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HIS SACRIFICE:

For L.ove of Her.

——

CHAPTER XIIL

It was totally unexpected—he was 50
atterly unprepared for it that for a moment
Arundel sat asif spell-bound. If Muriel
had seen his face she would have been start-
led by the curious half-frightened, half-be-
wild-red look upon it. He had not dream-
ed of this, had not thought of the poesibility
of achild- Russel’s child—who would call
him father, whom he must acknowledge
as his own. What a terrible farce it would
bet The child would be born, would live,
and grow up thinkiag itself the child of the
man who had robbed its dead father of his
name and place. A thousand strange
thoughts came and went in his brain, Per-
haps through this child, yet unborn,retriou-
sion wonld come upoa him ; it might be
that Russell’s child would some day avenge
the terrible wrong that had been done Its
father.

¢‘Y ou are not sorry, Russel !”

The low, sweet voice wasa little wistful.
Mariel could not help feeling that, aiter
all, her secret had not been such a glad
surpri-e to her husband as she thought 1t
would be. _

With a great effort Arundel dispersed the
strange thoughts that were twisting and
tangling themselves together in his brain.

‘' You are glad, are you pot 9’ he said,
looking into the face lifted almost plead-
ingly into his, and not'cing the soft light in
the beautiful eyes; and he added quickly,
‘Then I am glad too, darling. Anything
that brings you happiness seems good and
¢lad to me.” +

She was satisfied ; her lips curled ina
<mile as she said confidently, and with a
little emphatic shake of her head,

«] knew you would be glad—and now you
know all the news. Why, Russel,” sud-
denly remembering something, ‘‘you have
not spoken to Leo. You surely have not
forgotten him ?”

He must begin to be on his guard, to
speak carefully, to manifest no surprise at
anyshing, to act as if perfectly familiar with
everything of which Muriel spoke.

Many times he had heard Russel speak of

. Leo, Muriel’s dog ; he knew what a pet the

animal was with her,

I have not forgotten him,” he said,
‘tput you will forgive me if I did not think
of him—you have filled all my thoughts.” «

She gave him a swift, tender smile that
was almost like a caress. “I will forgive
you,” she said merrily. “ I am afraid I
should be apt to forgive you anything you
might do ; it is such an easy thing to forgive
people one does not exactly hate,” glancing
mischievously up at him.

He caught her in his arms, laying his head
a1gainst her sunny hair to hide the look of
pain which he felt was upoa his face. *‘Do
you really love me Muriel? me, the man I
am ? 1 cannot realize that you truly love
me.’

‘] truly love you,” she answered solemn-
ly, “love you—the man you are—as [ have
never loved any one in all my life before.
‘There ! you must not kiss me again until
you have spoken to Leo—poor fellow, he has
missed you so much. Where is the dog 7'—
oh, there he is—come Leo !”

In a darkened corner of the room the dog
was lying his head upon his paws, his eyes
fised upon Arundel; he had lain in that
position ever since he entered the parlor, not
ence moving his eyes from Arundel’s face;
and the man started as he caught sight of
tha dumb beast, for, in the animal’s eyes
was an expression of almost human suspicion
and distrust. |

“\WWhy don't you come to me, Leo?" ex-
claimed Muriel, in great surprise, for the
doz, who had never before refused to come
at her call did not move ; ‘‘come right here,
sir,” stamping her small foot by way of em-

hasis.

Reluctantly the animal rose, walked slow-
ly to her side, and stood there, and attract-
ed by the dog’s beauty, knowing, too, that
Muriel expected him to notice Leo, Arun:lel
stretched out his hand ; but before he could
lay it upon the animal’'s head, as he intend-
ed doing, Leo gave a low, savage growl and
drew back, showing his white, cruel-looking
teeth.

«‘\WWhat is the matter with him?” said
Muriel, almost frightened by Leo's very un-
usual behavior. I never heard him growl
like that before, and at you ; can it be that
he has forgotten you, Russel? I thought
dogs neves forgot.”

s bie does not evidently feel any great
affection for me,” said Arundel lightly ;
.“however, I presume he will get accustom-
ed to seeeing me around. ‘hat are yon
thinking of, Muricl ?” meeting her thought-
ful, inquiring gaze.

She flushed a little.

¢+ ] am thinking,” she said siowly, * that
I had never noticed before hows, when you
smile, it brightens your whole face. 1 did
not know you had snch a beautiful smile,
Russel.”

That rarely beautiful smile of Arundel
Apthon’s had been always one of his char-
acteristics ; people 'd found it hard to
resist that smile; it had won bhim many
friends.

The first day of Arundel’s new, false,
bright, beautiful life was like a dream of
happiness to him ; he did not think of the
future, of his own black treachery, or of the
sin which Muriel must innocently and uncon-
eciously commit by giving him the love of a
wife when he was no more her husband than
any stranger in the streets. He said to him-
self:

«¢] love her as man never loved woman
beiore, and she loves me; even if Russel
could com> back toher, I know she would
love me just the same. If there is a God,
that God surely intended us for each other ;
in the sight of Heaven I take her to be my
wife ; before God I vow to love her, to be
true to her, and surely that 1s marriage.”’

The strain upon his nerves had been so
great, that now that the struggle was over,
and he had yielded to the tempter, a dreamy
languor fell upon him ; he was mentally too
weary to think, conscience seemed to have
died, remorse was sleeping. He seemed to
drop naturally into the life of love, and hap-
piness, and luxury. Russel had never en-
tertained his friends as easily and gracefully
as he did ; people gaid of him, Russel Anthon
:q a different man since he came home, so

much less quiet and reserved, so mu >h more
companionable. o
He talked over all his business affairs with
Mr. Trowbridge, and won that gentleman’s
heart by asking his advice vpon all impor-
tant matters.

¢ You do not know, Anthon, howglad I
am that you talk to me as you flﬂ LOW,
Graham Trowbridge said, one evening when
the two men were sitting alone together 1a
the cheerful library ot the Trowbridge
house. ‘‘Before you went to Mexico, 1n
fact ever since 1 first met you, I thought
you were almost too reserved; it used to
sometimes seem to me like a lack of confi-
dence, and I dare say I was foolish, but 1t
did hurt me. Come to me whenever you
want any advice, I shall always be glad to
give it to you.” .
«“ Thapk you,” said Arundel, warmly ; *s
am sare I don’t know what I would do with-
out you to comp to for advice ; it1s ‘almost
as hard to take care of money as it isto
make it. Since I had the fever outthere In
Mexico, my bead often troubles me, I can-
not understand things #s quickly asI did
once, and without you I should be all at
sea.”’

He spoke the truth, he could not have
managed the fortune which had come 80
suddenly into his hands, had 1t not been
for Mr. Trowbridge. 1

And Muriel was perfectly happv. She
often wondered why it was, this great
passion of love which she felt for her hus-
band, had come so suddenly into her heart.

¢ How strange that I could once let him

o away from me, when now I do not think

could live without him,” she said to her-
gelf. *‘Did he change while he was away 1D
Mexico, or did I? He used to seem 80 far
above me, I was always afraid he could not
quite understand me ; he used to be somuch
better than I was, so much higher every
way ; now,” and Muriel lau ghed merrily at
the thought, ‘‘he scems to be just as earthy
as] am, I am not afraid any mnore that he
will not understand me. One thingIam
certain of, either he has stooped down to
me, or I have climbed up to him, for I
know we are standing together upon the
same level.”

Seeing her so happy, Mr. Trowbridge
langhed heartily when he thought of the
evening when she had told him so seriously
that she knew she did not love Russel
Anthon as a true woman should love her
husband.

““ Do you remember the night you told me
eagles did not mate with little brown
thrushes ?’ he said, laughingly to herore
day. *‘My little brown thrush seems to get
along very well with her eagle.”

““But, papa, he issuch a tender, consider-
ate eagle,” she answered, gleefull. “‘He
does not go soaring up to the mountain-tops
where his little brown thrush cannot follow
him, he stays by her, and makes himsell
her equal when he can, and shelters herwith
his stately wings.

Ah, that was just it. Russel Anthon
could not make himse!f little, he was fash-
jon:d on too grand and nobie a scale for
that.

Though the eagle is the king of birds, his
life is far more lonely and isolated than the
tiny chirping sparrow upon the grouud, for
he flies by 1nstinct to the mountain-tops,
where all is silent and lonely. And those
grand magnificent natures which God some-
times allows to come into the world that we
may know what the angels are, may well be
likened to eagles, for by instinct, also, they
soar tothe mountain tops, which are the
highest points of earthly goodnessand truth,
and their lives are always lonely.

Early in July Mr. Lrowbridge found 1t

bu-iness—of course he would take his
wife with him—and when Muriel found her
parents were going to Europe, a sudden de-
sire seized her to go too.

““ \WWe can go just as well as not,” she said
to Arundel ; “‘the change wiil do us both
good: and 1nstead of travelling around, Russel
we will take a lovely little villa somewhere,
Then, in the fall, if I do not feel like coming
home, we will go to Puris, and afterward to
Nice, where we will spend the winter.”.

So it was all arranged, and the second
week in July the party sailed for Europe.

CHAPTER XIV,

It was past sunset, and the purple shad-
ows of evening were beginning to 1all dark-
ly and heavily over the mountains. The
western sky still glowed faintly, but the
pale rose =nd violet tints were fast fading
into ashen gray, and already a few stars had
bloszomed i the vast blue tields of heaven.
In the woods iz was d .tk and gloomy, the
night birds were beginning to call to
each other, and the trees bznding and
swaying as the night-wind passed over
them, seemed to be moaning and sobbingz
bitterly. '

Far up the mountains, miles above the
plain, columns of smoke were rising toward
the clear evening sky, and the 1ed light of
fres gleaming brightly through the trees
would have told a wanderer in the vicinit
that he was near an encampment ; but if he
had been a white man, then woe betide him
if he venture nearer the red light, for the
dark forms grouped about the brightly burn-
ing camp-fires were Indians,

There were fifty of them, perhaps, beside
women and children ; the former busily pre-
paring supper, the laitter running about
gathering firewood, and grass for the horses,
while the men were idle, some of them talk-
ing together gravely, others smoking in
;1 ilence, staring solitary into the crackling

res.

A littleapart from the rest, his face turn-
ed away from the fires, a blanket wrapped
closely around him, a man was lying, as
silent and motionless as a dead man. He
paid no attention to what was going on
around him ; ke had drawn the blanket half
over his head and had covered his eyes with
one hand. So he lay there until a young
Indian boy approached bearing a rude wood-
en bowl in his hands, and as the boy, pausing
beside him, addressed him, heraised himself
slowly, wearily, as though the movement
slicht as it was, causec him pain;as he turn-
ed his head the fiickering firelight fell upon
h's face—it was the face of Russel Anthon.

But, oh, how changed it was ; it did not
seem as 1f it was possible for a humnn face
tu‘chagge as his had done, and yet sickness
privations, anxiety, and lack of freedom (:zu;
work terrible changes ineven a few short
months. He looked by twenty years older
than he had done that wild March day
when in his pleasant litrary he had read his

brother’s letter. The hair which fell long

=

| stooping, and never

would be necessary for hiam to go abroad on |

d disordered upon his hollow temples, was
:Emaud Y3 150:;31;0]1&& in color the un&
trimmed ﬁrd which covered his :qautil an
chn. The colorloss skin Jay in ouse,f
wrinkled folds upon his face, the features h:d
which were pinched almost as if death
touched them, and the sunken €yes once S0

ntle and kindly in their expression, were
gled with despair. Even she tall ‘figure, SO

soht ce, was bent ?a.nd
stately and UpHE " ain would Russel An-

alk with his oid firm, rapid t‘raad, for
?Einv:in effort to escape from his pitiless cap-
tors he had beep shot in the 1g t leg, and
though it had not been necessary to mpul;
tate the limb, still it was injured to suc
an extent that he knew he must walk lame
to his grave. —_—

Taking the bowl from the young Indian’s
hand, he swallowed & few mouthfuls of the
mixture it contained, then lay down agaln.

The wind was rising and the dreary moan-
ing of the trees seemed to find an echo 1n
bis heart, for the misery of hiseyes deepgn-
ed into agony as, clasping his th"i. han 13'1
together despairingly, he moaned, ‘‘Murie
Muriel !” ; )

Do you wonder that 1t seemed sometimes
to this man that his God had either forgot-
ten or forsaken him ? that there were times
when he cried out in fierce, intolerable an-
guish, ‘‘Surely, if God is just and 'I}ltulfﬂ;l,.’
He wovld not deal with me as he has done ?

When the Indians reached the little hut
from which Arundel Anthon had riddean
away, they found not a corpse, as Arundel
had supposed they would, but & mar un-
conscious, motionless, but atill alive. Frﬂ:in
the Mexican boy who had been Russel’s

ide, and who was with them, they learn-
ed that the white stranger was a rich man
in his own country, and thinking he would
be ransomed by his friends, they decided to
save his life if it was possible, Strange as
it may be, Russel gurvived t._he journey to
the camp among the mountains ; there they
took care of him with a lack of all tender-
pess, giving him their simple mer}mmes,
leaving the rest to Nature—and he lived.

At first the brain was clouded, his pov'ers
of reasoning impaired ; he could not under-
stand how he came to be there ; he wnqld
look wonderingly up into the dark Indian
faces, and would beg his attendants to go
and fetch Muriel to him. Then, as he slowly
sained in strength, things began to grow
clearer, the mists rolled away from his
brain, the mind reasserted itself, and finally
he understood it all—knew that he was a
prisoner in the hands of the Indians, and
that Muriel was far away from him.

But where was Arundel? He asked him-
self that over and over again, -and Muriel,
what of her ? Did she think her absent hus-
band was dead—was she mourning ior him,
hoping against hope that he would come
back to her? Muriel and Arundel, they
were in his sthoughts constantly, those two;
where were they, what were they doing?

Lying there wrapped in his blanket, un-

ble to rise from weakness, while the slow
days of his convalescence dragged by, it
seemed sometimes as if the cruel suspense of
not knowing what had become of his loved
ones would madden him. Oh, to be bome
again, out of the sight of the dark Indian
faces, away from the sound of the wind in
the trecs ; to feel Muriel’s arms arounc him,
her kisses on his lips. His very heart was
sick and faint with longing, and his own
weakness was like a chain of iron upen him;
binding him hand and foot; and this his
captors knew just as he did. They smiled
grimly when one day one of them suggested
that their prisoner be more closely watched:
they knew he had no strength as yet to es-
cape from them. | -

He had nearly decided with the chiefs as
to the amount of his ransom, was quite hop:-
ful, when rumors came to the camp that
there were soldiers on their track, and think-
iug that Russel might Lletray the where-
abouts of their camping grounds, the In-
dians decided not to let him go yet ; so they
took him with them when he moved further
up in the mountains to an old camp, and it
was not long after their arrival there that
he had made that desperate effort to escape,
and had been wounded and recaptured.

As he lay there now while the Indians
were smoking and eating around the fires,
and the night shadows deepened and dark-

| ened, he was planning an escape, for toes-

cape he had determined. Since that in-
effectual attempt to get away from his
hated captors he had been closely watched,
but he had a plan now by which he thought
eventually elude them.

His wounded limb still pained and
troubled him, but not nearly so inuch as he
gave them tounderstand. They thought he
could not bear his weight upon it, coutd not
use it at all, and that was what he wished
them t> thiak, Ina few days he knew
they were to leave the camp, to move to-
ward the coast, and he hoped during the
journey, to be able to get away from them ;
of course, if he was unable to put his foot to
the ground, they would not guard him so
closely. Once free, he would gain the coast,
cross the gulf into California, . then home
and Muriel.

Home m:u:l Muriel ; those two words seem-
ed to inspire him with hope ; they set his
pulszs beating quicker, and brpought a flush
upon his ashen face, a light into his sunken
eyes. He conld not sl that night for
thinking : all night long he lay with wide-
open eyes, gazing up at the stars shining so
peacefully in the deep blue sky above him,
listening to the sighing and sobbing of the
night-wind in the trees while Muriel’s face
cam: and went before him, h r lovely eyes
looking into his. How would he first see
her. Would he go softly up the stairs in-
to her pretty boudoir, and find her lyingon
the little velvet couch asleep,perhapsdream-
ing of him, her long lashes wet with tears?
And she would awake, and seeing him,
would nestlein his arms with a low, glad
cry ; he would fold her to his heart, and the

passionate longing, the unrest, the fever,

would all be gnne. Or would he find her in
the pleesant library, standing lonely in one
of the lsce-draped windows, her little hands
clasped loosely tegether, her beautiful eyes
sorrowful aud weary with watching, misty
with unshed tears? He would kiss them
away, tiose tears ; he would take the little
hands in his own, draw the lovely, tired
head upon his breast, and whisper teaderly
that never again should they b: separated.
So all that night hope grew sironger in
Russel Anthon’s breast, and when the day
dawned there was a ?k almost eager in his
eyes, an expression earnest hopefuln
upon his thin, white face. e
A few days after the Indians left the camp

and moved toward the coast,  committing | rowed capital.

bberies mdmnrdm as they went; and-?

‘ ﬂ:a dark night Russel, who bad carefnlly-}
and cautiously bided his time, lllppaq. away

unobserved ~made his escape. 2o Lo 2 .
It was a long and gerrible tramp C¢ .
the nearest town on the coast, especially to

1 icall a condition as.
a mag in 88 DY o #His _wounded limb
troubled him, he Afrom hunger and
thirst, pesss, . yet the brave

in and
“heart did‘not falten and it was like heaven
]tl-«:»ml;-oF Ei?:l‘;zmahﬂhhnt ‘he was on thé
" :Ee the thought came to him, bringing |
asharp pain with it.. Would his young

| .'l -

olv they would look together, _she so
aﬁ‘;':zg m{ d lfvely, he old before his time,
imken down by sickness and terrible ex-
periences. Would stran wonder how 1%
came about that she hal married him?
Would they say she was t00 fairand young
for him? And then the strong, patient
heart grew faint as he thought :

«¢ Perhaps she is too young for me ; she
‘might have been happier, perhaps, with a
man less grave, notso cld asI am, It was
o mistake for me to WAITY her ; and yet,
Muriel, my darling, no man 11 all the world
could love you better than I.do ; I know that
if I conld buy your happiness only at the
cost of my own lite, I would, because of my
love for ycu, die so willingly. ?
| Ah, God pity him ! he had yet to learn that
life] holds things far mo-e terrible than
death ; that living sometimes is so much
harder than dying. We are allapt to think
that the voluntary giving up of life 1s the
greatest sacrifice, of which a human being
ean be capable, and in many instances 1% 1,
but not always ; there arc times and times
when to live is a sacrifice greater by farthan
to die would be.

One morning it was just after sunrise, and
he was toiling slowly aad painfully on his
way to Guaymas, when he came up with a
stranger travelling also inthe same direct-
tion, like him weary and footsore. He was
a remarkably fine-looking man—a gentleman
born, that was evident ; there was an air of
dignity and grace aboui the tall figure,
though it was clad in rough, well-worn
clothes, and the face, though it bore traces
of recent illness, and was stamped with the
unmistakable marks of care and pain, was a
handsome, high-bred one, with regular fea-
tures, and earnest, thoughtful eyes.

So these twc men, who had never seen
each other before, who did not know one an-
other’snames, went along together,strangers
in a strange land ; both were grave and si- |
lent, busy with their own thoughts, yet
each one was in his heart thankful for the
companionship of the other. The stranger
seemed to be asquiet and reserved by na-
| ture as was Russel Anthon; his thoughts
scemed to be equally absorbing, and in his
eyes was the same wistful, longing expres-
sion which made Russel’s eyes s ich sad ones.
All day they travelled togethcr, speaking
but little of their own lives, but when they
camped for the night, and having made a
fire lay down near it, the darkness and
loneliness of the moonless night settling |
over them, both men grew more communi-
cative, and spoke freely of themselves, tell-
ing each other of their lives, and how it was
they chanced to be so far away from home
and friends.
| Inafew hours:zn ntimacy sprang up be-
tween these two men so strangely thrown
together, and when at daybreak they re-
sumed their journey, they seemed and felt
more like two old friends than strangers
who, forty-eight hours previously, had not
known of each other’s existence.

I he next night, lying beside the camp-
fire, which threw its flickering light upon
his face, the stranger, who called himself
Henry Glenmore, told Russel Anthon in a |
voice which, though calm and quiet, had
in it an undertune of great bitterness, that
which filled Russzel’s heart with deepest
pity.

He was dying—that tall, grave, stately
man—dying of one of these terrible internal
orgapic diseases which, when they once
| seize hold upon a man, tlowly and surel
sap his life. He knew it, had known it for
some time past, and now fully aware that
| death was rapidly approaching, had only one

hope, one wish, one prayer—that he might
live long enongh %o go back to his little
motherless four-year-old boy, who was liv-
ing with a nurse up in New Hampshire,
that he might die with his child’s soft arms
around his neck, the innocent baby lips
pﬁea?ed close to his ; t§.nd the bitterness ic
the low voice ceepened into passionatc ac
as he said, brukeif}r : d S

“I have no one in all the world but him,
| my baby-boy, my little Roy ; his mother,

the woman who loved me so dearly, for the
sake of whose love I gave up all—all—died
at his birth. It was for the child that I came
out here to dig for gold—that I might have
money to give him—her baby—every lux-
ury, every comfort, For the child I have
worked and toiled early and late”—laughing
a low, b.tter laugh—*‘‘worning like a day-
laborer, until my hands were blistered and
hard. Even when I knew this fatal dis- |
ease had grasped me, and they told me to go
back, that I must not work, I only worked
| the harder, for 1 knew Imust die and leave

him ; and what would he do—that little
child—penniless as well as fatherless
| motherless, friendless? So for a year nOw

I have been fighting death and working—
well, I have been more than successful ; I
am arich man now, and a dying one : death
is gaining on me, I cannot fight it off much
longer—and my boy will be alone.”

Before the sound of the low, agonized
voice had died, Russel Anthon had taken
one Ef_ Henry Glﬁnanr?’a hands in his own.

‘“*(Fi1ve me your ’ he sai ; T
wi]ilt-aka n;rg of him.y’; Sy K

most blankly the other looked at him.

‘“You take my boy ?’ he :aid aln]:E.

‘“You are a stranger—you do not know who

I am, yet you offer to take my child ?”

“I know that you are a suffering man,”
Russel Anthon answered; “I know hn’w
terrible it must be to feel oneself slipping
away from life, knowing tdat a frail, dearly
loved one must be left alone—and that is

. b i
c;?‘ll:f“ to kaow. I say again, give me your

(TO BE COOTINUED,)

Mr. Joseph Morgan sold a herd of
| thousand cattle for one hundred thou:::;
dollars recently, although he started on a

ranch in Kansas twelve
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beat the whites to o stiff froth & iops. Indl
it over the pie, setting it Lack T The mir
for four minutes, ) _
Ax OLp Disi.—A dish cqualy yiled Fproje
steak and cheap enough for am;u;h ween *It&ij'
pared from the shank of a be nd will 8
meat on it. Have the bone we: b 1'!";‘9E“‘r":"h“’L
wash carefully to remove bits of in will be &
with cold water; watch when he eRPEDSS
begins and take off the scum i
Stew five or six hours till the yey memork
dissolved, break the meat small v ess. Al
—far better than chopping—mm s been 80

nf the great
tle doubt
non Liddon

bread pan, boil down the gravy i
ing it will turn to a stiff jelly, Wy
is done, gelatine is quite superfud
salt, and, if liked, other scau

pour it hot upon the meat: si ent fete «
and sct aside over night, when i :xplosion 8
into haadseme mottlid slicsio rooms,
Os-suppeks QLy a dypal
OYSTER OMELET.— Twelve abbing U]
large, doulkle the number if &nsli;g e gcare.
onz cup of milk, one table:poonfuk ) the aodge

chopped parsley, salt and peppe:;

DS ; ent speec
oysters very fine; beat the }'ﬂlﬂs al

the late

of the eggs separately, as for nice said th
whites until they stand in aig , ' Domint
three tablesporsiul of butterinaim When h
and heat while ycu are mixingu years ago
Stir the milk in a decp dish, wit jimen helc

and seasoning. Next add tkd le failow:
oysters, heating them well as ye i
ually. When thervughly nuse]
melted butter, and tinaliy wij
whites as lichtly as possible, Hin
ter in the pan very hot, and €
mixture. Dc no! stir it, but %
gins to stiffen, :lip a broad-lss
around the sides acd cauticusije
oiceler, that the butter may ra
part., As soon as the coutre 1§ L
and the bottom brown, turd cuis

nad 1Wate
g ¢ fated
misunde
® x
polish ar
to som
ard fou
secret of

Enient a

dish., Lay the uicn Lot LW heir cow
the frying-pan, which mus: & r said 1
side down dexterously. Thnt Sever
brown side of the omelet uppea® ey WC
is a delicivus breakfast or suppere carriec
that th

it o= e this or

Stern Law agalast Smoil ; they f

The progress of smoking in 3 Tl
tralia has been so great within re® 1s put o

that 1t has been thougut ad visabe ys wil

tempt to check its growth among ¥
A measure has therefore been D8
into the House of Assembly t0 %

that any person under the age ¢

stan’
anc, the
died th

who shall smoke any pipe, cigar ¢* | Tke
shall be guilty of «n oficnce, and @ _ ?u:fm
tion, shall be liable to a penalty® ; ol re
than 5s. nor more than £5; and ¥ - ﬁ thneq
of payment, may be imprisoned dE EAr
time not exceeding one month. Er-e{l 5
any person shall charged, the’ aee
proving theage shallinall casss lieos Ecxia
son 80 charged. One half of FHE'F e
imposed is to be paid to the I Ll

remainder to the treasurer for tae !
uses of the province.
® DroNtace v, H
an e

gl - ¥
Extraordinary Death of 8Tr

An extraordinary fatality bas ™
British Guiana, where an 1nexper™
eller, having, as is the custol o
countries, taken a refreshing dravd®
the stem of one of the many “w
Ela.ntﬂ which thrive in the forests, .

is cold refreshment by a *“ P
Shortly afterward he died i €
agony, and a post-mortem €
showed that his internal orgas® ™y
ally gealed up with India rutbe ;
imbibed the sap of the Miﬂ“‘f
the juice of which coagulatesa® it
alchol and rum had had 1ts usph
the pocr man’s stomach, y

rily fatal resalts.
-t 1____4___,_.-—-"’"

The German Goernment has™g
Lay torpedo. The Torped? C"hj
decided that the ncts emploed g
lish navy render Lay and whe
pedoes harmless, but prove 32° ¢
the Berdan torpedoes, which 8"
manufactured in Constantimop®




