
Sancti ty of An O a t h . 

P^*Abolish all legal punishment for per
jury," said T, dogmatically, at the close 
of a desultory argument with some of 
the other cleiks in the San Franc-sco 
mint, " and not one witness in a dozen 
would speak the truth. As for their 
oaths—ball! They don't care that for 
them*'--snapping my lingers like the 
cluck of a hen. 

" I don't know, boys,' ' said John Flem
ing, who had taken no part in the dis
cussion, laying down his pen, and squar
ing about upon his stool; " I don't know, 
that I can say anything on this question 
worjh listening to. bnt if you will stop 
your confounded figuring a moment I'll 
relate a little experience of mine that 
may be of service to this young gentle
man who knows so much about the na
ture of an oath and most other things.' ' 

There was a general snapping togeth
er of ledgers and all manner of books: 
Government clerks do not require much 
of a pretext to stop work. We all gath
ered about John, like bees about a Hy-
mettus. and he began: 

1 wa> a witness, once, m a murder case 
at Pinkeiton's B'uff, on the Noith Sandy, 
just above the falls. Bob D , a friend 
of mine—knew him in the States—was 
charged with having kided Dave That
cher, known in all that region as Bet-you 
Dave. He had neen born a debater, had 
T) lve. l ie was never known 4o agree with 
the opinions of any man at the Bluff, upon 
any question under heaven; and he made 
u4e otthe one argument—"I bet you five 
do l l a r . " 

The moment he heard any one make 
an assertion, express a belief, or hint a 
rumor- frequently before possessing his 
mind of the speaker's full meaning—ue'd 
bet him five dollars it wasn't so! When 
nobody was talking he would try in aU 
indirect ways to entrap some one into 
indicating an opinion upon some subject, 
and then he was down upon him with 
that everlasting wager. He would put 
up the money, too, and what's more he 
would commonly win; unless there was 
a dead sure thing against him; and this 
was so frequently the ci.se that it kept 
him poor. If, in Dave's presence, a man 
dared affirm that his dog was yellow, 
quiok as lightning came an offer to bet 
him five dollars he wasn't; and it camn 
with such positive energy that if the mae 
hadn't seen his dog since morning it was 
ten chances to one that he nould back 
down, or haggle for time to go and take 
another look. I never saw Dave myself; 
it was after his time that I came to the 
Bluff; but the fame of his extraordinary 
wagers, and the no less extraordinary way 
in which he sometimes won them was in 
«'veryoody's mouth 

On the fifteenth day of July, in '58, 
D a v e a n d m y friend Bob D passed 
the whole evening together in the bar -
loom ot the Spread Eagle Hotel, and 
dining the time Bob lost three stiaight 
bets wi'h him. About nine o'clock they 
departed together, quarreling about the 
manner in which B j b had been silenced 
but not convinced. 

Dave was never afterwaid seen alive; 
but the next spiing a dead V>ody, almost 
pdtt iccognition, was discovered hidden 
aviay in chappaial, near the side of the 
10 id n\er which they must have pas»e«l 
to reach their houses, about two miles 
t iomtown. Nearly everybody said the 
bod j was that of Dave, and as it had a 
bulletin it, not some old bullet, such as 
one might have somewhere in his system, 
but a compa' atively fresh one, which had 
passed through the heart, Bob was taken 
into custody, charged with the deed. In 
the meantime I had moved up from be
low the falls, and as the whole town hsd 
taken the other side I determined to 
stand by thefiieud whom I had known 
in the States. 

A' the trial the com t room was packed 
with people, and Ihe tide of public opin
ion set so strongly against the prisoner, 
ttiat the Judge h a i to draw his six-shoot
er a dozen times to keep order. After a 
scoie of witnesses had been examined for 
the prosecution every one of whom made 
things look very black for Robert, the 
State rested its case. Then the attorney 
c-i the defence arose and simply said: 

"Your Honor, I shall make no prehmi-
m ly stitement, and I shall call but one 
witness. By him I shall prove an alibi, 
01 give up the case." 

"Eh! What's that?" shouted the Dis-
tiict Attorney, hopping upon his feet—as 
fusyy a little rascal as ever snorted law 
before a deaf Justice of the Peace. 

"Will you prove that the prisoner was 
not on Spanish Town road the night of 
the alleged murder?" 

"No! I'll prove that the deceased was 
not." 

Theie was a marked sensation in court 
as my name was called, and I was sol
emnly sworn to tell the truth, the whole 
truth and nothing but the truth. 

"At ten o'c'ock on the night of July 15, 
187J- I began, circumstantially, " I "was 
walking along the river bank, on the side 
of town opposite the Spanish Town road, 
and iv st above the falls. I wouldn't 
tumble myself, if I were you"—turning 
to the D strict Attorney—"to a&k what I 
was walk/ny there for, because it isn't 
anv body's business 

"1 appeal to the Court!" screeched 
the little rascal, springing to his feet, "if 
I 'm to be insulted in this way- - " 

"Keep still, will you?" said his Honor, 
"and let the witness proceed." I had 
made a favorable impression at the start, 
and it gave me confidence. I resumed: 

I t was a warm moonlight evening, and 
the mist rising above the cataract was 
less dense than usual,so I could see toler
ably well. Just at the brink, on a over
hanging rock, I saw a tall bent figure in 
gray clothes, wearing a slouch hat—a 
very bad hat ; I don't see more than 
a hundred worse in this room." There 
was a smile all round, and then the Dis
trict Attorney asked me if I had known 
the deceased, Mr. Thacher, in his life
time. I replied that I had not—had 
never seen him. 

"Remember that, gentleman of the 
iury," said he, with a conceited smile; 
"remember the witness had never seen 
nor heard of the deceased. We don't 
mean to controvert the witness's state
ment on that point sir," he added, ad
dressing the counsel for the defense, and 
smirking as if he had got hold of a 
good thing which he would hold, in re
serve aa a final crusher." 

"Cuss you 1" roared the Judge, "keep 
your mouth shut, will you? The witness 
will proceed." 

" I approached this person on the rock," 
I continued, " and said, 'Good evening. '" 

" ' B e t f i v e dollars i t ain ' t!" said he, 
turning sharply about. 

At this time there was general sniggei 
from the spectators, and Dave Thrasher's 
widow, who sat near, looked up witn a 
sudden, hope in her face that was cheer
ful to see. I resumed my testimony: 

•' 'Do you see that oak on the other 
bank?' continued the man on the rock, 
pointing to a conspicuous pine. 

"I thought the fellow must be a mani
ac, and 1 did not know just what to an
swer; but presently replied that I was 
not certain whether I saw it or not—it 
depended upon circumstances. "He was 
silent for some moments; then he shiver
ed and chattered his teeth. 

" 'Snow before morning,' said he. 'Per
haps so,' said I, non-committally: 'seems 
thickening up, but that may be an opti
cal illusion.' 

"Then he wanted to kaow If 1 remem
bered what year General Jackson was 
elected President—'wasn't it in '52? 'I 
told him I did not recollect. After a 
while he said carelsssly: 

They're talking, here at the bluff, 
about running Ben Franklin for next 
President.' 

" I made no reply. Then he came up 
to me and laid a hand on my shoulder. I 

" 'See here, stranger,' said he, 'is there 
any subject you feei at home on? Have 
you got any hobby—any opinions?' 

" 'I am not sure,' I replied: 'some peo
ple have opinions, and some don't have 
any. Some that do have them don't have 
them all the time; and those that have 
them all the time often foig^t them.' 

"Wel l , I swear!' said he disgusted, 
'I 'm §oing to jump over these falls—bet 
you five dollars I wi l l " 

" I said nothing and he continued: ' I 
shall be exactly three seconds and a half 
getting to the bottom—won't I , now?' 

" Possibly. Maybe a little more than 
that—maybe a little less—maybe just 
that. I don't remember jumping over 
a ry cascades myself.' 

" H e pave me one look, laid off his 
•riiat, backed up to the brink of the preci-
'pice, and dropped himself down, hanging 
on to the edge with his hands. Then he 
let go, falling three hundred feet i r to 
the boiling whirlpool below!" 

" May it please the Court," shrieked 
the little District Attorney, lunging for
ward upon his hind feet, " I want to put 
one question to this witness now? You 
say, sir, yoii had never seen the deceased 
Mr. Thatcher up to the moment you met 
him on the rock—aad never heard of 
him—and never heaid of his relations. 
Now, sir, on y»ur oath, on your Bible 
oath, sir! how do you know this man 
you saw go over the falls was Dave 
Thatchei! How do you know it, sir!" 

" I don't know it. I know it was not 
he. For just before he let go the rock 
he looked up at me with his nose above 
the edge, and said: 

" 'You think I'm Dave Thatcher, don't 
you? ' ' 

" I told him he might be, or he might 
not. 

" 'Just so!' said he desperately, as his 
fingeis began to slip. 'Bet you five 
dollars I ain't! ' " 

There was a good deal of loose talk in 
court after this, but the spectators would 
not listen to it, and Bob D wa>-
tiiumphantly acquitted, being borne 
through the town on the shoulders of the 
ju iy , to the music of a brass band and 
tne cheers of the whole population. 

But Dave Thatchei's widow persisted 
in putting up a handsome headstone 
over the remains of the unknown dead, 
and was going to have it inscribed with 
her late husband's name, and what she 
still regarded as the manner of hi> death, 
when Bob stopped the proceedings by 
marrying her. 

" I don't see what all this has to do 
with the question ol the advisability oi 
swealing witnesses in court," said I, when 
John had finished his yarn. 

"Don't, eh?" I t s got this to do with it. 
There wasn't a prison in the State 
which I had not broken out of a thous
and times. If I hadn't been put upon 
my Bible oath v/hat was to prevent my 
telling a lie?" 

The Death-Watch in the Wall . 

Now York Mercary. 
A few years ago a shrewed, but some

what inexperienced young man, whom we 
will call Oscar Tolles, was taken into the 
employ of a firm of private detectives 
whose principal office was located on 
Broadway. 

Pecuniarily Oscar Tolles was independ
ent of any sort of work or profession what
ever; therefore, the reader will at once 
surmise that he had come object of ex
traordinary character in making the 
search of unknown and concealed desper-
radoes and outlaws a business. 

And the reader will be quite correct to 
surmise thus. 

Detectives whom he had liberal y 
paid to trace an individual who, he IJP-
lieved, had caused the death of his father 
or his mysterious disappearance, had 
failed, and, therefore, he determined to 
assunue the role of detective himself. 

The circumstances of his father's disap
pearance were peculiar. 

Oscar's father had been the proprietor 
of a large ana well-stocked sheep-farm in 
the far West, doing remarkably well, 
when he conceived the idea of driving a 
flock of his choicest blooded animals 
across the plains to the nearest city, part 
ly urged by his instinctive love of adven
ture, and partly because he fancied his 
stock would be in a better salable con
dition by grazing by the way than thev 
would if pinned in the ill-heated and un
comfortable cais ihen in vogue on the 
railwav. Before he started on his slow 
journey he had sold the rest of his stock, 
some ten thousand head or more—to a 
drover unknown before in that part of 
the country, and who paid the old gen
tleman the highest market price. Oscar 
was absent at the time, conseqaently his 
father departed with the proceeds of the 
sale concealed on his person, and was 
never seen again. From the first Oscar 
suspected this strange drover, who had 
come and gone in his absence. He traced 
his father to the nearest shipping place 
and here lost the clue, although he as
certained that a fine assortment of blood
ed sheep had been sent by rail to New 
York by a peculiarly distinguished-look
ing drover whose description was identi
cal with that of the unknown man who 
had made such an extravagant purchase 
of his missing parent. The high-mettled 
mustang rode by the elder Tolles, and 
the valuable shepherd dog which accom
panied him, had also been sold to the 
owner of a prominent livery stable by 
the same mysterious personage. After 
several months spent in a fruitless search 
the young man went on to New York; 

resolved to find, at whatever cost, the 
•trange man whom he believed to be the 
most muiderj;>us of scoundrels. 

The unknown drover had been describ
ed to him as being rather ta ' l , with a 
body and limbs as wiry and muscular as 
those of a gladiator: and having the look 
and accent of a Spaniard, being very 
dark with long black hair and firey 
black eyes, and •almost violently impet-
uousness of manner. 

And this was the sort of man he was 
looking for in the low slums and gilded 
saloons ot New York, when his chief 
sent him on a search after a very differ
ent kind of personage. This man whom 
he was expected to find and decoy into 
the charge of the police and wnose pho
tograph he consulted irom time, had a 
complexion as fair and rosy as that of a 
girl, and had also blonde curls and an 
elegantly-dressed blonde beard. He was 
described as a seeming gentleman of 
leisure in his manner, his associations 
and his extravagance. But his offence 
was a heinous one. He had robbed a 
wealthy old man of an immense sum of 
money and then immured his victim in 
an asylum for the insane, from which a 
liberation had been effected unsuspected 
by the gentlemanly sinner with the ele
gant blonde-beard, and who it was hoped 
would be speedily captured. 

But day followed day, bringing to the 
young detective not the slightest hint of 
success. 

He was heartily discouraged when one 
day be left the office, leaving the chief 
more than usually disappointed and dis
satisfied. 

"Fair and rosy as a gir l! curling blonde 
hair and full beard," he repeated as he 
walked slowly down the street, his head 
bent on his breast, and his hands locked 
on his back. 

"If you are speaking of a man answer 
ing that discnption, you have just passed 
him," said a brisk voice in his ear, 

Oscar Tolles looked up and around 
quickly, in astonishment, but he did not 
see the polished rascal of wbom he wag 
thinking. 

The stranger who had spoken to him 
laughed lightly. 

Oscar glanced at him curiously. The 
intrusive stranger was more, tout ense?n-
ble, like a priest or clergyman than an or
dinary mortal. His dress was of the finest 
black broadcloth, and scrupulously un
assuming in cut and fit. A snowy "chok
er" the closely cropped gray hair, and 
3moothly-shaven face, the grave eyes and 
stern lips, and pleasant voice- all com
pleted the sanctimonious semblance. 

"You are a novice in the detective busi
ness. I infer," observed the Strang .r, 
blandly. 

"Somewhat," acknowledged the young 
fellow, and instantly wroth at his stupidi
ty in making the confession. 

"Well, i t is an art to be learned, I as
sure you. I have been a detective my 
self, and know all about it. I have seen 
you several times, young man, and have 
taken a considerable interest in you. I 
can give you some profitable advice if 
you will find it worth your while to ac
cept the acquaintance of an old man like 
me That is my house around the coiner: 
you see the Mansard, do you not? Here 
is my caid. If you will pardon the pre
sumption of a garrulous old chap as I 
am, I will gladly invite you to lunch 
with me." 

The young detective glanced at the 
neat card. I t was plainly engraved with 
the name of "Abner Davidson." 

Even the most experienced detective 
would hesitate to refuse so fair a seem
ing invitation; the fraternity are too ea
ger for adventuie, and, beside, have an 
irresistible desire to know everybody 
and all about them. Their brain is a 
sort oi store-room where they store faces 
and incidents for possible emergency in 
the future. 

But in this instance Oscar Tolles, less 
discreet than his professional brethren, 
made a confident of his new friend, 
whose appearence indicated his station of 
Hon. Ri tired Prosperity, as he modestly 
assured his visitor, was indeed his 
worldly position. 

"So the poor gentleman has escaped 
from the a3ylnm£" he observed, in unc
tuous tones. "What a mercy! And 
how fortunate that the vile scoundrel 
who caused his incarceration, carelessly 
lost the picture and packet of papers. 
The villain will be ^brought to justice, 
tor it is impossible for him to escape. 
You say the original portrait is painted 
on a porcelain plate that is set on the in
ner case of an old and valuable chron
ometer; and that it and the papers are 
still in the possession of the unfortunate 
man who so happily escaped from the 
home for lunatics? When will vou see 

Aim?" 

"To-night," anaswered the young detec
tive, mentioning the time" and place 
where his cuief requested him to meet 
the man in whose service he had been 
employed. 

After another pleasant half-hour Oscar 
Tolles left the palatial homo of his hos
pitable and new friend, and some time 
later he started for the steamboat land
ing- , >', 

I t was a sultry, thickly-clouded spring 
night, and, either because oppressed by 
the heat or the fumes of Mr. Abner 
Davidson's excellent old port, he was 
very long upon the way, and when he at 
last arrived at his destination he found 
the steamer gone and the passengers due 
all landed and dispersed. . j * 

He was not unprepared the next morn
ing for tbe anger of his chief. 

"If you would succeed in any thing," 
he said with severity, "you must be 
puncutal in every thing. This poor man 
has only escaped from an asylum to be 
foully murdered. Last night, not two 
hundred feet away from the landing, he 
was stabbed to the heart, and the body 
was rifled of that precious watch and 
those valuable papers; and, to make you 
still more culpable for your want of zeal, 
that very rogue with the long blonde 
beard was seen skulking about the place 
not five minutes before the murder was 
committed. The body of poor Tolles—" 

"Tolles?" cried the foiled detective, 
springing to his feet. "Did you say 
Tolles?" 

"You are a fine fellow for a detective," 
sneered the chief, "when you cannot re
member a name the same as your own." 

"You never mentioned the name be
fore," groaned the young fellow. " I 
thought you said Knowles." 

" I mentionion i t now, then," was the 
contemptuous reply: "Oscar Tolles,sen., 
late oi Texas, and the millionaire owner 
of a famous sheep farm. ' » * 

"O, good heavens! my murdered fath
er," cried the young man. , - ^ ^ 

And this conviction so suddenlv forced 
upon him proved to be the truth.' 

His father's fate was at last known, al
though not the mysterious assassin. 

"But I will find the murderer yet," he 
declared to the chief; " I will find him it 
the search cost me all my fortune and 
takes me my lifetime." 

In his first perplexity he decided to 
call upon Abner Davidson for advice. 

He was rather reluctantly admitted to 
the room of his sanctimonious new 
friend, whom he fouHd lying in a luxu
rious couch, and closely wrapped in a 
silken counterpane. 

"Well, my boy, what can I do for you?" 
inquired Abner Davidson, who seemed 
not a little annoyed at the persistence 
whith which the young detective had 
forced his w ay to the apartment. 

"You were 'so kind," faltered Oscar, 
"and seemed so interested in this pecu
liarly mysterious and tragic affair, that 
now he is dead—" 

"Dead! did you say?" interrupted the 
man, in a strangely intense and horrified 
whisper, and at the same time his visage 
turniag gray and ghastly. 

Before Oscar cculd answer, there sud
denly broke the quick silence a sound 
that seemed to come tnrough the wall. 

T i c k ' t i c k ' . t i c k ! 
Slow, loud, regular, like the death-

watch heard in haunted houses. 
The sound aeemed to frenzy the man. 

He jumped up in his bed, his cleanly-
shaven face like ashes, and over it gath
ered and rolled great beads of icy sweat. 

"That cursed watch," he cried, as if he 
had suddenly gone mad. " I stopped it 
myself, and the devil has set it to ticking 
to betray me. But I did not mean to kill 
him— I sweare I did not. I never shed 
human blood in my life. I waylaid him 
to ge t , the papers and the watch. He 
drew his pistol, and I s t ruc v him in self-
defense. In the scuffle, perhaps, my 
knife was accidentally thrust into some 
vital part. But what am I saying? Has 
my brain turned that I should rave like 
this?" 

Oscar had heard every word, while 
wonder, rage and gratifaction were de
picted on his fine, youthful face. 

"Do not mind me," went on Davidson, 
piteously; "I am threatened with brain 
fever, my physicians tells me, and am 
delirious at times. You had better go 
now, and I will see you when I am 
stronger."' 

Tick! t ick! t ick! And with every 
click the man's eyes grew wider, and 
his gestures more furious and spasmodic. 

"Go!" he shrieked at last, in a fury. 
But Oscar's keen eyes had been noting 

every object about the room, and pies-
ently fell upon a queer little che3t that 
had been thrust out of sight, and evi
dently in great haste, for the lid rested on 
the bent catch of the lock, showing that 
the clasp had been forced inward by the 
sudden and violent fall of the cover. 

Through the crevice he caught the 
gleam of cuiliLg blonde hair. 

With his teeth set hard upon his 
nether lip and his heart pounding against 
his breast like a hammer on an anvil, 
he deliberately arose, ciossed the room, 
opened wide the quaint old chest, and 
p lied forth two false wigs. One set was 
black and the other blonde. 

And t ick! t ick! t ick! sounded the hid
den watch in his ear; and the man on the 
bed glared upon him in futile wrath. 

The yt,ung man turned and sternly 
faced the cunning scamp who by, diff
erent ulianes and disguises, had escaped 
detection so successfully ana leng. 

"Abner Davidson, there never lived a 
villain who in the end did not outwit 
himself, and that is what you have done. 
You lecognized me that day, and divined 
why I was playing defective. You 
knew chat your victim had escaped from 
the asylum, and to obtain the informa
tion that you desired you lured me into 
an acquaintance with you. To obtain the 
watch you assumed the blonde disguise in 
which you were known at the asylum, 
and then waylaid my poor father. In 
this black wig you were known as the 
drover who appropriated his property in 
Texas, and whom 1 have always believed 
to be a freebooter. Now I desire to see 
that watch." 

The peculiarly musical and sonorous 
ticking soon guided him to the place 
where it was hidden. 

He opened the curiously-carved old 
case, and saw therein., exquisitely painted 
on porcelain, the portrait of Abner Da
vidson. 

"This is all that is needed to convict 
you, you fiend," said young Tolles. 
"You can ring for your servants now. 
I am going for the officers." 

But when he returned Abner Davidson 
was breathing his last. Pie preferred 
death to disgrace in the citv where he 
had been respected a3 an honest man, and 
he had torn the bandage away from a 
gaping wound made by the pistol-ball of 
his victim, and his dual life was soon 
over. 

And thinking undoubtedly of the im
portant watch, his last words weie : 

"I hear the death-watch in the wall!" 

There were thirteen of the principal 
peities, as Master M. learned, each of 
whom required sacrifices more or less 
horrible. 

Master M. learned that there were 
many other inferior gods, each of which 
had festivals, sacrifices, etc., proportioned 
to his rank and power: that nearly every 
hour of the day was dedicated to some 
god or other. 

He studied the history of the temples, 
and learned why they were four or five 
stories high with the stairs on the outside; 
and all about the everlasting fire which 
burned on the tops of these temples, and 
that there were so many of these that the 
whole country for miles around was al
ways brilliantly illuminated. 

Some Mexican De i t i e s . 

Master M. had much to learn about 
deities. At the head of these stood one, 
infinite, supreme ruler, "the unknown 
God,"' and next beneath him came Tez-
catlipoca, the "son of the world," sup
posed to be the creator of the earth, 
Huitzilopotchli was the god of war, a sort 
of Mars, but with very much more name 
Then there was the god of air, 
Quetzatcoatl, who controlled vegetation, 
metals, and the politics ol the country. 
Here is something Master M. was taught 
to believe ©f him : 

Whon this god, whom we will call Q, 
was on eaith vegetation was so wondor-
fully prolific that a single ear of corn was 
all a man could carry. Everything the 
people needed grew spontaneously. Cot
ton grew more Deautitully tinted than 
the dyers of the present t ime could color 
it. Richest perfumes loaded temperate 
breezes, and everywhere the gaudiest-
colored birds filled the air with most en
trancing harmonies. 

Q had some little difficulty, however, 
with the rest of the goods, and was 
obliged to leave his little paradise. 
When he embarked in his wizard snake-
skin canoe on the shore of the gulf, he 
told his friends that his descendants 
would one day return and bless the land 
as he had done, and that they would be 
like him—tall,fine lookiug,with dark hair, 
white skins, and flowing beards, Alas I 
this belief was m no small degree the 
cause of their ru in ; for the invading 
Spaniards quite nearly answered this de
scription ot Q's descendants. 

Nancy. 

Arty Brace In the Elko Nov , Post 
"Yes, ma'am, I'm an old timer, 

Come out here in May, '49. 
An' have always through bad luck been 

driftin', 
Have busted in mine after mine," 

"From the east?" "Ye-, I come from Ohio 
More'n twenty-eight long years ago. 

8ince when I've been here "in these moun
tains 

A hoem' a cussed hard row." 
"Got a family?" "No, ma'am; or ruther 

None only a woman. You see 
God never sent kids to joura truly, 

Thar was only jist Nancy an' mc. 
Ye see, ma'am, back thar I was fai miu", 

But I could never stand in with luck, 
An'in every uftair that I tackled 

I got most doddurnedlv stuck. 
One year we'd ha\e too rainy weather, 

The next not a cupful 'ud fall, 
Misfortunes come on top o' t'othei 

An' I could'nt do nothin' at all 
Then debt—that curse o' the t>oor man— 

Come squeezin' me tighter'n wax, 
An'the fust thing we kno wed we was home

less 
Everj thing that we had sold for tax. 

Then I kinder srot w lid, an' told Nancy 
I was goin' to emigrate west, 

That I'd come out here to these mountains 
An' r«ot arter gold with the rest. 

I told her till fortune smiled on me 
I'd never come back home again, 

Nor I'd never write one cussed letter 
Till I found a good stack o' the tin, 

"So I left her back thar with her daddy 
An' struck to make money or bust; 

But bad luck kept stickin' right to me 
An' never got hold o' much dust. 

I was bound to stick to mv promise, 
I was spunky as hell, ma'am, ye see, 

So I've not heaid one word from Nancy, 
An' she's never vit heard from me." 

"Is she dead?" 'rMa'am, I couldn't inform 
« y e ; 

She may be fur all that I know; 
Old time, ma'am, makes wonderful changes, 

Aud§I left her a long time ago. 
Butfhar'sone thing that's jist more'n cer

tain— 
Of that thar is no gittin' ' round-

She's married to some other feller 
Or else she is under the ground." 

"Do Hove her?" "Wal, ma'am, I'll jist tell 
ye 

(Though my actions an' woids don'tagree), 
That through all o' these long jears my 

prayer 
Is that some time her dear face I'll see, 

I know I've no right to expect it, 
And I don't, ma'am, to tell ye the tiuth. 

I kin do notlun' now but remember 
Her love as the love o' my vouth. 

Ehr what's that—ye saj ye know Nancy? 
She's true to me all o' these jears? 

An' for m» she'b still lh in' an' prayin'' 
Dod duin it, ma'am, these can't be teais.) 

An'ye saj she's been waitin' an' watchin9 

That her love's nevei -weakened a bit''' 
That in God she's been allers a trustin' 
To send hei Sam back to her vit,J 

W H A T S T H A I " Great God' yer jist foolin' 
Let up, now, that lacket won't win; 

Fur God's sake jist raise up your vail, T I ' I I J I -
You, N vxc\ ? W « , DLKX M\ OLD I,KIN." 

THE HYSTERICUS PORTJKA1T. 

l a a small but handsomely furnished 
sitting room in a London hotel a young 
lady was sitting in an easy chair, before a 
blazing fire, one dreary November after 
noon. Her hat and cloak lay upon the 
table beside her, and from the eager, im
patient glance she turned toward the 
door at every sound of a footstep on the 
staircase outside, it was evident that she 
expected a visitor. 

At last the door opened and a tall, aris
tocratic-locking young man entered the 
room. 

"Harry, what a long time you have 
been!" she exclaimed, springing"up from 
her seat. "What news have you brought? 
What does your father say a l out our— 
our mairiage?" hesitating with the shy
ness of a bride at the last word. 

"Reaa for yourself, Helen," replied her 
husband, handing her an open letter, and 
standing opposite her, leaning against the 
marble mantlepiece, watching intently 
the expression of her fair face as she 
read: 

"In marrying as you heve done, you have 
acted in direct opposition to my" wishes. 
From this day you are no longer my son, 
and I wash my hands of you forever'" 

"Harry, why did you not tell me of 
this before?" exclaimed Helen, as she 
read the haul, ciuel words, looking up 
through the tears into her husband's face. 

"My daning, what was there to tell?"' 
How could I know that my father would 
act .in tins hard-hearted manner? I 
Knew that he wisi ed me to marry the 
daughter cf a nobleman iivingnear Mar-
ston Hall, and so unitp the two estates: 
ba t I had no idea he would cast me off 
tor disobeying his wish. And even if I 
had knowD it." he added, loudly cla«pino-

' his joung bride to Ins heait, and kissiu* 
away the tears from her eyes, " I should 
not have acted differently. My Helen is 
worth fifty estates, and as Ions as she 
loves me I shall never regret the loss of 
Marston Hall and its fair acres. But r 
my love,"' he continued more seriously, 
"there is an end to your promised shop
ping expedition into Bond street. You 
w ill have to do without diamonds, now 
that your husband is a penniless outcast, 
instead of the heir to £15,000 a year. 

"Hush, Harry! Please don't talk like 
that," she said, hurt at his bitter tone. 
"Yon know that it was not of diamonds 
and dress I was thinking. But what are 
you going to do, Harry?" she continued, 
laying her hand upon'his arm, and look-
'ng up sadly into his pale, set face. 
You cannot work for a living." 
"And why not work for a living?" he 

exclaimed, in a determined voice. "Be
cause I happen to be the son of a baro
net, brought up and educated without 
any ideas or knowledge of business ? But 
I will work for my living, and show my 
little wife that I am not quite unworthv 
of the trust and confidence she reposed 
in me when she placed this little hand in 
mine," he added, stooping to kiss the 
small white hand that rested confiiingly 
upon his arm. ° 

I t was while pursuing his favorite study 
of oil paintings among the famous galle
ries of Rome that Harry Marston wooed 
and won Helen Tracy, governess in an 
English family residimg in Italy, and the 
orphan daughter of an officer in the army. 
Before be had known her a month, Harry, 
who had been in love—or fancied himself 

in love—with at least half a dozen differ
ent young ladies in as many months, felt 
that he had at last met his fate. 

Delighted at the idea of being loved "* 
for himself alone, he had not told her of 
his real position, and it was not till the 
marriage ceremony was over that Helen 
discovered that she'had married the eldest 
son of a baronet, and the heir to an estate 
producing £15,000 a vear. 

I t was not without some inward mis
givings that Harry wrote to his father 
telling him of his marriage, which* were 
more than realized by the result, as we 
have seen by the letter from Sir Phil ip 
Marston, which awaited him at his club 
on his return to England with his bride. 

But, full of confidence in his ability to 
maintain himself and wife by his own 
exertions, and tninking that 'surely his 
father would relent and be reconciled to 
him after a time, Harry troubled himself 
very little about his lost inheritance; and 
though their new home -consisting ot 
three small, poorly furnished rooms in a 
back street—was very different from the 
grand old mansion to which he had hoped 
to take his bride, he set to work cheer+ul-
ly at his favorite art. and tried hard to 
earn a living by p a n t i n g pictures and 
portraits. But he soon fonnd that it was 
not so easy as he thought. 

I t was all very well when he was heir 
to Marston Hall, and studied painting 
meie ly from love of art:but picture-deal 
ers, who in those davs had been all flat
tery and obsequiousness to the young 
heir, now that he finally wanted to sell 
his pictures, and sketches, shook their 
heads, and politely but finnly declined 
to purchase. 

At last, one dreary afternoon, when 
Harry was sitting in the little room he 
called his studio, trying to devise some 
new scheme to replenish his slender 
purse, the servant opened the door and 
ushered a white-haired old gentleman in
to the room. 

Placing his chair by the fire for his v is-
itor. H a n y inquiied his business. 

"You are a portrait-painter, I believe, 
sir?" said the old gentleman, looking at 
him through his gold spectacles. 

"That is my profession, sir." replied 
Harrv, delighted at the thought of having 
found a commission at last. v" 

"Well, sir, I want you to paint the por
trait of my daughter." # 

"With pleasure, s i r , ' said Harry ea
gerly. "When can the lady give me the 
first sitting?"' 

"Alas! sir, she is dead—dead to me 
these twenty years, and I killed her— 
broke her heart with my harshness and 
cruelty!" exclaimed the old man, in an 
exoited, trembling voice. 

A strange chill came ovei Harry, as the 
idea that his mysterious visitoi mast be 
an escaped lunatic crossed his mind; but 
mastering, with an effort, his emotion, the 
stranger continued 

"Pardon me, young sir. This is of no 
interest to you. My daughter is dead, 
and I want you to paint her portiait from 
my description, as I perfectly well re
member her twentv years ago." 

"I will do my host, sir, but it will be 
no easy task, and you must be piepared 
tor many disappointments," said Harry, 
when, having given a long descnption of 
the iorm and features of his long-lost 
daughter, the old man :ose to depart, 
and for weeks he worked incessantly 
upon the mysterious portrait of the dead 
girl, making sketch attei sk( tch, each of 
which was rejected by the lemorse-
stricken father, unHi the woik began to 
exercise a stiange kind of fascination over 
him, and he sketched face after face, as if 
under the influence of a spell. 

At last, one evening, wearied with a 
day of fruitless exertion, he was sitting 
over the fire watching his wife, who sat 
opposite, busy with some needlework, 
when an id«a suddenly flashed upon him. 

"Tall, fair, with golden hair and dark 
blue eyes? Why Helen, it is the v<-ry 
picture of yourself!" he exclaimed, start
ing from his seat, taking his wife s fair 
face between his two hands, and crazing 
intently into her eyes. 

Without losing a moment he sat down 
and commenced to sketch Helen's face, 
and when his strange patron called the 
next day, H a n y was so busily engaged 
putting the finishing touches to his por
trait that he did not hear him enter the 
room, and woiked for some moments un
conscious of nis presence, until, with the 
cry of "Helen, my daugh te r r ' the old 
man buiried him "aside, and stood en
tranced before the portrait. 

After gazing for some minutes ' n 
silence, broken only by his own half-
suppressed sobs of remorse, the old man 
turned slowly aiound to Hairy, and 
asked him in an eager voice where tie 
had obtained the original of the picture. 

"I t is the portrait ot my wife," rep-ied 
he. 

"Ycur wife, sir! Who was she9 Par
don me for aslrimi the question," he 
added; "but I have heard lately that my 
poor Helen left an orphan daughter, ana 
for the last six months I have been vain
ly trying to find the child of my lost 
daughter, so that by kindness and" devo
tion to my grandchild I might, in part at 
least, -atone for harshness toward her 
mother." 

Harry was beginning to tell him the 
story of his meeting with Helen, at Rome, 
and their subsequent marriage, when the 
door opened, and bis wife entered the 
room. 

Perceiviag that her husband was en
gaged, she was about to retreat, when 
the old gentleman stooped her, and after 
looking earnestly in her face for a few 
moments, exclaimed, "Pardon me, mad-
ame, can you tell me your mother's 
maiden name?" 

"Helen Treherne," replied Helen, 
wonderingiy. 

" I knew it, I knew i t!" exclaimed the 
old man, in an excited voice. "At last I 
have found the child of my poor lost 
daughter!" 

In a few words Mr. Treherne explained 
how he had cast off his only child on ac
count of her marriage with a poor officer,, 
and refused even to open her letters 
when she wrote asking for rorgiveness. 

"But, thank Heaven!" said he, when 
he had finished his sad story, a I can 
atone in some measure for mv harshness 
toward my Helen by taking her Helen to 
my heart and making her mv daughter." 

I t is needless to add that when Sir 
Phil ip Marston heard that his son had 
married the heiress of one of the finest 
and oldest estates in the country, he at 
once wrote a letter of reconciliation to 
Harry, and, after all, Helen eventually 
became mistress of Marston Hall, in the 
picture gallery of which no painting is 
more valued and treasured than "The 
Mysterious Portrait ." 
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