
T h e  T u r n i n g  o f  t h e  L o n g ,  L o n g  
L a n e .

B Y  MONSIEUli DeMOULIN.
Brandon hall way one of ihe oldest and 

m ost magnificent of the great halls of Eng 
land Ah Brandon looked upon i t  it rose 
before him  amidst the grove of six hundred 
years, its many gabled roof rising out fr« m 
am dst a sea of foliage, F-p aking of wealth, 
luxury, splendor, power, ii fiuence and an 
th a i men hope for, or struggle for. or fight 
for ; from all of which he Hnd hie had been 
cast out ; aud tbe cone »vho had done thie whs 
even now occupying the old ancestral seat о 
his family.

Brandon entered the gate, and walked up 
ihe long aveuue till he reached the hall. 
Here he rang the bell, and a servant ap 
peared. *• Is Mr. Potts a t home ?”

“ Ye-<,” said the man, brusquely.
“  I w ish  io  see h im  ’’
“  Whom shall I say ?”
“  Mr Heudr скн, from America.”
Tüe man showed him into the drawim 

гѳ о т . Brandon seated himself and waited 
The room was furnished in the must eleg «n 
m anner, most of the furniture being old, and 
ail fam iliar lo him He took a liarty glanc- 
around, and closed his eyes as if to shut ii 
all out from sight.

In a sh -rt time а шоп entered.
He appeared to be te t*e»n  tif'y and sixty 

yeais of age. me  ̂ ium size, b»oad shouldered 
and 'to u t He h i  i a tuorou^hly pUmUu air ; 
he «as dressed in black, aud had a bunch oi 
large seals dangling fiom beneath his wa 8 - 
coat. Hi« f ch w»s round and fleshy, Ins 
eyes were small, and bis head bald. Th 
general expression of hie f«ce was that ol 
good natured simplicity. A* he caught sigh 
of Brandon a frauk smile of welcome arose 
on his broad, fat face

Brandon arose and bowed.
“ Am L aidressing Mr. John Potts ?”
“  You are. sir. John Potts ot Potts hall ’ 
** Potts of Potts hall 1 ’ repeated Bran 

don. Tben, drawing a card from his pocket 
he handed it to Potts. He had procured 
some of these in London. The card read as 
follows :

BEAM ISH & HENDRICKS,
FLOUR MERCHANTS AND PROVISION DEALERS,

88 F ron t Stre» t, Cincinnati,
OHIO.

41 I, sir,” said Brandon, “ am Mr. H en
dricks, junior purtNer in Beamish & H en
dricks, aud I hope you are quite well.”

“ Very well, thauk you,” anewered Potts, 
smiling and sitting down. “ I  am happy to 
s je  \o u  ”

“  Do you keep your health, s ir?  ”
“ Thauk you. I do,” said Potts. “ A touch 

of rheum atism  at odd tim es, th a t’s a ll.” 
Brandon's m anner was stiff and formal, 

and his voice had assumed a slight nasal 
intonation. Potts had evidently looked on 
him  as a perfect stranger

“ I  hope, sir, »hat I am not taking up your 
valuable time. You British noblemen hav- 
your valuable time, I  know, as well as we 
business men ”

“ No, sir, no, sir, not a t a ll.” said Potts, 
evidently greatly delighted at being consider
ed a British nobleman.

“  Well, Sir John  - or is it my lord ? ” said 
Brandon, interrogatively, correcting himself, 
and looking inquiringly a t Poits.

“ Sir Jo b n ’il do,”  said P. t rs.
“ Well, Sir John. Being in England on 

bu^ioess I  came to ask you a few questions 
about a m atter of some importance to us ”

* Proceed, sir ! ” said PottB, with great 
dignity.

** There’s a young marf that came into 
our employ last October whom we 
took a faucy to, or raih<r my senior did, 
and we have an idea ot promoting
him . My senior th inks the world of him 
has the young man a t his house, and he ifc 
even making up t > h is daughter. He calls 
him self Brandon—Frank Brandon.”

At this Potts started froua an easy loung 
ing attitude, in which he was trying to do 
the British noble, aud with startling iutrnsity 
of g**zö looked Brandon full in the f»ce.

** I thiuk the young man is fairish,” con 
tinues Brandon, *• bu t nothing exiraoidiuary. 
He is industrious and sober, but be ain’t 
quick, and he never had any real bu>iue-s 
experience till he came to us. Now, my senior 
frotn 'h e  very first was infatuat d wnh him, 
gave him  a large salary, and in spite of m> 
warnings that he ought to be cauti -us, he 
wants to make him head clerk, with an eye to 
m tking him partner next year. And so bent 
on th is is he th a t I know he would dissolve 
partnership with me if I  refused, take the 
youug m au, let him marry his daughter, and 
leave him  all his money when be dies, 
i h . t ’s no small sum, for old Mr. B-am i-h is 
Worth in real estate round Cincinnati over 
two millions of dollars. So. you see, I hav^ 
a riuht to feel anxious, more especially as 1 
don’t mind telling you, Sir John, who under
stand these m atteie. th a t [ thought I  hnd a 
very good chance myselt with oid Beam ish’s 
daughter. ’

Brandon spoke all th is very rapidly, and 
with the air of one who was trying to conceal 
his feelmus of dislike to the clerk of whom 
he was so j-alous. Putts looked at bim with 
an encouraging smile, and asked, as he 
stopped.

“  And how did you happen to hear of 
me ? ”

“  T h a t’s ju st what I  was coming to, Sir 
John 1 ” Brandon drew h s cbair nearer ap 
parently in deep excitement, and in a moie 
nasal tone than  ever, with a confidential air, 
he went on :

“  You see, I  m istrusted th is young man 
who was carrying everything before him with 
a high hand, rigbt into my very teeth, and I 
watched him. I pumped him  to see if 1 
couldn't get him to tell something about h im 
self. B ut the  fellow was always on his guard, 
and always told the same story. Tbis is 
what he t-lls  : He says that his father was
Ralph Braudon of Brandon hall, Devonshire, 
and that lie got very poor—he was ruined 
in fact, b y - I  beg your pardon Sir John, but. 
he says it  was you, and tb a t you drove the 
family away Then they came over to 
Amerioa. and he got to Cincinnati. The old 
m an, he says, died before they left, but he 
won’t tell what became of the  others I cou- 
fees I believed it  was ail a lie, and didn’t 
th ink  there was any such p'ace as Brandon 
hall, so I determined to find ont. naturally 
enough, Sir Johu, when two millions were at 
• lake .”

Potts winked.
*• Well I suddenly found my heaHb giving 

wav, and had to come to Europe. Y,ou see 
wbat a delicate creature I am 1”

Potts laughed with intense glee.
“ And I came here after waudering about, 

trying to find it. I heard at last that there 
was a plac - tbat used to be Brandon hall, 
though most people call it Potts hall. Now, 
I  thought, my fiue young man. I ’ll catch 
you ; for I ’ll call on Sir John himself and ask 
h im .”

•* You did right, sir,” said Potts, who had 
taken an intense interest in tbis narrative 
4‘ I ’m tbe very man you ought to hav come 
to I can tell you all you want. Tbis B ran
don is a miserable swindler.”

'• Good 1 I thought so. You’ll give me that, 
Sir John, over y u r own name, will you ?” 
Brandon, in gr*at apparent excitement.

“  Of course I will,” said Potts, 4 and a good 
deal more. B it  tell me, first, what that 
young devil >aii as to how he got to Cincin
nati ? How did he find his way there ?”

“  He would never tell ”
“ W hat became of his m other and sister?” 
“  He wouldn't say.”
“ All I know,” said Potts, “ is this, I pot 

official information th a t they all died at Que« 
bee.”

Brandon looked suddenly a t the floor and 
gasped. In  a moment he hud recovered.

“ Curse him  1 then th is fellow is an impos
te r ?”

“  No,” said Potts, “ he m ust have e^c^ped 
I t ’s possible. There was some confusion at 
Quebec about names ”

“  Tben his name may really be Frank Bran 
don?”

“  It m ust be,” said Potts, “ Ajyhow, the 
others are all right.”

PITCHERY-BIDGERY. “  Are what ?”
“ All tig i t ;  deadyouknow . T h a t’s wby h« 

don’t like to tell you «bout them ,”
“  Well, nov, Sir Jobn, could you tell m- 

»h a t you know about th is >ouug man, -since 
you think he m ust be the Fame one ?”

“ I know he mu*t be, and I 'll tell you all 
about him aud the whole cursed lot. In  Ihe 
first place,” continued Potts, clearing his 
throat, “ old Brandon was one of the cursed- 
est old f >ols tn a t ever lived. He was very 
well off but wanted to ь-et richer, and so he 
speculated iu a tin mine iu Cornwall. I 
was acqu-iuted with him a t the time 
and used to respect him. He p -rsuaded 
cue—I was always off-handed ab -u t money, 
and a careless, easy fellow -  he persuaded me 
to invest in it also. I  did so, but at the en i 
of a few >ears I found out tb a t the tin mim 
was a rotten с ncern, and sold out I  sold at 
a very high prie-, for peonle believed it  w*s a 
splendid properiy After this I found another 
mine a< d made money hand over fi t. 1 
w-irued old Braudon, and so did everybody, 
but be didn’t care a fi*: for what we said, and 
finally, one fine morning, he waked up and 
fon» d uiinse f rui. ed.

“  He was more utterly ruined than any 
man I ever kne w of, aud иіі bis estates wert 
sold. I bad made ю т е  money, few ot) ers in 
the country ha  eny r<bd> c-.sh, and the sale 
was forced, aud I bought ifye whole establish
ment ht a remarkably low figure. I  got old 
Brandy — Branny was a nickuame 1 gave the 
old feilow— I  got him a house in the village, 
m d supported him for a wbile with his wife 
tud daughter aud his great lubberly boy. 1 
oon found out what vipers they were i'he 

all turned against their benefactor, and dared 
to say that I had ru im d their father. Iu 
fact, inv ouly fau t  was in buying the plac , 
aud th a t was an advantage to old Brand,, 
r ther than an in ju ty . I t  snows, though, 
Abat Ііишнп nature is.

Гиеу all got sick at la*t, and as thev had 
no one to nuis« them, I very considerately 
sent them all to the almsb* u-e, where ihev 
got good beds, good attendance, and 
plenty to ea1 and driuk. No m atter what I 
did for them, they abused me. They revileu 
me for sending tham to a comfortable home, 
and old Bian iy was the worst of all. I  used 
to go and visit them two or three times a lay, 
and he aW ays cursed me. Old Brandy did * et 
awfully profane, th a t’s a fact The reaso 
was his infernal pride. Look at me. now 1 I'm 
not proud. Put me in the annshouse, auo 
would I  curse you ? I hope not.”

“  At last old Brandy died, and of course I 
had to look out for toe fami y. Tu^y seemed 
ihrown on my bands, you know, and I was 
too good natured to let them suffer, although 
they treated me so abominably The besi 
thing I could think of was to ship them  al 
• *ff to America, where they could all get rich. 
So I took them  to Liverpool.”

“ Did they want to go?
“  They didn’t seem to have an idea in theii 

heads. They looked and acted ju st like three 
b >rn fools.”

* Strange !”
“  I let a friend of mine see about them, as I 

had considerable to do, and he got them  ь 
pas-aue,”

“ I  suppose vou p«ud their way out.”
“  i did. sir,” sai Po»ts, wi h an air of m u

nificence ; "but, between you and me, it didn’t 
cost much ”

“ I should th ink  it m ust have coat a consid
erable sum .”

“ O u n o l Clark saw to th a t. Clark got 
them plaoes ae steerage passengers.”

“ Young Brandon toia m-* once th a t he 
came out as cabin passenger.”

“ T hat’s his cursed pride. He went out in 
the steerage, and a devilish hard  time he had
too.”

“ Why ?”
“ Oh, he wae a little crowded, I th ink  1 

There were six hundred em igrants on boaru
the Ti-cumseh —”

“ Tue what ?”
*• The Tecumseh. Clark did th a t business 

neatly. Each passenger had to take his own 
provisions, so he supplied them  with a lot 
Now what do you think he gave them ?”

“ I c in ’i im agine.”
“ He boughi them some damaged bread at 

one quarter tbe  usual price. I t was al 
mouldy, you know,’’ s a i i  Potts, trying ti 
make Brandon see the joke. “ I declaie Clark 
м,п<> I roared over it for a с >nple of months 
ihinkiug how surprised they m ust have been 
when they sat down to eat their fi st diuuer ” 

*• That was very neat,” rejoined Brandon 
“  They were a i  sick when they left,” saiu 

P. tts ; ‘ but b> f jre they got to Quebec they 
were sicker, I’ll bet.

“ Why so ?”
“ Did you ever hear of ship 'fever ?” said 

Potts, in a low voice which sent a sharp 
‘brill through every fibre of Brandon's being. 
He couid ouly nod his head.

“  Well, ihe Tecuun-eh, with her six bun 
dred passengers, afforded au u icomm n fiue 
fi Id for ship-fever T hat’s wnat I wa* goinK 
ю observe. They had a great tim e at Q îebtc 
last summer ; but it was unanimously voteu 
ihat the T cumst-h was t'ie  worst ship - f the 
lot. I sent out an agent to see w hat hau 
become of mv three friends, and he came 
back and told me all. He sa ii  tb a t about 
four hundred « f the Tecumseh’s passengers 
died dunn« the voyage, and ever so many 
a 'te r landing. He obtained a list of th^dead 
fr  m the quaran ine records, and among 
them weie those of the-'B three youthfui 
Biandons. Yes, they jo ned old Cognac 
pretty soon lovely aud pleasant in then
lives, and in  death not divided
But th is young devil that you speak of 
m ust have escaped. I dare say he Uid, foi 
the confusion was awful.”

“ But oouldn’t there have been another 
eon ? ”

“ Oh no. There wae another son, the 
eldest, the worst of the whole lot, so infernally 
bad that even old Brandv himself couldn't 
stand it, but packed him off to Botauy Bay 
It 's  well he weut on his owu aocord, for if he 
uadn’t the law would have sent him there at 
last,trai sported for life.”

“ Perhaps this man is the same one.”
“ Oh no The eldest Brandy is dead.”
“ Are you eure ? ”
“  Certain best authority. A business 

friend of mine was in the same ship with 
him. Brandy was c oming h-»me to see his 
friends. He fell overboard and my friend 
saw him drown. I t  was in  the Ind ian  
Ocean ”

“ When was th a t ? ”
“ Last Sepiemb r ”
“ On, then this one m ust be the other of

course 1 ”
No doubt of that, I th ink ,” said Potts, 

cheei fully.
Braudon rose. 1‘ I feel much obliged, 8 ir 

Johu ,” seid he, stiffiv, and with his usual 
nasil tone, “  for your kindness. This is just 
what I want. I’ll put a stop to mv youn^ 
m an’s game. I t 's  worth ooming to England 
to find out th is.”

“ Well, when you walk him out of your 
office, give him my r* spects aud tell him I ’u 
be very happy to see him. For I would, you 
know. I really wou'd.”

“ I II tell him so,” sa il  Brandon, “ and if 
he is alive, perhaps he’ll come here.”

“ Ha ! ha I ha 1 ” joaied Potts.
“ Ha I n a l ” laughed Brandon, and pretend 

in« not to see Pott’s outstretched hand, he 
bowed and left He walked rapidly down 
the avenue. He felt stifled. The horrors 
that had been revealed to him had been but 
in part anticipated. Could there be anything 
worse ?

He left tbe gates and walked quickly away, 
he knew not where. Turning into a by path 
he went up a hill and fiually sat down. 
Brandon Hall lay not far awav. In  frout was 
village and tbe sea bejond it. All the time 
there was but one t ,-ain of thoughts in his 
miud His w о gs t-ok  shape and f amed 
themselves into a lew sha plv defined ideas. 
He muttered to hime«lf о e- and over the 
ti in^s tbat were n h e  m n i :  * My
self disinherited and exi ed 1 My father 
ruined and broken hearted! Vly father killed ! 
My mother. bro<her aud sister banished, 
starved aud murdered !”

He, too. as far as Potts’s will was con
cerned, had been slain. He was alone and 
had no hope th a t any of his famiiy could sur 
vive No , as he sat, there alone, he medad 
to make his plans for the iu ure. One th u g  
stood out prom inently before him , which was

hat he m ust go immediately to Q іеЬ с to 
i «о out finally and absolutely the fate of the 

fa u ly.
I heu cou'd anything else be done in Eng

land ? He thought over the names of those 
ho had been the m ost intim ate friends of 

his fa th e r-T h o rn to n , L arghetti, Despard. 
I’horuton bad neglected his father in his hour 

oi need He had merely sent a clerk to т а к е  
nquiries after all was over The elder Lang- 
letti, Brandon knew, was dead. Where were 

the others ? None of them , at any rate, had 
lUterfered.

There remained the family of Despard. Bran* 
l-»n was aware that the Colonel had a brother 
in the army b t  where he was h e m  w not~nor 
ud he care. If he chose to look i s  the army 
»egisier he m ight very easily fiud o u t; but 
wtiy should he?  He had never known or 
heard much cf him in any way.

There remained Courtenay Deapard. the 
son of Lionel, he to whom »he MS of the 
lead m ght b^ considered after all as chiefly 

devolviug Uf him Brandon knew absdoiniy 
nothiug, nor even whether he was alive or 
dead.

F or a time he discussed the question in his 
mind whether it might not be Well to see* 
him out so as to show him his father’s fate 
and gaiu his co-op'ration. But after a few 
mome nts' cousidera'ion he dismissed tbi« 
thought. Wby ehould he веек bis help ? 
Courtenay Despard, if alive, m ight be veiy 
unfi- for the purp >se. He might be timid, o< 
ndifferent, or duil, or indolent. Why m ake 

any advances to oue whom he did not kuow ? 
Afterward it might be well to fiud him, and 
see what m ight be done with or through him ; 
•>ut as y» t  there с >ul 1 be no reason whatever 
vhy he should take up his time in searching 
for him wr in winning his confidence.

The end of all was that he c jnciuded w hat
ever he did to do it by himself, with no human 
oeing as his confidant.

Ouly one oi two persons in all the world 
knew that he was alive, and they were no; 
capable, under any circum.-tanc- 8, of betray- 
ng him And where now was Beatrice ? In 

the power of this man whom Brandon had 
just left. Had she seen him as he came and 
vent ? Had she heard his voice as he spoke 
in th a t assumed t me? But Braudon found 
• t necessary to crush down all thoughts of 
her.

One th iD g  gave h im  profound satisfaction, 
and this was that Potts did not suspect him 
for an in stan t. And now how could he deal 
w ith  Potts ? The m an had become wealths 
and powerful To cope wit^ him  needed 
wealth and power. How could Brandon 
obtain these ? At tbe utm ost he could oulv 
count upon ihe fifteen thousand pounds 
w hich Compton would rem it. This would b- 
as nothing to help h im  against the enemy 
4e  bad written to Compton that he had fallen 
•verboard and been picked up, and had told 
the same to the London agents under the 
strictest secrecy, so as to be able to get the 
uoney which he needed. Yet after he got it  

all, what would be the  benefit ? F irs t of all, 
wealth was necessa'y.

N -w mere than  ever there came to his mind 
the ancestral let er which hie fa1 her had in« 
closed to him —the message from old Ralph 
Brandon in the treasure ship. I t was a wild, 
mad hope ; but was it unattainable ? This 
ie felt was now the one object th a t lay before 

<iim ; this m ust first be sought after, and 
nothing else could be attem pted or even 
h ught of till it bad be«n tried. If he failed, 

then other things m ight be considered.
Sitiiug there on his lonely height, in nght 

f his ancestral home, he t  ю к о т  his father’s 
last letter and read it again, after which he 
once more read the old message from the 
t ea-nre ship :

O n e  le a g u e  d u e  n o r th e  o f a s m a l l e i s l e t  n o r th e  
o f  y e  I ' l e t  o f S a n t a  C ru z  n o r th e  o f S a u  S a lv a d o r
 I  I i  i lp h e  B r a - d o n  in  m y  s d p p e  P n i e u i x
a m  b e c a lm e d  a u d  s u r r o u n d e d  b y  a  S p a n is h
f ie e te   My e h ip p e  is  f il ld  w itb  s p o y le  t h e
P lu n d e r  o f  JII g a l le o u s  w e a l th e  w h  in y g li te
p u r c h a s s e  a  k y n ^ d o in - t r e s u r e  e q u a l le  t>  a
E i n р у г’.ч r e v e n u e ---------G o ld  a n d  ie w e le s  in  со  n t -
le s s  s to r e  a n d  G  *d f o rb y d d e  c h u t  i t t  s h a l l
fa l le  i n to  y e  h a n d s  o f  y e  E n e m y e  1 t h e r e 
fo re  R a lp h e  B ra n d o n  o u t  f  m iu e  o w n e  g ood  
w y la n d  i n t e n t e  a u d  t .h a t  o f  a l l  m v  m e n  p in k  th is
s h ip p e  r a t h e r  t h a u  b e  t a k e n  a ly v e  1 se n d
th is  b y  m y  t r u s t y  s e a m a n  P e t e r  L e g 4 t  w h o  w i h  
IX  o th e r s  to ld e  off b y  lo t  w ill t r y e  t o  e s c a p e  in
y e  В  -a te  b y  u ig h te  I f  t h i s  c o m e th  h a p ly
in  о  y e  h a  .d s  o f m y  s o n n e  P h i l  p  l e t  h im  her« - 
b y e  h n o w e  t h - t t  in  h i-  p la c e  is  a l l  t h is  t r e s u r e  

- —w h  h a p ly  m a y  yet. e  g a th e r e d  f ro m  ye
s e a  y e  I s l e t  is  k n o w u e  b y  tTI ro c k e s  t h a t  be
u u s h e d  u p  l ik e  I I I  n e e d le s  f r  n il y e  s a tid e

“ lialphe B r a u d o n ” 
Five days afterward Brandon, wit i hi- 

Hindu servant, was sailing out of the Mersey 
liver on his way to Q іеЫс.

C h a p t e r  XIX,
THE DEAD ALIVE.

I t  was early iu the m »ым of August when 
Brandon visited the quarantine station at 
viosse Island, Quebec. A low. wooden build- 
lug stood near the landiug, with a sign over 
the door containing only the w<-rd •* O f f i c e  ” 
Го th is building Brandon directed h ü  • teps 
Oo entering he saw only one clerk there.

“ Are you the superintendent ?’’ ho asked, 
bowing couit ously.

“  No,” said the clerk. “ He is in Quebec
JU-t UOW.”

“ Perhaps you can give me the inform a
tion th a t I want.”

“ W hat is it ? ’
“ I have been sent to inquire after some 

passengers th a t c-»m^ out here last year.”
“ Oh, yes, I oan tell all that can be told,” 

-aid the clerk, readily. “ 7Ve have the regis- 
tia  ion books here, and you are at liberty to 
look up any names you wish. S ep this way 
please.” And he led Che way to an inner 
office.

“  W bat year did they come out in ? ” asked 
the clerk.

“ Last year.”
“ Last year —an awful year to look up 

1847 -yes, here is the book for that year a 
\ear which you are aware was an unparelleled 
one.”

“ I have heard so.”
“ Do you know the name of the ship ? ”
** Tbe Tecumseh.”
“ The Tecumseh 1” exclaimed the clerk, 

with a startled look. “ That s au awful 
name in our records. I am sorry you h .ve 
not another name to examine, for the Tecum
seh was the worst of all.”

Brandon bowed.
“ The Tecumseh,” continued the clerk, 

turn ing over the leaves of the book as it- la> 
on the uesk. “ The Tecumseh, from Liver
pool, sailed June 2, arrived August 16. Here 
you see the names of those who died at sea, 
о >pied from the ship’s books, and those who 
died on snore. I t  is a fiL h tfu l mortality 
Would you like to look over the list ? ” 

Brandon bowed and advanced to the deek 
“ The deaths on board ship show whether 

they were seamen «r passengers, and the 
passengers are marked as cabin and steerage. 
But after landing it was impossible to keep 
an account of classes.”

Brandon carefully ran his eye down the 
Ion« list, and read each name. Those for 
which he looked did not appear. At last 
he came to the list of those who died on 
shore. After reading a few m inutes his eye 
was arrested bv one —

“ Brandon, E lizabeth.”
It was his mother. He read on. He soon 

came to another —
“ Brandon, E dith  ” I t was his sister.
“  Do you fiud any of the names ?” asked 

the clerk, seeing Brandon turn  his head.
*• Yes,’ sa il Brandon ; “  this is one,” and 

he pointed to the last name. But I see a 
mark opposite that name. “ W hat is it ? В 
and A W hat ie the meaning ?

“  18 that party a relative of yours ?”
“  No,” said Brandon.
“  You don’t mind hearing som ething horri

ble, then ?”
•• No.”
The clerk drew a long breath.
“  Weli, sir those letters were written by tbe 

late superintendent. The poor m an is now a 
lunatic He was here last year

“  You see th is is how it was : The ship 
fever broke out. The num ber of sick was 
aaful.Jand there were no preparations fur them 
here. The disease in some respects was worse 
than cholwa, and there was not iiog but con
fusion. Very many died from lack of nursing 
Bu the wor t feature of the whole thing was 
the hurried burials.

“ I wae not here last year, and all who were 
bere then have left But I ’ve heard * nough 
io make тевіск  with horror. You perhaps

are aware th a t in this ship fever there sonn 
times occurs a total loss of sense, whioh is apt 
to be mistaken for death ? ’

Tue clerk paused. Brandon regarded him 
steadily for a: moment. Then he turned and 
looked earnestly a t the book.

“ Tne burials were very hastily m ade.”
“ Well ?”
“  And it ie now believed th a t some were 

bur * d in a sfate of trance.”
“  Buriea alive ? ”
“ Buried alive 1 ”
There was a long silence. Brandon’s eyes 

were fixed on the book. At last he pointed 
to ihe name of E  li h Brandon.

“ Then. I suppose,” he said, in a steady 
voice, which, ho a ever, was in a changed key, 
* these letters В and A are intended to mean 

tom ething of that description ? ”
Something of that sort,” replied the 

clerk.
Brandon drew a long breath.
“  But there is no c^ ta iu ty  about it  in this 

par'ii-ular case. I will tell you how thee 
marks happened to be made. The clerk that 
was here last told me, '•

“ One morning, acc rding to him , the 
snperintendent came in, looking very muoh 
excited äud alterel He went to th is book, 
where the entries of burials had been made 
on tbe prec ding eveuing. l'h is nam e was 
third from the last Twelve bad been buried 
He penciled these letters there and left. 
People did not notice him ; everybody was 
sick ■ r  busy. At K st iu the evening of the- 
next day, when they were to bury a new 1л , 
they found tbe superintendent digging at the 
the third from the last. They tried to stop 
him, but he shouted and moaned ‘ Buneu 
a liv e!’ ‘ Buried a l iv e ! ’ In fact they saw 
that he was crazy, and had to confine him  at 
once ”

*• Did thf>v examine the grave? ”
“ Yes. The woman told my predecessor 

that she and her husband —who did the bury
ing -  had examined it, and found tùe body 
not only de»d but corrupt. So there’s no 
doubt of it. That party m ust have been dead 
a t any ra t° .”

“ Who was the woman ? ”
“ An old woman that laid them  out. She 

and h^r husband buried them .”
“ Where is she uow ? ”
“ I don 't know.”
“  Does she st*y here yet ? ”
*‘ No. She left last year.”
“ W hat became of the superintendent ? ”
“ He was taken home, but grew no bet'er. 

At last he had to be sent t  > an asylum Some 
examina i m was made by the authorities, 
but noihing ever came of it. The papers 
made no mention of the affair, and it wae 
husked up.”

Brandon read on. At last he came to 
another name. I t  was simply th is : “ B ran
don.” There was a slight movement on the 
clerk’s part as Brandon came to th is name. 
“ There is no Christian name here,” 'said 
Brandon I suppose they do not know it.”

“ Well,” said the clerk, “ there’s something 
peculiar about that. The former clerk never 
mentioned it to anybody but me. T hat man 
lidn’t die at all.”

“ W hat do you mean ? ” said Brandon, who 
could scarcely speak for tbe tremendous 
r-truggle between hope and despair that was 
*oiug on within him.

“ I t’s a false entry. ”
“  How ? ”
“  The superintendent wrote that. See 

the handwriting is different from tho others. 
One ів th a t of the  clerk who made all 
ihese entries ; the other is the superinten
dent's.”

Brandon looked and saw that th is was the
case.

“  W hat was the cauee of that ?”
“ The clerk told me that after making these 

next fifteen entries of buried parties — buried 
'.be evening after these last twelve—be went 
away to see about som thing. W hen he came 
back the next morning this name was written 
in the  superintendent’s hand. He did not 
«now what to think of it, so he concluded to 
ask the superintendent. ; but in tbe соигве of 
the day he heard tha t he was mad and in 
oonfin- mmit, as I have told you ”

“ Then you mean th a t this is not an antry 
of a death at all.”

“ Yes. The faot ie, the superintendent for 
<ome reason got it into his bead th a t this 
Brandon ”  and he pointed to E dith ’s name 
—“ had been buried alive. He brooded over 
the name, and among other things wrote it 
d- wn bere at the end of t*ie list for the day. 
That’s the way io which my predecessor ac

counted for it.”
It is a very natural one,” said Brandon.

“  Quite so. The clerk let it stand. You 
see, if he had erased it, he m ight have beeo 
overhauled, and there would have been a 
committee. He was a f ra iio f  th a t ;  so h* 
thought it b< tte r to say nothiug about it 
He wouldn’t have told me, only he said that 
a party came here once for a l^ t  of all th» 
dead of th-- T  cutnseb, and he copied all out. 
iucluding this doubtful one. He thought 
that he had done wrong, and therefore told 
me, so that if any particular inquiries weie 
made I m i^ht know what to say.”

“  Are there many mistakes in  these 
records ?'’

I  dare say there are a good many in the 
list for 1846. There was so much confusion 
ihat the names got changed, aud people died 
whose names could only be '~>Djeetured b\ 
knowing whe had recovers As some of 
those th a t recovered oi t f с not bwen 
sick slipped away secretly, с іоигве there 
was inaccuracy.”

Branden had nothing me: ask. He
thanked the clerk and departô 

There was a faint hope, then , th a t Frank 
might yet be alive. On his way up to Quebec 
he decpied what to do. As soon as he at rived 
he inserted an advertisem ent in the  ch.ef 
papers to the following tffect :

NOTICE.
i N F O R M A T IO N  o f  a n y  o n e  o f  t h e  n a m e  o f 
» “ b r a n d o n ,” w h o  c a m e  o u t  in  t h e  s h ip

T e c u m s .  h  iu  1846 f ro m  L iv e rp o o l  to  Q u e b e c , is  
e a rn e s t ly  d e s ire d  b y  f r i e n d s  >>f t h e  f  t  u i ly  A 
l ib t-ra l  r e w a rd  w ill b e  g iv e n  to  a n y  o u e  w h o  c a n  
g iv e  i h e  a b o v e  iu fo r m  t io n  A p  ly  to

H e n r y  P e t e r s .  2 2  P l a c e  d ’A r m e s .  

Brandon waited iu Qu bee six weeks with
out any result. He then went to Montreal 
and inserted the same notice in the papers 
there, and in other towns in Canada, giving 
his Montreal address. After waiting five or 
six weeks in Montreal he went to Toronto, 
and advertised again, giving his new address. 
He waited there f »r some time, till at length 
tue month of November began to draw to a 
close. Not yet de pm dent, he began to fo im  
a plan for advertising in evtry city of the 
United States.

Meanwhile he had received many coramu- 
nicari -ne, all of which, hower, were m tde 
wnh the vague hope of geitmg a reward *N >ne 
were at all reliable. At length he thought 
that it was useless to wait any longer in 
Canada, and conclu led to go to New York as 
a Center of action.

He arrived in N uw York a t the  end of 
December, and immediately began to insert 
his notices in all parts of the country, giving 
his address at the Astor House.

Oue day, ав he came in from the street, he 
was informed that there wae some one in hi« 
room who wished to see him. He went up 
calmly, thinking that it was some new person 
with intelligence.

Oo entering the room hs saw a man stand
ing by the window, in shirt sleeves, dressed 
in coarse clothes. The man was ve*y tall, 
broad -houidered, with large, Roman features, 
and heavy beard and mustache. His face 
was marked by profound dejection, he looked 
like one whose whole life had beeu one long 
misfortune Louis Brandon had never seen 
any face which bore so deep an impress of 
B u ffe r in g .

The stranger turned as he came in and 
looked a t him with his sad eyes earnestly 

“ S ir,” said he, in a voice which thri led 
through Brandon, “ are you Honry P e te rs? ” 

A strange feeliog passed over Brandon. He 
stepped forwHrd.

“ Frank ? ” he cried, in a broken voice 
“ Merciful Heavens 1 ” cried the other 
Have you too come up from the dead ? 

Louis 1 ”
In this meeting between the two brothers, 

after so many eventful years of separati »n, 
each had much to tell Ench had a story so 
marvelous th a t the other m ight have doubted

it, had not tbe marvels of his own experience 
been e qu illy great. F rank’s story, however, 
is the ouly one »hat the reader wdi care to 
hear, and th a t m ust be reserved for another 
chapter.

C h a p t e r  XX.
F r a n k ' s  s t o r y .

“ After you left,” said Frank, “ all went to 
confur-ion. P otts lorded it with a higher 
hand than ev^r, and mv father was more than  
ever infatuat-d . aud seemed io feel th a t it 
wasneceseary to justify his harshness toward 
you by publicly exhibiting a greater confi
dence iu Potts. Lik* a th'Toughlv vulgar 
aud base nature, this man could not be с in
ten t with having the power, but loved to ex
hibit th a t power to us. Life to me for years 
necame one long d eath ; a hundred times I 
would have turned upon the eom ndrel aud 
taken vengeance for our wrongs, bu t the tears 
of m other forced me to use self control. You 
nad been driven off : 1 alone was left, and
sbe implored me by my love for her to stand 
by her. I wished her t  > take my own little 
propelty and go with me and E lith  where we 
might all live in s elusion together : but this 
sbe w *uld not do for fear of . staining the 
proud Brandon name.

“ Potts grew worse and worse every year 
There was a loathe >me sou of hie whom he 
used to bring with hi in, and my faih^r was 
infatuated enough to treat the younger devil 
wiih the same civility which he showed t • 
the elder one. Poor father ! he really 
believed, as ho afterwards told me, 
tha t these men were puitim / millions of 
mouey int*-» hi* hands, and that he would be 
the Beckford of his generation

“ After a while another scoundrel, called 
Clark, appeared, who was simply the coun
terpart of Potts. Of th is man something 
very singular was soon made known to me.

Oue day I  was strolling th r  ugh the 
grounds when suddenly, as I passed through 
a grove which stood by a fish .pond. I heard 
voices and saw the two men I hated mo.-t of 
all on earth  standing near me. They were 
both naked They had the audacity to g • 
batl ing in the fi*h pond. Clark had his back 
turned Coward me, and I saw on it, below the 
neck, three m arks fiery red, as though they 
had been made by a brand. They were 
these ; ” and taking a pencil, F rank  made 
the following marks/|\ +

Louis looked a t th is with intense excite
ment. _

“ You have been in New South W ales,” 
said Faank, “ and perhaps know whether it  is 
irue 'o r not that these are brands on con 
victs ? ”

‘ It. is true, and on convicts of the  very 
worst kind.”

“ Do you know what they mean ? ”
“  Yee.”
“ W hat 5”
“ Only the worst are branded wiih a single 

mark, so you may imagine wbat a triple mai к 
indicates. But I will tell you the meaning of 
each. The first is the  kiug’s m ark put ou 
hose who are totally irreclaimable and insub

ordinate. The eecoud m eans runaway, and 
is put on those who have a tempted to es 
cape. The third indicates a  murderous at 
tack on the guards. W hen they are not 
hung, they are branded with Ibis m ark ; 
and those who are not brande < in th is way 
are condemned to hard  work, in chains, for 
life.”

“ T hat’s about what I  supposed,”  said 
Frank, quietly, “  only of course you are 
more particular. After seeing this I  toid my 
father. He refused to believe me. I  deter 
mined to biiug m atters to a crisis, and 
charged Potts, in mv father’s presence, with 
associating with a branded felon. Potts at 
once turned upon me aud appealed to my 
lather’s sense of justice. He accused me of 
b-ing so far carried away by pr*ju lice as not 
о hesitate to invent a foul slander against an 

honest man. He said tha t Clark would be 
willing to be pu t to any test ; he could not, 
however, ask him to expose himself it  was 
too outrageous, but would simply assert that 
my charge was false.

“ My father as usual believed every word and 
gave me a etern reprim and Louie, in the pres 
euce of my m other and sister I cursed my 
father on th a t day. Poor man ! the blow soon 
fell. I t  was in H 45 that the crash came. I 
have not the heart to go into details now. I 
will tell you from time to time be'eafter. It 
is enough to say th a t every penny was lost 
We had to leave the  hall and took a little  cot
tage in the village.

“ Ail our friends and acquaintances stood 
aloof. My father’s oldest friends nev^r came 
near him . 0<d Langhetti was dead. Hie son 
knew nothing about this. 1 will tell you moie 
of him pres ntly.

“  Colonei Lionel Despard was dead. His 
son Courtenay was ignorant of all this, and 
was away in the north of E ngland There 
was Thornton, and I can’t account for his in 
action. He nurried  Langhetti's daughter, too. 
That is a m ystery.”

“ They are all false, F rank .”
F r nk looked up with something like a 

smile.
“ No, not a ll; wait till you hear me 

through.”
Frank drew a long breath. “ We got sick 

there, and Pott< nad us taken to t  ie a lm s
house. There we all prayed for death, but 
only my father’s prayer was heard. He died 
cf ^ broken heart. The rest of us lived on.

“ Scarcely had my father been buried when 
P tts  came to take us away. He insis'ed 
that we sh -uid leave the country, aud offered 
to pay our way to America. We were all 
indifferent; we were paralyzed by gritf 
The almshouse was not a place that we could 

cling to, во we let ourselves drift, and a l
lowed Potts to send us wherever he wished 
We did not even hope for a n y  hing 
bet er. We only hoped th a t some 
where or other we m ’ght all die. W hat else 
could we do ? W hat else could I do ? There 
was no friend to whoui I could look ; aud if I 
ever thought of auv th ing .it was tha t America 
m ight possibly afford us a chance to get a 
living till death came.

“ So we allowed ourselves to be sent where 
ever Potts chose, pince it could not possibly 
make things wore than they were. He avail 
ed himself of our stolid indifference, put us 
as passengers in tbe s to ra g e  o r  board of a 
crowded em igrant ehip, the Tecumseh, and 
gave us for our provisions во те  mouldy 
bread

“ We simply lived and suffered, and were 
all waiting for death, till one dav an angel 
appeared who gave us a short respite, and 
saved us for a while from misery. This 
angel, Louis, was Paolo, the son of Langhetu.

“ You look amazed. I t  was certainly an 
am azing thing th a t he should be on board 
the same ship with us. He was in the cabin. 
He noticed cur misery without knowing who 
we were. He c ime to give ns his pity and 
help us. W hen at last he found out our 
names he fell on our necks, and kissed us, aud 
wept aloud.

“ He gave up his room in the cabin to my 
mother aud sister, and slept and lived with 
me. Most of all he cheered us by the lofty, 
spiritual words with which he bade us look 
with contempt upon the troubles of life and 
aspire a f^ r  im m ortal happiness. Yes, Louis ; 
Langh- t tr  gave us peace 

“  There were six hundred passengers. The 
plague broke out among us. The deaths every 
day increased, and all were filled with de
spair. At last the sailors themselves began 
to die.

“ I believe there was only one in all that 
ship who preserved calm reason and stood 
wi.hout f-ar during those awiul weeks. That 
one was LauKhetti. He found the officers of 
the sh p panio stricken, so he took charge of 
the s eerage, organized nurses, watched over 
everything, encouraged everybody, and lab 
ored nii^ht and day. In  ihe m dst of all I 
fell sick, and he nursed me b<ck to life. 
Most of all, th a t man insp'r. d fortitude by 
tbe hope that beamed in bis eyes, an i by the 
radiancy of his smile. • Never mind. Bran* 
don,’ said he as I lay, I ihougbt do »med.
• Death is nothing Life goes on. You will 1 
leave the pest-sh p for a realm of light.. K-ep 
up your heart, my brothet im m oital, and 
praise God with your latest breath.’

“ I  recovered, and then stood by his side as 
b si I might. I found th a t he had never told 
my mother of my sickness. At last my mo her 
» n  i sister in the cabin fell віск. I  heard of it 
eome davs after, and was prostrated ag ^ n . I 
grew better ; but just as we reached quaran
tine, Langbetti, who had kept himself up 
thus far, gave out completely, and fell before 
the plague.”

“ Did he die ? ” aeked Louis in a faltering 
voice.

Not on ship board. He was carried 
aehore senseless. My m other and sister were 
very low, and were also carried on shore. I, 
though weak, was able to nurse them  all. 
Mv m other died fir-t.”

There was a long рливе. At laet F rank re- 
Bumed :

“ My sister gradually recovered ; and then, 
through grief and tangue, I fell sick for the 
third time. I felt it coming on. My sister 
nursed me ; for a time I thought I was going 
to die. * О, E lith ,’ I said, when I die, devote 
your life while it lasts to Langhetti, whom 
(iod 8ent to us in our de-враіг. Save his life 
even* if you give up \o u r own,’

“ After th a t I became delirious, and re 
mained so for a long time. Weeks pasted ; 
and when at last I revived the plague was 
stayed, and but few sick were on the  island. 
My oase was a lingering one, for this was the 
third attack of the fever. Why I di.m ’i die 
I can’t  understand. There was no atteu- 
dance. All was confusion, horror aud death 

“  W hen I revived tne first question was 
after L m ghetti and E iith. No one kuew any 
thing about them. In the confusion we had 
been separated, and Edith  had dud  alone ”

“ Wuo told you th a t Bhe died ?” asked 
Louis, with a troubled look.

Frank looked a t him with a face of horror. 
“ Can you bear what I am going to say ?”
“  Yes.”
“ When I was able to move about 1 went 

to вее if any one could tell me about E dith  
snd Laugbetti. 1 heard an awful story ; that 
ihe superintendent had gone mad and had 
been found trying to dig open a grave, saying 
that eome one was buried alive. Who do 
you think ? oh, my brother !”

“ >peak !”
“ E  iith  Brandon was the nam e he nam ed.” 
“ Be calm, Frank ; I made inquiries my 

self at the island registry office The clerh 
told mo this storv, but said th a t the woman 
wbo had charge of the dead asserted th a t the 
grave was opened, and it was ascertained that 
absolute death h*d taken place.”

“ Alas ! ” said Frank, in a voice of despair. 
“  I  saw that woman - the keeper of the dea i- 
h o u se - tn e  grave-digger’s wife She told 
me this story, but it was with a troubled eye. 
I swore vengeance on her unless she told me 
the tru th . Sbe was alarmed, aud said sh-- 
would reveal all she knew if 1 swore to keep 
it to myself. I Bwore it. Can you bear lo 
hear it, Louis? ”

“  Speak ! ”
“ Sbe only said th is : ‘ W hen the grave

was opened it was found tha t E d ith  Brandon 
had not been dead when she was buried.’” 

Louis groaned, and, fulling forward, buried 
his head in both hie hande.

I t  was a long time before either of them 
spoke. At last Louis, without lifting his 
head, said :

•* Oo on.”
“ When I left the island I went to Quebec, 

but could not stay there. I t was too near the 
place of horror. I went up the river, working 
my way as a laborer, to Montreal. I  then 
sought for work, and obtained employment as 
a porter iu a warehouse. W hat mattered it ? 
W hat was rank or station to m e? I  only 
wanted to keep myself from starvation and 
get a bed to sleep on at night.

“  I had no hope or thought of anything. 
The horrors though which we passed were 
enough to fill my mind. Yet ab >ve them  all 
one horror was predom inant, and never 
through the days and nigh s that have since 
elapsed has my soul ceaajfci to quiver a t the 
echo of two terrible words which have never 
ceased to ring through my bra in—‘ Buried 
alive ! ’

“  I lived on in Montreal, under an assumed 
named, as a common porter, and might have 
bc-eu living there yet ; but one dav as 1 oame 
in I heard the name of * Brandon.’ Two of 
the clerks who were discussing the news in 
the morning paper happened to speak of 
an advertisem ent which had long been 
before the public. I t  was for information 
about the Brandon family.

“ I read the notice. I t seemed to me at 
first tha t Potts was still trying to get control 
of us. but a m om ent’s reflection showed that 
to be improbable. Then the m- ntion of * the 
friends of the family ’ made me thiuk of Lan 
gh tti. I  concluded tba t he had escaped 
death and was trving.to find me out.

“ I went to To onto, and found that you 
had gone to New York. I  had saved much 
of mv wages, and was able to oome here I 
expected Langhetti, but found you.”

4 Why did you not think that it m ight be 
me ?”

“ Because I  heard a th rea t of Potts about 
vou, and took it for granted that he would 
succeed in carrying it out ”

“ W hat was the threat ?”
“  He found out 8ome>how tb a t my father 

had written a It tte r  t  > yo'i. I  supnose they 
told him so at the village post offioe. One 
day when he was in the room he said, with a 
laugh, alluding to the letter, “ I ’ll uncork 
th a t you g Braudyflask before long ”

“ Well—the notice of my death appeared 
in the English papers.”

F rauk looked earnestly a t him .
“ And I accept it, and go under the as

sumed nam e.”
“  So do I. I t  is better.”
“ You thought Langhetti alive. Do you 

think he is ? ’
*• I do n<'t th ink  so now.”
“ Why not ?”
“  The efforts wh’’ch he made were enough 

to kill an': m an without the plague. H e m ust 
have died.”

After hearing F ran k ’s story Louis gave a 
full account of his own advene ires, om itting, 
h“W»ver, all mention of Beatrice. T hat was 
something for his own heart, and not for an 
other’s ear.

“  Have you the letter and MS ?”
“ Yes.”
*• Let me read them .”
Louis took the treasures and handed them 

to Frank. He read them  in silence.
“  Is Cato with you yet ?”
“ Yes.”
“ I t  is well.”
" And now, F rank ,” said Louis, “ you have 

som ething at last to live for.”
“ W hat is that ?’’
“  Vengeance ! ’ cried Louis, with burning 

eyes.
“  Vengeance !” repeated Frank, without 

emoti »n —“ Veugeance ! W hat is th a t to me? 
Do you hope to give peace to your own heart 
by inflicting suffering on jo u r  enemiee ? 
W hat can they possibly suff< r th a t c^n atone 
tor what they have inflicted ? All th a t they 
can feel is a* nothing compared with what we 
have felt. Vengeance !” he repeated, musing 
ly ; “ and what sort of vengeance? Would 
you kill them ? W hat would that eff et? 
Would he be more miserable than he is ? Or 
would you feel any greater happiness ? Or do 
you mean something more far reaching than 
deatn ?”

*■ D eath,” eaid Louis, “ is nothing for euch 
crimes as his ”

“ You want to inflict suffering, then, and 
you ask me. Well, after all, do I want him 
to s n f f r ?  Do I с ire for this m m ’s suffer 
ings ? W nat are they or what can they be to 
me ? He stands on his own plane, far be
neath me ; he is a coirse aoim tl, who can, 
perhaps, suffer from nothing but physical 
pain. Should I inflict that on him, what 
good would it be to me ? And yet there is 
none other th a t  I can inflict.”

“  Langhetti m ust have transform ed you,” 
said Louip, “ with his spiritual ideas.”

“  Langhetti ; or perhaps the fact th a t I 
three times gaz^d upon the face of death and 
stood upon the threshold of tha t place whe»e 
dwells the Infinite Mystery. So when you 
speak of mere veugeance my heart doee not 
re pond. But there is still som ething which 
may make a purpose as strong as vengeance.” 

“  Name it ”
“  Tue seuse of intolerable wrong 1 ” cried 

F rank, in vehement tones ; “ the presence ot 
th a t foul pair in the home of our ancestors,

our own exile and all the sufferings of the 
past 1 Do you think I  can endure this ?

“ No we m ust have vengeance.”
“ No ; not vengeance.’
“ W hat then ? ”
“ Justice 1 ’ cried Frank, starting to his 

feet. “ Justice —strict, stern, m erciless; and 
tha t justice means to me all th a t you mean 
by vengeance. Let us make war against him  
from th is time forth while life lasts ; let us 
cast him  out and get back our own ; let us put 
him into the power of the law. and let th a t take 
satisfaction on him  for his crimes ; let us 
cast him <>ut and fling him from \as to tbat 
power which can fittingly condemn. I 
dt spiee bim , and despise bis suffe rings. His 
agony will give me no gratification. Tbe a n 
guish th a t a base nature can suffer is only 
disgusting to m e—he suffers only out of his 
baseness. To me, and with a thing like that, 
vengeance is impossible, and justice is 
enough.’

“  At any rate you will have a purpose, 
and your purpose points to the  same result 
as m ine ”

“ But bow is this pospible ? ” said F rank. 
“ He is strong, and we are weak. W hat can 
we do ? ”

“ We can trv ,” eaid Louis. “ You are 
ready to undertake anything. You do not 
value your life. There is one thing wbich 
is before us. I t is desperate- it is almost 
hopeless ; but we are both ready to try  it.”

“  W hat is that ? ”
“ The message from the dead,” said Louis, 

spreading before F rauk the letter from the 
treasure-ship wuich he himself had so often 
read

“ And are you going to try  th is?  ”
“ Yes.”
“ How ? ”
“ I don’t know. I  m ust first find out the

resourcè8 of science ”
“ Have you Cato yet ? ”
“  Yes ”
“  Can he dive ? ”
“ He was brought up on the Malabar 

coast, among the pearl fishers, and can re
main under water for an incredible space of 
time. B ut I  hope to find means which will 
enable me myself to go down under the 
ocean depths. This will be our object now. 
If it succeeds, then  we can gain our pur
pose ; if not, we m ust th ink  of som ething 
else.”

A FLU C TU A TIN G  CH U RCH  M EM BER .

One dav in the years agone a stranger, a r
rived at Dearborn, in th is county, and in 
quired for a с tizen commonly known as 
Uncle Ike. The old man was soon fouud in 
a grocery, a n i  after the иьиаі “ how-de-do,” 
the stranger said :

“ Do I address Uucle Ike Barlow ? ”
“ You dew,” was the reply.
“  Weil, my nam e is T hornburn, from Ann 

Arbor.
“ Jees so.”
“ They tell me th a t you are a great horse 

trader.”
“ Wall, I dew make a trade now and then. 

W hat ye got ? ”
“ I ’ve got a horse I brought along on pur

pose to trade with you. Let us first under
stand each other. You are a member of the 
church ? ”

“ Y -e s ; I expect I be.”
“ 1 hen of couree I shall expect you to be 

honest with me. I ’ve been looking a t your 
old nag over there by the post. How old 
is he ? ”

“ That ’ere hoss, slowly replied Uncle Ike, 
as he puckered his lips and squinted his left 
eye, “ le t’s see - le t’s see ! Wall, now, I  quite 
forgit whether he’s nine or ten years old, but 
we'll say ten .”

“ Uncle Ike, isn ’t th a t horse all of twenty 
years old ? Come, now, as a member of the 
church, give me an honest answ er.”

“ Look a here m ister,’’ eaid ihe old m an, 
after a long gaze a t thè^ étranger “  I never 
trade bosses but one way.”

“  H o w ’b t h a t  ? ”
“ When I ’m buying of a hoss I ’m a purty 

good member of the  chuich. W hen I  m 
selling of a hoss I  reckon on skipping about 
two prayer meetings. When I ’m a trading 
bosses then I  calculate on backsliding a lto- 
gether for a hull m onth, or until I know tbe 
victim won’t begin no lawsuit. Now, stranger, 
that’s me. and if you come to trade hosses 
don’t reckon th a t Matthew, Mark, Luke or 
John ever writ a line advising a church mem
ber to come right down and give away the 
ring bones on his own animile ! ” —Detroit 
Free Press.

C ro p s  in  th e  U n ite d  S ta te s .

The Times publishes over th irty  columns 
of leports from points in thirty-seven Stateb, 
four territories, covering over 1}б(Ю с nters 
of agricultural activity. Tbe r e p o t  shows 
that despite the floods, frosts and the back
ward spring, the gei eral condition of the 
crops, with few exceptions, promise s an 
abundant harvest throughout the country. 
The winter wheat will give an in 
creased yield in nearly every State 
except Inoiana, Ohio and New York. 
Tne last named only will produce much less 
than the average. Spring wheat is much 
more flattering in its promise, the increase 
being 50 per cm t in some States west of the 
Mississippi river. In  some old grain States 
other grains are replacing wheat, barley, oats 
and rye especially In  all these a large in 
crease of acreage is reported. Corn shows a 
very large increase in nearly every State 
where it is cultivated. Cotton is expected to 
give at least an averagecr©p. The sugar cane 
crop, except in a few cases, is in good condi
tion. Rice will probably be an average crop. 
The tobacco does not sbow much change. 
A light hay crop is expected throughout the 
country, but there will be an increaee in 
the acreage of potatoes. The fruit crops will 
be the chief sufferers. The frost has about 
destroyed the peaches and small f ru itï in 
Virginia, Maryland, and the Hudson Valley. 
Other fruits will yield an averege crop, ex
cept, perhape cherries. The dairy interests 
in the n o ith  and east are receiving more 
attention, and with fru it raising are replac
ing cultivation and grain. The cattle growing 
interests in the west are in a most flourishing 
condition.

—W here to find the in try cases of the law— 
In  the couit room.

—The new pet name of Cincinnati is Tri- 
ch inæ ^o lis.

—A Swiss experim enter is reported to have 
manufactured artificial m other of pearl 
which cannot be distinguished from the 
genume.

-  Dr. Tanner played with a lion cub in a 
circus at Covington, Ky., to dem onstrate his 
mesmeric control of the beast. He lost one 
of his hands.

— Girard college is to have a complete m a
chine shop, with a workbench, forge, and gas 
enyine for each of the ninety pupils in p rac
tical mechanics.

—The families of two men lynched for 
cattle stealing at Pueblo, Col., have sued the 
county for $50,01)0, on the ground th a t the 
men were nob properly protected by the  of
ficers.

—“ W here are you going in such a hurry ?” 
“ Only back into the houee a m inute to 
chunge my p cket b o o k .’ “ Change i t? ” 
“ Yes. I  had no idea the day was so hot. I 
started out with my sealskiu pucket book.”

—The library of the late Ferdinand Frelil- 
groth, the Germ an poet, has been purchased 
by an American, and is now inBceton. I tco n - 
Biets m ainly of editions of the German and 
English poet*, and the large proportion re- 
preBentid of the latter will scarcely be a 
surprise when it  is remembered th a t the 
collector passed many je a rs  of h is life in 
exile in England, and had from his youth 
been a student of English  poetry. His 
translations of Burns, Scott, Moore, T enny
son, Longfellow, and other English and 
American poets are num erous, and in the 
main admirably done. The library oi mpris- 
es 67 editions of Goethe, 6t) of Schiller, and 
20 of Lessig ; 40 of Byron, including single 
p»em8. 22 of Milton. 24 of Burns, and rare , 
early editions of Shelley, Coleridge, Pope, 
Scott, and Johnson.
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