world for 
him,” answered Fred maliciously.

"Indeed !"
Mr. Lynmore was evidently an old-fashion-

afraid I shall miss him if I out, but Mr.
ShallSeagrain is not very busy just now. I ask him to go ?”

"Yes," replied the partner, as he turned to 
a pile of letters which had just been brought 
into the office.

Corny went up Broadway to pay the bill, 
and the vigilant shadow followed him. One 
of the first letters Mr. Blast wood opened con- 
tained a twenty dollar bill, on which was the 
mark of the cashier, made with a blue lead 
pencil. The attention of the partner was 
immediately arrested, and he exeltedly turn- 
ei to the letter for further information. It 
was written on a half sheet of note paper, and 
its contents were as follows;

“Massas. VANDBEWENT a LYNNORS :—Uene 
tlemen.—Last night I discovered my son in a 
ca-oura. 

evil ways. He confessed, when I got him 
home, that he had won a considerable sum 
of money, which I am restoring to those who 
lost it. He says he won the enclosed bill 
from a young man in. your employ. For a 
long time my son refused to tell the name of 
the loser, but finally mid it was ‘Seegrinn,’ 
or something of that kind; he did not know, 
or pretended not to know, precisely what it 
was. If you have such a person in your em-

the
leave the

DOES IT PAY TO COOK FOOD 
FOR STOCK.

We will state that our farm contains 
700 acres, and we generally feed 100 
head of cattle on grass in summer, and 
we fatten each winter about forty head 
of cattle in stable. We raise from forty 
to fifty actes of wheat, twenty to thirty 
of eats, twenty of corn, and three or 
four acres of Swedish turnips. Our 
engine is driven by a five horse boiler, 
with engine attached to its side. And 
this threshes our grain, cuts and steams 
the fodder, pumps the water, saws the 
wood, and does the churning, and thus 
is very handy to have on a farm. We have 
three steam boxes, holding 100 bushes 
cach, one of these filled with cut straw 
and chaff, 200 pounds of bran, worth 
75 cents a hundred, evenly nixed, moist- 
ened with water, packed in solid, and 
well steamed will feed sixty head of cattle 
three times for one day, all they will eat 
Fattening cattle are fed extra. In this 
way we can feed all our straw and corn 
stalk, and poor hay, if we have any, 
with a little grain or bran, turn it all 
into quick active manure to stimulate 
new crops, and can keep much more

• “Of course it is. The follow will 1 
victed” as soon as the court looks 1 
lust as quick as I saw that bill, A• 
the bracelets on him,” said Grawler, 
self-satisfied tone.

led 
I, a

. 

"Whom?" demanded Mr. Blastwood” 
“The fellow that has been robbing your 

money drawer,” and the detective threw a 
ten-dollar bill upon the desk at which Mr. 
Lynmore sat. -
It had the blue pencil mark upon it, and a 

triangular bit had been cut out at one end. 
The bill was shown to the cashier, who took 
the three-cornered piece from an envelope 
marked “Saturday,” with the date.

"That’s one of them,” srid Mr. Blastwood. 
“Now, who is the fellow ?"

“The young man you call Corny," answer- 
ed Grawler, proudly and confidently : for he 
felt that he had solved the mystery.

“Corny !" exclaimed Mr. Lynmore, 
"Corny !" r prated Mr. Blastwood.
“He told me his name was Cornelius Sea- 

grain,” added the thief-catcher. "But I have 
him safe at the station. They will send him 
to the Tombs this afternoon.

«The Tombs !" groaned Mr. Lyntnore.
"You did! exlaimed Mr. Blastwood 

"Then you will go right to the station, and 
take them off ! Bring the young man here."

Grawler opened his eyes, and looked 
hurt.

“Then you don’t want to catch the thief- 
do you ?

“Corny is not the thief, ‘ said the financial 
man. with energy. "Go and bring him 
down here at once. Be in a hurry, too!"

Grawler departed, with his professional 
pride very badly damaged.

"I gave the bill and the money to Cornell- 
as Vanderwent Jr.,” Mr. Blastwood explain- 
ed ; “but he said heexpec ted his father every 
moment and was afraid he should miss bin 
if he went out. Then he asked me if he

But Alice was too sullen to be per- 
suaded, and at last Ellen Wilson went 
on her way more quickly than before, to 
make up for lost time. Alice sat watch- 
ing her retreating figure until a turn in 
the road hid her from view; then slowly 
raising her own bundle, she began to 
walk in the same direction, but very 1 
slowly, and still weeping bitterly.

The road stretched along the valicy, 
and both the girls were making towards 
two cottages which stood apart from the 
village, and a good way up the hill ; but 
the difference was great between the 
two children who were thus following 
the same path to homes that seemed so 
much alike. Both were very poor, and 
neither had what could be called a 
happy home; but the one loved God, 
and the other kucw him not , or in other 
words the one was happy and the other 
was miserable. Alice had never felt the 
contrast between herself and Ellen so 
strongly as this night, and she was in- 
wardly wishing she knew what Ellen’s 
secret was, when some one who had been 
walking much more rapidly than her- 
self, drew near, and she was joined by a 
kind looking elderly gentleman. He 
asked her why she was crying; and 
when she told him because she was cold, 
and weary, and was afraid that her 
mother would scold her when she reached 
home, lie looked very sorry for her, but 
said he did not think crying would do 
any good. "I am afraid, little girl," he 
added, "that you don’t know how to be 
happy."

"I am not always crying, sir, ‘ said 
Alice.

"I daresay not," he replied with a 
kind smile; “but it is one thing to be 
sometimes merry, and quite another 
thing to be always happy."

“Always happy !" —the words sounded 
very strange to the wearied child. "I 
would like to be always happy, sir,” she 
said.

“None are happy ou earth, he answer- 
ed, “excepting those who love God, and 
the Lord Jesus who died to save us.— 
This makes them contented with their 
lot in the world, whatever it may be, 
because it is God’s choice for them. Do 
you see those two cottages high up ou 
the hill side?"

“Yes, sir,” said Alice ; "we live in 
one, and Ellen Wilson and her father 
live in the other."

«Well,” he said, "as I came along the 
valley this evening your cottages were 
quite bright in the beams of the setting 
sun; but as it went down, they grew 
darker and darker, till I could scarcely 
find them out on the hill-side. But now, 
don’t you see how bright one of them is 
again ? Can you tell me the reason of 
this?"

"There is a light within, sir," said 
Alice: “Ellen has got home, and she has 
kindled the fire !"

"Yes," he said, "that is it; there is 
a light within! And so it is with our- 
selves, whether old or young. It is easy 
to look bright when the sun is shining 
outside ; but when darkness and trouble 
come, then we envy those who have a 
light within. And mark this, my 
child, the only light for these dark, sin- 
ful hearts of ours is the love of Jesus, 
and the sweet spirit of contentment 
which this love always brings with it."

on t of the, motals on, which he worked. 
The first Scripture record we observe of 
dyed garments is Joseph’s coat of many 
elors. It was evidently a costly and no 
uual thing in the patriarch’s tent, as it 
so signally aroused the envy of his elder 
b others, many of them married men and 
fa hers. But then they lived the primi- 
tive life of shepherds and farmers, who 
uide for themselves all they wore,- 
E ypt was then at the height of her 
It xury. The garments of her great men 
a d princesses- were resplendent with 
elors and embroidery. Indeed, we may 
s ppose that even before the Flood ex- 
twaganee in dress was amongst the sins 
0. depraved people, because it is always 
ocof those sins which accompany the 
ure serious vices of luxury and de- 
b uchery. No doubt, also, gorgeous 
to lettes were worn in the doomed cilice 
0Sodom and Gomorrah. That the 
r lers and great men. of Nineveh in- 
dilged in costly apparel is evident from 
the sculptures time has so wonderfully 
preserved to us. Inspired writers both 
it the Old and New Testament have not 
dsdained to mention the work of women.
j. is recorded in the book of Samuel 
at “Haonah, his mother, made him a

Not to succumb just yet to strangulation- 
This present trouble’s but the measles of the ploy, will you hand him the enclosed bill. I 

sincerely hope you will be able to save him 
from the error of his ways. For my son’s 
sake, rather than my own, I can only sub 
scribe myself.

‘A. FatesD.’

sometimes the road looked very rough, 
sometimes smoother again, but she saw 
that the light, which had burned 
dimly among the togs of the valley, 
grew brighter and brighter as Ellen 
ascended the hill, till it threw quite a 
glory over the pathway and round her 
little figure; and Alice could see that 
the way was covered with golden in- 
scriptions. One was, "Her ways are 
ways of pleasantness, and all her paths 
are peace; another was, "This is the 
way, walk ye in it." But the one that 
pleased Alice best was this, "The path 
of the just is as the shining light that 
shineth more and more unto the perfect 
day." She gazed and gazed upon the 
glittering words until she forgot to look 
any more at Ellen. At last she seemed 
to hear confused noises, and dreamed 
something about a thunderstorm, till 
awakened by a violent shaking from her 
mother, and a storm of angry reproach 
for having slept so long.

The poor child rose in a moment, and 
hastened to her morning work; but 
though her dream was gone, its 
pleasant memories remained. She 
eagerly told it all to Ellen, and said she 
thought it meant something like the 
"Pilgrim’s Progress," but asked if it 
would not mean that Ellen was to die

Nation—
We’ll stamp it ont !" 

—Grip.
FRIENDSHIP.

|ed man, who believed that cupid ought not 
to meddle with the hearts of young men till 

Mr. Blastwood read this note twice. Of |they were twenty-five or thirty years old. He 
course “Seegrinn” meant “Seagrain,” and | was quite sure that Fanny had no sympathy 
the inference was that Corny was a gambler. ! with such nonsense, and that she was not 
Mr. Wordingham was called into the office, 
and invited to read the letter, which he did.,

«What do you think ?" asked Mr. Blast - she owed such a debt of gratitude. Corny had 
wood, protested that he never thought of such a

still, deep, and clear one time our friendship 
lay, L

As lies a noble lake;
Therein our souls did bathe,thereon did play;

No soundings did we take.
Ah gracious waters !—not a sudden frost

Their ripplings scaled in death i
Then might a thaw have brought us back 

the lost.
With breathings of warm breath.

They wasted day by day and were withdrawn ; 
The risen sun shone wide.

Where all was arid, from the dewless dawn 
To scorching eventide.

Ah ! they were but s flood, unfed by streams. 
Yet I so fain to slake

My ardent thirst, must haunt the spot a here 
gleams

The mirage of our lake.
Thou art so changed, thou dost perceive no 

change ;
But as a secret deep

Iguard (lest friendship’s ghost I should 
estrange).

How much I secret keep.

TWILIGHT.

“madly in love" with either of the young fel- 
lows, not even the Long Islander, to whom

“It looks like a true bill," replied Mr. thing.
Wordingham. Mr. Fred Lynmore pleaded for himself, that

«This twenty has the cashier’s mark upon the heavy sentence pronounced upon him 
it. But it maybe a trick. Neither you nor might be modified.
I believed that Corny was guilty before." "No, sir ; not a hair," said the inflexible 

"He may have been, for all that,” suggest- uncle. "You must drive such nonsense out 
ed Mr. Wordingham. of your head. You are impudent and pre-

"I don’t believe he is ; for a young man is sumptuous."
very seldom a knave and a fool at the same "I did not intend to be, sir, and I will 
time.’ • promise never again to mention the subject

"I think a knave is always a fool. We of love to Miss Fanny.
have reduced the matter down to this—that "Never again?" exclaimed Mr. Lynmore. 
either Cornelius or Corny is the thief : that ‘ Have you spoken to her of love?
whichever it is, he is certainly a fool.” Fred believed that the merchant had over-

"I grant it ; you are right.’ heard him the afternoon before, and that this 
"Our theory before was that Cornelius was was the exciting cause of his Banishment, 

the thief, and had labored to throw the guilt "Never but once, sir.
upon Corny." "Worse and worse !‘
“"Why should Mr. Vanderwent’s son rob "I never will again, sir, at least------

the money-drawer? His father is worth "You absurd puppy !" sucered the mer-
millions,” added Mr. Blastwood. €hant, "do you think Fanny, if she were old 

"His father don’t allow him much money, enough to think of a husband, would accept 
and prefers to have him grow up in the busi such an idle, lazy, useless fellow as you are? 
ness like the other clerks.” I am doing wrong to support you in idleness.

“It’s alla mystery,as black as night. How I see it now."
could either of them open the money- "I am willing to do something, sir; and 
drawer?” have been on the lookout for a situation for

“I don’t know.” a year."
“Wordingham, I have about come to a "I have found three or four for you, but 

point where I don’t believe anybody, orany - none of them suited you. I came to the con- 
thing,” said Mr. Blastwood. “I have watch- clusion that you did not want a place ; but 
ed that drawer myself, and I bave had a I will countenance your laziness no longer, 
detective watch it all day long ; but at night I will see your mother at once. You may 
over a hundred dollars has been missing. I go now.”
have almost come to the conclusion that no Fred went, witha Atat-claas flea in his car, 
one stole the money. I can’t make anything and, perhaps, with a milder view of his own 
at all ofit.” importance than he ever held before.

“But here is one of the marked bills,” “Cornelius, I wish to see you,’’ said Mr. 
added Mr. Wordingham, picking up the Lynmore, calling to the Vanderwent at his 
twenty dollar note. “This must have come desk.
from that drawer.” The son of his father entered the private

«I suppose it must; but how ? office with many doubts and fears. The mer-
“That’s the question.” chant closed the door behind him, which
"I don’t like to charge Corny with gamb- certainly looked very ominous.

ling and stealing, without better evidence : “Cornelius, I understand that my daughter 
than an anonymous letter,” ssid Mr. Blast- was born and sent into the world for you, 
wood, decidedly. from which I infer that she was born before

“But I think the writer givesa good reason she was sent into the world," Mr. Lynmore 
for not signing his name to it. Of course he began, sarcastically, 
does not wish to tell the world that his son “Really, sir, I------- "
bas fallen into bad ways.” "Listen to me, if you please. I am inform-

“Be that as it may, i wil not ruin a young ed that you are madly in love with my 
man on such testimony. If he is guilty, we daughter ; which implies marriage in the 
shall get at the truth before long; for we are future.”
losing from fifty to two hundred dollars a "I wish to say-------"
day,” added the financial partner, with a grim "Don’t say it yet, if you please. However 
smile. much I might be honored, and my daughter

"Are you sure this is one of the bills?” might be honored, by such an alliance, she is 
asked Mr. Wordingham. much too young to think of such things yet.

«There is the mark. We will take it to You will do me the favor, therefore, to visit

stock, and at one third less expenses
than in the old way. Our stock comes
out in better condition in the spring, 
and we have no doubt from our experi- 
ence that there is a saving to us of fully 
one third in the cost of watering our 
animals. In feeding hogs we find that 
two bushels of corn ground and cooked 
is a little better than four bushels of 
shelled corn. We have proved this by 
the best test we can give it. We have on 
hesitation in saying that our confi- 
dence in the economy of this mode of 
feeding strengthens with each year’s ex- 
perience, and we believe it is destined 
to be practiced much more extensively 
in the future.—Deweg & Stewart Live 
Stock Journal.

KEEP COWSQUIET.

ttle coat, and this simple fact, this 
ardinary offering to the child, whom God 
imself had held converse with, is not 
considered unworthy a place in the 

3.blc. Again, Dorcas who worked for
should send Corny to pay the bill, and I told 
him to do $ .‘

“But his father is sic k, and had no inten- 
tion of coming out to day," added the senior 
DertucT: "I called UMI him before Icaine widowsstood weeping and showing the 

The financial partner was excited; he garments which Dorcas had made 
went to the door and called Mr. Cornelius, whilst she was with them.” The only

"Have you any money about you?" de- 2 elaborate description of needlework in 
manded Mr. Blastwood sharply, the Bible is of that made by the Hebrew

af have, sir," replied Mr. Cornelius, with the DH Iso a 0 h " a Bland smile. I women to decorate the Tabernacle and

• «Let me see it,”

the poor, was restored after death to life 
by St. Peter, around whom “all the

When through the placing sunset tints
The evening star swings clear and white,

I listen o’er the bills for her
Who brings to me my one delight.

Dow the far western slops she comes.
All slow and nun-like draped in gray ;

Her thoughtful brow, her steadfast eyes.
Press back the crowding cares of day.

More clam than hopeless winter’s clouds ;
More sad than autumn’s gray colg haze:

But full of strength as angels’ eyes.
She rolls the stone from buried days.

She lays her fingers on mine eyes.
And breathes her magic in mine ear.

And then I see or seem to see
And know not if I dream or hear.

Dut all the dear lost shadows pass ;
‘Their eyes reproach me that I stay ;

Like dying winds at fall of night.
Their voices win my soul away.

The sunshine of the fair dead days
Gleams faintly through their misty hair. 

And the pale, awful smile of death
Replaces that they loved to wear.

The scents, the hues, of vanished springs.
The sun-bright blooms of summer-time.

And autumn’s fullness live again.
And sparkles hear December’s rime.

The fields wave greenly down the slope.
And children chase the lambs at play, 

k And, shouting, count the daisy eups
Among the shining ricks of hay.

And eyes of love light all the earth.
Like some intensest glance of god.

And youth and faith, and hope and truth. 
And all the pleasant ways we trod ;

They live! they live! One little hour
Renews the joys of perished years ;

The wordless, slow processions pass. 
And leave me to my silent tears.

A BRAVE BOY’S FORTUNE.

It is a curious fact that any excite- 
ment to which a cow is subjected causes 
a very large loss of cream on the milk. 
At a meeting of the Mass. State Board, 
Dr. Sturtevant, said: “Under the same 
circumstances, the same cow gave, one 
day, nine and a half per cent. of cream 
and another day eighteen per cent, of 
cream.’ Mr Lewis, an old experienced 
dairyman said: “I have taken a good 
deal of pains to test the value of my 
milk that I have worked into cheese. I 
have graduated glasses for the purpose, 
and I have found a cow 
whose uniform percentage of 
cream was eighteen per cent, reduced 
to six, in twelve hours,—not from any 
change of food, but from a little excite- 
ment. I have known a cow abused by 
a furious milker, and the percentage of 
her cream went down one half. It is 
astonishing what an effect excitement 
has on the percentage on the cream in the 
milk that a cow produces. I have known 
a cow, excited from natural causes, to 
drop in her percentage of cream in her 
milk from fourteen to six per cent, in 
twelve hours. So I would again repeat, 
whoever abuses his cow knocks out of 
his milk a large percentage of the

soon. Ellen smiled, and said,
"Perhaps it means that I have begun 

a pilgrimage to heaven, like Christian.’
“And who is your friend?" asked 

Alice.
That wust ncan Jesus," said Ellen ; 

"and you know he has promised never 
to leave any that come to him.”

"But I can’t love Jesus!" exclaimed 
Alice. "I can’t love him when 1 have 
not secu him, and when he makes me so 
poor and wretched."

"I used to think all that,” said Ellen. 
"Mother used to tell me a great deal 
out of the Bible, but I did not care for 
it until she was dead. Then, one night 
when wy father was drunk, he beat me 
till I ran out of the house crying, and 
I thought, "What a miserable, miserable 
world this is!’ Then I remembered how 
Jesus had left his throne to come into 
this very world, and to suffer and die for 
us; and it secmed such wonderful love; 
I cannot tell how wonderful it seemed. 
And mother had bade me ask God for 
help ; • so 1 asked him then, and it makes 
me so happy to have learned to pray.— 
Now, when father beats me, I can bear 
it better, and sometimes I have such 
sweet thoughts I"

"What kind of thoughts?" said Alice.
"I think," she said, “that heaven is 

my real house, where Jesus, and the 
angels, and my mother are ; and that 
this is only a school where God is giving 
me some hard lessons to learn for his 
sake."

"Hlow Alice wished that night that 
she might dream her beautiful dream 
again ! But though it would not return 
at her bidding, it was never forgotten; 
for she felt as if all her life till now had 
been a dream, and that she had newly 
awakened to see why she had come into 
this world, and to hear of the glorious 
inheritance that might yet be hiers.

The true light had shone into her 
licart, and evcu her mother wondered at 
the change, which she could not under- 
stand. Ellen rejoiced, and not a few-sai 
that another little pilgrim had left the 
broad for the narrow way, and was 
seeking a “better country, that is a

the priests’ dresses. The Egyptiansex- 
celled greatly in fancy needlework, and 
we cannot doubt that they made the 
Hebrew women useful in thisart during 
their state in bondage. At the period of 

. the building of the Tabernacle the pricsts’ 
ephods were to be made “of gold, of blue.

The Vanderwent tossed his wallet on th 
desk, and then, as if involuntarily, thrust: 
finger and a thumb of each hand into hi 
vest pockets. Suddenly Mr, Blastwood 
who, as I have before stated, was an impu
sive man, sprang at the Vanderwent, an 
seized both hands, drawing them out of th 
pockets. The finger and thumb of the le. 
hand were closed upon one or more bare 
bills, which dropped on the floor, under te 
violent action of the financial partner, wo

and of purple, of scarlet and of fine 
twined linen, with cunning work.”— 
Here is a brief extract from the ample 
directions as to the needlework for theinstantly picked them up.
sacred service and for the priests:—"Mr. Blastwooh this is an outrage •

indignity !" gasped the Vanderwent, red n “And beneath upon the hem of it thou 
the face. shalt make pomegranates of blue, and of

"I know it is; you may go now I
"I will appeal to my father !"
“Do 60 ; but leave this instant or I ll

purple, and of scarlet round about the 
hem thereof ; and bells of gold between 
them round about. . . . And thouput you out,” added Mr. Blastwood.

He looked all that he said, and Mr. 
nelius deemed it prudent to withdraw.

shalt embroider the coat of fine linen, 
and thou shalt make the mitre of fine 
linen, and thou shalt make the girdle of 
needlework. And for Aaron’s sons thou 
shall make for them girdles, and bonnets 
shalt thou make for them, for glory and 
for beauty." (Exodus xxviii. 39 40).- 
"Moreover thou shalt make the taber- 
nacle with ten curtains of fine twined 
linen and blue, and purple, and scarlet; 
with cherubim of cunning work shall 
thou make them.’ (Exodus xxvi. 1). 
This curtain is elsewhere more particu- 
larly described as being of linen entirely, 
on which the most skilful of the Hebrew 
ladies embroidered cherubim with 
scarlet, purple, light blue and gold 
thread. It is very possible that the work 
was of the kind we now call “applique,” 
and the colored figures daintily embroid- 
ered with gold thread of solid bullion, 
beaten out so fine that it could be even

F-

"Those are the bills I gave to Corneli s,” 
said Mr. Blastwood, triumphantly. If 
Corny is a thief, I will never trust and her 
man while I live."

"Are you quite sure ?"
"I can swear to them," replied the tiu- 

cial partner, as he laid the bills on the “sk. 
“They were on my table for an hour ith 
the hatter’s bill before I sent them off. One 
is a new one and the other an old on I 
look at every bill that comes into my l’nis 
now. Besides, I fold my money dif ent 
from most others."

The creases in the tives corresponde |cx- 
actly to those in the bills which Mr. Clast- 
wood took from his wallet. They were 
doubled lengthways first and then cros rays. 
Mr. Lynmore was satisfied.

"[ Believe Cornelius is the thief, b how

my house only when you are invited to dothe cashier.”
Mr. Blastwood passed out into the count- so."

ing-room with the bill and the letter in his “Mr. Fred Lynmore, I perceive, has made 
hand. a very unwarrantable use of a private con-

“Do you know that bill?” he asked, tossing versation,” said Mr. Cornelius, with dignity ; 
it on the table of the cashier, “and I wish to say that the remark you have

“I do; it isone we lost.’ quoted was only a pleasantry, to which 20 
“Sure?" meaning whatever is to be attached.”
"I can swear to it, I think,’ replied the "And I wish to say that any young man 

cashier, taking from his drawer an envelope who can speak in that way of my daughter is 
labelled “Friday,” with the day of the month. not fit to associate with her. If you wish to

He poured out the contents of this enve- appeal from my decision, I will talk with 
lape, which consisted of halfe dozen minute your father about the matter."
bits of bank notes, cut in irregular shapes : "I must beg you not to mention the matter 
from the edges of the bills. Selecting one of to him,” pleaded Mr. Cornelius, in real 
them, he applied it to the end of the note the terror ; "for my father, though he is very 
partner had thrown upon the table. The kind to me, can be very severe."
little piece exactly fitted upon the edge "I am aware of it. You will visit my 
where it had evidently been out off, not in a house only when you are invited, I repeat, 
straight, but in a wavy line. It was of pre- One thing more, you have a plan to cut out 
cisely the same color as the bill, the oysterman."

"Yes, I will swear to it,” said the cashier. The Vanderwent protested that he had no 
when he had completed the trial. such plan, and that he had never mentioned 

"I hope you will have the opportunity to such a thing, even as a pleasantry. Mr. Lyn- 
do so,” added Mr. Blastwood, as he picked up more thought the “plan” was quite consistent 
the bill. "It was taken last Friday, I judge with the fact that he was "madly in love," 
by the mark on the envelope.” with Fanny, and guided by what he had 
“Yes, sir." learned from Corny and Fred, he questioned
At that moment Mr. Fred Lynmore entered Mr. Cornelius very sharply for half an hour, 

the counting room, and inquired for his and in the end he was satisfied that Fred had 
uncle. He was not in; he might come in told the truth. The “plan” seemed to explain 
five minutes, or he might not come at all the mystery of the hundred-dollar bill found 
that day, but Fred decided to wait for him, in Corny’s diary, which Mr. Blastwood insist 
and entered Mr. Lynmore’s private office. ed had been placed there; by the Vanderwent. 
Mr. Cornelius wondered what he wanted. The son of his father was dismissed, and the 
and paused in the “monthly statement" he moment he left the office, the financial part- 
was making out, to consider what had passed ner, who had been waiting an hour for an

cream."’
The worry by dogs, the hurrying and 

hallowing of boys when driving the 
cows home from pasture, the kicking 
and pounding of an angry milker, of 
any similar cause, of excitement will be 
sure to reduce the quality of the milk 
to the extent of several per cent, of 
cream. This fact is too well attested by 
many careful and experienced dairymen 
to admit of a doubt, and the first object 
of concern with the butter dairyman, 
especially, should be to see that his 
cows are treated with the utmost gentle- 
ness all the time.—Mass. Ploughman.

IMPORTANCE OF FEEDING RE- 
GULARLY. -

Success in feeding operations does 
not depend altogether upon feeding 
liberally. The usual supply of food 
should be given with regularity; and 
when the time comes at which the stock 
should bo fed, nothing should serve as 
an excuse for delay. The system be- 
comes accustomed to the times at which 
food is taken ; and if the food is not

he got the bills out of the drawer I 
see,’’ added Mr. Blastwood.

"Perhaps we had better exami

nnot
TBS LEAK IN THE MONEY-DRAWER.

Mr. C. Vanderwent, Jr., was decidedly 
pleased with the information which had been 
conveyed to him by Mr. Fred Lynmore, and 
was satisfied that one rival had been effect- 
ually removed from his path to a conquest 
over the affections of Miss Fanny ; but he was 
obliged to acknowledge to himself that the 
more dangerous one still remained. One of 
them, like the evil spirits in the spectacle, 
had been thrust down through one of the 
numerous traps in the stage, but the other 
still mocked his hopes and blocked his way. 
Mr. Cornelius was absolutely sure that if the 
Long Islander could be kept away from Mr. 
Lynmore’s house even for s few months, he 
could win the heart, and obtain a promise of 
the hand of Miss Fanny. She was very kind 
to him, she smiled upon him, and she always 
treated him with distinguished consideration 
—how could she do otherwise, when he was 
the son of the mighty senior partner? That 
si Iky moustache, toned with darker hues than 
nature had given it, was all that irresistible, 
and the mirror in his chamber assured him 
that no lady, not even the daughter of Mr. 
Lynmore, could long hold out, if he really 
"meant business."

That abominable Long Islander was in his 
way. Job Seagrain was missing when he

the
drawer,” suggested the senior.

"I have examined it twenty mes," 
said the junior. "I have taken the rawer 
out, and looked it over very carefully

"Let us do it again,” continued M Lyu- 
more, leading the way to the cshier’s 
desk.

Mr. Cornelius had gone out; per taps in 
his wrath and indignation, never to eturn.

The women had devoted their Here he stopped, for his road now lay 
in an opposite direction; but he gave 
Alice a little hymn-book, and told her to 
keep it in remembrance of an old friend 
who prayed that God would himself

woven.
bracelets and other gold ornaments to 
the purpose, and every one who had 
cloth of the beautiful dyes named also 
made an offering of it. Besides this, "all 
the women that were wise-hearted did 
spin with their hands, and brought that 
which they had spun, both blue and 
purple, and of scarlet and of fine linen. 
And all the women whose hearts stirred 
them up in wisdom spun goats’ hair.— 
The linen embroidered made the inner

teach her the only way to be happy 
both here and hereafter.

Alice went on, pondering over the 
strange words she had heard. She 
paused at the Wilson’s cottage, and 
watched her friend Ellen busily engaged 
in making all tidy before her father’s 
return. "Oh," she thought "I am sure 
that Ellen has the light that the gentle- 
man spoke of, because she loves God, 
and that will be why she is happy, while 
I am miserable.” But she had no. tiwe 
for further thought, for she heard the 
angry voice of her mother screaming, 
"Come along, you idle, little vagabond, 
or I’ll see if I can’t make you walk 

smarter!"
Poor Alice hastened on with her bur- 

den, but did not escape an angry blow as 
she entered the cottage. The sticks 
would not burn, they only smouldered 
among the embers, for they had been 
gathered from the nearest and dampest 
corner of the wood; and after a fresh 
torrent of abuse, the poor child was sent 
supperless to bed. She lay shivering 02 
her straw pallet, thinking that she could 
never sleep, and feeling that all was very 
dark both without and within.

But children do not often lie awake 
even when cold and hungry ; so Alice 
fell asleep, and she dreamed a dream.

She fancied it was day, and time for 
her to take Nancy, the cow, to the hill- 
side; but when she reached the door, 
there was scarcely any light coming from 
the sun, for a dark shadow seemed over 
it, and there was a mysterious chill in 
the air, just as she remembered fooling 
when there had been a wondeaful 

-Mother ! mother!” she cried, run- 

ning into the cottage again, “why is it so

Mr. Blast wood pulled out the money rawer.
and laid it on the desk. Mr. Lynn 
amined it very carefully. The back send of

1re Cx-

the drawer had been cut down so hat it 
would pass a Trace above it ; and thi was all 
that was peculiar above the drawer.

"Pull out the next one,” said the senior 
and finally all the drawers were ta e a out. 
Mr. Blastwood was on his knees, lo sing in- 
to the space usually occupied by dr vers.

“Thunder and Lighthing!” he exclaimed, 
as he reached into the aperture fro which 
the lower drawers had been take out.

"What’s the matter?" deman ad Mr. 
Lynmore, startled by the metaorolfical ex- 
pletives of the junior.

“Mr. Blastwood drew out his héud, the 
fingers of which clutched upon is mass of 
bank bills as large as they -cold -Wold. 
Some of them were thickly cov ed with 
dust : some of them were gnawed Ay mice; 
some of them were marked and sot/t of them 
were not. The junior drew forth a second 
baudful, a third and foruth, eat smaller 
than the first and finally a singl bill, till 
the entire deposit was removed.

“Thunder and lightning !" ejacelated Mr. 
Blastwood again, as he gazed at f s bills on 
the desk. "There is no thief, after all. 
Count it," he added, to the cashios.

The bills were, smoothened and the 
amount counted. It was reporte, as seven

covering of the temple. The spun 
goat’s hair was the scoond covering, and 
above were skins, such as the Arabs 
still use for their tents.—Leisure Hour.

heavenly.

THE JOSH BILLINGS PAPERS.

taken at these times. derangement and
SILENCE. When theinjury is sure to result.KICKING.COWS. Silence is a still noize. 4 st the proper time the 

One of the hardest things fora man to1 stock is not fed at the proper time, thebetween them at the interview on the day opportunity to see Mr. Lynmore, entered 
before. It was not a satisfactory reflection, the office, with the twenty-dollar bill and the 
either, for he could not help accusing himself anonymous letter in his hand. Of course.

animals are disappointed and thrown 
into a state of nervous excitement and 
anxiety, highly derogatory to their

A few years ago I had considerable 
experience with kicking cows, and by 
far the best remedy out of quite a 
number that I have tried, was the strap 
of surcingle drawn tightly around the 
cow just in front of the hips and close 
to the bag, tighten it up till she does not 
attempt to kick. I never knew it to 
fail. You can gradually loosen it until 
it will be sufficient simply to lay it on 
her back. But be cautious, and do not 
loosen or leave it off until she makes no 
effort to kick with it tight or not. Kick 
she cannot with the strap tight. The 
first cow I tried it on was the worst I 
ever saw. With both hind legs tied 
together she would kick backwards like 

a horse ; and then, in addition, one fore 
leg was tied up; and she would stand on 
the other and kick with both hind legs 
as soon as an attempt was made to milk 
her, till she tumbled down; then would 
get up and kick again until tired out; 
so the milk was generally left on the 
stable floor, and it was decided to dry

do iz to keep still.
Everybody wants tew be heard fust, 

and this is jist what fills the world with 
nonsense.

Everybody wants few to talk, few 
wants to think, and nobody wants to 
listen. • *

The greatest talkers among the 
feathered folks, are the magpie and 
neither of them are of much account.

If a man ain’t sure he is right, the 
best kard he can play is a blank one.

I have known menny a man to beat in 
an argument by just nodding his head 
once in a while and simply say, “Jess so, 
jess so." *

It takes a good menny blows to drive 
a nail, but one will clinch it.

Sum men talk just as a French pony 

trots, all day long in a haff bushel 
measure. •-

became dangerous , but Corny, who ought to 
have been driven in disgrace from the count- 
ing- room, and forbidden to enter the mansion

of an indiscretion. He remembered that he the merchant was astonished and grieved at
told Fred Ire had‘‘s plan to cut out the oyster- the information contained ill the epistle, and improvement. And any one has seen 

a lot of cows lowing up and down the 
yard or seen a lot of pigs quealing and 
rushing from one side of/the pen to the 
other, because the hour at which they 
had become accustomed to receive their 
food had been suffered to pass without 
it, need not be told that such animals are 
not only in the way of improvement, 
but that they are actually losing ground. 
But this excitement and worry is not 
the only evil result which follows the 
delay in giving food, the appetite and 
digestive apparatus become deranged, 
and some animals will gorg themselves • 
to such a degree as to become uncom- 
fortable, even if not made actually sick, 
while others will not take as much as 
they require. The successful farmer will 
never allow his stock to become hungry 
even for the shortest length of time, and

man.” Mr. Cornelius decided very promptly 60 expressed himself, i
that it was necessary for him to see Fred, and "I don’t believe a word of it,’ said Mr.
-wrong impression left upon his Blastwood, who was an impulsi ve than, and

of Mr. Lynmore, for the heinous crime of
stealing a hundred dollars seemed to rise I correct any 
superior to the charge, and was even inl’ ---2mind. He therefore entered Mr. Lynmore’s seemed to change his opinions very often. 

office, and polietly saluted the discomfited "I cannot think Corny is a gambler," added 
young gentleman. Fred was grim and: Mr. Lynmore, as he looked over the letter 
savage, for Mr. Cornelius had announced again. "The money was lost last night, the 
himself as another rival. : writer says. Why Corny was at my house

higher favor than ever before. Mr. Cornelius 1 
could not comprehend this circumstance. IC
had been plainly proved that Corny stole the 
bill, by evidence which would convict him 
in any court. The Vanderwent knew noth- 
ing about the “shadows” that were playing 
about the counting-room, and casting them- 
selves upon the track of every clerk in the 
house : neither did Corny. By this time a 
third detective was at work, for Mr. Subtille, 
the principle one, thought he had a clue to 
the lost bills,

Mr. Cornelius was a young man of good 
parts, and the ambition to adorna high social 
position was his most grievous fault. If he 
had used the talent which God had gi ven him 
in working out bis fortunes in the ordinary 
and legitimate way he might have been sue- 
cessiul. His vanity was his besetting sin, 
and he not only made haste to be rich, but 
also made baste to be great. The business 
of the day was to crowd Corny down one of the 
traps in the stage of life. The hero and the 
heroine could not go upon the golden chariot 
till this had beenaccomplished. One of these 

traps had been opened tor him, but somehow 
he bad feiled to fall through it. The Van- 
derwent was on the lookout all the time to 
catch the dangerous rival near one of these 
open holes, that he might crowd him into it. 
Such an opportunity occurred on the very 
morningefter the other rival had dropped out 2=5 

"rathe haymontsond go thlebn.tr

"Dil you understand me to say anything till after eleven, last evening."
about the oysterman when we met yesterday, "Good!" laughed Mr. Blastwood, pleased 
Mr. Lynmore?" inquired the son of his to have his favorite even partially cleared, 
father. ("We can easily ascertain where he was the hundred and forty Collins.,

“But there is about as much n. are iniss- 
ing,” said the finacial partner, gnificant-

The drawers were restored to t.eir places. 
It appeared that the brace over e, drawer 
had brushed the bills out, when the back 
compartment was full and they k d dropped 
behind the other drawers to the loor. Mr. 
Lynmore and the junior went t his office 
to talk it over- Mr. Cornelius hut evidenly 
discoverd the leak in the mon y drawer, 
when took his sales books from the lower 
one. The Cashier said the try clerk

"I did; so far as Beagtain was concerned, : rest of the night." I will go to his boarding- 
your views were the same as my own.” lossse —1 £l------------------ *1 FALL--

"Not at all,” interposed Mr. Cornelius,
house anyself. Stop a moment If he has
been in a gambling house, these detectives 
would know it, for they are shadowing allblandly. "You quite misunderstand me." 

"You had some private opinions of your 
own in regard to him, and you believed that 
Fanny Lynmore was born and sent into the 
world for you."

“Of course that was a pleasantry,” laughed 
the Vanderwent.

“Perhaps it was,” growled Ired. “You 
said you had a plan to cut out this oyster- 
man.”

“Nothing of the sort, my dear fellow,” ad- 
ded Mr. Cornelius, shaking his head.

“I am cure of it.”
“He is one of my best friends, and I 

wouldn’t harm him for the world.”

the boys. In my opinion, this letter was 
written by a villain to injure the boy.”

“Who would do such a thing?”
"I don’t know.”
“Probably the same one that put the stol- 

en bill in his diary.”
“Cornelius, Jr.1 Why should he do such 

a thing?” asked Mr. Blastwood. “If I could 
see the motive, I could understand the deed.”

"I have been informed that Cornelius said 
he had a plan to cut out the oysterman,” add- 
ed Mr. Lynmore, explaining all that had 
passed between him and Fred.

Silence never makes ‘enny blunders, 
and always gets az much az iz due to it, 
and oftentimes more.

Whon i see a man listening to me 
cluss i always say to myself, "look 
out. Josh, that fellow is taking your 
measure.”

I have herd men argy a pint two 
hours and a haff and not get enny further 
from where they started than a mule in

finds it to his advantage to keep his 
to preserve them fromstock comfortable.often pulled the drawer entirely . , 

The Vanderwent concluded not eabdicate, 
after an absence of an hour, dr ing which 
time he had drank two long glas is of beer, 
to blunt his excited sensibilities. Perhaps, 
if his head had been “level,” he might not 
have returned; asit was, he con uded that

oon as possible.her up. excitement of all descriptions, and to 
keep their digestive organs in a state of 
the highest health. To secure success, 
there should be stated intervals for 
feeding and these intervals should be 
strictly observed— National Live Stock 
Journal.

ere red 6 sha-dI 
it The Arterioin schooner "Addie

an extra cow.—Cor. Country

The financial partner opened his eyes very 
wide. The motive was seen now ; he had 
only suspected it before. ,----------------------,-- 1“where is Corny, We musthearwhathe I the son of the senior partner co id not be know mho t this bipers a harmed. He took his place atth desk, with 
-PPP no know ledce of the exciting (Went which-6 cent him on an errand; but he has been. Bjustrered. is. 
gone over an hour, when fifteen minutes was. He. Lynmorennd Mr. Blastwo idiscussed thee enough.. He is usually very, prompt,” I the case in its relations to the 7 nderwent; replied Nir. Blastarood,as heopened thedeor”but the testimony was not all Sa Yet, and 
of the office, a while they were talking, Mir. Sul tile and the., Corny bed not yet returned, but the detec-- shadow who had followed Mr. C unelius to

«Dark p repeated her mother, "and 
the sun shining so bright. You’re not 
awake yet, or you’re blind, or idle, and a bark mill, they did a good deal of 
that’s more like to be the way of it.-

“For all that, you said you had’a plan to 
eut out the oystermen,” persisted Fred, in a 
loud tone and very angrily. Ga 
Al 9 lent M Minore an he 

fisc stock on

LICE ON CATTLE.—May be removed 
by pouring a small quantity of kerosene 
on a card with which they are carded. 
The application should be frequent. . - Tint : 
though in saiall quantities, till the lice. Get to your work, child, or I’ll give you 
all disappear. The lousiest herd will * 
be completely relieved of them in ten 
days by this application alone. Tobacco 

tive who had followed high wished toseoNr. the steamer on Saturday, knocked,and were juice in also an effective cure.

door wide Open, 
inches a moment 
his hand upon in 
tenackredby My.

Soing round and round.
I have sot on jurys and had a lawyer 

alk the law, facts and evidence of the, 
tase all out of me, besides starting the 
taps on miboots, valitaguid: num _______ __________.____
I have bin to church hung-” for shmtthe ill fuea corosTe grew were saved.

a beating that’ll make you see right." 
Alice did not wait a second bidding; Osborne” was run downion the night ofllediwoed. He could not 

aymaitess 

out the oystorman?” de-Lie the 14th of September, by the English 
steamer “Precursor” and only three ofbut as she went out again, she met 

several people, and when she spoke to
7 

vives euro, umo’)an; "xeruste: D

/4:
1.
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