
U n d e r  F a ls e  C o lo rs .
JACK FROST.

Good day, m y d ea r m adam , I 'm  your old friend  
Jack  F rost,

W ho is bound  to  com e back, th ough  you m igh t 
th in k  liim  lost.

H ere  I am  ; how  d ’ye do ? You don’t  look, though, 
too  pleased .

Oh, you th in k  I’m  too  free  in  m y w a y -w e ll ,  I ’m  
freezed  !

MRS. HO U SEW IFE.
Oh, m y  d ea r Mr. Jack , if you only  could guess 
W h a t m ischief you cause, I am  in  such  a  m ess ! 
F o r  m y pipes a re  all bu rs t, and  from  ceiling to  

floor
I ’m  flooded—d o n ’t  know  w h a t to  do, I  am  sure.

.TACK FROST.
By B oreas ! rea lly  your w elcom e is cold,
I t  is n o t very  o ften  m y face you beho ld  !
Now, te ll m e w h a t season m ore  b ea u ty  can  show 
T h an  m y sp lend id  w h ite  c a rp e t of soft fleecy 

snow ?
MRS. H O U SEW IFE.

Oh, yes, Mr. F ro st, i t  is  p re t ty , I ’ll  own,
B u t i ts  beau ty , you see, sir, so qu ick ly  is flown ; 
A nd th e n  how th e  a ir  becom es cu ttin g  and  raw  
As we slop th ro u g h  th e  s lud  and  th e  slu sh  of th e  

thaw  !
.TACK FRO ST.

Now, rea lly , you g rum b le  w ith o u t a ju s t  cause,
If  I do send th e  frosts, I  don ’t send th e  thaw s ; 
T h en  ju s t  th in k  of your w indow s th a t  charm ing ly  

gleam
W hen m y  tra c e ry  I  w eave, like a  p oe t’s sweet 

dream .
MRS. H O U SEW IFE.

Yes, th e  w indow s I  w ill n o t deny, sir, look nice, 
B u t th e  sam e fro s t w ill cover m y step s w ith 

sm ooth  ice ;
I am  frigh tened  to  p u t  m y foot now to  th e  ground, 
F o r  m y head  follows su it, I too o ften  have  found.

JACK FROST.
I see, m y d e a r  m adam , you like to  com plain, 
W ell, I ’ll leave fo r aw hile , b u t  I ’ll com e back 

again.

80  V e ry  Q u e e r .
She’s very  queer, y e t k ind  to  those 

W ho h ea r h e r sto ry  o u t ;
T h e  young folks th in k  she h a rd ly  knows 

J u s t  w h a t she ta lk s  ab o u t;
H is eyes, she says, wore b r ig h te r  fa r  

T h an  a ll th e  w orlds above,
F o r  th e y  b ro u g h t n e a re r  th a n  a  s ta r  

T h e  gen tle  lig h t of love.

Yes, she is quee r, wo a ll confess,
A nd y e t h e r  w i'inkled face 

H as such a  w ealth  of tenderness,
S he needs no y o u th fu l grace ;

She ta lk s  of one so long aw ay 
A nd h e a rts  so fa r  a p a r t  ;

She says i t  seem s b u t yeste rday  
T h a t h e  w as n e a r  h e r  h e a rt .

'T is  h a rd  to  m ake h e r com prehend  
T h a t  she h as  to ld  before 

T he sto ry  of a  sa ilo r’s end 
U pon a  friend less shore  ;

She says h e  was to  du ty  tru e  
And bravely  m e t h is  doom ,

In s is ting  th a t  h is  eyes of b lue 
S till gu ide h e r  th ro u g h  th e  gloom .

P e rh ap s  w hen we app roach  th e  shore 
W here w orldly jou rneys  end,

W e, too, m ay  te ll o u r  sto ries o’e r  
A nd younger ea rs  offend ;

F o r age has  th o u g h t from  you th  ap a rt ,
And only  tim e  can  teach  

T he c h a ri ty  of m ind  and  h e a r t  
T h a t ough t to  govern each.

“  N o t S t r a n g e r s  T h e r e .”
To w hom  w ould h ea v en ’s doors so freely  open 

As to  a  l i t t le  ch ild ,
W ho s tan d s w ith  tim id  fee t upon its  th resho ld , 

Lovely and  undefiled '?

And such an  one, ol' la te , w as lowly lying,
W ith  fa s t receding  b rea th  ;

O ver h e r  face th e  firs t, la s t shadow  fa lling—
She w as afra id  of d ea th  !

H er loved ones said, “ Oh, do n o t fea r to  e n te r  
T h a t land  so w ide an d  fair."

To all th e ir  w ords of cheer she could b u t answ er 
“ I do n o t know  th e m  the re !"

B u t, even as she spoke, h e r  h an d s  w ere  lifted  
In  sudden , sweot su rp rise ,

And th e  reflection  of som e daw ning sp lendor 
Illu m ed  h e r  w ondering  eyes.

No longer clinging  to  h e r  te n d e r w atchers,
A nd darkened  by th e ir  woe,

She looked as if she saw som e loved one beckon 
And w as in  h as te  to  go.

W h a t she beheld  we saw no t, and  h e r  ra p tu re  
O ur h e a rts  n o t y e t m igh t share,

B u t w ith  a  la st, b r ig h t sm ile  she w hispered  g ladly  
" T hey  are  n o t s tran g e rs  th e re  !"

A NOVEL.
Then the  Zulus closed in upon tlie 

doomed band, w ith a shout of “ B ulala 
Umlungo !” (kill the  whitem an.)

O ut rang the  postol-shots, and fire flew 
from  th e  clash of swords and assegais, and 
still the  little  band, m om entarily  growing 
fewer, fought 011 w ith laboring breath . 
Never did hope-forsaken m en m ake a more 
gallan t stand. Still they  fought, and still 
they  fell, one by one, and as they  fell were 
stabbed to  death ; bu t scarcely one of them  
wa g there whose death-w ound was in his 
back.

A t last th e  rem aining Zulus drew back 
they  thought th a t  it was done.

B u t no : th ree  men yet stood together 
upon th e  very sum m it of the  mound, hold 
ing six foes a t bay. The Zulu captain 
laughed aloud when he saw it, and  gave a 
rapid  order. Thereupon the  rem aining 
Zulus formed up, and, stabbing the  
wounded as they  went, departed sw iftly 
over th e  dead, after the  m ain  body of the 
corps which had now vanished round the 
m ountain.

T hey left the  six to finish the  three.
T hree hundred had  come to a ttack  

A lston’s H orse ; no t m ore th an  one hundred 
departed from  th a t  attack . The over
powered w hite men had  rendered a good 
account of th e ir  foes.

The th ree  left alive on th e  sum m it of the  
little  hill were, as F a te  would have it, 
E rn est, Jerem y and th e  ex-sailor, who had 
com plained of the  “ sargustic” companion, 
who as it  happened had ju s t died by his 
зііе .

T heir revolvers were em pty ; E rn e s t’s 
sword had  broken off short in th e  body of 
a  Zulu ; Jerem y still had  h is sword, and 
»ne sailor a clubbed carbine.

P resen tly  one of the  six Zulus dodged 'in  
under th e  carbine and ran  th e  sailor 
through. Glancing round, E rn es t saw his 
face tu rn  gray. The honest fellow died as 
he had lived, sw earing hard .

“ Ah, you black m ate ,” he sang out,
“ take  th a t, and be d—d to  you !” The 
clubbed rifle came down upon th e  Z ulu’s 
skull and  cracked i t  to pieces and both fell 
dead together.

Now there  were five Zulusj left, and only 
E rn est and Jerem y to  m eet them . B u t 
stay  ; suddenly from  under a corpse uprises 
ano ther foe. No, it is not a foe, it  is 
Mazooku, who has been sham m ing dead, 
bu t suddenly and m ost opportunely shows 
him self to  be very much alive. Advancing 
from  behind he stabs one of th e  attacking 
party , and kills him . T h a t leaves four. 
T hen he engages another and after a long 
struggle kills him  too, w hich leaves three. 
And still th e  two white men stand back to 
back, w ith flashing eyes and gasping 
brea th , and hold th e ir  own. Soaked w ith 
blood, desperate and expecting death, they 
were yet a gallant sight to see. T  іѵо of the  
rem aining Zulus ru sh  a t th e  g iant Jerem y, 
one a t E rn est. E rnest, having no effective 
weapon left, dodges the  assegai-thrust, and 
th en  closes w ith  h is antagonist, and they 
roll, over and over, down th e  hill together, 
struggling for th e  assegai th e  Zulu holds.
I t  snaps in two, b u t the  blade and about 
eight inches of shaft rem ain w ith E rnest. 
H e drives i t  through h is enem y’s th ro a t 
and he dies. T hen he struggles up to see 
th e  closing scene of the  dram a, b u t not in 
tim e to  help in it. Mazooku has wounded 
h is m an badly, and is following tojkill him . 
And Jerem y. H e has struck  a t one of the  
Kafirs w ith h is sword. The blow is received 
on th e  edge of th e  cow-hide shield, and 
sinks half-w ay through it, so th a t  th e  hide 
holds th e  steel fast. W ith  a sharp  tw ist 
of th e  shield the  weapon is jerked out of his 
hand, and he  is left defenceless, w ith 
noth ing to  tru s t  to  except h is native 
strength . Surely he is lost ! B u t no—with 
a sudden rush  he seizes both Zulus by the  
th ro a t, one in each hand, and, strong men 
as they  are, swings them  wide apart. Then 
w ith a trem endous effort he jerks th e ir

heads together w ith such awful force th a t 
they  fall senseless, and Mazooku comes up 
and spears them . |

T hus was the  fight ended. I
E rn es t and Jerem y sank upon the  bloody , 

grass, gasping for breath . T he firing from  j 
th e  direction of the  cam p had now died 
away, and, after th e  tu m u lt, th e  shouts, I 
and the  shrieks of th e  dying, the  silence ! 
seemed deep. I t  was th e  silence of the 
dead. j

T here they  lay, w hite m an and Zulu, side , 
by side in the  peaceable sunlight ; and in a 
vague, bewildered way, E rn es t noticed th a t  j 
th e  faces w hich a few m inutes before had 
looked so grim , were m ostly sm iling now. 
They had  passed through  th e  ivory gates 
and reached the  land of smiles. How still 
they  all were ! A little  black and white 
b ird , such as fly from  an t-h ill to  ant-h ill, 
cam e and settled upon th e  forehead of a 
young fellow scarcely m ore th an  a boy, and 
the  only son of h is m other, who lay  quite  
across two Zulus. The bird  knew why he 
was so still. E rn es t had  liked th e  boy, and 
knew his m other, and began to  wonder as 
he lay pan ting  on th e  grass w hat she would 
feel when she heard  of her son’s fate. B ut 
just then  Mazooku’s voice broke the  
silence. H e had  been standing sta ring  a t 
the  body of one of th e  m en he had  killed, 
and was now apostrophizing it  in  Zulu.

“ Ah, my b ro ther,” he  said, “ son of my 
own fa ther, w ith whom I  used to play when 
I  was little  ; I  always told you th a t  you 
were a perfect fool w ith  an assegai, bu t I  
little  thought th a t  I  should ever have such 
an opportunity  of proving it  to you. Well, 
i t  can’t  be helped ; duty  is duty , and fam ily 
ties m ust give way to it. Sleep well, my 
b ro ther ; it  was painful to have to  kill you 
—very.”

E rn es t lifted him self from  th e  ground 
and laughed th e  hysterical laugh of 
shattered  nerves a t th is  naive and 
thoroughly Zulu m oralizing. Ju s t  then 
Jerem y rose and cam e up to him . H e was 
a fearful sight to  see—his hands, h is face, 
his clothes were all red ; and he was bleed 
ing from  a cut on th e  face, and ano ther on 
the  hand.

“ Come, E rn e s t,” he said in a hollow 
voice, “ we m u st clear out of th is .”

“ 1 suppose so,” said E rnest.
On th e  plain a t th e  foot of the  hill 

several of the  horses were quietly  cropping 
the  grass, till such tim e as th e  inferior 
anim al, m an, had  settled h is differences. 
Among them  was E rn es t’s black stallion, 
“ The D ev il!” which had  been wounded, 
though slightly, 011 the  flank. T hey walked 
tow ard  th e  horses, stopping on th e ir  way to 
arm  them selves from  th e  weapons which 
lay about. As they  passed the  body of the  
m an E rn est had  killed in h is last struggle 
for life, lie stooped and drew th e  broken 
assegai from  h is th ro a t. “ A m em ento,” 
said he. The horses were caught w ithout 
difficulty, and “ T he Devil” and the  two 
next best anim als selected. T hen they 
mounted, and rode tow ard th e  top of the 
ridge over which E rn es t had  seen the  body 
of Zulus lying in reserve. W hen they were 
near it Mazook got down and crept to  the  
crest on h is stom ach. P resently , to their 
g rea t relief, he signalled to them  to 
advance: the  Zulus had  moved on, and tho 
valley was deserted. And so the  three 
passed back over th e  neck, th a t  an hour 
and a half before they  had  crossed w ith 
sixty-one companions, who were now all 
dead.

“ 1 th in k  we have charm ed lives,” said 
Jerem y, presently.

“ All gone except us two. I t  can’t  be 
chance.”

“ I t  is fa te ,” said E rn est, briefly.
F rom  the  top of th e  neck they got a view 

of the  Cftmp, which now looked quiet a id 
peaceful, w ith its  w hite ten ts  and its  
Union Jack  flu ttering  as usual in the 
breeze.

“ They m ust be all dead too,” said 
E rn es t ; “ which way shall we go ?”

T hen i t  was th a t  Mazook’s knowledge of 
th e  country proved of the  u tm ost service to 
them . H e had been brought up a t  a kraal 
in the  im m ediate neighborhood, and  knew 
every inch of the  land. Avoiding the  cam p 
altogether, he led them  to  th e  left of the  
battle-field, and after two hours’ ride over 
rough country, brought them  to a  ford of 
the Buffalo which he was acquainted w ith, 
some miles below where th e  few survivors 
of the  m assacre struggled across th e  river, 
or were drowned in  a ttem pting  to do so. 
Following th is  route they  never saw a 
single Zulu, for these had all departed in 
the  other direction, and were spared the 
horrors of the  stam pede and of “ Fugi 
tives’ D rift.”

At last they  gained th e  fa rth e r  side of 
the  river, and were, com paratively speak
ing, safe, on N ata l ground.

They determ ined, afte r m uch anxious 
consultation, to m ake for the  little  fo rt a t 
H elpm akaar, and had  ridden about a mile 
or so tow ard it, when suddenly the  Z ulu’s 
quick ear caught th e  sound of d istan t 
firing to  th e ir  righ t. I t  was th e ir  enemy 
th e  Undi corps attack ing  R orke’s D rift. 
Leaving Mazook to hold the  horses, E rn est 
and Je rem y  dism ounted and climbed a 
so litary  koppie or h ill w hich ju st there  
cropped out from  th e  surface of th e  plain. 
I t  was of an ironstone form ation, and on 
the  sum m it la j' a  huge flat slab of alm ost 
pure ore. On to  th is  they  climbed, and 
looked along th e  course of th e  river, bu t 
could see nothing. Rorke’s D rift was 
hidden by a rise in the  ground. All th is 
tim e a dense thundercloud had been 
gathering in the  direction of H elpm akaar, 
and was now, as is common before sunset 
in the  South A frican sum m er season,travel
ling rapid ly  up against the  wind, set in a 
fain t rainbow as in a fram e. T he sun, on 
the  o ther hand, was sinking tow ard the 
horizon, so th a t  h is golden beam s flying 
across a space of blue sky, im pinged upon 
th e  black bosom of th e  cloud, and were 
reflected thence in sharp  lights and broad 
shadows, flung like celestial spears and 
shields across the  plains of Zululand. 
Isandlilw ana’s M ountain was touched by 
one great ray  w hich broke in glory upon 
h is savage crest, and crowned him  th a t 
day’s king of death, bu t th e  battle-field o’er 
which he towered was draped in gloom. I t  
was a glorious scene. Above, the  wil d 
expanse of sky broken up by flaming clouds 
and tin ted  w ith hues such as m ight be 
reflected from  th e  jewelled walls of heaven. 
Behind, th e  angry storm , set in its  ra in 
bow fram e like ebony in a ring  of gold. In  
front, the  rolling plain where tlie tall 
grasses waved, th e  broad Buffalo flashing 
through it like a silver snake, the  sun- 
kissed m ountains, and th e  shadowed slopes.

I t  was a glorious scene. N atu re  in her 
m ost splendid mood flung all her color - 
stream ers loose across the  earth  and sky, 
and waved them  wildly ere they  vanished 
in to  n igh t’s abyss. Life, in h is m ost 
rad ian t ecstasy, blazed up in varied glory 
before he sank, like a lover, to sleep awhile 
in the  arm s of h is eternal m istress— 
D eath.

E rn e s t gazed upon it, and it  sank to his 
heart, which, set to N a tu re ’s tune, 
responded ever when her hands swept the 
chords of earth  or heaven. I t  lifted him 
above the  world, and th rilled  him  w ith 
indescribable emotion. H is eyes wandered 
over th e  infinite space above, searching for 
th e  presence of a God ; then  they  fell upon 
Isandhlw ana, and m arked th e  spot just 
where the  shadows were deepest; where his 
com rades lay and gazed upon th e  glorious 
sky with eyes th a t  could not see, and a t 
la s t h is sp irit gave way, and, weakened 
w ith em otion and long toil and  abstinence, 
lie bu rst into a paroxysm  of grief.

“ О Je rem y,” he sobbed, “ they are all 
dead, all, except you and I , and I  feel a 
coward th a t  I  should still live to  weep over 
them . W hen it  was over, I should have let 
th a t  Zulu kill me, bu t I  was a coward, and 
I  fought for m y life. H ad I  bu t held my 
hand  for a  second I should have gone with 
Alston and the  others, Je rem y .”

“ Come, come, old fellow, you did your 
best, and fought th e  corps like a brick. No 
m an could have done m ore.”

Yes, Je rem y , b u t I  should have died 
w ith them  ; it was my du ty  to die. And I

do not care about living, and they did. I  
have been an un fortunate  dog all my life.
I shot m y cousin, I  lost E va, and now I 
have seen all my com rades killed, and I, 
who was th e ir  leader, alone escaped. And 
perhaps I  have not done w ith m y m is
fortunes yet. W hat next, I wonner ; w hat 
nex t?”

E rn e s t’s d istress was so acute th a t 
Jerem y, looking a t  h im  and seeing th a t  all 
he had  gone through  had  been too m uch 
for him , tried  to  soothe h im , lest lie should 
go in to  hysterics, by pu tting  h is arm  round 
h is waist, and giving him  a good hug.

“ Look here, old chap,” he said ; “ i t ’s no 
use bothering one’s head about these 
things. W e are ju st so m any feathers 
blown about by the  wind, and m ust float 
w here th e  wind blows us. Som etim es it  is 
a good wind, and som etim es a bad one, bu t 
on th e  whole it  is bad, and we m in t ju st 
m ake th e  best of it, and  w ait till it  
doesn’t  th in k  it w orth while to blow our 
p articu lar feathers about any more, and 
then  we shall come to the  ground, and not 
till then . A nd now we m ust have been up 
here for m ore th a n  five m inutes, and given 
th e  horses a b it of a rest. W e m ust be 
pushing on if we w ant to get to H elp
m akaar before dark , and I  only hope we 
shall get the re  before the  Zulus, th a t’s all. 
By Jove, here coir es the  storm —come on !” 
—and Jerem y jum ped off the  lum p of iron- 
ore and began to descend the  koppie.

E rn est, who had been listening w ith h is 
face in h is hands, rose and followed him  in 
silence. As he did so, a b rea th  of ice-cold 
a ir  from  th e  storm -cloud, which was now 
righ t overhead, fanned liis ho t brow, and 
when he had gone a few yards he tu rned  to 
m eet it, and  to cast one m ore look a t the  
scene.

I t  was th e  las t earth ly  landscape he ever 
saw. F o r a t  th a t  in stan t there  leaped from  
the  cloud overhead a fierce St ream  of jagged 
light, w hich s track  the  m ass of iron-ore on 
w hich they  had been seated, sh h e red  and 
fused it, and  then  ran  down th e  side of the  
hill to th e  plain. Together w ith  th e  lig h t
ning th e re  came an ear-sp litting  crack of 
th  ander.

Jerem y, who was now nea"ly a t the  
bottom  of th e  little  hill, staggered a t the  
shock. vVhen he recovered, lie looked up 
where E rn e s t had  been standing, and could 
not see h im . H e rucl ed up th e  hill again, 
calling h im  in accents of fran tic  grief, 
T here wTas no answer. P resen tly  he found 
h im  lying on th e  ground, white and still 

C H A P T E R  X X X V II.
T H E  C LIFFS OF OLP ENGLAND.

I t  was an A pril evening ; off the  south 
coast of E ngland. T he sun had  just m ade 
up h is m ind to struggle out from  behind 
particu larly  black shower-cloud, and give 
th a t p a r t of th e  world a look before he bade 
it good-night.

“ T h a t is lucky,” said a little  m an who 
was w ith  difficulty hanging on to  the  bul 
w ark netting  of th e  R. M. S. Conway 
C astle ; “ now, M r. Jones, look if you can’ 
see them  in the  sun ligh t.”

Mr. Jones accordingly looked through his 
glasses again.

“ Yes,” he said, “ I  can see them  
distinctly .”

“ See w.iiat?” asked ano ther passenger 
coming up.

“ T he cliffs of Old E ngland ,” answered 
the  little  m an jovo.is^y.

“ Oh, is th a t  aï1,” baid the  other ; “ curse 
th e  cliffs of old E ngland !”

“ Nice rem ark  th a t  for a m an wlio 
going home to  be m arried, eh ?”

B u t Mr. Jones had  sh u t up his glass, and 
vanis’ied af^.

P resen tly  he reached a deck cabin and 
entered w ithout knocking.

“ E ngland is in sight, old fellow,” . he 
said, addressing somebody who lay back 
sm oking in a сапе-слаіг.

T he person addres ed m ade a m ovem ent 
as though to  rise, then  pu t up h is hand  to 
a shade th a t  covered h is eyes.

“ I forgot,” he answered w ith a smile 
“ it  will be very m uch in  sight before I  can 
see it. B y-the-w a}, Je rem y ,” he w ent on 
nervously, “ I  w ant to ask you something, 
These doctors tell such Ііез.” And he 
removed th e  sliace. “ N o\/, look a t my 
eyes, and tell me honestly, a m i  disfigured? 
Are they  shrunk , I m ean, or got a squint, 
or any th ing  o ' th a t  so rt? ”—and E rnest 
turned rr> 1r s  dai’k orbs, wl ich except th a t 
they had  acquired th a t  pa 'n fu l, expectant 
look peculiar to the  blind, were ju st as they 
alw ays h ad  been.

Jerem y looked a t them , first in one light 
then  in another*.

“ W ell,” said E rnest, im patiently , “ I  
can feel th a t  you are sta ring  me out of 
countenance.”

“ H am ba gachle,” rep l’ed th e  im per 
turbab le  one. “ I  am  di—di—diagnosing 
th e  case. There, th a t  will do. To all 
appearance, your optics are  as sound as 
mine. Yoa get a girl to look a t them , and 
see w hat she says.”

“ Ah, w ell; th a t  is som ething to be 
thankfu l for.”

Ju s t  then  somebody knocked a t the 
cabin-door. I t  was a stew ard.

“ You sent for me, S ir E rn e s t? ”
“ Oh, yes, I  rem em ber. W ill you be s 

good as to find m y servan t ? I w ant him.
“ Yes, S ir E rn e s t.”
E rn es t moved im patien tly . “ Confound 

th a t  fellow w ith h is everlasting ‘ S ir 
E rn e s t’ !”

“ W hat, haven’t  you got used to  your 
handle yet ?”

“ No, I  haven’t, and I wish i t  were a t 
Jericho, and th a t  is a fact. I t  is all your 
fau lt, Jerem y. If  you had not to ld  th a t  
confoundedly garru lous little  doctor, who 
w ent and had  the  inform ation p rin ted  in 
th e  N atal Mercury, i t  would never have 
come out a t all. I could have dropped the 
title  in E ngland ; b u t now all these people 
know th a t  I am  S ir E rnest, and S ir E rn est 
I shall rem ain  for th e  rest of m y days.

W ell, m ost people would no t th in k  th a t 
such a dreadful m isfortune.”

Yes, they  would if they  happened to 
shftot th e  real heir. By-the-w ay, w hat did 

I th e  law yer say in h is le tte r ? As we are 
so near home, I  suppose I h ad  better post 
myself up. You will find it  in th e  dis 
patch-box. Read it, the re ’s a good fellow.’ 

Jerem y opened th e  box, ba tte red  w ith 
m any years of travel, and searched about 
for th e  le tte r. I t  contained a curious col 
lection of articles—prom inent am ong which 
was a handkerchief, which had once 
belonged to E va Ceswick ; a long tress of 
chestnu t h a ir  tied up w ith a blue ribbon 
d itto  of golden, w hich had  come—well, no t 
from  E v a ’s tresses ; a whole botanical col 
lection of dead flowers, tender souvenirs of 
goodness knows who, for, a fter a while, 
these accum ulated dried specimens 
difficult to identify  ; and  m any le tters and 
other curiosities.

A t las t he cam e to  the  desired docum ent 
w ritten  in a fa ir  clerk’s hand ; and having 
shovelled back the  locks of ha ir, etc., began 
to read it  aloud :

“ St. E thelfred’s Court, | 
P oultry, 22nd Ja n u a ry , 1879. /

“ S ir : ”
“ You see,” broke in E rn est, “  while we 

were fighting over there  a t  Sanshlw ana, 
those beggars were w riting  to  tell me th a t  I 
was a baronet. “ Case of the  ‘ bloody han d ’ 
w ith a vengeance, eh ?”

“ S ir” (began Jerem y again), “ it  is our 
duty to  inform  you of the  death, on the 
10th  of the  p resent m onth , of our esteemed 
client, S ir H ugh Kershaw , B a rt., of Arch- 
dale H all, Devonshire, and of the  con
sequent devo’ution of th e  baronetcy to 
yourself, as only son of th e  la te  S ir H ugh’s 
only bro ther, E rn est K ershaw , E sq.

“ In to  the question of the  unhappy 
m anner in  which you came to  be placed in 
th e  im m ediate succession i t  does not 
become us to enter. W e have before us a t 
th is  m om ent a  copy of H er M ajesty ’s 
pardon, granted  to  you under th e  T ra n s
vaal A m nesty Act, and forw arded to  us by 
Reginald C ardus, E sq ., of D um ’s Ness, 
Suffolk, which we have neither th e  wish nor 
th e  will to  dispute. I t  is clear to  us th a t, 
under th is  pardon, you are  to ta lly  free from  
any responsibility for the  breach of th e  law

w hich you perpetra ted  some years since ; 
and of th is it is our du ty  to  advise you. 
Your title  to  succeed is a clear one.

“ As was only to be expected under the  
circum stances, the  late S ir H ugh did not 
bear any feeling of good will tow ard you. 
Indeed, we do not th in k  th a t  we shall be 
exaggerating if we say th a t  th e  news of 
your free pardon m ateria lly  hastened h is 
end. On the  a tta in m en t of full age by the  
la te  H ugh Kershaw, E sq., who fell by your 
hand , the  entail of th e  fam ily estates was 
cut, and only the  m ansion-house of Arch- 
dale H all, th e  heirlooms, w hich are 
num erous and valuable, therein  contained, 
and the  deer-park, consisting of one 
hundred and eighty-five acres of land, were 
resettled. These consequently pass to you, 
and we shall be glad to  receive your 
instructions concerning them , should you 
elect to honor us w ith your confidence. The 
estates pass, under the  will of the  late 
baronet, to a d istan t cous;n  of h is late 
wife’s, Jam es Sm ith, Esq ., of 52 Camper- 
down Road, U pper C lapham . W e now 
th in k  we have p u t you in possession of all 
the  facts connected w ith  your accession to 
the  baronetcy, and, aw aiting your in struc
tions, have the  honor to  rem ain,

“ Your obedient servants,
(Signed) P a i s l e y  & P a i s l e y . ”

“ Ah, so m uch for th a t  !” was E rn e s t’s 
com m ent. “ W hat am  I  to  do w ith  A rch 
dale H all, its  heirlooms, and its deer-park, 
consisting of one hundred  and eighty-five 
acres of land, I  wonder ? I  shall sell them, 
if I  can. Mine is a p re tty  position ; a 
baronet w ith about sixpence half-penny per 
annum  to support m y ran k  on ; a very 
p re tty  position !”

“  H am ba G achle,” replied Jerem y 
“ tim e enough to consider all th a t. B u t now, 
as we are on the  reading lay, I  m ay as well 
give you th e  benefit of m y correspondence 
w ith the  officer com m anding H er M ajesty’] 
forces in N ata l and Zululand.”

“ F ire  aw ay,” rem arked E rn est, wearily.
“ F irs t  letter, dated Newcastle, N atal, 

27tli January , from  your hum ble servant to 
Officer commanding, etc.”

“ ‘ S ir :
“  ‘ I  have the  honor to report, by order of 

L ieu tenan t and A d ju tan t Kershaw , of 
A lston’s Hosse, a t  p resent incapacitated  by 

■ lightning from  doing so h im self’ ”—
“ Yery neatly  pu t th a t, I  th in k ,” in te r

polated Jerem y.
“ Very. Go 011.”

—“ ‘ th a t  011 th e  22nd inst., A lston’s Horse, 
having received orders to check the  flank
ing m ovem ent of the  IJndi Corps, pro
ceeded to try  and do so. Coming to a ridge 
com m anding the  advance of the  U ndi, the  
corps, by order of th e ir  la te  com m ander, 
C aptain  Alston, dism ounted and opened 
fire on them  a t a  distance of about three 
hundred yards, w ith  considerable effect. 
T h is did not, however, check th e  U ndi, who 
appeared to num ber between th ree  and four 
thousand m en, so C aptain  Alston issued an 
order to charge th e  enemy. T h is was done 
w ith some success. T he Zulus lost 
num ber of men ; the  corps, w hich past 
righ t through th e  enemy, about tw enty  
troopers, C aptain  Alston and h is son Roger 
Alston, who acted as h is aide-de-camp. 
Several horses and one or two m en were 
also severely wounded, which crippled the  
fu rth er m ovem ents of the  corps.

“ ‘ L ieu tenan t and A dju tan t Kershaw , on 
taking com m and of the  corps, determ ined 
to  attem pt to  re trea t. In  th is  attem pt, 
however, lie failed, owing to  the  presence of 
dism ounted and wounded m en ; to the 
detachm ent of a  body of about three 
hundred Zulus to  in tercept any such 
re trea t ; and to the  presence of a large 
body of Zulus 011 the  fa rth e r  side of the  
pass leading to  th e  valley through which 
such re trea t m ust be conducted.

“ ‘U nder these circum stances he deter
mined to fight the  rem ainder of th e  corps to 
th e  last, and dism ounting them , took 
possessipn of a fa irly  advantagroas posi 
tion. A desperate hand-to-hand encounter 
ensued. I t  ended in the  alm ost to tal ex ter
m ination of A lston’s H orse, and in th a t  of 
th e  greater p a rt of th e  attack ing  Zulus. 
The nam es of th e  surviving m em bers of 
A lston’s H orse are  — L ieu tenan t and 
A dju tan t Kershw ; Sergeant-M ajor Jerem y 
Jones; Trooper Mazooku (the only native 
in the  corps.)

“ ‘ These u ltim ately  effected th e ir  escape, 
the  enemy having either been all destroyed 
or having followed th e  track  of th e  U ndi. 
L ieu tenan t and A d ju tan t K ershaw  regrets 
to have to  sta te  th a t  in process of effecting 
his escape he was struck  by lightning and 
blinded.

‘“ H e estim ates the  to tal loss inflicted on 
th e  enemy by A lston’s H orse a t  from  four 
hundred to four hundred and fifty men. In  
face of such determ ined bravery  as was 
evinced by every one of his la te  gallant 
comrades, L ieu tenan t K ershaw  feels th a t  it 
would be invidious for h im  to m ention any 
particu lar names. E very  m an fought 
desperately, and died w ith h is face to the 
enemy. H e begs to inclose a re tu rn  of the 
nam es of those lost, the  accura y  of which 
he cannot, however, guarantee, as it  is com 
piled from  m em ory, the  papers of the  corps 
having all been lost. T rusting  th a t  the  
m anœ uvres attem pted  by L ieu tenan t K er
shaw under som ew hat difficult circum  
stances will m eet w ith your approval, ] 
have, etc.,

“ ‘ By order of L ieu tenan t K ershaw  : 
(Signed) “ ‘ J e r e m y  J o n e s ,  Sergeant-M ajor.” 

(To be continued.)

C A N N IB A L IS M  IN  H A Y T I.

D e c l in e  o f  B r i t i s h  P o s s e s s io n s —F a c ts  A b o u t  
W e s t  I n d ia .

U . B. Pow ter, a resident of K ingston, on 
the  Island  of Jam aica , is a t th e  Laclede 
H otel. H e is th e  m anager of a company 
which is engaged in m ining phosphate on 
the  G rand C aym an’s Island, near Jam aica, 
and shipping it  to  th e  U nited  States, where 
it  is used for fertilizing  purposes. T h is 
phosphate is th e  rem ains of an im al life, 
according to  geologists, and is thought to 
have been left in th e  im m ense beds in 
which i t  now lies by th e  subsidence of 
some prehistoric sea. The deposits upon 
the  G rand C aym an’s Island  are  in m asses 
from  th ree to fifty feet deep and a t some 
distance from  each other, some of them  
sustain ing  upon them  the  grow th of forests 
known to be m ore th a n  one hundred  years 
old. U pon th e  p resent com m ercial and 
socal condition of Jam aica  and the  whole 
group of W est Ind ian  islands, M r. Pow ter 
ta lks discouragingly.

The islands and  th e ir  in h ab itan ts  are re 
trograding  rap id ly ,” said he yesterday.

T hey are  exporting less and iess every 
year, and the  natives are departing  more 
and m ore from  civilization. T he reason I 
believe to be th e  abolition of slavery in 
1824. T he effects of th a t  step were not 
felt by th e  w hite p lan ters un til th e  old 
slaves began to die, and the  new generation 
had to be depended upon for labor. They 
would not work, no t having been bred to 
industrious hab its, and  each old slave th a t 
died was so m uch loss to th e  qu an tity  of 
labor to be obtained. Some of th e  p lanters 
resorted to th e  expedient of im porting  cooly 
labor and did very well, b u t a large num ber 
of owners did no t do th is, and estates on 
th e  island w ent to  ru in  fast. As tim e 
passed on it  became m ore and m ore diffi
cult to  obtain  laborers, and the  evil effect 
of th is  unusual idleness was seen in yearly  
decreasing im ports. T he negroes need not 
work to get food and a house—these can be 
had for nothing—and the  only reason why 
they work a t all is th a t  they  m ay earn  
enough money to  dress in expensive and 
gaudy colored clothes. T h a t is th e  only 
use they  have for money. If slavery had 
not been abolished, or if it could be re 
established, the  islands would flourish.”

“ W hat of th e  reports th a t  th e  p rac
tice of cannibalism  has been revived in 
H ayti ?”

“ In  th e  m ain  they  are true. H ayti, of 
all th e  W est ind ies, is th e  m ost m arked ex
am ple of th e  decay of the  islands. W hen 
the  F rench left it, in 1772, they  left a 
superficially, a t least, religious people, w ith 
churches, factories and roads. Now there 
is not a church or factory in the  island,and 
but one road, while th e  Catholic religion 
lias been abandoned for the  Obi or fetish 
worship, and cannibalism  has again sprung 
up. The island is a  black Republic, and no 
w hites are allowed to own property . In  
fact, th e  only w hites on th e  island are a few 
E uropean traders , who conduct th e  finan
cial affairs of the  Governm ent and lend it 
money. T he island is not com m unicatod 
w ith by th e  people of th e  o ther islands, and 
th e  negroes are left to  devour one another 
as fast as they  please. T heir hum an flesh 
eating is not th a t  of the  past century. 
They do not eat the  flesh of those who have 
died, and having nobody to w ar w ith they 
can take  no prisoners to cook and eat. They 
ea t the  flesh of children, taken when young, 
penned and fattened  for the feast. Som e
tim es they  steal children from  th e  neighbor
ing islands and fa tten  them  for th e ir  tables. 
They are drifting  back in to  complete b a r
barism , and there is 110 inclination on the  
p art of o ther islanders to in terfere  w ith 
th e ir  gradual extinction.”—St. Louis Globe - 
Democrat.

H o w  S h e  F e tc h e d  H im .

The Boston Courier publishes th e  follow 
ing, evidently for the  benefit of th e  ladies

W ife (to husband who is arrang ing  h is 
toile t a t ih e  m irror)—C an’t  you take m e to 
the  opera to-night, dear ? H usband (de
cisively)—No ; I cannot. Opera indeed ! 
Do you th in k  I  am  m ade of money ? W ife 
(after a pause)—I don’t  see any need of 
your spending so m uch tim e brushing your 
whiskers, dear. H usband (turning around 
w ith an angry g litte r in h is eye)—Why 
no t ? W ife (smilingly) — Because one 
brushing is enough, and you are  handsom e 
enough w ithout going to  all th a t  trouble ; 
it  would be hard  for you to  m ake yourself 
any handsom er, a t least in m y eyes, th an  
you are natu rally , no m a tte r  w hat care you 
give to your toilet. H usband (after com
pleting h is toilet)—I ’m going down town 
for awhile. B y the  way, Bella, on second 
thought, I guess I can m anage to get a 
couple of opera tickets, so you can consider 
the  going settled. Ta, ta . W ife (solus, 
a fter h is departure)—I thought I  would 
fetch him .

TU« B o g u s  V e te ra n .

Mr. Shabby Genteel—“ W ill you be kind 
enough to tell me if i t  is a  fact th a t  the  
P residen t has vetoed the  Pension Bill ?” 

G entlem an—“ H e has .”
“ Well, if th is  country gets in to  another 

war, ju st count me out. I ’ll never risk  my 
life again in the  service of m y country .”

‘ W ere you h u r t during  the  w ar ?”
‘ Indeed I w as.”
‘ W hat regim ent were you in ?”
* I w asn’t  in any regim ent. I  got the  

rheum atism  from  bath ing  in th e  S t. L aw 
rence R iver during  the  second day of the  
battle  of G ettysburg. Ah ! sir, those were 
th e  tim es th a t  tried  m en’s souls. H aven’t 
got a surplus dim e for an old vet., have 
you ?”—Texas Siftings.

T h e  M o d e rn  M e th o d s .

We do not sigh for a re tu rn  of the  “ good 
old d a y s” when boys w ent barefooted un til 
they  were 21, and walked ten m iles to and 
from  school. T here are now new and im 
proved m ethods of “ toughening ” boys. 
They are about as tough, generally speak
ing, as they  can very well be. B u t we do 
som etim es long for a little  of the  old-fash
ioned discipline and “ trou n c in g ” m ethods 
th a t  m ade boys subservient to  the  will of 
th e ir  paren ts in some slight degree. 
Im agine a  good, old pu ritan  m other getting 
her son W aits till or Godspeed up of a 
m orning after th is, the  fashion of our m od
ern m other. Fancy her saying : 

“ W aitstill, you getting u p ? ” And fancy 
W aitstill surlily  replying :

“ Yes’um , by ’n  by.”
“ Well, I  don’t  w ant any by and by about 

it. H um p yourself out of th a t  now.”
“ W ell, p u rty  soon.”
“ I t  had  bette r be p re tty  soon, young 

m an, if you know w h at’s good for you.”
“ Well, I  reckon there  a in ’t  no hu rry  

about i t .”
“ I ’ll let you know if there  a in ’t, about 

th e  tim e I  come up th e re  w ith  a  pan of 
cold w ater.”

“ C an’t  ye le t a feller sleep half a 
m inute ?”

“ ‘H alf a  m inute !’ I ’d say ‘ h a lf  a m in u te ’ 
if I  was you, when you’ve been in bed 
th irteen  hours. Now you crawl out of 
th a t  in stan tly  !”

“ All r ig h t.”
H alf an hour passes—W aitstill does not 

appear. H is m other’s voice cuts the  a ir  in 
th e  hall.

“ You W aitstill P rosperity  Dogood W in
th rop  !”

“ W hacher w ant ?”
“ I w ant you to  h ’ist yourself out of th a t 

bed too quick ! You hear ?”
“ I  a in ’t  deef.”
“ B reakfast was over 

not one single b ite shall 
house before d inner.”

“ I ’ll see about th a t .”
“ So’ll I, young ma 

o u t? ”
“ Yes’m .”
A nother half-hour passes, and M istress 

Tem perance Prudence P ie ty  W in throp’s
voice goes ringing u p sta irs------

“ You W ait !”
“ H ey ?”
“ I ’ll ‘ hey ’ you, yon idle th ing , you ! I ’ll 

tell your fa ther on you.”
* Tell aw ay.”
* You’ll see w hat you’ll get, W ait W in

throp . N ot a single bite of breakfast do 
you get.”

‘ Guess I ’ll stay  in bed, th en .”
‘ I  guess you won’t, if I come up th ere  ; 

you out of bed y e t? ”
‘ A lm ost.”
‘ Well, I ’ll help you the  rest of th e  way 

w ith the broom stick if you a in t out in five 
m inutes.”

H alf an hour la te r lie gets up. H is 
b reakfast has been kept w arm  for h im . I t  
is  set on the  table and a fresh cup of coffee 
m ade. H is m other dances attendance on 
h im  during th e  meal, unm indful of all past 
th re a ts  and prom ises.—Tid-Hits.

an hour ago, and 
you have in th is

You crawling

A  V E R Y  D E A D L Y  N E E D L E .

H y p o d e r m ic  In je c t io n s  W h ic h  C a u se  D e a th  
i n  M a n y  C ases .

O pium  lias been known as a drug from  
a rem ote period, and is produced as an 
artic le  of com m erce in Ind ia , Persia , Egypt, 
and Asia M inor. In  China opium  is used 
to  an  enorm ous exten t by all classes, the  
mode of tak ing  it being to smoke an 
aqueous ex trac t in a peculiarly  form ed 
pipe. Opium  sm oking began in C hina in 
the  la tte r  ha lf of the  seventeenth century, 
and in sp ite  of all th e  efforts of th c  govern
m ent to  prevent it  rap id ly  spread till now 
i t  m ay be called a national practice. T h a t 
th e  drinking and smoking of laudanum  
and opium  are  not unknow n vices in New 
York any physician will affirm . B u t 
there is a  practice w hich is even moro 
deleterious, th e  use of th e  hypoderm ic 
syringe. To estim ate th e  grow th of th is 
evil, it  is only necessary to take  th e  te s ti
m ony of druggists and dealers in  surgical 
in strum en ts. The fact is, it  has become a 
problem  w ith  w hich social reform ers m ust 
deal. A cquaintance w ith th is  m ethod of 
tak ing  opium  is m ade innocently  enough, 
it generally having been prescribed by tlie 
fam ily physician to  alleviate some tem 
porary  ailm ent. T he effect is observed by 
th e  patien t, and too often when 
th e  doctor goes the  syringe stays. 
T here havo been m any stories of 
large quan tities of opium  taken by those 
addicted to th e  h ab it w ithout producing a 
fa ta l effect. An E nglishm an lately  resid 
ing in th is  city  was known to  consume 
sixty grains each day. P rom inen t up-town 
druggists declare th a t  th ey  sell more 
needles to th e ir  general custom ers th a n  to 
th e  medical profession. E qually  conclu
sive as to  the  prevalence of th e  h ab it of 
subcutaneons injection is th e  fact th a t, 
whereas d ruggists’ custom ers used to 
buy in  quan tities of from  (50 to 
120 grains in the  crystalline form 
of th e  m uria te , th e  sulphate, or 
th e  acetate, th e  sale now largely consists of 
th e  solution in quan tities of from  one to  six 
ounces. A reporter talked yesterday w ith 
a p rom inent physician upon th is  topic. 
“ M any m edical m en,” said he, “ are  u n 
aw are th a t  th e  use of th e  hypoderm ic 
syringe is alw ays attended w ith  danger of 
in s ta n t death. The cause of th is  danger is 
no t well understood, bu t the  fa ta l accidents 
th a t  have been recorded were no t due to 
th e  taking of larger doses th a n  usual by 
m istake, nor to th e  culm inative effects of 
th e  drug. Cases have occurred in which 
persons have taken large doses for m onths 
w ithout producing a single unpleasant 
sym ptom , and have died in a few m inutes 
from  th e  effects of a q u arte r of th eh ab itu a l 
q u an tity  taken in the  usual m anner and a t 
the  regular hour.

“ There is a danger of fa ta lity  against 
w hich no vigilance can guard. T he sym p
tom s are not alw ays so severe as to produce 
coma, unless arrested. T hey occur about 
once in one hundred adm in istrations, and 
prove fatal a t least once in ten . T h a t is to 
say, a m an who uses th e  hypoderm ic 
syringe a t the  ra te  of ten punctures a day, 
w hich is a  very m odéra e average, should 
encounter th e  sym ptom s and their 
a tten d an t danger of death once in every 
ten  days 011 th e  average, and th e  probabi 
lity  is th a t  they  will prove fatal w ithin si; 
m onths after th e  h ab it is form ed. The 
danger th a t  he m ay be found dead is thus 
alw ays a real one w ith th e  h ab it of the 
hypoderm ic, a danger th a t  m ay a t  any 
m om ent involve a coroner’s inquest and the  
im putation  of suicide.”—New York Mail and 
Express.

T R I C K IN G  A D U K E .

F o rc e d  to  R e m a in  in  a n  A n t iq u e  C h a i r  b y
M e c h a n ic a l  C o n tr iv a n e e .

An am using story concerning the  D uke 
of E d inburgh  is being told. W hile a t 
C hester H is Royal H ighness was shown, a t 
his own request, by Canon T arver, an es 
tab lishm ent where antique fu rn itu re  m ight 
be picked up. The forem an who w aited on 
them  was all unconscious of the  quality  of 
th e  Duke, and on H is Royal H ighness 
noticing a peculiar antique chair, asked him  
in jocose m anner to  try  it. T he D uke sat 
down, and im m ediately h is arm s were im 
prisoned by a m echanical arrangem ent of 
th e  chair. The Duke struggled to  get out 
b u t could not do so un til the  shopkeeper re 
leased h im , after giving h im  a certain  
am ount of polite chaff. The Duke asked 
tho price of th e  chair and bought it. The 
shopkeeper asked where he was to  send it, 
and  on being told th a t  he was to send it  to 
Canon T arver’s for th e  D uke of E d in  
burgh, th e  shopm an was litera lly  dum b 
founded at th e  fam iliarity  lie had  used. The 
Duke afterw ard  rem arked th a t  never had 
he seen a m an so frightened in h is life. 
London Exchange.

to

T h e  D e a r  C h i ld ’s W is l i .

L ittle  Toddles—“ I  wish you had some 
skates, too, A unt Meg.”

A unt Meg (wishing to encourage 
generosity)—“ You m ight le t m e take 
yours.”

L ittle  Toddles—“ N o; you don’t  know 
w hat I m ean. I thought it  would be so 
nice for you to  skate ahead of m e and find 
all th e  weak places in th e  ice.” •

—A politician should have tough vitals. 
L ord  Iddesleigh provoked h is fate by accept
ing office. H e had  h ea rt trouble, and doubt
less when he was broken of h is office his 
he^ rt broke, too.

A P e e r ’s C o m p u n c tio n .

W hen near h is end, Lord Nortliington 
was rem inded of th e  p ropriety  of h is receiv
ing th e  consolations of religion, and he 
readily  agreed th a t  a divine should be sent
for, bu t when Rev. D r .  , no t with
whom he had form erly been in tim ate , was 
proposed, he said, “ No, th a t  won’t  do. I 
can well confess to  him , for th e  g reatest sin 
I shall have to answ er for was m aking him 
a bishop .”—Glasgow Herald.

A  C o lo ra d o  S e n s i t iv e  P l a n t .

Colorado m an—So you th in k  the  trouble 
w ith your boy is sensitiveness, eh ?

O m aha m an—Yes ; he isn ’t  fitted for 
knocking around in the  world.

“ I t  m ay be. I  know all about th a t. My 
fam ily is the  m ost sensitive folks you ever 
seed ; can’t  stand  nothing. W hy, I ’ve got 
a b ro ther th a t  goes m ost crazy if he sees a 
dollector coming w ith a hill he can ’t  pay .”

‘ I  can sym pathize w ith him . W hat 
does he do usually ?”

‘ Well, he m ost generally shoots the  col
lectors.”—Omaha Herald.

A n  O ld  M a s o n ic  S c a n d a l.

So m uch has been said from  tim e 
tim e in relation  to th e  M organ affair of 
1826 th a t  I  have been induced to  give par 
ticu lar a tten tion  to th e  affair. H alf 
cen tury  ago m ost of th e  m en connected 
w ith  th e  affair were alive and willingly 
gave me th e ir  sta tem ent of the  facts. Some 
tim e in  1824 a m an calling him self W illiam  
M organ, a  stonem ason, came from  Canada 
to R ochester, N .Y., and settled there. He 
was a disreputable, worthless fellow, but 
sm art and forw ard. H e brought w ith him  
w hat purported  to be a Masonic diploma, 
and he succeeded by its  aid in visiting the  
lodge there. A few m onths la te r  he began 
to travel am ong the  lodges of W estern New 
York, and in 1820 removed to Batavia, 
H ere he was detected as an im postor and 
publicly exposed. T h is so exasperated him  
th a t  he announced h is purpose of publish 
ing an expose of the  secrets of F ree  
m asonry, and actually began, in company 
w ith one Miller, a p rin te r, to prepare such a 
work. Some of th e  m ore thoughtless 
M asons th reatened  him  w ith  grievous 
penalties if he did not desist, and the  public 
gave credence to the  idea th a t  he was in 
peril of h is life. Gov. De W itt Clinton 
who had  long been G rand M aster, concern
ed for the  honor of M asonry, took th e  lead 
in raising money to  induce M organ to  go 
back to C anada. A com m ittee of m ost 
respectable gentlem en took the  m a tte r  in 
hand a t  C lin ton’s request, and on Septem 
ber 10th, 1826, Morgan sta rted  for Canada, 
where he had prom ised to  settle down near 
H am ilton , and his fam ily were to be sent 
to him . B u t free, and w ith  m oney in h is 
pocket, he pressed on to M ontreal and all 
trace  of h im  was lest. H e m ay have been 
m urdered for h is money by the  roughs with 
whom lie associated, or, w hich to  m e is 
more probable, he m ay have shipped before 
the  m ast 011 a European-bound vessel. A t 
any ra te  he absolutely disappeared from  
the  pages of h isto ry .—Cor. St. J,ouis Globe 
Democrat.

A  N o v e l D re s s .
A novel suggestion in connection w ith a 

gift to the  Queen on the  occasion of her 
jubilee comes from  South Africa. Shortly  
before C hristm as the  E itenhage Times, a 
Cape paper, suggested th a t  a present be 
m ade to  H er M ajesty the  Queen of a  robe, 
dolm an, fan, etc., m ade of South African 
ostrich  feathers, contributed by South 
A frican ostrich farm ers. T he conditions 
were th a t  110 person contribute  m ore than  
th ree  feathers, so th a t  all m ight partic ipate  
in th e  dem onstration of esteem for H er 
M ajesty. In  a few weeks the  nam es of one 
hundred and seven farm ers willing to con
trib u te  were received by, and published in 
th e  E itenhage 'Times, the  proprietors of 
which paper undertake to have the  articles 
m ade up and forw arded to H er M ajesty.
A ra re  collection of feathers will doubtless 
be got together, and some valuable and 
unique articles of drees m ade up.

A D akota woman in th e  upper Jam es 
valley decided th a t  she w anted a fu r cloak. 
She began trapp ing  m ink and tann ing  the  
skins. These she sent to  St. Paul, where 
they  have been m ade in to  a beautiful cloak 
for w hich she was offered 1126.

U N C L E  T O M M Y  S T E R E T T .

T h e  H u s b a n d  o f  F iv e  W iv e s  a n d  F a t h e r  o f  
T w e n ty - f iv e  C h i ld r e n .

One of the  m ost fam iliar characters 
about H am ilton , and one whom everybody 
knows, is Uncle Tom m y S tere tt, w rites a 
H am ilton , O., correspondent of the  C incin
nati Commcrcial-Gazette. T he 7th of th is  
m onth  he celebrated h is 77tli b irthday  
anniversary , and from  appearances will 
live to celebrate m any more. H e was born 
near Venice, on the  M iami. H is first 
work was for Isaac  Anderson, w ith whom 
he lived as a farm -hand, receiving $3 a 
m onth for the  first year. M r. S terett lias 
outlived four wives, and  now lives in h ap 
piness w ith his fifth. Ho first m arried  
M ary Wells, of Kentucky, th e  couple s ta r t 
ing in life together in a log cabin twelve 
feet square w ith d ir t floor and a chim ney 
m ade of mud and sticks. T he wife 
weaved and purchased flour, while 
the  husband m auled rails in exchange 
for m eat. B y h is first wife M r. 
S te re tt was the  fa ther of eighteen children. 
Mr. S te re tt’s second w ile was Isabel 
В rosier, by whom he had  one child. The 
old m an said he could not rem em ber the 
dates when he m arried  h is different wives, 
as h is m em ory was poor, and he “ couldn’t 
recollect these little  th ings.” . A fter living 
four or five years Isabel died,andM rs.M artha 
Nichols took her place. T h is was along 
about 1852, and five children resulted from  
th is  union. Mrs. R obert P ierce became 
the  fourth  Mrs. T hom as S te re tt, and she 
died about twelve years ago in Ind iana, 
w ithou t leaving any children. Uncle 
Tom m y’s p resent wife was the  widow of 
W illiam  Sm ith. One child—Johnnie, 
aged 10—is the last addition to the  S tere tt 
fam ily ,and lie completes th e  even q u arte r of 
a hundred children who claim  the  old m an 
as th e ir  fa ther. These children have grown 
up, m arried  and em igrated, and m any of 
them  are living to-day in p a rts  unknown to 
th e ir  aged parent. M r. S te re tt lived in 
H am ilton  in 1815, when, as lie says, it  was 
a common sight to  see Ind ians, bears, p an 
thers, deer, wild turkeys, foxes und wolves 
in the  roads, and prowling about the  town. 
He has alw ays been a D em ocrat, always 
expects to be, and first voted for Andrew 
Jackson for P resident. W hen the  w ar 
broke out five of his own sons and four 
step-sons w ent to th e  fron t and served until 
they  became veterans. The old m an 
w anted to go, b u t th e  boys thought there  
were enough out of one fam ily, and th a t  he 
had better stay  hom e and take  care of the  
children, while they  did th e  fighting. The 
fa rth es t lie was ever aw ay from  hom e was 
a tr ip  to  Louisville to seo h is boys during 
th c  rebellion. Although a b itte r  D em ocrat, 
and from  B u tle r county, too, the  old m an 
was loyal, and opposed to  th e  conduct of 
the  South. H ad he h ad  m ore sons fit for 
duty  they, too, should have gone, Mr. 
S te re tt asserted, as he recalled those s tir 
ring  days. Uncle Tom m y has been a 
laboring m an all h is life, and was boss of 
the  F irs t  W ard street gang for nine years. 
To-day he is able to  w alk to his daughter’s 
house, fourteen miles aw ay, in less th an  
four hours, and none can work harder 
th an  ho. H e has used th e  weed since h is 
14th year, and worked for half a  century, 
seeing nothing bu t hard  knocks and m uch 
trouble, b u t is a t  present strong and 
hearty .

S n u g  L i t t l e  F o r tu n e s
m ay  be had  by  a ll wlio a re  sufficiently  in te ll ig en t 
and  e n te rp ris in g  to  em brace  tlie  op p o rtu n itie s  
w hich  occasionally  a re  offered th e m . H a lle tt «fe 
Co., P o rtla n d , M aine, have som othing  new to  
offor in  th e  line  of w ork w hich  you can do for 
th em , and  live a t  hom e, w herever you a ro  located. 
P ro fits  im m ense  an d  every  w orker iß suro of over 
$5 a  d a y  ; several have m ade over $50 in  a  single 
day. All a g e s  ; b o th  sexes. C ap ital n o t requ ired  ; 
y o u  a r o  s t a r t e d  free  ; a ll p a r tic u la rs  free. You 
h ad  b e t te r  w rite  to  th e m  a t  once.

O b s e rv in g  t h e  P r o p r i e t i e s .
A t dessert : One of th e  guests has been 

speaking of ra th e r  a lively song w hich has 
m ade a h it  in the  L a tin  q uarter. “ Oh, sing 
it to u s,” says th e  Countess de S an ta  Grue. 
“ Im possible, i t ’s really  too n au g h ty .” 
“ Well, th en ,” persis ts th e  countess, “ give 
us only th e  w ords.”—Taxis Figaro.

S t r ic t ly  T r u e
In every respect and a ttested  by tho te s ti
mony of thousands th a t  P u tn a m ’a Painless 
Corn E x trac to r  is a sure and painless cure 
for corns. T he claim  th a t  it  is ju st as good 
m ade by those endeavoring to palm  off 
im itations for the genuine only proves the  
superiority  of “ P u tn am ’s.” Use only 
P u tn am ’s P ain less Corn E x trac to r. Sure, 
safe, painless.

T h e  U tm o s t D e p th  o f  M is e ry .

A t the  C lub: “ Upon m y soul, Dodson !
you are  the  dism alest com pany I  know of 
since th a t  Brown girl gave you your congi. 
I  never saw a fellow take  th e  m itten  so 
w retchedly.” “ W retchedly ! H aw  ! 
W retched isn ’t  a nam e faw it. You can , 
aw, faw ncy how w retched I am  when I 
tell you, I, aw, don’t  cayaw a wap how m y , 
aw, bweeches fit m e.”—Town Topics.

T he chilling w in try  winds develod 
rheum atic  affections, for w hich th e  surest 
cure known is McCollom’s R heum atic  Re- 
pellant, prepared by W . A. McCollom, 
druggist, T ilsonburg, and sold by druggists 
a t #1. Sam ple bottles 25 cents each.

T ir e d  o f  G iv in g  A w a y  N e c k t ie s .

“ I don’t  m ind giving up m y neckties 
before th ey ’re half w ornout,” said a  society 
young m an yesterday, “ because they  look 
p re tty  in crazy quilts. B u t I ’m going to 
draw  the  line on m y m arried  lady friends 
hereafter.” “ W hy ?’ asked a friend. “ The
las t lot of scarfs I  gave to M rs .  her
husband has been wearing ever since. Do 
you blam e me ?”—Buffalo Courier.

D octor—Y our h e a rt is in a norm al con
dition. Nervous Old L ad y —Goodness ! 
And is it fa ta l ? D octor—I t ’s beat is iam 
bic. Old L ady—I t ’s ju s t dreadful ! D oc
tor- -Were it trochaic, 01* even spondaic—” 
Old Lady—D octor, don’t  keep m e in th is 
horrible suspense. Give me some medicine 
a t once. D octor—My dear, th e re ’s nothing 
thc  m a tte r  w ith your heart. Old lady— 
O h! there  isn ’t?  W hy d idn’t  you say so, 
then  ?

F irs t  L ady—Yes, I have tried  th ree  d if
ferent sewing-m achines in th e  p as t six 
m onths. Second L ady—W hat pests these 
sewing-m achine agents are, a n ’t  they ? 
F irs t  L ady—Pests ? W hy, if it  w asn’t  for 
them  I should have had to buy a  m achine 
ten  years ago !”

E. W. Rau, a Germ an com positor of B a l
tim ore, told W arner Rieve th a t  when lue 
died he w anted his body sold to a medical 
college and h is debts paid w ith  th e  proceeds. 
H e died on W ednesday, and Ilieve obeyed 
his friend’s wish and sold th e  body for $10 
to th e  M aryland U niversity . Rieve was 
greatly  surprised the  next day when he was 

ested for dealing in dead hum an bodies.
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