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XXXV.
nr THE BOHHnVilD.

One morning, » few da ye after the incident 
Jut related, the Lefthander and Moue were 
alone together at Crow’s, Neet. It wu just 
after breakfast, and Gentleman Joe had gone 
to pay a visit to his dear ‘Nelly, end Harry 
had wandered away into the pine thicket in 
rear of the house, to look .after some traps 
with which he amused les convalescence. 
The Lefthander wu smoking, aad leaning 
forward in a meditative attitude, with one of 
his hands renting on his knee ; Mouse wu 
busily putting away the tin caps and plates 
on a shelf in the corner. Having at lut ar
ranged everything to her satisfaction, she 
came and ut down by the Lefthander, and 
opened a small "bible, which she took from 
her pocket, and began to read to him.

On this morning he remained silent far some 
minutes after the child cloaed her book ; then 
he said,

"After all, that is the only bible—which
fa strange.”

"What do you mean, poppa ?” said
Mouse.

“I mean, Mignon, that there’s not a differ
ent bible for Afferent people. This is the 
only one—for lords and ladies and tramps and 
beggars. And the strange thing is it suits' 
every one of them, wherever they are and 
whatever they are.”

He mused a little, and added,
“But I wish you were one of the ladies, not 

the poor little one you are.”
“Alady! Fm just u good a ladyuI 

want to be, sir,"said Mouse, with a grand 
air.

“ Yu ; I really believe you are—in your 
character. But I wu thinking of the easy 
time the real ladies have. I wish you were 
one of them for that reason—not such a little 
chit, only the child of your poor mother. ”

"You never told me anything about moth
er, poppa,” said' the child. “ You always 
said 1 wu too young, and you’d tell me some 
*y. Won’t yon tell me now! Fm old 
enough. Can’t you tell me, poppa ! ”

"Yes, Mignon—there’s no sort of trouble 
at that. You are right. You are grow

er up to be a little woman now, and ought 
to snow about things. I met your mother in 
the Bohemian country—I belonged to a circus 
—I ran away from my father and joined it 
when I wu a boy.”

“ Ran away, poppsi!”
“Yu ; I ought not to have run away ; but 

my father wu a very stem man. ' He wu a 
peasant, and very poor, and made me work 
hard from daylight to dark, so I joined a cir
cus that wu passing, and never uw him 
again.” .

The Lefthander spoke rather sadly.
“My father died soon afterward, andlwu 

very heavy-hearted,” he said. “It would be 
much better if people avoided doing what 
makes them heavy-hearted when they think 
of it.”

“ But if they did not really mean to do 
wrong! ” said charitable Mouse.

“ I ought not to-have done u I did. I am 
very sorry. Well, I went off with the circus, 
and grew up to be a young man, and found I 
wu strong, and became an athlete. At last 
the company travelled into Bohemia, and I 
met with your mother. It wu an accident.

Mouse rose and came to the Lefthander, 
and, sitting in hie lap, put one arm around 
his neck.

“ What do you mean by saying $t wu an 
accident, poppa!’’she said.

“I will tell you about it. There wu a 
performance at a place called Prague, in the 
Bohemian country. I had taken by that time 
to the trapeze busineu u well u lifting, and 
one night I had a fall and hurt myself. It 
laid me up for the time, and Whsnthe com
pany left Prague I thought I wrarkPhave td 
remain behind ; but they put me into one of 
the waggons on » matines, and we went west 
toward the Rnbmsrwald.”

“What is
"A high mount 

hernia. It wu a
and u to myself, P did not cfobt ft at I 
wu in so much pain that they had to take me 
out oFthe waggon and leave me at a house we 
passed, where an . old hunter of the mountains 
lived. Your mother wu hie daughter. ”

The Lefthander drew a long breath.
“ She wu very be-intiful, your poor moth

er, Mignon,” he went on, "and nursed me 
till I Was well of my h art. So I came to love 
her; and loved her more and more every day, 
and she loved me, and it wu not so surpris- 

’ ing, therefore, that she should be willing to 
‘ go away with me at last u my wife. I wu 

a gay young fellow then, though I am often 
ao quiet ana sorrowful now—her death made 

, me ao. She died in leu than one year after 
her marriage, but she left me you. I should 

! have gone crazy without my little Mignon 
when my other Mignon left me. At first I 
could not even cry ; I wu thinking of her,

1 end breaking my heart about her, day and 
; nigh*. But one day I wu holding you in my 
arms, sad you put yours around my neck— 
they were rosy little arms—and you babbled

■ * poppa ! poppa 1 ’ and then I began to cry at

* “ Poor, dear poppa I ” sobbed Mouse, hold
ing him close. '

“Well, she wu dead, you see,” continued 
thç Lefthander, “ your poor little mother, far 
off in the Bohemian country, which you dont 

, remember, for I brought yen away with me 
, when you were a baby. Your mother’s name 

wu Mignon, and sometimes I uv the name 
to myself quietly : she is gone, but then I 
have my small Mignon—I couldn’t get along 
without 1er. What ‘would the big oak do 
without the bird that sings on the top branch ! 
It would be a tiresome busineu to the tree 
not to hear the bird singing, and not much 

. matter how soon it would be cut down.” 
j “But the bird ia not going sway,” Mouse 

eriad, to him, smiling through
her tears. “Go away, poppa! 
would I go, end how could Ilivi 
you/”

' “The tree may go, Mignon—I mean it 
j might be cut down : something might happen 

to me. I wu thinking of that just now—I 
j think of it very often—and that is why I said 
that I wished you were a lady. What I

■ meant wu this : If you were a lady you 
would have a family and friends to take care 
of you. If I were to die, what would become

j. of you ! That is on my mind all the time, 
Mignon.”

"Oh, poppa, don’t talk of dying 1 I should 
die, too, if you were to.”

The Lefthander shook his head sadly.
"Young people think that,” he said, “but 

they are mistaken. People forget in this 
world—that cornu after awhile, and it is beat. 
Or if they don’t exactly forget, they manage 
to live on somehow, just u a man shot 
through the body, and u good u done for, 
hangs on and don’t die for years afterward.”

“But you are not «hot through the body, 
poppa, and you’re not to think of dying, if 
you please, or of my being able to get along

The Lefthander drew the small head down 
to his broad chest, and smoothed the child’s 
hair. “My good little Mignon,” he said, 
WitJi the look of trouble still on his face ; “ I 
don’t believe any father ever loved his child 
is much u I love you ; and it’s pitiful to be 
ao poor, and not be able to make life easier to 
you.”

“Easier ! Why, what do I want more 
than I have ! I have you. ”

“ You might have a good deal mere if we 
were not such mere vagabonds ! It’s pitiful I 

you are in rags, nearly, a poor little one, 
rerything. How you ever learned to 
en, I can’t under» and. You learned 

1 at odd times, and read better thaï I 
Ten veers old, and here in this old 

without a mother or sister, or almost 
on!”
lo for mother and sister, and 

utout”
the small arm

if you were a lady 
that—you would 

i to

Where 
e without

with a feather in it, maybe, and a Carriage to 
ride in, and life would be eeey for you."

Mouse reflected, and did not dissent from 
this. She evidently Would have liked what 
the Lefthander spoke of.

“That would be pleasant,” he mid.
“Yea, it would be.”
“ And you’d enjoy it.
“I think I would.” •
“I thought so,” mid the Lefthander sor

rowfully.
“But not without you, poppa. Of course 

it’s natural to like pretty things, and I should 
certainly like it «11—but hew could I get 
along without you f ”

The Lefthander’s rugged face seemed to 
melt at the werds. There waa an indescrib
able tenderness in the very manner in which 
he caressed the child's hair.

“ Yeu would aeon get used to it,” he said. 
"I dent think I Would,” Mouse replied, 

“I know I wouldshaknu her head slightly 
not. I don’t see how nnice thingthings i
living can make us forget tiie people 

.......... 1 that fine life.

close to his
were

and easy 
ie we love.

I anTsure if I lived that fine life, and you 
were not with me, I would lie awake in the 
bed with the pretty counterpane and think of 
you and cry—and then, you know, that would 
spoil all the fine things, and the boots with 
the black buttons would pinch me.”

The Lefthander was overcome by the mixed 
pathos and gaiety of the child. He held her 

heart, and his lips moved as if he 
g praying for her.
Well, well,” he said, “you mustn’t mind 

my talk, Mignon—I’m a little down to-day. 
It is natural that a father should be thinking 
about what might happen to his child if he 
were to die. It would be bettor if you were 
a little lady, as I said—but then I would not 
see you any mere ; and if I were not to see 
you I think I should die, Mignon ! ”

His breast heaved and a tremor passed 
through his frame.

“ I must go and see about Harry," he said, 
rising suddenly, “he is not well yet.”

Was this to conceal his emotion ! It seem
ed so ; Mouse had never seen him so much 
agitated. He took his hat and went out, 
turning his head as if to conceal his face from 
the child. A few moments afterward she 
saw him disappear in the thicket.

XXXVI. 
mouse’s visitor.

epartnre<
Lefthander, and fell into deep thought. She

lying
the home of the old hunter, her mother nurs
ing him, no doubt, their love and marriage, 
and her death in less than one year afterward. 
That was very, very sad. She understood 
now why her father wks ao quiet and sorrow
ful often. He had been gay once, he said— 
now he was no longer gay, and that was nat
ural, since he had lost the person he loved 
best upon earth.

Mouse sobbed, and remained for some time 
quite abeorbed in thoughts of her poor mam
ma ; but then that would not do, she reflect
ed. She had a shirt of Harry's to mend ; so 
she went and got the shirt and her work- 
basket, and sat down to mend the garment. 
As there was no back to her chair, she placed 
her feet on the round in front, and pinning 
the shirt to her knee began to sew.

She was thus engaged when she heard a step 
approaching, and a long shadow ran over the 
porch. Mouse looked up suddenly. There 
stood an elegantly-dressed gentleman, with a 
riding-whip in Ms hand. He was the same 
who Sad accompanied the United States mar
shal on his search for the moonshiners that 
night In fact, the visitor was no other than 
Mr. Douglas Lascelles.

He stood looking at the child and her sur
roundings, with apparent interest although 
Ms face continued to wear the expression of 
coolness and nonchalance which Was habitual 
with him.

“ Good-morning, miss,” he said, bowing 
carelessly, for Mr. Lasoelles was too well-bred 
ever to omit any of the forms of politeness.

“ Good-morning, sir.” said Mouse, who had 
been a little startled by his appearance, and

% ‘Viziter
m »

to be an by yourself," arid Mr.
step.

“You i 
Lascelles.

“ Yea, sir—poppa and all are away.”
“ Who is your father ! ” .
“ Hi« name is Ottondorfer."
“ And he is absent this morning ?” *
“Yes, sir.”
Mr. Lascelles slightly knit his hfrows, appar

ently from a sentiment of disappointment 
Hie face, as he stood looking at her, evidently 
did not produce a very agreeable impression 
upon Mona-, who lowered her eyen. As the 
shirt was still pinned to her drels, and she 
held it in her hand, her skirt was raised, 
showing the slender limbs in ootton stockings; 
and Mr. Lascelles, looking at them, wandered 
a little at the delicacy of the small feet, and, 
indeed, at the same trait in Mouse’s features, 
framed in the light hair.

“ You are young to be left in •uc'h a lonely 
place as this by yourself,”he said, indifferent
ly ; “ are you never afraid ! "

“ N-o, air, I Mouse, with a strong

soon be

conviction that she waa not speaking the exact 
truth ; “ that is—not wh*n nobody cornea—” 

“ Well, / have odme—and you are evident
ly afraid of me, which is absurd. ”

This did not seem to altogether reassure 
Mouse. The face of Mr. Laser lies was plainly 
not at all to her taste.

“ Where is your father—Ottondorfer ! You 
said he was your father. ”

“ He had gone away, sir—f«T a little while, ” 
added Mouse, by way of indicating that she 
was in reach of assistance ; “ he will 
back.” t *

“Then I will wait—far a abort time, at 
least.”

He sat down on one of the broken-backed 
chairs, in evident ill-humour.

“ What a kennel you live ini" he said, 
looking around him with cbvert disgust. 
Mouse felt that it was necessary to say some
thing, so she replied, in a voice wMch did not 
indicate either the recovery of her self-posses
sion or an improved opinion of Mr, Lascelles, 

“ It’s not very nice, sir. There’s not much 
furniture ; bat it’s all we’ve got ”

“ Not mach furniture : not an oppressive 
amount, and rather old-fashioned. This chair 
is enough to break one’s back. Fd like to 
break it’s own, except that it has none ! ”

Mr. Iear, lire was not in an amiable state at 
mind, plainly. He was not generally ill- 
humoured ; bat people will fret sometimes 
when they have wound themativea up to go 
through an interview of an unpleasant char
acter, are anxious to have it over, and find 
that it must be deferred.

As Mouse, less and less pleased with her 
visitor, whose face exMbitod mingled dissatis
faction and distaste for all around him, did 
not make any reply to this attack upon her 
furniture, Mr. Lascelles, glancing indifferent
ly at her and cutting hie boot with his riding- 
whip, said,

“Ottondorfer is year father ^-qu say. 
Where ia your mother ? ”

“■She is dead, sir,” replied Mouse.
“ One of the circus women, probably. You 

belonged to that company, tee, I remember 
now. I saw you dancing on the rope. What 
waa the cause of your leaving the company ! 
—what made your father drag you off here to 
this cabin, when your life yonder was so 
easy!” ,

“Oh, it was very hard—not easy at all, sir ! 
I like living here so much bettor.

“ Rather a queer taste,” u^l Mr. Lasoelles, 
indifferently. < After this careless comment 
he stretched his handsome riding-boot, and 
looked out of the window.

“When will your father be back J ” he 
said.

“ I hope he’ll be back vary soon.”
The tone of the words seemed to attract Mr. 

Lascelles’ attention.
“ Perhaps year meaning is, miss, that Ms 

return will terminate an interview which is 
not particularly pleasant. You do net s*m 
precisely at your ease with me.11

Mouse looked down, a little confused, and 
at a lose for a reply.

“ One would say you Were afraid of me.” 
Mouse did unquestionably look a little fear

appearance at least Why did he leave the
circus!"

“ There was a fight with—with Mr. Brown- 
eon,” Mouse said, not having regained her

’ What was it about ? ”
think. I fell off the

I am not a.
too, as I 

or a Giant

“ About me, sir, I 1 
rope, end Mr. Brownaon was angry."

“ Oh, ye^ when you sprained your ankle, 
or sometMng. And yon went away that 
rnght!”

“Yes, sir.”
“ Where did you sleep ! ”
“ In the town—my foot hurt me, and poppa 
aa carrying me.”
Mr. Lasoelles fell into reflection. After 

awhile he looked intently at the cMld, and 
seemed to ijave conceived some project This 
was apparent from the sudden disappearance 
of his air of indifference.

Well, miss,” he sud, "it was fortunate 
that your father was not arrested. He had 

ted a peaceful person, and left the circus 
company without a moment’s warning. Ill- 
natured persons might have said that he did 
so to prevent being searched. ”

Searched, air 1 ’’ exclafaaed Mouse.
I am sorry to shock you, miss, but people 

sometimes leave a place suddenly to avoid 
that. There is such a thing as carrying away 
what is not one’s property.

Mouse was so much shocked at this imputa
tion that she flushed, and looked almost de
fiantly at Mr, Lascelles.

Poppa does not steal things,” she said, 
with the air of an outraged princess.

“ Not to your knowledge, doubtless ; hut 
that is no proof. How could yeu know what 
he had in his baggage ? ”

“ He had no baggage at all—nothing but 
my old travelling-bag,” Mouse replied, so 
much offended that she seemed to forget her 

[easiness.
“ Your travelling-bag, eh!”
“ And there was nothing in it but a few 

clothes of mine and some old papers. ”
“Whatold papers?”
Mr. Lascelles asked the question with an 

abruptness wMch showed how much the words 
of Mouse affected him. There was the inde
finable change, too, in his whole manner that 
is seen in the fox or deer-hound, when, after 
circling around, he at last comes on the scent 
of the game.

“ Old papers—what old papers ?” he said.
“ I don’t know what they were, but poppa 

had kept them for a long time. ”
“ Where are they now !—I mean, you 

brought your bag with you to this house, I 
suppose.”

“ No, sir, I lost it. Poppa thinks it must 
have been dropped, but / think it was left at 
a good man’s house where we slept that rnght. ’’ 

“ What good man ? ”
“ His name was Mr. Grantham, I heard. ” 
“ Mr. Grantham I—Parson Grantham ? ”
“ That was his name. ”
Mr. lascelles lost a little of the colour in his 

face.
“ Why have you never gone back for it? ” 
“ Poppa did go, but toe good man was

away. ”
Mr. Lascelles fixed Ms eyes on the floor, 

and was quite silent for some moments. His 
expression of face was extremely gloomy and 
uneasy.

“ How do you think you came to leave it 
there ? ” he said, in a low voice.

“ I think it was left on the bed where I 
slept,” Mouse replied.

“Well,” Mr. Lascelles said, after a mo
ment, “ I suppose that was all your fancy. 
The good man, as you call him, would have 
looked for you, to restore the bag if he had 
found it.”

“ It was not worth thinking of, sir.”
“Why not? The papers may have been 

valuable. How did they ever come to be in 
the bag ? ”

“ Poppa put them there ; his own old trunk 
had a broken lock, but my bag had a very 
good one, only I think it was unlocked that 
night. ”

Mr. Lascelles knit his brows ; then he grew 
suddenly savage. Perhaps the child bad been 
drilled to tell the whole story.

“You are deceiving me 1 ” he growled.
“Oh no, I am not, air.”
“ Where are those papers ! ”
“ I have told you all I know about them,” 

laid Mouse, retreating before Ms fiery eyes.
Mr. Lascelles rose and advanced towards 

her, whereupon Mouse hastily retreated.
“If I thought you were trifling with

Mr. Lascelles, without intending to do so— 
from the mere force of habit, probably— 
raised his riding-whip as though he meant to 
strike the child with it. Thereupon a great 
change suddenly took place in Mouse. She 
stopped and stood erect, with a deep flush in 
her cheeks, looking straight at him. It was 
really wonderful to see how her whole ex
pression had changed in an instant.

“ Don’t strike me I ” she exclaimed, her 
voice trembling, but with a covert defiance 
in its tones. “ Harry will be here soon, and 
he will not let you strike me.-”

For a moment they stood facing each other. 
The threat, or apparent threat, to inflict a 
degrading punishment on the poor child 
seemed to have changed her whole character 
in an instant : she defied and threatened Mm.

“ Strike you 1 Who 
he exclaimed, moodily.
Harry you spoke of ! ” *

“ He is one of the family, and will be here 
soon, ” Mouse said, still defiant.

Now, to meet “ one of the family,” other 
than the Lefthander, was not contemplated 
fay Mr. Lascelles when he came, nor was it now. 
tiiere were reasons prompting him to hold a 
private interview with the Lefthander. As 
that gentleman was absent indefinitely, and 
another member of the family was about to 
make Ms appearance, Mr. Lasoelles seemed to 
abandon his project, for he turned toward the 
door.

“ Well, I have no further time to waste on 
you and your family, miss,” he said, almost 
roughly. “Your surroundings are not very 
inviting, and your own manners not particu
larly engaging. The sight of my riding-whip 
seems unpleasant to you ; but if your father 
used a switch occasionally it might teach you 
a little better how to behave yourself.”

With these words Mr. Lascelles tapped Ms 
boot with Ms wMp, walked out of the house, 
and going down the hill, mounted his horse 
and rode oack toward Piedmont. »

XXXVH.
IN THE WYE WOODS.

Mr. Lascelles gained the Gap and rode on in 
tiie direction of Wye, lost in moody reflec
tion.

Hie visit to Crow’s Nest had been the re
sult of a resolution wMch he had cpme to on 
the preceding rnght. As Mr. Ruggles, to his 
great disgust, had completely failed to obtain 
possession of the coveted papers, and seemed 
unable to devise any means of attaining that 
object, Mr. Lascelles had determined to bring 
the whole affair to a point by a direct negoti
ation on the subject with the Lefthander. 
He had no reason to believe that the Left
hander, in his depressed fiiumcial condition, 
would prove deaf to golden arguments. Men 
were always for sale, he reflected ; the only 
difference waa that some cost more than 
others. It was possible that the Lefthander 
might cost a good deal. He might take an 
unmanly advantage of the state of things and 
mulct him, Mr. lascelles, heavily. But such 
misfortumes must be put up with. To attain 
our ends in this world we must make sacri
fices. Mr. Lasoelles was ready to make them, 
and proposed to purchase what he could not 
otherwise lay his hands on, and in order to 
effect this had visited Crow’s Nest 

Not finding the Lefthander at home he had 
failed in his negotiation ; hat the visit had 
net been by any means thrown sway. He had 
made a very important discovery, indeed : the 
papers had been in the child’s travelling-bag 
—this had not probably been dropped, aa 
something would have been heard of it in that 
event ; it was, therefore, no doubt in posses
sion of Mr. Grantham. At tMs thought Mr 
Lascelles slightly shuddered. Had Mr1 
Grantham opened the bag and examined the 
papers! If so—bet it was improbable. As 
before, something would have been heard of 
it in that case, and nothing had been heard of 
it. It was just as likely that Mr. Grantham 
had ito# examined them : at all events it was 
necessary to prevent his doing so, if they 
were still in his possession.

How could he ascertain the fact and lay his 
handson the papers? It was a difficult af-.

iVho spoke of striking you ?’ 
noodily. “Who is the

of doing so in a straightforward 
Why were people thus compelled, 
lies reflected, to adopt “ crooked ” 

ans 7 e He would have much preferred the 
ipler course, but that was impossible. He 
tainly oould not go to Mr. Grantham and 

say, “A travelling-bag was left with you. 
containing papers wteoh you will be good 

fy to deliver to me.” Explanations 
be asked, and.he would be obliged to 

state that the papers' were of right Ms pro
perty. But then the explanation would re
quire an explanation, and that second explan
ation Mr. Lascelles was not apparently pre
pared to make.

On the whole it would be much better to 
quietly resume possession of Ms property 
without raising a scandal. There would M 
no moral transgression in so doing. Mere 
forms were not of- vital importance where 
there Was no real violation of the laws of 
meum and tuum. Molière had claimed the 
right to take Ms own wherever he found it, 
and why ahould not he? If by taking it 
quietly he avoided strife and contention, waa 
it not all the better ?

The trouble waa to devise the means, and 
he naturally thought of Mr. Ruggles. At 
first he hesitated to have recourse to the as
sistance 9f that gentleman, of whom he was 
grotring a little weary. His views as to tiie 
efficiency of “ detectives ” had undergone a 
shock. The perusal of modern novels had 
elevated the detective police very high in Ms 
estimation. He waa very much surprised now 
to have his eyes opened, and to find that they 
were the merest pretenders. There might hie 
some efficient ones, but Mr. Haggles was 
evidently an ignoramus or a new hand ; else 
why had he failed! It waa really absurd. 
The papers were id existence, and there was 
the money ready. Why were they not forth
coming? The result—contempt for Mr. Rug
gles, and ill-suppressed hauteur of bearing m 
that gentlemans company. 'Not even the 

narrative of Mr. Reggies’» ruse with the falack 
bottle, and of what followed, had moved Mm. 
He was evidently no match for the Lefthand
er, aad the struggle was over—but he might 
be for Mr. Grantham. He might suggest 
something, at least, and if it waTtound neces
sary to determine on the hazardous proceed
ing of—

Mr. Lascelles took out his watch. It was 
nearly half-past three in the afternoon. FiÉnr 
o’clock was the hour when he was accustomed 
to meet Mr. Ruggles, and there was just time 
to reach the rendezvous. He put spurs to his 
horse, and went on at full gallop. This soon 
brought him to the Wye woods, and turning 
a bend in the road he saw Mr. Ruggles seated 
on a root awaiting him.

“I waa looking for you, ” said Mr. Lasoelles, 
rather curtly.

“ Well, here I am,” returned Mr. Ruggles, 
retaining hit seat on the root of the tree, and 
speaking in a careless tone.

Mr. Lascelles was already in a bad humour, 
and by no means relished his companion's 
tone.

“You appear to be rather indifferent 
whether you see me or not,” he said.

Mr. Ruggles had been picking his teeth 
with s straw. . TMs ceremony he still pro
ceeded with.

“ Well, to toll you the fact, Mr. lascelles, 
I’m a little tired of this business, ” he said.

“ Indeed ! ” Mr. Lascelles returned, iron
ically.

Mr. Ruggles «nodded.
“ I’ve done all I oould, and I can’t find your 

papers. Are they really to be found any
where? They have been destroyed, maybe.”

“ They are not destroyed,” said Mr. Las
celles, knitting his brows but restraining 
himself.

“ Are you certain ! ”
“ Yes. Perhaps your not finding them ia 

due to another circumstance.
“ What circumsttm<e is that ? ”
“ That you are à flew hand at your busi

ness. ”
This observation evidently offended Mr. 

Ruggles considerably ; his face assumed a 
sullen expression, j

“ Been twenty^haft in the force, and think 
I know a thing, or Wo ! ” he responded, not 
without covert defiance. * .

“No one would think so,” replied Mr. 
Lascelles, unable 'W Suppress the retort. 
“This business is- simple enough. I want 
sometMng—a part of my property—which an
other person has in Ms hands. I employ yon 
to get possession of it and you fail to do so. 
I don’t tell you you are inefficient, exactly— 
but I say you must be new at your business. ”

“ Been nearly twenty years in the force ! ” 
reiterated Mr. Ruggles, with a rather morose 
glance.

“Well. I have nbt, and yet I’ve found out 
more in half an hour than yon have done in a 
month.”

“ Found out what !”
The tone of voice’ employed by Mr. Ruggles 

was open to the criticism of being rather un
ceremonious, and Mr. Lascelles lost Ms tom- 
per slightly.#

“ Mr. Ruggles 1 ” he said.
“ Well, sir ? ”
" It would be better, probably, if you were 

a little more friendly—or polite, at least—in 
your manner of speaking. I mention it as a 
thing apt to cause bad feeling.”

“I’m polite to everybody 1 ” said Mr. Rug- 
glee-

“ Yon are devilish short to me !” replied 
Mr. Laseellese, with a dangerous look. “ But 
all this talk is folly. The papers are in the 
town, at a Mr. Grantham’s. They were left 
there in a travelling-bag containing a cMld's 
clothes. Can you, or can you not, get hold of 
them ? ”

His professional character being tira» in 
question, Mr. Ruggles replied that be had no 
doubt he could get hold of them. “It’s a 
serions matter, he said, “ something like 
burglary—it will cost you money.”

“Burglary ! Who speaks of burglary ! I 
might go and demand my property, but that 
would cause talk. It is mine—why not go 
and take it, if it can be found, without mak
ing a scandal ? ” t

“A scandal| Yes, that’s disagreeable,” 
said Mr. Haggles, looking significantly at Mr. 
Lasoelles. .

“It would be infernally disagreeable—I 
make no concealment on that point—‘but that 
is alL As to the business, there is no wrong 
done anybody » it >* my private affair. The 
papers are «2 no value to anybody but myself. 
They are kept from me by that obstinate ras
cal, who has some bad end in view. They 
are probably lying about somewhere yonder ; 
what is to prevent you from quietly picking 
them up and bringing them to me ? Your 
check » ready."

This latter observation seemed to have far 
more effect upon Mr. Ruggles than the whole 
preceding train of argument.

“ Well, I’ll try,” hq said. “ The matter’s 
simple enough. If.tfaey ere lying about I can 
eaailyget hold of them. ” -y-

“ Well, the sooner the better. I have been 
to the house in the mountain and had a talk, 
and by this ‘time 'Ottendorfer knows that / 
know. There is time to try to-Mght.”

Mr. Lasoelles looked at his watch.
“ You might get there toward dark, and 

that would be better. If you say so I will 
' meet you here at ten to-night to hear what 
has happened.” ,

Mr. Haggles reflected, hesitated, and then 
nodded.

“Ill try to-night, then. My cape will 
hide the bag if I get hold of it, and I won’t 
be seen coming back.”

He lose and buttoned up his coarse brown
“^At ten, then,"said Mr. Lasoelles.

'J_At ten,” said Mr. Ruggles.
then parted, Mr. Lasoelles riding on

MISCELLANEOUS.

They
toward Wye.

(To be Continued.)

Twenty Years a Sufferer.
De. R. V. Pierce :—

Dear Sir,—Twenty years ago I was ship
wrecked on the Atlantic Ocean, and the cold 
and exposure caused a large abscess to form 
on each leg, wMch kept continually discharg
ing. After spending hundreds of dollars, 
with no benefit I was persuaded to try your 
Golden Medical Discovery, and now, in less 
than three months aftof taking the first bot
tle, I am thankful to say lam completely 
cured, and for the first time in ten years oan 
put my left heel to the ground.

I am, sir, yours respeçtfi
<7 Jefferson street, Budklo, R.Y.

Free of charge—an empty gun.
Wilhelm j has packed up hie j and is going 

to Europe.
Doctors are like verbe. They are regular, 

irregular and defective.
Flies are evidently the disciples of Matthew 

Arnold,—they are invariably attracted by 
sweetness and light

They are toying lady ushers in some of the 
churches in Chicago, but they are not a suc
cess. Every lady with a new bonnet is seated 
away back.

Chili has found time, in spite of her war 
with Peru and Bolivia, to finish the canal de 
la Merced, seventy-five miles long and cost
ing about *400,000.

“ Can any scholar toll me the meaning of 
epithet ?” said our fair preceptress. “ I can, ” 
says Isabella Jane O’Gredivous Riley ; “ It is 
sometMng they put on » tombstone. *

Punch:—“ Whither are the Jesuits expelled 
the other day from the Rue de Sèvres to go? 
The Voltarian members of the French govern
ment will perhaps reply, ‘From Sèvres to 
China.’” .

What tramp can now have tiie hardihood 
to ask at our doors for a meal of “ wittles, ” 
with the plea that he has eaten nothing since 
yesterday ? Can’t he profit by a good ex
ample ? ■ Let him ask at Dr. Tanner’s back
door.

“ Here, Johnny, go to the .«tore and get 
some brads. ” “ Some what, father ?” “ Some 
brads. You know—nails without, heads.” 
Johnny goes, and the storekeeper is informed
that 
heads.”

Father wants some without

the shipping-places have been destroyed, and 
the berk has to be carried sometimes hun
dreds of miles on the becks of natives.

Milwaukee drinking water is a viscous -------------- . , „ —
opaque fluid, made up of a number of mucila- f°r themselves in the island its 
ginous compounds. With a little evaporation prejudice against home-made ci, 
it can be used for plaster or mortar—tiie lime/ tome existed.

A gentleman who married a widow com- 
ained to her that he liked his beef well 
me. “ Ah ! I thought that I was cooking 
r Mr. Brown,” said she ; “he liked his 

rare. But darling, I will try and forget the 
poor dear.”

A prominent undertaker says that several 
days ago a lady who lives in the east part of 
the city came into Ms establishment and 
said : “ Does' my husband owe you any 
money !” She was informed that there was 
an account of about 860 on the books against 
Mm. She replied : “ Well, here is your 
money ; I am that man’s second wife, and I 
just found ont to-day that he still owed the 
funeral expenses for the burial of Me first 
wife, and 1 am going to pay them out of my 
own earnings.

Hfcw absolute some people are in their con
versation. There is Smartington, for in
stance. Said Jones to Mm the other evening,
“ Do you like dogs!" Jones, by th« way7is 
a lover of the ammaL “I never ate one,” 
replied Smartington, dreamily. “ Well, who 
supposed you did!” exclaimed Jones with 
impatience. “ If I were to ask if you liked 
donkey, now ?” he continued, with a lingering 
emphasis on “donkey.” Said Smartington, 
ingemously, “ I like you, Jones.”

The famous African explorer may now be 
addressed as “Dr. Henry M. Stanley." A 
year ago the German Academy of Leopold and 
Caroline conferred upon him the degree of 
Doctor of Philosophy. In a letter of thanks 
to the president of tiie academy, bearing date 
“Camp in the District of Utanda, on the 
Congo, March 26, 1880,” he says : “ On the 
borders of a beautiful region, and filled only 
with the magnitude of my task, I had entire
ly forgotten the civilized world beMnd me, 
when I was greeted by you as Doctor of 
Philosophy. ” ' )

Brown’s landlady passed him a dish of 
vegetables at the dinner table, and he helped 
himself to about two spoonfuls, almost bank
rupting the dish, when she said to him, with 
a smile on her face and ire in her eye :— 
“ Those are new potatoes, Mr. Brown, and 
some of the other boarders may want some.” 
“Beg your pardon,” choked Brown in sur
prise, as two or three effected an unpleasant 
lodgment in his windpipe, “ I thought they 
were peas,” and then he finished his dinner 
hurriedly. Brown is now hunting around for 
another boarding place.

During the last political campaign in Michi
gan, a well-known lawyer of that State- was 
addressing an audience composed principally 
of farmers, in Gratiot county. In Order to 
win the confidence of his ■ hearers, he said : 
“My friends, my sympathies have always 
been with the tillers of the soil. My father 
was a practical farmer, and so was my grand
father before Mm. I was myself reared on a 
farm, and was, so to speak, bom between two 
stalks of com.” Here the speaker was rude
ly interrupted by some one in the ahdience, 
who exclaimed, “ A pumpkin’, by jingo.” * 

Writing on the French fête, the Paris cor
respondent of the. Pal# Mali Gazette says :— 
“ Much of the aristocracy wMch left Paris to 
protest against the fête stole back from the 
provinces to see what it was like. Grand 
Dukes and Crown Princes, it is Mlieved, are 
here incognito to amuse themselves at the 
most gigantic kermesse of tMs or any other 
period. Certainly the King of the Belgians 
was the occupant of a suite of rooms in the 
Rue de Rivoli, and had the future Empress 
of Austria under his paternal wing. A young 
Archduke was recognized by some Viennese 
dancing in the Tuileries gardens.”

The young Duchess of Norfolk gave re
cently the only ball that has been given at 
•Norfolk House with» half a century. Nor
folk House is one "f the great- palaces of 
London, and is peculiarly well-adapted for 
grand receptions. There is a splendid ball
room, whose decorations are peculiar, the 
walls being completely panelled with mirrors, 
richly and heavily ornamented with gold 
foliage and fruit. The architraves over the 
old mahogany doors are similarly treated. 
The style is that of Louis XIII. All the 
old Roman Catholic families were represented 
at the ball, many coming from the country.

Prince Leiningen is not to be second in 
command .of the Channel fleet, though it 
seems that Mr. W. H. Smith did, while in 
office, say something which was by somebody 
construed into a sort of promise to appoint 
the Prince. “ There is no doubt whatever, ” 
says s London correspondent, “ that Lord 
Northbrook has to some extent been incon
venienced by tMs matter, and that represen
tations have been made with Reference to 
Prince Leiningen’» claims wMch could only 
be met, as they were met, by plainly show
ing that his Highness’ peculiar naval experi
ence was not such as to qualify him for the 
poet.”

A gentleman of the Civil Service in British' 
Burmah recently applied for leave on urgent 
private affairs, and the Government granted 
the leave on his explaining that he wished to 
marry. On the expiration of his leave he re
turned, still- unmarried, and the Secretary 
wrote, asking for an explanation of such 
conduct on the part of the gentleman. The 
reply waa as follows :—“ I have the honour 
to inform you, in answer to your No. B. 
of the 21st April last, that on taking leave 
I fully intended to marry, but, on my arrival 
in England, I found the lady in question en
tertained frivolous objections to my personal 
appearance. I have the honour to be, sir, yonr 
obedient servant-----

Cardinal Manning’s secretary, the Rev. W. 
A. Johnson, writes to the Times to contra
dict a statement made by the Pungolo of 
Milan, to the effect that the Cardinal stated 
that his predecessors left him a considerable 
sum for a cathedral in London, hut that he 
had devoted the interest of the capital to the 
creation of a seminary. Mr. Johnson says 
no money for a cathedral was left by the Car
dinal's predecessor», but that a site for a 
cathedral has been obtained at a cost 
of nearly forty-three thousand pounds ster
ling, which, with the exception oi £3,500, 
has been paid off by means of contributions 
made since the death of the Cardinal’s pre
decessors.

“ The Cinchona Forests of South America ” 
is the subject of an article in the Popular 
Science Monthly by Mr. Henry S. Wellcome, 
who recently visited Ecuador and travelled 
through the forests where the bark is gathered. 
He says that the supply is by no means inex
haustible, as some writers have represented, 
but that, on the contrary, if the preeènt 
ruinous system of destroying the trees and 
making no effort to promote new growths is 
continued, they will, before many years, be 
practically exterminated from their native 
aeà. Already the sections of font* Marat

ij|jrajl ___,________
and the hair being present in sufficient quan 
titles. A “ prominent physician” has made 
fifty-three examinations for the Sentinel and 
reported the following assorted articles con
tained in the solution : Part of tongue of 
snail, pine bark, tan bark, woollen fibre, ete
rnal debris, skin of - caterpillar, feathers, mos
quitoes, cat hairs, dog muscles. For a scare 
and a sensation this is admirable, and the 
“ part of tongue of snail” and “ dog muscles” 
indicate such superhuman sagacity on the 
part of thé analyst that he ought not to be 
permitted to blush unseen. Let us hare this 
atomizer out in public view.

Mr. John Blatchferd, sr., of Haysville, 
died at his sou’s residence on Sunday evening 
of last week under peculiar circumstances. 
The deceased had been in his usual health until 
about a couple of weeks ago, when working 
one day in a field a shower carile on, and he 
took shelter under a tree ; wMle there he was 
bit on the shoulder by what he then supposed 
to be a mosquito, but has proved to be some 
deadly insect. He paid little or no attention 
to it for some time, but it gradually grew 
worse, and Dr. Nichol was called, who did tel 
in Ms power to check its progress, but to no 
purpose ; the injured part swelled and in- 
named until it finally terminated in death ju 
above stated. He was 64 years old, and 
leaves three sons and one daughter to mourn 
Ms untimely end.—Durham Chronicle.

The particulars of the drowning of Henry 
Robinson, adopted son of Mr. Hooper, of St. 
Andrew’s, N.B., at New Rochelle, N.Y., are 
as follows :—The schooner ffm. G. R. Mor- 
rey was lying in the stream, the crew dis
charging and rafting cargo, after dinner 
Thursday, the 15th tut. Two of the crew 
went in swimming. Harry sat on a raft 
alongside smoking a pipe. watcMng them. 
The captain said to Mm, “ Harry, why don’t 
you have a swim ! Jump in, and I will jump 
in, clothes and all, as I stand.” “ All right,’’ 
replied Harry, making a spring into the 
water. He made two or three splashes, went 
down, but did not come up again. He did 
not speak a word after he said tel right to the 
captain. Every effort was made to save him. 
The body was recovered the same afternoon.

Some eight or ten y tare ago, parties who 
were prospecting in the Madoc district, came 
across a ledge of slate-like looking rock on 
the farm of C. F. Aylesworth, and uncovered 
tiie surface near the northern edge of the 
ledge, finding some apparently good slate. 
Not until some time this spring was the pro
perty again examined, and tins time attract
ing the attention of some practical miners, a 
company was organized, who a short time 
ago commenced active operations. The com- 

ly is composed of Messrs. H. K. Lee, 
■nelius Grombcrg, and E. B. Fralec. This 

quarry is about one mile and a half from the 
village of Madoc on the Hastings road, and 
only about 500 yards, from the railway track. 
The ledge of slate rock outcrops for a dist
ance of ' over one thousand feet, and varies 
from 100 to 150 feet in width.

Kaid Maclean, a retired English officer who 
commands the Moorish army, said recently : 
“ If I were to publish half tiie things I have 
seen with my own eyes in this extraordinary 
country, I should be branded as a liar for the 
rest of my life. ” The Moors of Morocco are 
described by Captain Colville in his new book 
of travels there as barbarians, but their bar
barism is concealed by a politeness, “ genuine 
and gentlemanlike. " Yet, “ the Kaid or 
Pasha, with whose polite maimers and lavish 
hospitality one has been so struck, may just 
have been watching a slave flogged to death, 
or may, at the very time he is talking to one, 
be starving a man to death in an upper cham
ber, or planning some new and horrible tor
ture by which he may extract money from his 
subjects.” The Arab tortures men and 
animals most cruelly, “ but always for a 
purpose.”

Napoleon HI.’a widow derives her revenue 
SRUtXies—jibe product of savings 
lions, j the insurances on the Ern

ie life, and tbs real estate which the 
ipress bought in her own name when she 

was on the throne. Nominal sales have been 
made since she came to Chiselhnrst, as well 
as two genuine ones. The Empress disposed 
of, for a„ considerable sum, the property in 
the Rue d’Alba and the house in which M. 

uher used to live free, at the corner of the 
e d’Alysee. The purchaser of this estate 

was Baron Hirsch, “the Turkish railway 
king.” There are, besides, estates in Spam, 
Switzerland and Hungary. - The Hungarian 
property was acquired in the present year, 
and is adjacent to the domain of Count Zichy. 
Under her son’s will-the Empress acquires 
properties near Trieste and in Tuscany, as 
well as houses and grounds in Toulouse.

Here are two good stories of “ Irish dis
tress. ” A landlord in the county Westmeath 
has a tenant who refused the other day to

island is sMpped to the German market, anc 
much is manufactured into cigars for isLs<; 
consumption. These cigars have certainlv 
says Sir Anthony Musgrave, gained a nsm« 

themselves in the island itself, where i 
cigars at on*

Last week tiie principal cheese factories iB 
this vicinity were visited by Prof. J. g 
Harris, who is in the employ of the Dairy 
men’s Association of Eastern Ontario, giving 
what are said to be valuable instructions tc 
cheese makers for the manufacture of an im 
proved quality of this article. He is ;n" 
tooducing what is known as the “ Cheddar” 
process, and wMch is Being invariably chosen 
in preference to the old system wherever it 
has been tried. Cheese made by the “ Ched
dar” process is said to be worth threei 
quarters of a cent per pound more than the 
cheese made by the old system, and cheese 
buyers always prefer the former. He say, 
the cheese made in Eastern Ontario is fy. 
inferior to the make in the western section of 
the Province. If this is the case we trust 
good results from his visit to the Madoc fy. 
tories will soon manifest themselves. —Xorth 
Hastings Review.

Col. Flatters, the eMef of the Trans-Sahara 
railway expedition, has just returned to Mar- 
•cilles, and reports the practicability of a 
route about 200 kilometres south of El Golea 
in 24 degs. north latitude. The expedition 
found a reasonable amount of water, never 
having been three days without it, and in the 
course of the exploration a lake was discov- 
ered, full of fish and surrounded by végéta- 
tion. The general character of the soil was a 
hard sandstone, though for 80 kilometres 
there was an arid belt of very Mud limestone. 
The whole country is much infested with 
snakes and lizards, and among the wild ani
mals were antelopes in great numbers. The 
tamarisk tree grows luxuriantly in the 
Sahara, acquiring a development of three and 
a half yards in circumference. The price of 
salt is enormous, 100 kilos of this necessary 
article being valued at four slaves. As each 
slave is estimated at $180, the cost of two 
and a quarter pounds of salt is about $7.

Ambassadors to England now, as, for in
stance, Challemel-Lacour, who is simply a 
rather poor literary man, are of a far differ
ent stamp from what they were some thirty 
years since, being now selected for ability 
rather than wealth, as then. For instance, 
in 1838 the Austrian Ambassador was Prince 
Esterhazy, the Hungarian magnate, who, 
when a vainglorious nobleman in London 
boasted that he had so many thousand sheep, 
calmly remarked that that was just the num
ber of Ms shepherds. The magnificent Mae. 
yar. whose “ costume de gala ” was a jacket, 
pelisse and pantaloons of maroon-coloured 
velvet, all thickly embroidered with seed 
pearls, was very fond, when he waltzed, of 
wearing diamond tassels to Ms Hessian boots, 
with the generous intent, in his chorégraphie 
gyrations, of scattering a few uncoil-ldered 
trifles in the way of brilliants for the bentit 
of the young ladies who might not be averse 
to picking up the glittering baubles.

A very remarkable man, the Rev. John I 
Russell, nearly fifty years Vicar of Swym- 
-bridge, in North Devon, and known as the 
“ brave old hunting clergyman,” has been 
transferred now, in his 86th year, to the valu
able and pleasantobenefice of Black Torring- 
ton by Lord Polsimare, and has been present
ed at the residence of the Duke of Bedford 
by the Prince of Wales, Earls Fortescue and 
Devon, and a number of nobles and gentle
men, with a silver tureen and a purse of £650, 
as a token of affection. He is one of the best I 
riders to hounds in England, and rarely 
missed a meet, but was most attentive to all 
his duties, greatly respected and loved by his 
flock, and an admirable preacher. His 
bishop, the late Dr. Philpots, once exclaimed 
after hearing him, “ What an admirable 
sermon. ” Sir Thomas Ackland said, “ Oh, 
you ought to see Mm on the pigskin, my 
lord.” last year, at Sandringham, he danced 
the old year out and new one in, with the I 
Princess of Wales for partner, as light as » J 
feather. _____

The Scottish Presbyterians propose to cek- I 
brute an interesting bi-centenary. It was in 
1680 that Richard Cameron, a Scottish 
preacher, of great power and earnestness, set 
up the standard of rebellion against Charles 
II., who attempted, in violation of tiie Solemn 
League and Covenant, to reinstate the “ black 
prelacy” in Scotland. Cameron and some 
twenty others marched into the town of 

luhar, and in the market place formally 
[aimed their renunciation of allegiance. 

iey were hunted like wild beasts in the hills 
between Ayr and Nithsdale, and finally cap- 
taxed and killed at Aird’s Moss. But their 
adherents grew and multiplied exceedingly, 
and they came from all ranks in the com- I 
munity. To this day the stories told of the 
sufferings and the dèsperate valour of the I 
“ hfllmen,” as they were called, are the de
light of all Lowland Scots, most of whom, if 
they can trace remote ancestral connection 

th some Covenanter, no matter how humble 
in position, are as proud of their pedigree as ! 
if they had a patent of old nobility in their
families

The scientific department of the California» 
contributes some very interesting remarb 
concerning improvements in the art of mil
ling, developed under the lights of science. 
Pieces of iron, formerly so hurtful, arc no* 
separated from the wheat by magnets. 
Bran, formerly separated by means of > 
blower, which carried fine dust throughout 
the mill, at the expense of considerable 
power, and sometimes caused explosions, u 
now separated . from the flour by frictional 
electricity, developed at a trifling expense. I 
Science, by the aid of the microscope, has 
shown that good Mead cannot be made of I 
flour in which any large portion of the starch I 
globules have been broken by being reduced 
to-dust. The rising of bread is due to the 
starch globales which remain whole, while 
the dust from the disintegrated ones, by 

and the features cut in a large mould. "In'- impair the lightness and quality d
stead otnemg the splendid apartments of the lo< « “ reçenÜy these facts ha« |

firm letter to say that he must take steps to 
make him pay. A few days after, the tenant 
appeared at the London residence of the 
landlord, and offered to g ve him £12,000 for 
the fee simple of the farm ! A landlord in 
Ireland the other day had some fat bullocks 
for sale, and one of his tenants came and 
became the purchaser, and paid for the cattle 
down—ready money—in sovereigns ! The 
landlord on going ont, saw the tenant’s cart 
standing at the door, into wMch he was 
getting to drive away, and remarked some 
large full sacks in the cart. “ What have 
yon got there in the sacks !” “ Sure, yer 
homier, it’s the relief male” (meal).

M. Challemel Lacour is a gray, almost 
wMte bearded man, with white hair thrown 
back from the forehead. The nose is straight,

ibassy at Albert Gate, London, he 
a little writing room as you enter ; 

and 'ttibugh one of those gorgeous dressing 
/dear to ordinary Frenchmen, would 

not MV out of place in a Cabinet de travail, 
true Republican simplicity forbids it. In the 
early morning he is found in a dark gray 
shooting, or rather yachting sait. His man
ner is elegant, yet kindly ; dignified, yet 
courteous and refined, without being finick
ing. The glance of the eye is candid, but 
when he feels strongly, the expression becomes 
intense. The voice is as musical, the periods 
as harmomous as before, but the eye glows 
with intense lustre. 2

The manner in wMch the Montenegrin 
Minister of War usually transacts Ms official 
business would, says a correspondent of the 
London Illustrated News, no doubt, be viewed 
with horror by the fastidious routine sticklers 
at our own Horse Guards. As I have already 
hinted, the Podgoritza War Office is a singu
larly unpretentious government building of 
circumscribed interior arrangements. It is, 
in fact, hardly bigger than a good sized 
porter’s lodge. Therefore, for the lack of 
reception space in Ms official residence, Ms 
Excellency prefers to hold his levees in the 
little public square in front of his office. Here 
he may be seen at all hours of the day, pacing 
slowly backward and forward, over the 
cobblestones, granting audiences, reading 
despatches, issuing orders or smoking con
templative cigarettes with Ms staff, formed in 
a line a deferential step or two beMnd him.

Tobacco cultivation is now carried on ex
tensively aad with increasing success in 
Jamaica, although it has only taken a place in 
the industries <3 the colony within the last 
few years. The Governor, Sir Anthony Mus
grave, in a report to the Colonial Office just 
printed, speaks highly in favour of Jamaica 
grown tobacco. Political troubles in Cuba 
drove over to Jamaica a large number of the 
natives of that island, many of whom had 
been engaged there in the cultivation and 
manufacture of the plant, who, finding in 
Jamaica suitable «oil and climate in venons 
localities, embarked in its cultivation, 
successful, they have for the most part con” 
tinned their plantations, although . invited to 
return under the late amnesty proclaimed. It 
is the frequent observation of these foreigners 
themselves that there is no reason why 
Jamaica cigars should not have a celebrity 
equal to those of Havana. A great deal of

agricultural.
IfTERIES AND REPLIES.

000 sroald rape seed answer as a fertilJ 
_ „ goon as the crops are removed^] 

quantity will be required per 6<! 
gave e»y of Jroer subscribers tried the.

SUBSCRIBER. I
gjj,_H those of your subscribers

tto*ey» are dying, will chop 
’ meyoung onions and mix with their fe™ 
!nd in the course of a few weeks report, tl 
V-Jt through your columns they will oblil 
rcW ANOTHER SUBSCRIBER^

jiuro, Nova Scotia, July 26, 1880.

MILK FEVEK.
jtilk fever is a disease of the blood conj 

nnent upon a disordered circulation, and is) 
wrt of apoplexy, the brain being iiiflaml 
Jad congested, and the nervous system prJ
—tej. Usually, a cow affected with 
disease Gee still, with the head on the fli 
tut sometimes dashes the head about violent! 
yild cases alone are amenable to treatmeil 
^bieti should be to give a strong purgative! 
]6 to 20 ounces of epsom salts, with half 1 
ounce of carbonate of ammonia, light feel 
jog, and rest in a dark, clean, cool, quj 
stlbl e.—Am..Dairyman.

COVERED AND I NCOVEKeI 
MANURE.

Some years ago, says an experienced fi 
mar, I had a lot. of sheep wintered in a buil 
ing and yard fenced in with high palings] 
keep out worthless curs. In the second storr 
of the building hay was kept for the sheel 
end fed to them under the building, whij 
was open at one end, some six or seven fej 
high, into the yard where troughs were ke| 
{or feeding grain. During the wiuter manu 
accumulated under the building to twelve | 
fifteen inches m depth and extended gradual! 
topering to the ground, out into the yard J 
tfie edge of the building the manure w! 
jbout twelve inches deep. In the followi J 
autumn. When I went to haul out the manul 
for wheat, I found that immediately outsiq 
of the edge of the building, where, exposé 
to the weather, it had rotted and sunk till! 
ns only six inches deep, wMlst that immj 
diately under the shelter was still about a fo 
deep.

I took a cart and oxen and drew 
manure wMch was on the outside of the buili 
ing, and put it on a strip across the fieldiq 
tended for wheat, then drew out the sai 
quantity in bulk from under the buildinJ 
and put it in like manner on an adjoinin 
atrip of same size and quality. All wl 
(owed with wheat of the same kind and i 
the same time. The crop from those 
lands was not measured, but everyone whl 
examine;! the crop before cutting decide 
there was about twice the quantity on th 
land manured by the covered manure.

FREE SOILING.
I A farmer in CMcopee, whose specialty 

milk and whose pasturage is limited, ress 
I to soiling to supply his cows with sum! 

food. Hie first green crop that is availi 
in spring is winter rye. This he sows at 

J rate of about two bushels per acre on hea- 
I manured land, and commences cutting 
J soon as it is eighteen inches high. So ri 
I is its growth that a dozen cows will ha]
I eat two acres of it before it gets to its]
I height, when it is unfit, for feeding. A 
I rye a small pasture supplies the wants of]
I herd until oats are large enough to cut a j 
| swath.

In feeding ont this last crop it has ,
I noticed that when considerable was le]
J the mangers a little early cut hay sprin
I over it will cause it all to be eaten, the 

mais craving a variety through the sea 
I For a herd of twelve cows four acres of 
J are desirable. The first planting is of nc 
I em yellow, the second the evergreen 
1 the third the southern. This last may 
1 planted as late as the middle of July.
I may be planted in manured drills and 
■ with a ridger. He finds it good pc 

™ *n acre of grass in the spring, aa it 
ed twice in summer, comes a "

I late, andr the change of food is 
Istook. Turnips sown in the middle of' 
l ire fed without topping in October. As 
1 result of years of experience, it has 
I found that forage-plants generally shoal,
I cut before blossoming to be of the gre:
I value in producing milk, their bulk sh 
I be increased by heavy manuring, and 
I rule two or three crops shouldbe raise 
I tiie same land in one season.

become known to millers, and they are dis
carding old methods and adopting these 
wMch will separate the starch globules with
out pulverising them.

A correspondent writes :—You are alwayi 
criticising men in their various relation m 
life, but you never say a word about wives j 
who won’t be pleased, no matter how hard 
their husbands try to please them. My wife 
is never satisfied, though I am always devis
ing ways to give her pleasure. Last winter 1 
brought her home a box of fine mixtures. She 
said ;—“ Oh, why didn’t you bring me fried 
oysters?” Recently I got her some fned 
oysters, and she declared : “ You want w 
kill me, giving me oysters at this season » 
the year.” fi I give her a box she alwaf5 
wants a bottle, or if a bottle of perfumery 
she takes offence, and says she knows I meant 
it. I bought her a canary bird, and she told 
me I «mly did it to keep her from sleeping “ 
the morning with its noise (she calls its de
lightful singing noise). Then I got her » 
globe and some gold fish, and she said one « 
them had no fins. When I looked at it thj j 
top fin did seem wanting, but I believe she 
cut it off. Now, don’t you tMnk that sort « 
a wife is a trial ?

The Astorian says the run of fish the lx* I 
few days has been unprecedented. On I 
needay the catch at toe Fisherman s pack»? 
company was 4,016 salmon to twenty-mj* 
boats. At William Home’s cannery, 
catch wee over 9,600 on that day, and yes”" 1 
day fish were brought in Such vast numben | 
that several Mats were called in, the suppjj I 
being beyond the capacity of the cannery r 
butt down. Yesterday morning we were 
Badollet 4 Co’s cannery at 11 a. ni. ; •>. I 
fish had already been handed at that ho, 
and only aMut half the boats had re|P0yLj 
Mr. Leinenweber informed us that the to 
number that day would reach 5,000 ; l>e „ 
no donbt BadoUett A Co., will handle «« 
they can get M long aS their supply o 1 
will hold out For the up-river canneries
steamer Welcome’s decks were .“"‘re
covered fore and aft yesterday morning- 
were informed she carried away here 
8,000 and 9,000 salmon. On our way "I 
upper town we noticed Watson’s steamer I 
Rip Van Winkle in the river on her way J 
that cannery with twenty-six boats aste 1 
loaded down to the gunwale, andsome J 
kept afloat by constant bailing. j

HOW TO GET RID OF WITi 
GRASS.

■ The tone way to manage witch grass 
I let it alone, except by mowing, or fiastur 
I unless we mean destruction as a business. 
1 the latter case, a considerable part of a 
I » required to kill it The first step i 
I U™,1* under deeply, with a spade or ploi 
I by the rod or by the acre, according to v 
I °wn of it, and wish to destroy. Bui 
I v? ^Ben^ secure free, mellow e 
1 *”°Te A Then never mind the roots
I them sleep or sprout but go for the 
I wery time they show an inch above groi
■ Vwy likely tile surface will need woi
■ twice a week. The last patch I took he
I,. determined way was plou
■the 4th of July, and my Journal of

shows that we harrowed it ten, 
it fifteen times before the gre

■ V wanted—the ground fi
Ijrawberry plantation early the

~“jg, and by the way, it had 
toill of Canada thistle as of i 

| grass, and during this fallow one spre 
Dt w often as the other. In Apr 

--J1* early with a subsoil plough, 
snake the ground without turning it 

ow. At the end of the first bout we f 
®,pion8to clogged with roots, a half-bu 
[act8’ j î^em, tout the roots look 

to "w* “ OTei7 inch or so of 
• j ® were prepared to run the 
’ »Pd hoeing through another sum 

. ? g™» gave in and died e;
lT IeV dozen spears showing durin 
mg. The eteawwrries were planted 

i old bJLWeeding 2* ttoe® was very 1 
snmisîu* wea kept all the time 

1 ® this patch of ground—some t 
. * acre—and whenever there ]

o to. *PV® far half an hour, it was hit 
y The hoeing was done m
to. "Mid, with a fourteen-inch tl 

id s'll* A°® wiB COTer a great d< 
ad ™e smallest amount of lal
o quell 5? Was applied between harrov 
v»im, j_® ronkest spots and produ, 

t condition.—Conn. Couran
A FAMOUS niKFkr

MADE.
DatrymaiCs Journal, 

most justly celebrated ci 
1V._ —-mtinent of Europe is the £ 
Jets k to sssde mostly in huts, c 

’ “P among the Alps, at the 
s« ar7 _ " ™e pastures on the moun 
from ûf°eaS\*>le, and tiie huts habit 
end -Jo ™®Itong of the enow in Ma 
sad n_“®Pbember, when men and am 
tiu—_ j whnter into the sheltered 

j(CMj»nd8 °f feet below. The eh 
eg on , M the midst of the mountain 
mralh Be?0* aa^e torn avalanches, 
«4 to a email pond or sprii

such are available. Provi 
ste are carried up Weekly ti

_àq *?* “ 8 Under such difficult am 
khiefa «?®?*to*anoes that a cheese is i 

ndreds pt years has been 
. if not quite, best on the

fy eldhiined or not, aci 
. . - "ty of cheese desired 1 
V“to> a great kettle and sv 

» gentle fire, where it ■ 
n a temperature of 77 d« 
en the kettle is swung ofl 

t is added to the milk. V 
advanced far enough 

etefinetieeroaeprarti,
•rttomen knife which a 

hettla is the- — 
tiie curd (s j

one boat :

- it is still
------ r----moe is at- S
; the curd, fa order j


