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THE MARTYRS OF SCOTLAND.

There was gladness in Zion, her standard was
flying
Free o’er her battlements, glorious and gay,
Aud fair as the morning, shone forth
adorning.
And fearful to foes Was her godly arras’

her

There is mourning in Zion, her standard is
lying
Defiled in the dust—to the spoiler a prey ;
And the voice of the keepers wails over ihe
sleepars.
The martyrs
away

of Scotland that now are

The good havo been taken, thoir place is for-
saken,

The man and the maiden, the green and the
g»y;

And now thero is wailing and sorrow pie-
vailing,

For the best of her children are weeded

i*way,
Th# hue of her waters i» crimsoned with
slaughters,
The blood of the marty has reddened the
clay,

And dark desolation broods over tlie nat.on,
For tho faithful have perished, the good aro
away.

O» the mountains of heather they elumbe
together,
On the wastes of the moorland their bodies
decay ;
flow sound is thoir sleeping, how safe is their
keeping,
Though far from their kindred they
away

ilder

Their blessing shall hover tlieir children
cover,
Like the cloud of the desert, by night and |

day ;
Their names shall not perish, their aims let 1
cherish.
The Martyrs of Scotland that now a
away.

Tifmiturr.

MY DONKEY EXI'EMMT,
AND WHAT IT GAINED ME-

BY TXNNIK STKVKSS BRUCK.

*Dear child " chimed in mamma.

4Poor old sis I’ echoed Fred.

*Do you think you could endure
<o give up Newport anil go up
country for a short time ?° asked
papa, kindly ; ‘we would try and
find a* pleasant a place as possible

for you. Would you consent to it
—to go to your Uncle John’s, for
instance T

‘l—Il—suppose 1 would, if |

must,” 1 replied, by a great effut
bringing the tears into my eyes ; ‘it
would be a shocking change for me.
and |—I—don’t think | could ever
«do anything wilh the donkey ; but

then, if—il it's necessary 1 will try
aud reconcile myself to it ;" and
here 1 did manage to execute two
yery effective sobs.

It is quite unnecessary for me
to relate tne conversation which

«'ivued ; it is enough that I tell \uu.
by consummate skill. . contrived to
arrange every thing to my own
4nind, even to the escaping a confi-
dential tete-a-tete wilh Claudius
Gustave ; and the third day saw me
fairly started for Beechfield farm,
accompanied by my wailing-mnid,
three huge travelling trunks, and—
a donkey.

| quite took Uncle John and
hia family by surprise, but the sur-
prise did not seem an unpleasant
one ; and the welcome they gave
me would have satsfied the most
exacting nature in the world.

My good, kind Uncle John ! il
fairly brought tears into my eyes,
the manner in which he folded me-
in his brawny arms, brushed the
iiair trom my dusty forehead, say-
ing, the while, very wistfully—

*You havo my brother’s look,
my girl ; my own brother Thomas’

free, open look. | should have
known you anywhere.’
The aunt, whom | could hardly

remember, echoed heartily —

‘You are right, Jolin; and we
ore glad to see you child, both
for your own sake and your dear
father’s ; while my cousins, Mary
Bind Ettie, came forward with a
grace which many a drawing-room
queen might have envied, and
railed their sweet red lips to mine
for the kisses 1 was so proud to be-
(tow upon them.
aailt was a dear, delightful nook
vr»s this quiet farm, nestled so
daintily at the foot of high hills ; a
‘place after my own heart, and 1
felt a thrill of flee, wild gladness

eurge througi. my soul the momentlkeen anil

my foot touched its borders.

There was no lolly mansion af-
ter the French, Grecian or Eaglish
-atyle ; no mock garden with just
a0 many squares, and rounds, and
triangles; no artificial ponds and
>atiff shrubbery, butjust tlio nicest
old rambling house, with a low
broad roof, and all manner of ius and
outs; a redlgarden, where hearts-
ease mingled its odor with thesweet
lilly of tho valley, aud tall, regal
hollyhocks nodded complacently to
Awhite and damask roses ; a grand
old orchard, with a brook singing
through it, and fields of waving
grain stretching away towards the
dim distfuico.
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ADVOCATE

“Let Sound Reason weigh more with us than Povular Opinion.’

ATjBX. SCOTT, Proprietor.
Vol. SE. ilo. 38. KICILM O i\i>
And  then mv chamber—oh! I have always remarked thal
but you should have seen that! there are plenty enough way:
not a set, an any allair, with jaccomplish mischief where one's
velvet carpel, cumbrous hangings. [inind is bent on finding them; so
aud elegant furniture, a place as a matter ol course, 1 did not

where the very air would oppress’

one, but a cool, spacious room with
ivalls ol delicate green, curtains of
snowy whiteness, and a iresh sanded
floor. 1 here was a capacious fire-
place, too, which promised well;

long wait for an opportunity to put
mv boyden.sh scheme into exocti-
lion. And ibis is how il was —
Sillin*; alone in my chamber, one
late afternoon in the early part of
September, 1 heard Aunt Rachel’s

for the chilly season, but now filled \voice at the back door,

with mountain evergreen; a high |
old-lashioiieil bed, whoso very ap-,
podiaiioo gave rest to tho weary

‘Jonathan! Jonathan !" she called
— (| have spoken of my uncle as
John, his real name was Jonathan.)

body ; a tmy toilet-table bearing ajedi i you get the molasses when vou

Bitde aud vase of choice flowers, j
it larj>0 lazy-lookinjj roekinu-
besides other articles neces-
liut,

chair,
sary to every lady’s co nlort.
although these disappointments
pleased me not a little, I think |
derived most satisfaction from a nice-
ly-executed copy of Murilio’s Ma-
dona which hung just over the nar-
row manliepioce, and the two deep
windows. Those bright, wide
windows, looking out upon the
western sky, wilh their drapings of
luxuriant woodbine, and the old
apple tree, where the tobiiis came
every morning, to shade them,
wiiat a joy they were to me! how
fair the picture they presented to
aiy admiring gaze,
can | expect lo ever view tho like
again.

At first | hardly thought to re-
veal tho reason of my visit u my |
relatives, but their kindness made

me ashamed to keep such a secret
from thein, and at length, oue
warm moonlight evening, sitting oui
m the front porch with tho entire
lamdy, 1 frankly told Ilh;m ms
story. Aunt Rachel was indignant
at it, as 1 was sure she would be.—
Uncle Johu was equally ind'gnant,
tnough rather more inclined to laugh.
Innocent Mary and roguish Ettio
were quite horrified at such a phase
of fashionable folly ; and, after lhat,
| know they ali loved me even bel-
ter than belore. Thus was 1 do-
mesticated nt the farm.

For two months
foeily happy as 1should wish to be.
Happy in the long, condoling letters
which came each week from my
amiable relatives at Newport ;
happy in my daily life, anil happy in
my donkey. On! but he was la
great institution,” that donkey was !
as surly, obstinate, capricious a crca-
ture as ono would find iu a whole
lay s journey, yet fulfilling his re-
spousiuiiily tolerably well.

At fust his manncis were most
ibomiuable ; ho was a regular
vixen! but a few applications of a
supple birch rod (I would never ad- j
vise people to resort lo * moral
suasion’ in the training of donkies!)
brought him to his senses, and he |
cHiiri to behave d mcently—when he
couldn t help himself. A consider-
able portion ol my tune was spent
upon his back, aud many weie tho
expeditions we undertook together.
iNo lull was steep for lu to|
climb, no bog too treacherous lor|
him to traverse ; and often have 1
returned from these excutsions with
my dress so covered wilh mud that
it was difficult to distinguish llie
original coio.' ; my hat crushed and
torn, to the great indignation ol my
exquisitely neat waiting-uiaid.

My uncle had a pony—not a
jok, shining lutie creature, gentle
aud careful, but a regular rough-'
ami-ready Canadian, wilh a coatiso
shaggy Wai it was reallv.a di tress
to look at it; a tangled mane, and
a most vi'lainous temper. Wnal
he could want of such an animal
was a in\story :o us all ; but want
him he did, and so there was no use
to discuss the matter farther.

There was but oue person on the
farm that could manage Ibis com-]
pound of oddity and fierceness, and
that was an Indian boy, Jock by
mime, whdm Uncle John.-had-taken
out of pity. He was a wild, fear-
loss lad, and very ill-lookiug, but
sensible, and
pablo ; jjiorvmg in dinger, and re-
markably skilled iu lhat petty handi-
craft for which bis race is so distin-
guished ; and so of considerable ser-
vice, both iu the house and field.

On pony’s back he looUou verj
much like some pictures, | have
seen of the inmates of Dante’s “In-1
ferno,” and at first 1 lost m\ breath
for fear tiiat he should be thrown
and dashed in pices. Finding, how-
ever, tiiat there was no grounds for
apprehending such a catastrophe, 1
grew to take great pleasure in, his
mad speed, and at length was so
(biting as to conceive the idea ol
joining him when opportunity shouid
offer.

| was as per-]Jyoung missy come

was down
moniin<> I’

1did not hear the reply, but pre-
sently the good woman exclaimed,
in a tired, worried tone—

*Oh, now, that's too bad! To-
monow’s baking-day, and nol a
drop of molasses for ihe Sunday’s
beans and pudding ’

to llie village this

*'Well, well, mother,” returned
her husband, advancing towards
the door. *don't let that trouble

you. for Jock can take the pony and
go down for some in a twinkling.—
Yon hear. Jock I

Yes, sir.” promptly responded
t|)u >xiv, who stood before a rough
(rough near the vvell-sweop, wasii-

and how (itme j;t, |,is lace.

The opportunity was too good to
be lost, and my mind was at once
made up.

“Jock, Jock,” 1 said sofily pul-
ling my head out of the window,

‘when you bridle pony will you
saddle my donkey V

“Yos’ni.’

“And will you wait for me a;

the groat rock ! 1 want to go to
iho village wilh you, but I don't like

lo start from thero. Do you un-
derstand !’

‘Yos'in, ’stand era well,” re-
turned he, grinning with delight ;

‘\oung missy think they' jerking
his thumb towards the house-—
*won’t want her ter go with Jock—
Iraiil um break um neck; so Jock
go first and w et at big rock ;
afterwards.—
Oh, yes'm, Jock ’stand.” And. with
this very characteristic speech, the
young imp turned a series of sum-
mersaults towards the barn. T'here
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Woodbridjte. I thought
hilt, crushed and soiled.
if my habit, torn and mud-stained,

tnd in a moment tho sinile forsook jlittle Charley,” continued tho same follen,”

v lip. and the hot blood rushed
iioreely to ebeels, neck and brow.

Quite an a venture,” commented jme to a seat bv his side, laid my j

mv old reprover, quietly.

Was he angry ? | dared not
look to discover; and, folding my
hands, stood in silent cr t-mpla-

tion of the ground.

‘I will do rnvse f the honor of
escorting you to your uncle's,” Was
ilis next remark ; and, securing
my donkey, he aided me to mount,

an 1 walked beside me as | made the
best of my way home.

Oh, that return-iide, how mis-
erably mortifying it was! 1 too

utterly subdued to speak, never as-
sayed a word. Mr. Woodbridge
maintained ihe same profound si-
lence, and so we went on nil the
farm gate was reached. Hero 1
rallied.
mv uncie$ lamily in such a plight—
never! lu.-ver | and with oue despe-
rate blow 1 sent donkey speeding
up the hard broad carriage-way to
a side door, thre'w myself from the
saddle, and escaped to my room,
leaving my sister’s friend to excuse
his appearance «is best lie might.

All that long dark night | re-
mained alone, more unhappy than
1 bad ever been in all my life be-

fore ; but with the coming of the
daw ii a gentle sti*p sounded just out-
side the threshold, and directly
Aunt Rachel entered the chamber.

*My poor child,” she began,
pityingly, “my dear child, Charley,
liave you lain hero all nightV

nd she raised me kindly from the
floor where 1 had
iho previous evening. A sob was
my only reply. ‘There,
don’t grieve so,” she said, soothin
ly ; “your friend has explained
everything to us, aud il all isn't
worth a tear; so cheer up, bonny
heart, and |<ut en your prettiest
dress, for the gentleman is waiting
very impatiently to see you.’

At first 1 had mindto declare,
“He will have towait I’ buta

the lolly of such a decision, and
summening my pride | at once

had been an unusually heav\ shower jproceeded to remove the traces of

in the early afternoon as a number
ol suspicious-looking pools
road testified ; but 1 was not one to

be daunted by such trifles, and in
precisely fivo minutes after Jock
gullopped out of the yard. | fol-
lowed him as carelessly and iuno-
cently as need be.

“0il, that ride! it makes me
laugh even now lo think of it —

John Gilpin would have resigned his
hard-earned laurels without a raur-
inur could ho haTe seen that dark
Indian scamp and 11 For once my
donkey seemed inspired with an
ambition to go, and we did not ride,
we llew | lip hill and down, through
wet and dry, till within about an
eighth of :i miic ofthe village, when

a sudden bend in the road disco
vored to us two advancing fig-
ures. The taller of the two 1could

nol make out. but in the shorter 1
at once recognized—oh, horror of
horrors! my old lover, Claudius
Gustave Fitzlbllen.

Donkey observed him,

a sudden eome to a remembrancebf!
Ids old trick,

jter
lon, and,.
whether abashed by so much mag-|*0,'eis from home
uificcneo, or whether he had all ofj™g

my hit - mishap, and make myself
presentable.

Half an hour sufficed for the ar-
rangement ol my toilette, and then
| went down lo the parlor to meet
Luke Woodbridge. Hero 1 ex-
pected to encounter a storm of re-
proaches, but in that | was vastly
mistaken.

of myl
1 thought| hands and sobbed outright.

| would never be seen by |

‘Yes. and be proud
moment's reasoning convinced me of jdo it.

usT 17, 1860.

| buried my face in my clasped
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,husband, to be sure! for, had it
jnever occurred, | might now .have

i ‘Too severe with you. my poor written mv name Mrs. C. G. Fuz-

jmeasured tones; then, raising me
from my lowly position, he drew

head against his shoulder, unclasped
my fingers, and caressed me as one
might caress a troubled child.

| was speechless from surprise
What could this unusual tender-
noss mean, | asked myself, totally
unable to account for it; but he
spoedily accounted for it, and in a
most satisfactorily manner.

“1 do not think you quite deserve
such extreme censure, he said,

low, grave tone; jand yet
your conduct is at times jusllj' re
prehensiblo. 1, ‘your friend,” tell
you this, who would rather lose my
right hand than occasion you unne-
cessary pain ; and it grieves me
sorely to be obliged to do it. Oh,
Cnarlov, Charley! so noble and
lovable i every other respect, wi”
‘vou not try lobe perfect in this
also? Is there no one for whose
sake you would be willing to over-
come these wild propensities?’

There was one, but | had not the
assurance to breath his name, and
again lie questioned.

*Chariotle, is it too much for
me to ask—will you not try to
accomplish this task lor my sake ;
| know 1 have always been grave,
sometimes stern with you ; | know
| have never given you occasion to
think | cated for you, but you have
been the object of my affections all
the while, dearer than any other
earthly thing can ever be. | know
| am your senior by many a year;

tinown myself,1 know my form will be bowing, my

Ihair whitening for the grave while

there;!.'00 are vet lingering in the fresh

prime of your beautiful woman-
hood ; and, knowing all this. 1
dare ask. Lottie, will you be my

Louie \ will you give all the wealth
of your warm young li.-art to the
Jweary wanderer who lias never be-
fore eared for. or sought the smiles
and love of woman?’

and glad to
| answered firmly, for my
bitter tears were stayed, amit | felt

1’hat he would not like a hesitating
reply, understand how
you ever ctin..-; oVe mo, sir. but
I will not s-ek 0 know, only be

very grateful that you havo done so.
And, about that other promise. 1
don’t think I shall ever have a dis-
position to return to my o d habits ;
but. if 1 do, J will remember your
jwords tips morning, and J am sure

The lion received me as]'hey wiil help me to overcome the

he would have done six months be- jevil-’

fore in my own hone drawing-
room, and, after tho usual ceremo-
nies of greetin’' were exchanged,

proceeded to inform me that Aunt)

Rachel had consented lo admit
nim lo her family for a few weeks,
and ihat be had just Ordered his
trunks from the village. After my
adventure of the previous afternoon
this was not remarkably pleasing
intelligence to me, but 1 wisely con-
cluded to say nothing.

But the hurricane which was
smothered in one direction raged
luiiously in another—and the lat-
part of the following week
reached me in the form 1 .hiee
sa d lettots be-
penned my mamma, Holoise
m,d Geraldine. I hey had lieatd

I never could decide,!0* => ridiculous conduct, they said,

but, from fionie cause or olher, jalu* were completely hoilined by
lie lulled iu a manner so entirely j" « | had most shamoluliy msult-
unexpectqd as to throw me com-1lut* dear Claudius Gustave, and
pletolv over liis head into a neigh- [they coul | never lorgive me, even
boring mud-puddle. A had the charily to do so!

I never knew before IImt don-:~ serveil io live an old maid all my
kies hail a propensity for butting ; Mial ~Adid! and ihey eonsideied
but if they have not mine mustjthemselves very much displaced
have been au eXE8pHOA. for no and outraged® howevet | mi~ht

sooner had lie accomplished my Ichoose to look upon it.
downfall, than, gathering bis for- ~ read these amiable commu-
ces, he made :i plunge toward* the,nicutions one morning in the

exquisite Claudius Gustave, and with jeamtly sitting-room, wiieu only Mi.

one well-directed blow levelled him 1~ oodbridgo aud in\sell “weie
to the ground. IPese,.t. 1 had expected reproof,
| rose from iny Watery bed and |a,d was prepared io moot it, but

laughed! it was not polite 1 know, j'his keen reproach was so undream-
but the impulse was irresistable. jet* )& ?1l,d ao uncalled for that, in

Claudius Gustave painfully ga-1SP'e myself, the toais would
tliered himself up from lus undig-1come into my eyes,

nilied position, and, bending upon ‘Come here, Miss Buinctte.

mo a look which | shall always re- called a quiet voice from the liont

member, shouted in a voice lor once Window.

rendered natural by passion, Without word 1 rose and
“Shameless, cruel girl! you Obeyed. .

may forget this insult, but 1 never  *Shall | see what disturbs you

shall /> aud with one bound escaped $O." he questioned.

my vi;w. I gave him my letters. For
Just then a thought of his com- Perhaps —tenminutes ~ he sat

panion flashed across my mind.— profound silence, thencrushing the!

I turned hastily, and found my- delicately perfumed missives in

both hands, remarked, simply

self standing face to face with the !
1They are too. severe with vou.

dignified and accomplished Luke

“Cliailey, my own little Chat Icy,
jCod bless your gentle soul, and
|deal by me even as | do by you!"

There was a world of tenderness
| 1 <ig .manly voice as it pronounced
'his solemn bemson ; and for the

ist time during our acquaintance
Luke Wooiibridgo’s lips touched my

brow. And this was our betrothal.
I shall pa*s lightly over the
events immediately following.-»

‘I’lie joy of my good uncle’s family ;
the return to my own city home ;
the reproofs whieh were changed
into caresses when my true position
was known ; the overwhelming sur-
prise of my lady mother when she
found that | had won where the
stately Geraldine had entered and
lost ; the delight of my relatives—
Gera excepted ! the congratulations
of our ‘dear five hundred friends,”
and, finally, the wedding iuolf,
where Luke Woodbridge and my
humble self acted the role of bride-
groom and bride—for | do not wish,
dearest reader, to weary you with
too niinule detail.

But very few years have sped
into Eternity since then, and
they have brought but compara-
parauvely few changes. Claudius
Gustavo Filzfollen has espoused a
lady as langushiiig and accomplished
iis himself, and buried the little feud
which once raged between us.
Geraldine and Heloise are both mis-
tresses of fine up-town establish-
ments, mamma, haughty and stately
as ever often refers with every per-

tain
ceptible pride lo *our dear daughter, jat [jle

Mrs. Luke Woodbridge. _

Old Doctor Greyson is still living,
apparently as hale and hearty as
when | went to him that sweltering
afternoon foradvice; and | never
met him  buthe asks ill his jolly,
quizzical way-—*

*Any symptoms of apoplexy, my

i>>ldear 1’

‘Anci 10 lhisdav we |lave not foll
gotten to allude” to *My Donkey

,IExperiment, and what it gained me.’ljg?_?es alj we «stoc ngsin u
i

at did."u gain mot Mypresent’

Af,r ever the hateful lesson.

or ‘Charlotte liarnett, spins-
iter I’

learn fast enough in the'wotld, lor
it jg potent in such teachings—thal
]is, suspicious. Oh | “ast from you
Men do
Inot think how much of true inno-
cenco they are lying down, when
jthey assume a clothing whose tex-
ture is guile. Beware of this mock
Iprotection ; for you can hardly use
'u without practising deceit. ' | do
(t ask you to trust always, but |
jwould haye you to think well of men
until you find them otherwise.—
When you aro once deceived, e ther
by an act or a spoken falsehood,
trust that person no more. | had
once laid down to me as an axiom
by a very dear friend [aud | am so
satisfied of the precept's truth as to
make it a rule of my life], that per-
sons rarolysu sped others, except of
things which they are capable of
Idoing tlie selves. Yes! these sha-
dows of doubting are generally flung
from some bad realities within.
You are looking al your own image
when you see so much vlenoss in
your neighbor’s face. Illow muca
better might not we ourselves be-
come, if we used more to others that
blessed charity which thinketh no
evil.

Tin: Dying Nevkk w kkp.— It is
a striking lad—the dying never
weep. The circle ol sobbing, agoniz-
ed hearts around, produces not one
tear. Is it that he is insensible and
still already in the chill of dissolu «
tion ? That cannot be ; for lie asks
f> his father’s hand, as if gain
strength in the mortal struggle, and
leans on the breast of mother,
brother, or sister, with still con-
scious affection ; and just before ex-
piring. at eve, after a long day’s
converse with the Angel of
Summons, he says io his oldest
brother—the last audible good night
of earth—“ Kiss me, kiss me " It
must be because the dying have
reached a point too deep for our
earthly crying and weeping. They
iare face to face with higher and
holier beings, with the fatiier in boa
ven and his angel throng, led on by
tho Son himself; and what are griefs
of a mourning, tears ofa dying fare
well—be it that they are shed by the
dearest on earth—in that vision
b"ighi of immortal life and everlast-
ing re-’Utiion 1
The Dutchman's Little Bint
— The following i>a correct transcript of
a bill presented
captain Of an Onio river steamer
eony was taken

a short time since lo tiie
The
by one of her passengers
Yve
readers who may
puzzle Iheir brains over it, that the oill is
correct particular; nothing is
omitted due” Was
Mere is the bill Verbuitim

and handed to us as a curiosity

assure our mercantile
in every

and Um ““balance
promptly paid.
el literatim:—

Cincinnati, April the 16, 1870.
S. Ntal.
To Fred Schmidt*

Captaing J

To 2 Tron Chairs a $7, $14-00
1 Wooden do........cccooeurieviniininnnnne 700
1Wood i . i 7 00

balance due, $700

On tbe bill beiim presented to the clerk,
lie stared witli astonishment, and weil he
inight, at the charge for four chairs,
calling tsclmiidt not only a rascal for
charging the boat with four chairs, hut a
tool in not being able to add up the total
correctly.  Words grew arm, when the
captain was Called in.

lie knew tleliinidt io be honest, and
that the thing was capable of explanation,
and also knew he owed for only one chair.

“You remember, said be to Schmidt,
that 1 told you to bring aboard two chairs,
aud you did so.”

“ ¥aw, said Schmidt.

“ Well, afterwards 1 told you that one
would do, aud | kept but one.”

“Dat Schinidt,
sliust as te pill say'— pointing to the last

sImst so,” said “ and

items— +“1 wooden do and 1 wood do;
you owes 7 tollers.’
A new light broke
and clerk all had a hearty lau"b
lIofie!>t book-keepin  of Schmidt,
and “ bal. due” was paid.
1
]
The Baron de Beranger relatifi, that
having detected a pickpocket in tlie very
act of irregular abstraction, he took tlie

in upon the cap-

liberty ot inquiring Whether there was any-

Itiling in his lace that had procured him the
honor of being singled out for such an at-
tempt—* Why, sir, said the fellow, y,ur
f&B 18 w«” but y°* had onj I,n

[} ¥ we.l.ner,
so I"made sure you™ were a flu.

A TERRIBLE ADVENTURE
WITH A PANTHER,

“ The animal had already been
wounded by a rifle ball. Having,
Warned the village shikaree to keep
close behind me with tlio heavy
spear lie had in his liaucl, | began to
follow the wounded panther ; but
had scarcely gone twenty-five yards,
when one of the beaters,, who was
on hi”h ground, becKoned to me,
and pointed a little below him, and
in front of me. There was the largo
panther sitting out, unconcealed be-
tween two bushes, h dozen yards
before inc. 1 could not, howevel,
see bis head ; and whilst 1 was thus
delayed, ho came oul with a roar
straight - ine. 1 fired at his clicst

wilh a bal! ; and, as lie 'sprang upon
me, the shot barrel was aimed at
his head. In tlio next moment he

seized my left arm mid the gun.—
Thus, not being able to use the g.uii
as a club, 1 forced il, crosswise, into
bis mouth. Ho bit tlio stof:k through
in one pkee ; and whilst his upper
fangs lacerated my arm and hand,
the lower fangs went into the gun.

His hind claws pierced my left,
thigh. He tried very hard to throw
me over. 1li the meanwhile the

shikaree, who, lind he kept the spear
before him. might iiave stopped the
cliaige of the panther, had retreated
some paces lo the left. Ho hrhV.
instead of spearing the panther,
shouted out and struck him. using
the spear as a club. In a moment
the animal was upon him, stripping
him of my shikar ban;, liis turban,
my revolving rille, and the spear.'
The man passed, by me holding his
wounded arm. The panther quietly
crouched five paces in front of me.-
| knew my only chance was to keep
my eye upon him. He sat with all
my d.spoiled property, stripped from
the shikaree, around and under him.
The first stop | moved backwards,
keeping my e\e on the panther, |
toil on my back into a thorn bush,
Having slipped upon the rock. Hero
| was still within one spring of llie
animal, who appeared, as far as |
could see. to be not ill all disabled
by tlie light. Nothing could have
saved mo had he again attacked.—
1 retreated step by step, my face
st Il towards the foe, tdl 1 got lo my
horse, and to the other boaters, who
were all collected some forty yards
from the fight. | immediately load-
ed tho gun with a charge of shot,
and ii bullet that | perchance found ;
and, taking my revolver pistol out
of tho holster, and sticking it in my
belt, determined lo carry on the
affair to ils issue, knowing how rare-
ly men recover from such wounds
as mine. 1 was bleeding profusely
from large tooth-wounds in the arm;
the tendons of my left hand were torn
open, und 1 had five claw-wounds in
thigh. The poor shikaree’s loft arm
was somewhatda wed up( aud ifthe
panther was not killed, the super-
stition of tho natives would go far to
kill this man. Terribly frightened
as he was, his wounds were not so
bad as mine. | persuaded my horse-
Iteeper to come with mo ; and taking
the hog-spear he had in his hand,
we went to tho spot .vhero lay the
weapons stripped from the shikaree.
A few \ards beyond them wascrou

died tiie huge panther. Again, |
could not see his head very dislinct-
lv, but fired deliberately behind his
shoulder. In one moment he was
again upon mo, 1 gave him the
charge of shot, as | supposed, in his
face, but had not time to take aim.
The horse-keeper, instead bf spear-
ing. fell upon his back. In the next
instant liie panther got hold ofiny
left foot in his teeth, and threw me
on my back. I struck him with the
empty p.ull, and iie seized the barrels
in his mouth. This was his first ef-
fort. | sprang up, ami seized the
spear from the horse-keeper, drove
it with both hands through his side
and thus killed linn. | immediately
had my boot pulled off. My foot
bled profusely. Fortunately, the
wound was iu the thin part ot iny
foot, and notin my instep or aeele,
but the teeth had met.’

Theiu's Always Rooat tJi'-
stairs.— A young man who was tliiuk-
ins: of studmig law. saiJ to Daniel Wsb,
-ter:—*“ Mr. Webster, 1 understand the
profession ot law is quite lull, and that
there are more lawyers than are needed)
do you think there is any chance for me !”
- There is always room up-stairs,” was
ihe reply, and as true as it was ingenious.
Only a lew persons reach tile high pljges,
and lliese are always in great demand —
“ there’s room enough np-siairs.”  First
class tanners and mechanics, as well as
physicians, lawyers, etc., always find
plenty of room, pl»nly of work anil good
pay. Whatever caMiig you choose,and it
matters little, if it be an honest one, re-
solve to go into an uppei story ; but don’t
try lo jum;> there by a single leap, or yoii
may fall, disabled, (lather heMin at the
bottom of lhe ladder and patiently steji
upon each round.

A commercial traveller, passing through
Weston, near Bridgewater, seeing a sign
over a doorwitb this one word, * Agorsqr-
dere,” be called to Ihe woman lo inquire
what she sold, when she said she did not
sell anything, but that *Agues tirr.
cured here.”

Never tlatter yourself that you hava
attained the perfection of politeness, unless
you can pull a man's nose without giving
him ‘offenee.



