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THE THREE CHIMES.
BT RICHARD ATXtSSOJf.

T lie b ells  are ringing  across th e  sn ow — 
A cross th e  snow  in th e  C hristm as E v e ; 

Now w ild  am t sw e et, now  fa in t and low , 
T his oong th e  vo ices  w e a v e :

W e sing  a  requiem , sad  and slow ,
To th e  sa in ted  rest o f  d ays o f  y o r e ; 

f o r  m en m ust com e and m en m u st go, 
In th e  q u ick  years  everm ore.

W e ring  a  chim e—and a  h app y ch im e— 
To th e  troubled  h earts ot m en th a t b e ; 

As cam e a  vo ice  o f  o lden  tim e  
On th e  shores o f  G alilee. *

B ut fair o f  a ll is  th e  last sw e et ch im e— 
W e rin g  o f  th e  years and years to  be 

E re com eth  th e  golden  harvest tune  
O f im m o r ta lity !

A NEW YEAR’S STORY.
BY A. n .
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Several years ago, in this city, on a bright, 
warm New Tear's morning, such as are 
only cryoyed by the inhabitants of the 
sunny Sooth, a fair girl, over whose queenly 
head twenty summers had hardly passed, 
sat in an attitude of deep thought.

As she sat there, wholly absorbed in her 
own reflections, she formed a picture pleas
ant to look upon; for, though no one would 
have dreamed of calling Jessie Morton 
beautiful, there was still a sweet serious
ness in those large, gray eyes, and a pen
sive look about the small, well-formed 
mouth, which rendered her wonderfully at
tractive; while in her slight figure there 
was a certain dignity of carriage which 
commanded respect. *

Peculiar to herself 1 say, for about Jessie 
Morton there was a rare touch of origin
ality and an independence of character 
which had displayed itself at an early age, 
and which had grown with her growth and 
strengthened with her strength. When 
only sixteen she had been deprived of one 
of the greatest of earth’s blessings, namely, 
a mother’s love and watch care, and hence, 
as her father was a busy man of the world, 
and much engrossed in its cares, she had 
been thrown more upon her own resources 
than most girls of that age.

Possessed of a reticent and somewhat 
shrinking nature, and consequently unob
trusive with her own views, she had by her
self wrought out many of the great prob 
lems of life, which the majority pass light! 
over, either from a sense that everything 
bound to turn out right in the end, or from 
a natural indolence, which renders it too 
much of an effort to grapple with hard 
facts, and tone them down to a practical 
living principle.

Not that I wish to convey the idea of 
Strong, resolute woman, with extraordinary 
force of character, and unyielding firmness 
of purpose in the execution of her own par 
ticular views and feelings —far from it 
There were many times when Jessie faltered 
irresolutely on the threshold of that which 
seemed to her a hard truth. On such occa
sions she realized her own weakness to such 
an extent- that to maintain what her inne 
nature and the promptings of her own heart 
told her was right seemed almost an impos 
sibility. But in the majority of cases she 
would come off victor, thereby enjoying that 
which only those who have experienced it 
can appreciate, a triumphant feeling of self
conquest.

For some time Jessie Morton had felt that 
the custom of offering wine to New Year’s 
callers was an injurious one, apd attended 
in many instances by most unpleasant con
sequences ; and the subject of the brown 
study in which we found her wrapped in 
the beginning of our little story was this : 
whether or not to follow society’s customs 
to the letter, and, as on former occasions of 
that kind, to have wine among the refresh
ments; or to substitute in its place some 
milder beverage. She knew that, did she de 
cide upon the latter, and carry out her own 
principles on the subject, she would be the 
object of comment and criticism, a result 
which, to one of her shrinking nature, 
would be most disagreeable, to use the mild
est term. Finally, however, after revolving 
the case in all its points, she came to the 
conclusion that wine should not be dealt to 
her guests that day.

Satisfied with the result of her medita
tions, she arose, and had hardly finished 
her toilet when her first caller was an
nounced. With sbme trepidation she de
scended, and advanced to meet her visitor 
80 gracefully and with so sweet a smile, 
that inwardly he pronounced her the most 
charming creature he had ever seen. But, 
as was quite natural, he soon observed the 
absence of the customary beverage, and 
Jessie could readily detect a sneer in his 
manner and words, subsequent to the un
pleasant discovery.

The next visitor was an old and valued 
friend of the family, who had proved 
himself such by bis kindness and sym
pathy in times of sorrow and adversity, 
and for whom Jessie entertained the high
est regard. In him she felt she would 
find an advocate, nor was she mistaken; 
for, upon leaving, he grasped her hand, 
eaying as he did so : ‘‘God bless you for 
the step which you have to-day taken. 
Though you should encounter opposition, 
your noble example in thus braving popu
lar prejudice may have a lasting influence 
for good where you may least expect it 

“Thank you, oh, so much, tor those kind 
words of encouragement," replied Jessie, 
with tears in her eyes. “It was with 
struggle that I could bring myself thus to 
break over the bounds of prescribed so
ciety etiquette; bnt now, with the approval 
of my own conscience, and with what you 
have said, I feel strengthened to meet any
thing that may come.”

And her courage did not forsake her, for 
as one after [another of her many guests 
came and went, in the majority of cases, 
the new sparkle in her eyes, and the bril
liance of repartee, her grace and unusually 
charming manner more than compensated 
for the lack of the ruddy wine. With Jessie 
herself, the few sneering expressions which 
fell from the lips of those who came more 
for the purpose of being inwardly refreshed 
than from any particular regard to herself, 
had not a feather's weight/

I might make one exception, in the case 
of a young man of her acquaintance, 
w hose face for the last few months would 
occasionally come before her, in spite of 
her strict assertion that she cared nothing 
for him; for when he came she watched 
almost breathlessly for the effect which her 
plan would produce upon him, and as she 
recognized the scorufnl curl in his lip and 
the well-bred contempt which was evident 
upon his fine features, a feeling of indigna
tion arose within her.
» l'aul Travers (such we will call him) was 
in reality a young man of good principles, 
but contact with the world had, in a degree, 
warped them, and he looked upon this step 
which Jessie Morton had taken with a feel
ing that it was merely temperance fanat
icism. Jessie, in turn, felt that her motives 
had been unappreciated, and that the only

person for whom she cared had left her 
presence with an entirely wrong idea re
specting her.

Vet, that night, when she laid her head 
upon her pillow, it was with a sweet feeling 
of satisfaction that no one had taken tram 
her hand that which has ended in ruin for, 
alas! how many.

Ou the following morniug her father 
rallied her on her openly expressed tem
perance sentiments, and jocosely inquired 
what secret society of that nature she in 
tended to .grace with her presence; but 
ended by saying in a kind manner (for he 
was very proud and very fond of his little 
housekeeper, as he called her) that he 
thought she was rather injudicious in the 
course she had taken.

In reply, she mildly stated her convic
tions and reasons for so doing in so clear 
aud decided a way, that her father was 
obliged to admit tbe force of her argument, 
and laughingly declared himself completely 
vanquished.

“By the way. Jessie,” continued he. “why 
don’t you ask how I obtained my informa
tion ? I suppose it was because you were 
so enthusiastic in vindicating your con
duct.”

“Well, how did you find out ?” replied 
Jessie, smilingly. “I see you are anxious 
to tell.”

“Last night, when ou my way home, I 
stumbled upon our friend Paul Travers."

This young man was a particular favorite 
of Mr. Morton, and, as he mentioned the 
name, he paused, looked at his daughter to 
see what effect it would have: but as, to 
bis secret disappointment, she neither 
looked lip nor down, changed color nor 
displayed agitation in the least degree, he 
proceeded: "He had. just come from assist
ing a friend home, who had accompanied 
him on his round of New Year's calls, aud 
by night, through the quantity of wine he 
had imbibed at the many different places, 
was thoroughly intoxicated. ’And this 
was not the only case which I 
this night witnessed,' said Travers, ‘and I 
wish to be allowed to beg your daughter's 
pardon for misjudging her. aH I must con
fess I did, when I discovered the absence of 
wine at her board to-day.' Of course, I 
could not refuse him. Puss, so I suppose 
many days will not pass before you will 
have the pleasure of seeing a representative 
of the masculine gender thoroughly hum
bled before you. I believe 'suc-h an occur
rence is highly gratifying to the feminine 
heart."

A MINERS SECRET.
The U rt VUm la IKeidcsl Camp.

“To your last remarks, yes, certainly." 
replied Jessie, laughingly; thou, in a more 
serious tone, “I am very glad if my con- 
duet yesterday caused even one person, 
blinded by society’s prejudicial veil, to see 
the injurious effect of this time-honored 
custom, and to open his eves to its danger.” 

“Well, well, kttle one.' said her father 
as he rose to go, “you always arc right, aud 
I am entirely convinced that this is no ex
ceptional case :" and kissing her fondly he 
left her, thinking as he went down the 
street what a blessing ami comfort liis 
little Jessie had been to him since that sad. 
sad day when he had followed the dead 
body of his loved aud loving wife to the 
cold aud silent tomb. “But the time is fast 
coming when she will be no longer my 
little Jessie," was his mental soliloquy, -for 
it is plainly evident that her charms and 
virtues are appreciated by others beside 
myself, and really, if lam obliged to give 
her up, I do not know of npy one to whom 
I could trust my jewel, unless it be Paul 
Travers ; and she seems so provokingiy iu* 
different to him. But I know enough about 
such matters to understand that any inter
ference on my part would only make mat- j 
ters worse." Just then, meeting a friend, 
his meditations were brought to an cud. I 
aud he thought no more of tLe subject at i 
that time.

Long after her lather left her Jessie Mor
ton sat, witL a sweet smile upon her face, 
uzing dreamily out upon the azure sky: 

*nd as the eveniight shone upou her hair- 
making it appear like burnished gold, and 
her eyes with that faraway look which re
minds oue of water in a shady valley, she 
ormed a fit picture for one of Raphael's 

Madonnas. What was the subject of this 
leasing reverie we may not presume to say ; 

but when she finally arose it was with a new 
light in her eyes which could not be misun
derstood.

That evening Paul Travers called, and 
never was he so impressed by a woman as 
by Jessie Morton on that occasion. After 
adroitly bringing about the subject spoken 
of in the morning conversation with her 
father, lie expressed his shame for so mis
construing her motives in respect to the 
course which she had the day before taken, 
saying, as he did so : “ Last night I received 
convincing proofs of the wisdom of your 
movement; and if all the ladies were to 
thus openly declare their opinions on this 
subject, the change would be plainly felt. 
Many I know would be glad to abolish wine 
on these occasions, but fear of ridicule pre
vents th -ir so doing. 31 ay your noble ex
ample prove a lasting benefit, and may oth
ers, thus encouraged, be equaiiy resolute to 
brave society’s opposition."

Ou leaving, Paul asked if he might occa
sionally enjoy an evening with her, whom 
he felt to be a model of womanhood. Not 
apparently noticing his very pointed com
pliment, she replied that she should he 
most happy to comply with his request. 
He was not slow in improving the golden 
opportunity. Now, there would be a new 
book to submit to her criticism; then, a 
piece of choice music.

Thus frequently thrown together, each 
felt the superiority of the other; and regard 
soon ripened info its twin sister—love.

The ancient maxim, that “the course of 
true love never did run smooth,” in their 
case was happily disproved; for one bright 
evening in the following autumn. Jessie 
Morton emerged into Mrs. Paul Travers, 
amid the congratulations of her many 
friends, and the chimes of the wedding 
bells.

And ask Paul Travers to-day what first 
attracted him to his lovely wife, he will 
answer promptly that it was the noble inde
pendence which she displayed on a certain 
New \  ear's day, once upon a time.

Should any of my readers be sufficiently 
interested to seek to ascertain the truth of 
this story, they can do so by calling 
at a handsome residence in one of the 
pleasantest parts ot this citv, and inquiring 
for the presiding genius of tli6 well-ordered 
household, who will, I guarantee, give them 
the desired information. In conclusion, I 
would venture to assert that on the morrow, 
though the guests of Mrs. Travers will be 
cordially welcomed and hospitably enter
tained, wine will form no part of the re
freshments on that occasion.

A saloon keeper having started business 
in a building where trunks bad been made, 
asked a friend what he had better do with 
the old sign, “Trunk Factory,” “Oh,” said 
the friend, “Just change the T to D, and it 
will suit you exactly.”

(Joaqu in  M iller in  th e  January N um ber o f  Scrib  
ner’a M onthly.]

Mexican Camp was a nest of snow-white 
miners' tents huddled do rn in a dimple of 
the Sierras. If you had stood near the flag
pole in the center of the camp, on which the 
stars and stripes raised or lowered on the 
arrival or departure of the Mustang express 
—tbe only regr’ar thread connecting the 
camp with the outer world—and looked in
tently west, you might have seen, on a day 
of singular clearness, beyond some new-born 
cities, the flash of the Pacific in the sun. 
At your back, mountains black with pine 
and cedar, then bald and gray witli granite, 
basalt and cinder, then wuite with everlast 
ing snow, Lad made you .el strong and se
cure of intrusion in the rear. Close about 
you, on the hillsides and in the gulch, you 
had seen trees lifting their limbs above 
the heads of thousands of men who 
knew for this time no other shel.er 
while at your feet in the gulch, ant 
as far down as the eye could follow it, the 
little muddy stream struggled on througl 
little fleets of tin and iron pans, great Mexi 
can wooden bowls, and through cradles, 
toms and sluices. You had seen long gray 
lines of Mexican mules stringing around the 
mountain, winding into camp with their 
heavy burdens; you had heard the shout* 
spiced thick with oaths, of the tawny pack 
ers; you had heard the sound of the ham 
mer and axe on every hand, for a new city 
had been born, as it were, the night before 
and this was its first struggle-cry and reach 
ing of uncertain hands. AU day on either 
side the stream sat a wall of men washing 
for gold. The Mexican and the American 
were side by side that had been breast to 
breast at Monterey; the lawyer wrought be
side liis client: the porter found his strong 
arms made him the superior to the dainty 
gentleman to whose wants lie had once min 
istered.

That was a democracy pure and simple 
Life, energy, earnestness. That was the 
beginning of a race in life in which all had 
an even start. What an impulse it was 
It inspired the most sluggish. It thrilled 
the most indifferent, dignified and ennobled 
the basest soul that was there. Mexican 
Camp has perished, but it has left its les
son—a verdict clear and unqualified in favor 
of the absolute equality of men, without 
anv recommendation of mercy to masters.

Each man. peer or peon, hail six feet of 
ground. That was made a law at a miners’ 
meeting 1 Id around the flagstaff the day it 
was raised at which Kangaroo Brown pre
sided with uncommon diguitv. considering 
liis long term of service at Sidney, not to 
mention the many indiscretions laid to his 
charge before leaving his native countrv at 
his country’s expense for his country's good.
It was at first passed that a miner should 
hold five feet only; but a Yankee who had 
an uncommonly rich claim moved a recon
sideration. and. without waiting to ®et a 
second, made a speech and put his own mo
tion. This was his speech aud motion, de
livered at the top of his voice : “ Bovs, I ®o 
you a foot better. Blast it. let's give a fel
low enough to be buried iu anyhow. All 
those that say six feet make it manifest bv 
saying • ave.’"

There was a chorus. “The 'ayes’ have it. 
and six feet is the law; and I now declare 
this meeting adjourned 'sign die,’ ” and the 
convict chairman descended from the pine 
stump where he had stood in his shirt 
sleeves, took up his pick and pan. and. di
vested of his authority ot an hour, entered 
Ins claim and bent his back to the toil, as 
did the thousands of men around him.

M.-xican Camp flourished like a palm far 
many years, then, like an plater-m;iicr 
camps, it began to decline. The gold was 
washed from the best parts of the gulch, 
and the best men of the camp, one bv one. 
returned to their homes in other lands, or 
retired to camps deeper in the mountain- 
as their fortunes directed. As the Saxon 
went out the Celestial came iu. but gave no 
new blood to the camp. Vacant cabins and 
adobe chimneys stood all up and down tl 
gulch, and lizards sunned themselves upon 
them undisturbed. The butcher, the g .t 
autocrat oi the mining camp, be-au to 
come around with his laden mules but twice 
a week instead of twice a dav. A bad si -u 
lor tfie camp.

But there was one cabin that was never 
' acant, it stood apart lroin town, on the 
brown hillside, aud as it was one of the 
lirst. so it promised to be the last of the 
camp. It a!wavs hail an ugly- bull-dog tied 
to the door, and was itself a low, suspicious 
looking structure that year by year sank 

I aa tb!’ grass grew taller around it.
till if seemed trying to hide iu the chap ,i- 
rai. K had but one occupant—a silci t 
selfish man. who never came out bv dav 
except te bury himself alone in his claim at 
work. Nothing was know n of him at all, 
save the story that he had killed Ids i rt- 
ner in a gambling house away back Ul- 
w here in l'1. He was shunned and f -d 
hy a.., and lie approached and spoke to no 
one. except the butcher, the grocer and ex
pressman ; aud to these only briefiv. oi 
business. ! believe, however, that tlie old 
outcast anown as “tortv-nine Jimmy” 
sometimes sat on the bank and “ilked t > 
the murderer at work in his Maim. It was 
even said that Forty-nine was on fair terms 
with the dog at the door: but as this was 
doubted by the man who kept the or - 
saloon now remaining in Mexican Camp 
and who was ■ msequently an uuthoritv] 
the report was rot believed.

This solitary man of the savage do*** wa3 
known as “The Gopher." That was no, the 
name given him by liis parents, but it w s 
the name Mexican Camp had given him. a 
generation before, and it was now tbe onlv 
name by which lie was known. The amount 
ot gold which he had hoarded and hidden 
away iu that dismal old cabin through yea., 
ami years ot incessant toil was computed t ) 
be enormous.

\  ear alter year the ^rass stole fuitUer 
down from the hill-tops to which it had been 
driven, as it were, in tbe early settlement of 
the camp: at last it environed the few re
maining cabins, as if they were besieged, 
and it stood up tall and undisturb l in the 
only remaining street. Still, egularly 
three times a day, the smoke < led up 
irom tne Gophers cabin, and the bull-dog 
kept unbroken sentry at the door.

A uuartz lead hail been struck a little wav 
further up the gulch, and a rival town es
tablished. The proprietors named the new 
camp Orodelphi; but the man of the sa
loon of Mexican Camp, who a!wavs insisted 
he was a born genius, tailed i t r* Jlogem.”
It stuck like wax. and •• Hogem** is the onlv 
name by which the little town is known to 
this day.

One evening there was consternation 
among the idlers of Mexican Camp. It was 
announced that the last saloon was to be re* 

i *2 Hogem. A remonstrance was 
i °.f’. w!ien a man known as the 

‘•Judge, from his calm demeanor iu the 
lace ot the gravest trouble, urged that the 
calamity was not so grave after all, since 
each man could easily transport his blankets 

‘rT*nS l,aa to the vacant cabins of 
Hogem, no more was said.

The next winter the Gopher was left 
utterly alone, and in the January spring 
that followed, the grass aud clover crept 
down strong and thick from the hills, aud 
spread in a pretty carpet across the unmeas
ured streets ot the once populous and pros- 
petous Mexican Camp. Little gray-horned 
toads sunned themselves on the great flat 
rocks that had served for hearthstones, aud 
the wild hop-vines clambered up and across 
the toppling and shapeless chimnevs.

Some idlers sat at sunset on the verandah 
of the saloon at Hogem, looking down the 
gulch as the luauzaniti smoke curled up 
from the Gopher's cabiu.

A sailor broke silence: “Looks like a Fee- 
jee camp on a South Sea island.”

“Robinson Crusoe—the last man of Mexi
can Camp—the last rose of summer." This 
was said by a young mau who had sent some 
verses to the Ilangtown Weekly.

“Looks to me, iu its crow's nest of chapar
ral, like the lucky ace of spades," added a 
man who sat apart contemplating the wax 
under the nail of his right forefinger.

Tfie school master here picked up the ace 
of hearts, drew out his pencil, and figured 
rapidly.

“There !" he cried, flourishing the card,
“I put it an ounce a day for eighteen years, 
and that is the result." Tfie figures aston
ished them all. It was decided that tlie 
old miser had at least a mule load of gold 
in liis cabin.

“It is my opinion," said the squire, who 
was small ol stature, and coDsenueutly in- 
soient and impertinent, “he Lad ought to 
be taken up, tried and hung for kiliing his 
partner in’49.”

“The time has run out," said the coroner, 
who now came up, adjusting a tall hat to 
which he was evidently not accustomed;
“the time for such cases, by the law made

and provided, has rnn outj and it is my 
opinion 1t can’t be did.”

Not long after this it was discovered t'na.t 
the Gopher was not at work. Then it came 
out that he was veryill, and that old Forty- 
nine was seen to enter his cabin.

Early one frosty morning in the fall fol
lowing, old Forty-Dine Jimmy sat by the 
door of the only saloon at Hogem. He held 
an old bull-dog by a tow string, and both 
man and dog were pictures of distress as 
they shivered from the keen cold wind that 
came pitching down from the snow-peaks. 
As I approached, the man shivered till his 
teeth chattered, and, clutching at his string, 
looked helplessly over his shoulder at the 
uncompromising barkeeper, who had just 
arisen and opened the uoor to let out the 
bad odors of his den. The dog shivered, too, 
and came up and sat down close enough to 
receive the sympathetic hand of old Forty- 
nine on his oroad bowed head. This man 
was a relic and a wreck. Nearly twenty 
years of miner's life and labor in the moun
tains, interrupted only by periodical sprees, 
governed in their duration solely by the 
result of his last “clean up." had made him 
one of a tvpe of men know a only to the 
Pacific. True, he failed to negotiate with 
the savage cinnamon-headed vendor of 
poison, but he was no beggar. It was 
simply a failure to obtain a Wall street ac
commodation in a small way. I doubt if 
the bristle-haired barkeeper himself ques
tioned the honesty of Forty-Line. It was 
merely a question of ability to pay, and the 
decision of the autocrat had been promptly 
and firmly given against the applicant. 
Perhaps, iu strict justice to the red haired 
wretch that washed his tumblers and 
watched for victims that frosty morning, I 
should state that appearances were certain
ly against Forty-nine. It is nothing at all 
against a brave, frugal gold miner, lifting 
his heart out of and over the Sierras to a 
group awaiting him away in the East, to be 
found wearing patches on his clothes, and 
even patches on the patches: in fact. I 
have known many who, coupling a quaint 
humor with economy, wore—neatly stitched 
on that portion of a certain garment most 
liable to wear and tear when the owner 
had onlv bowlders and hard benches to sit 
upon—t.ie last week’s flour sack bearing this 
inscription in bold, black letter, “Warranted 
superfine, 50 lbs." But Forty-nine had not 
even a patch, therefore no fiour sack. ergo. 
no flour. The most certain sign of the 
wreck uf a California miner is the absence 
ot top boots. When all other signs fail, 
this one is infallible. You can with tolera
ble certainty, in the placer mines, tell how 
a miner's claim is paying by the condition 
and quality of his top boots. Forty-nine 
had no boots, only a pair ot slippers im
provised from “what hud been," and be
tween the top of these and the leg of his 
pantaloons there was no compromise across 
the naked, cold-blue ankles. These signs, 
together with a buttonless blue shirt that 
showed liis hairv bosom, a frightful beard, 
anil hair beneatn a hat that drooped like a 
wilted palm leaf, were the circumstantial 
evidences from which Judge Bat keep made 
his decision.

1 have noticed that those who stop, stand 
and look longest at the tempting display of 
viands iu cook-shop windows, are those that 
have not a penny to purchase with. Per
haps there was something of this nature in 
old Forty-nine that impelled him to look 
again and again over his shoulder—as he 
jutched tighter to the tow-string—at tlie 
iunamon headed bottle-washer behind the 

bar at Hogem.
As I stood before this man. lie turned his 

yes from the barkeeper and lifted them 
helplessly to mine—

“Charlie is dead."
“Charlie who Who is 'Charlie " 
“Charley Godfrey, the gopher, and here , 
his dog." and as lie spoke the dog, as if ! 

knowing his master's name, and feeling liis 
ss. crouched close to the old man's legs.
A new commotion in Hogem. Say what 

you will of gold, whenever any oue shuts 
liis eyes and turns forever from it, as if in 
contempt, for a day at least, assumes a 
majesty proportionate with the amount he
lms left behind him. and set-ins to despise.

The coroner, who was a candidate for a 
higher oflice, marshaled the leading spirits 
at Hogem, and proceeded to the cabiu where 
the dead man lay. He felt that his reputa
tion was at stake, and entering the cabin, 
said in a solemn voice. “In the name of the 
aw I take possession of this premises." 

Some one at the door, evidently not a friend 
the coroner's political aspirations, called 

out: “O, what a hat 1" The officer was not
abashed, but towered up till his tall hat 
touched the roof, and repeated, “In the 
name of tlie law, I take possession of this 
premises." This time there was no response 
or note of derision, and it was quietly con
ceded that the Gopher and all his gold were 
iu the hands of the coroner.

Standing there, the jury, under direction 
of the coroner, gave a verdict of “death j 
from general debility." Some one tried to 
bring tlie coroner into contempt agaiu bv I 
afterward calling attention to the fact that 
lie hail forgotten to swear the juiy: but the 
officer replied : "It is not necessary in such I 
cases by the law made and provided," and ! 
so was counted wise aud correct.

They bore the body oi the last man of j 
Mexican Camp to the graveyard on the 
hill — may be a little nearer to heaven, j 
How odd that nearly ail graveyards are ou j 
ahili! The places of chief mourners were 
given to Forty-nine and the dog. Whether j 
these places were given because Forty-nine | 
was the only present acquaintance of the j 
deceased, or whether the dog quietly as- ! 
serteil a right that no one cared to dispute, 
is not certain. .Most likely it was one of 
those things that naturally and. therefore, 
correctly adjust themselves.

When these bearded men iu blue shirts j 
rested their burden at the open grave, they 
looked at each other, and there was an un
pleasant pause. Perhaps they thought of 
ihe Christian burial service iu other lauds, I 
anil felt that something was wanting. Ai j 
last Forty-nine stole up close to the head of i 
the grave, hesitated, lifted aud laid aside his I 
old slouch hat, and looking straight down I 
iuto the earth, said, in a low anil helpless I 
way: • j

“Earth to earth, and dust to dust 1" hesi- I 
tated again, and then continued: “ Tlie 
mustard and the clover seed are but lit.le 
tilings, aud no one can tell the oue from the 
other; yet bury them iu the uttermost parts ! 
of the earth aud each will bring its kind ' 
perfect and beautiful—anil—and—man is 
surely more than a little seed—and—and—" 
here he broke down utterly, anil knelt and 
kissed the face of the dead.

The men looked away for a while, as if 
to objects iu the horizon, aud then, without 
looking at each other, or breaking silence, 
lowered the unshapely box, caught up the 
spades, aud found a positive relief iu heap
ing the grave.

Then tlie coroner, as iu duty bound, or. as 
he expressed it, “as required by the law 
in such cases made anil provided,” di
rected lus attention to a search for the 
buried treasure.

Yeast-powder boxes, oyster cans and sar
dine boxes, old boots and qlrcksilver tanks 
were carried out to the light and inspected, 
without results.

“In the straw of the bunk,” said the coro
ner—and blankets, bunk and straw were 
carried out to the sun; but not an ounce of 
gold. To make sure against the intrusion 
of the ill-disposed, the unwearied Con ner 
slept ou the spot. The next day the hearth 
was taken up carefully, piece by piece, but 
only crickets clad iu black, and” little pink
eyed mice met the eager eyes of the men.
At last some one suggested that as 
the hard-baked earthen floor was the 
last place in which one would look 
lor hidden treasures, that was probably 
tbe first aud only place iu which the Gopher 
bad buried his gold. The thought made the 
coroner enthusiastic. He scut for picks, 
and, if I must tell the truth, and the whole 
truth, he sent for whisky also. By sunset 
the entire earthen floor hail been dug to the 
depth of many feet and emptied outside the 
door. Not a farthing's worth of gold was 
fouud. The next day the chimney was 
taken down. Lizzards, dust of adobes, but 
nothing more. I am bound to say that about 
this time tbe memory of tbe man just taken 
to the bill was held in but little respect, and 
that a good or bad name, so far as the over- 
zealous coroner was concerned, depended 
entirely on the results of the search. But 
one more thing remained to be done; that 
was to remove the cabin. Shingle by 
shingle, log by log, the structure was lev
eled. Wood rats, kangaroo mice, horned 
toads, a rattlesnake or two that had gone 
iuto winter quarters under the great logs, 
and that was all. Not an ounce of gold was 
found in the last cabin of Mexican Camp.

The flat was then staked off as mining 
ground by some enterprising strangers, aud 
they began in the centre to sluice it to the 
bedrock. They sluiced up the gulch for a

month, and then down the fPf .a
month until the whole hillside was seal pe ,
as it were, to the bone, and the treasur - 
hunters were bankrupt, but not even so 
much as the color of the dead mau s gold 
was found. „ , ,, „ _Hogem was disgusted, and the Gopuer 
was voted a worse man dead than living.

It began to be noticed, however, t-iat 
Forty-nine bad mended somewhat in bis 
personal appearance since the death of the 
Gopher, and it was whispered that he knew 
where the treasure was. Some even went 
so far as to say that he had the whole pile 
of it in liis possession. “Some of these 
nights he’ll come up missing,” said the 
butcher, striking savagely at his steel 
across his block. In justice to Hogem it 
must be observed she was not without 
grounds to go upon in her suspicion, r or 
was not Fortv-nine near the man at bis 
death ! Aud ‘if he could get his dog, why 
not get his gold also !

Oue night Forty-nine, holding tight to a 
tow-string, sliutfted up to me in a saloon, 
and timidly plucking my sleeve, said:

“Going away, I hear ?”
“Yes.”
“To the States ?"
“Yes.”
“Near to Boston ?”
"3Iay be.” , ,,
“Well, then, look here; come with me. 

And with an old dog bumping his head 
against his heels, he led the way out of the 
door, down the gulch to his cabin. He 
pulled the latch-string, entered, and Anally 
struck a light. Sticking the candle in a 
whisky bottle that stood on the greasy table 
in tbecentre of the earthen floor, he pieked 
up the tow-string, and pointing to the bunk 
in the corner, we sat down together, and 
the old dog rested his nose between the old 
man’s legs.

Alter looking about the cabin in nervous 
silence for a time. Forty-nine arose with a 
look of determination, handed me his string, 
stepped to a niche in the wall, and taking 
an old crevieing knife, stuck it in stoutly 
above the latch.

"This means something,” said I to myself. 
“Here will be a revelation,” ami I confess 
that a vision of the Gopher’s gold hags 
crossed my mind with tempting vividness. 
After a while the old man came back, took 
up tlie whisky bottle, removed the candle 
from the niche, aud, holding it up between 
his lace and the light, which he held in the 
other hand, seemed to decide some weighty 
proposition, by the run ot the beads in the 
bottle, aud then turned and offered it to uie 
in silence. As I declined his kindness, lie 
hurriedly took a long draught, replaced the 
candle, then came and sat down close at 
my side, took his string, and the old dog 

tin thrust his nose between his knees.
‘You see"—and the man leaned over to 

me and began in a whisper and strangeness 
of manner that suggested that his mind was 
v a idering—“you see, we all came out from 
Boston together—Godfrey, that's the Go
pher. Wilson, that's Curly, and I. Things 
didn't go t ight with me there after I came 
away, sol just let them drift here. Lost 
my 'grip.- as they say; didn’t have any 
'snap' any more, as people call it. Godfrey 
and Wilson got on very well, though, till 
Wilson was killed."

“Till the Gopher killed him ?” I added. 
“Well, now, there's where it is." said old 

Forty-nine, aud he shuddered. Tlie dog, 
too, seemed to grow nervous, and crowded 
his ugly head up tighter between the old 
man’s legs.

Inartistic as it is. I must add that here he 
again handed me the string, aud. rising 
solemnly, went deliberately through the 
process of removing the candle and con
templating the contents of the bottle. Again 
I declined the offer. I was wondering in 
which part of that wretched cabin were the 
bags of gold.

The mail sat down and continued his story 
exactlv as before.

It was a bitter night in January, a night 
when homeless wtnderers on~lfie moor 

• i f ciink down find froze to dentil, 
and t̂he very marrow seemed to congeal in
one’s bones. 

■There's one steam,'•meres advantage in
growled a fat old gentleman in the corner 
feat- ‘‘wind and weather don t aftect it. 
No fle«h and blood horse could stand a 

like this, but the iron horse keeps
straight aheaffi whether the thermometer 
is at*zero or boiling heat. ,

Just then the conductor entered (
•Tickets, gentlemen, if you please.
‘It's a dreadtul night,, conductor,”

“There's where it is. Godfrey did not 
kill \\ ilson. Tiie Gopher did not kill Curly 
no more than did you. You see, Curly was 
young: a bright, beautiful, sunny-faced boy, 
that hail been petted to death by his mother 
ami a houseful ol sisters, and somehow, out 
here he fell to gambling and taking a bit too 
much, and one night, when Godfrey tried 
to get him away from a game, a set 
of roughs got up a row. upset the table, 
aud Curly got knifed by some one of 
the set, wiiu made a rumpus to get a grab 
at the money. Godfrey was holding the 
boy at the time to keep him from striking, 
tor he was mad with drink. Poor Curlv 

! only said. 'Don't let them know it at 
I home, aud died in his arms. Everybody 
was stranger to everybody then, and no 
one took stock in that which did not direct
ly concern him. People said Godfrey was 
light that it was u case of self-defense, 
and Godfrey never said a word, never de- 
no d he killed him, but went back to the 
cabin, took possession of everything, and 
bad it all his own way. He worked'like a 
Chinaman and never took part in the 
miners' meetings or anything of the kind, 
and people begun to fear and shun him. 
Iiy and by all his old acquaintances had 
gone hut me: aud he was onlv known as 
the Gopher."

Again Forty-nine paused aud the dog 
crept closer than before, as if he knew tiie 
name of his master.

Once more the man arose, lifted the can- 
die. contemplated tiie beads in the bottie 
as before, aud returned. He -did not sit 
down but took up and pulled back the 
blankets at the end of the bunk.

“I thought as much." said I to myself. 
“The gold is hidden in the straw."

“Look at them,” said he: and he threw 
down a bundle of papers, and he’.u the dim 
candle for me to read.

There were hundreds of letters, all writ
ten in a tine steel-plate lady’s hand. Some 
were addressed to Godfrey aud some to 
M ilsou. Now aud then was one with a 
tiorder of black, telling that some oue at 
borne no longer waited the return. Some 
ot the letters 1 read. “Come home, come 
home,” was at the bottom of all. |1 chanced 
o i one addressed to Wilson, of a recent 
date, thanking him with all a mother's and 
a sister’s tenderness for the money lie had 
so constantly sent them through all the 
weary years. I did not understand it and 
looked up at Forty-nine, lie bent over me, 
as I sat on the bunk beside the letters with 
his candle.

“ That was it. yon see; that was it. As 
Godfrey, that s the Gopher, is dead, and can 
scud them no more money, and as vou was 
a going to the States, I thought best that 
you should drop in and tell the two families 
gently somehow that they both were dead, 
bay that they died together. He sent them 
the last ounce he had the week before he 
died, and made me take these letters to keep 
them away from the coroner, so that he 
•wight not know his address, and so they 
might not know at home that Curly had died 
long ago, and died a gambler. Take one of 
the letters along, anil that will tell you 
whore they are.”

Again old Forty-nine resumed the tow 
string. Ho looked toward the door, and 
when I stepped across the sill he put out the 
light, and we stood together.

The old dog knew there was but tfie one 
place for his master outside his cabin at 
such a time, and, blind leading the blind, 
thither he led him through the dark.

said feeling with stiffened fingers for my 
ticket in the breast pocket of my coat.

“Dreadful, sir.” feelingly responded the 
conductor. “Why, the brakemen can t live 
outside, and so I look the other way when 
they creep in—poor fellows—to get a breath 
r f iim T ir  at the stove. We tove not had 
such a bad night since a year ago, the sec
ond of February, when Tom Blajreslee, the 
baggage-master, froze both bis feet, and a 
woman, who was coming on from Chicago, 
got off at Bunn's Four Coniers, with her 
baby in her arms, a corpse :’

“Froze to death ?”
“Aye. frozen to death, and she never 

thought—poor thing—but it was asleep 
‘My baby's cold,’ says she, ‘but we 11 soon 
warm it, when we get home.’ It was just 
such a night as this." ,

And the conductor opened the door, and 
plunged across tba opening into the next 
car. crying out—

“Hardwick !”
It was quite a considerable city, with a 

handsome iron depot, flaring gas lamps, 
and the usual crowd around the platform, 
with hands in their pockets, and cigar ends 
flaming through the ni®ht.

Our car was nearly the last of the long 
train, and but one passenger entered it—a 
slender young girl, wrapped in a gray 
blanket shawl, and wearing a neat little 
traveling hat ot gray straw, trimmed with 
stone-colored velvet flowers. She seemed 
to hesitate, like one unused to traveling, 
and finally sat down near the door.

“Pardon me, young lady,” said I, “but 
you had better come nearer to tbe stove.” 

She started, hesitated an instant, and 
then obeyed.

“Does this train go to Bayswater ?” she 
asked, in a voice so deliciously soft and 
sweet that it seemed to thrill through me. 

“Yes; can I be of any service to you ?” 
“Oh, no—at least, not until we reach 

Bayswater. I would like to have a car
riage then."

“We shall not be there yet these three 
hours."

“Do we stop again ?”
“Only at Exmouth.”
She drew a deep sigh, seemingly of relief, 

ami settled back in a corner. By the light 
of the lamp that hung in its brass fixture 
opposite. I could see her face—that of a 
lovely child. Apparently she was no more 
than sixteen, witu large' blue eyes, golden 
hair, brushed smoothly back from her 
face, aud a little rosy mouth, like that of a 
babv.*

‘Jumped off the expresstram . . .v t  t v  

conductor. “Well,” he addi3V8hro*d th®his shoulders, “she most 
instantly. What mad-folly!’’ 086,1 

“It’s five hundred dollars out ot o . i a  
pocket,” said the detective, re f̂ullv “ r 
didn t  want a row before we got to W ^ j 
water, but I was a confounded fool s 
woman cornered will do anything, I be-^

“What!” I ejaculated, “yon surely del 
not mean that child— ^  " J

“I mean,’ said the detective cslmt*
“that child, as you call her, is AtillaSSi 
ton, a married woman, twenty-six veani 
age, who, last night, murdered four 
in cold blood, and was trying to ^
Canada. That’s what I mean.” •mean.'

The train was stopped, and a partrof 
headed by tbe conductor anddetoeti 
went back to search for any trace of
beautiful young creature, whose loveliniZ11 
and apparent innocence ̂ . a p p e a l^ 2 ^
sympathies, 
found her, lying quite dead

Nor was it long Warn'
. * quite dead beside the 

frightfully mangled by the force offlS 
heavy fall, and mutilated I
recognition

“Well, she’s escaped justice in this wi»u
if not in the next,” said thft detecffrT 
gloomily, as he stood looking down umiW  
remains.

“Do you'suppose she expected to be 
to spring off the moving train 
jurv ?” I asked. “*

“'Without much injury; most - ___
unreasoning creatures. But I aeterdreunS 
of such insane tolly, or, yoa can reckon T 
should have taken prompt measarwtOMii 
vent it.”

Chi

They lifted up the dead foir thing 
' '  ------------------ - of reft. sadcarried it to the nearest place oi retags— 

lonely farm house among the fiozcnhiiu 
and we returned to the train, reaching Bin 
water only a few minutes behind onr nm- 
lar time. ^

11

And when in the next morning’s papeitl 
read an account of the murderess, I I
of the slender creature’s blue eyes »qdntis 
bud mouth, with a strange, pitying thrill «t 
mv heart."

5 P,

It a cat doth meet a cat upon a gardca 
wall, and if a cat doth greet a cat, Olnsed 
they both to squall ? Every Tommy has 
his Tabby, waiting on the wall, andyettfc 
welcomes his approach by an unearttlg 
yawl. And if a kitten wish to court a tR 
upon a wall, why don't he sit and sweetly 
smile and not stand up and bawl, aadfiR 
his precious back up high, and shovife 
precious teeth, and moan, and moan, as jf 
"twere colic more than love that made the L 
feller groan ? Among the train then ia a - 
swain—his voice is known full well—bat I 
what’s his name, or where's his shimse, tbs 
deuce alone can tell. He’s sweet upon tbs 
other sex, his amorous passions nse; be 
can’t resist the tender glance of their se
ductive eyes: and so, with groans and her- - ■ 
rid threats, he rends the evening air, aid f  
makes these midnight rendezvous impose-1 - 
ble to bear.

Thri 
i and C'i 
, Thri (leans 
‘ Uirod 
i 5:40 A.

Non 
Til re 

Iforth. 
aot ol

■ ‘•Do you expect friends to meet you at 
Bayswater, my child," I asked incidentally. 

“No, sir. I am goinf to school there.” * 
"It will be an awkward Lour for you to 

arrive at, one iu the morning."
“Oh. I am not afraid." she said, with an 

artless little laugh: “I shall go straight to 
the seminary."

So the express train thundered on, with 
ceaseless pulsing at its iron heart, and con
stant roar. Suddenly the signal whistle 
sounded, and the train began to slacken its 
speed.

"Surely, we are not at Exmouth yet," I 
thought, “uuless I have fallen unconsciously 
asleep, and allowed the progress of time to 
escape me."

I glauced at my watch. It was barely 
baif-past eleven, and I knew we ware not 
due at Exmoutb until after twelve. I rubbed 
the frost from the pane and looked out. We 
had stopped at a lonely little way station in 
the midst ot a dense {fine woods.”

“Is this Exniouth!"
It was the soft voice of the prettv traveler 

opposite.
“No—I don’t know what place it is; sc* 

way station.”
“Does this train stop at way stations?” 
“Not generally; they must have been spe

cial! v signaled here. You are cold, mv 
child: I notice your voice trembles.”

"It is cold." she said, in a scarcely audible 
voice, drawing her shawl around her. “Oh,
I wish they would hurry on !"

“We are moving once more,” I sai(l. 
“Conductor."—for the man of tickets was 
passing through toe car—“whv did we stop 
at that backwoods place?" ” 1

“< »ut of water." was the replv. as the man 
humedlv passed ou.

Now. 1 knew very well that this answer 
was not the true solution ol the matter.

The Hartford Post has been pablitbiig 
the lobby bills of the cities of New Barn 
and Hartford, incurred during the pasture 
years in the dispute over the State capital. 
New Haven, as was natural, disbursedtbl 
most. $ 39,051 74, against Hartford'* 
$10,901 75, the aggregate being $5SJ)tSft 
These sums, if they seem small in rniapat 
ison with the fees of a New York lobby,tt 
the price necessary to induce an Amenesa 
minister to lent', his name to aniiningnee* 
lation, are. nevertheless, having beenmtta 
main coiruptly employed, far too great tl 
leave a good character to the ConnectieR 
Legislature. The Post has been very tst- 
nest in exposing this evil, and it nowpifcR' 
the bills of tbe two cities side by side,With .
sail results t o  r h o  c l ia r n n to r  n f

Dur delay did not exceed half a minute, 
altogether too short for replenishing the
boilers: and where on earth was the water 
to come from in that desolate stretch of 
barren pine woods ?

I :\e minutes alter the conductor re en
tered the ear. I made room for him at mv side. J

“.Sit down, conductor, you've nothin® to do now. ®
He obeyed.
“\Vhat do you mean by tilling me such a lie just now ?*’
I spoke under my breath; he replied in 

the same tone: 1
“About what
About the reason you stopped to take 
a single passenger—a gentlem an who 

has come down irom  the Bayswater for the 
pleasure of traveiin;... _ ouee more over thesame route!

“Exactly so—fur the purpose of travel
ing it in certain society. Don't be alarmed 
for your owu society-it's a detective police-

sad results to the character of profi___
lobbyists. Several of them went £nr it  
vocating the cause of New Haven as ami- 
capital to that of Hartford as a sole capifel 
and so appear in both lists; generally is 
nianding the same or else advanced vagH 
for thus turning their coats, but omi- 
ĵonally coming down from $469 to 

V̂ jO, or even from $300 to $100—Rr 
-lord's scale of hire was lower tbR 
Haven’s. The heaviest single cbam 

Vx-payers was “ Incidentals, $206$* 
heir "services and expensei/R 

on” _other. lawyers, editors, legtoto 
tors, 4̂vare%il commissioners, a membtf to

m

l e k e t  Ag

the State Board of Education I who «tr --
ax sclJO°l geographies sitnpli&f),' *®1

a Lmm -Aates collector, assessor andkok w- n - 
rm eceived pay along with the lb THJd Sii: - . . . “

inspecto;
scare and disreputable crowd who tonuttl Jt- ,
rfinlr anil *11., n|' xL. 1 _ 1_ 1 i   t JaOUf|rank and file ot the lobby, but whose e* 
pensation Frequently exceeded that of tki <#

Li _ T h e  comp] 
£ • * 1 .  and t

* » ▼« ] .  m akt
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most prominent attorneys.

bantering about whether a span oi hu—. 
belonging to one could pull more thut 
span ol mules belonging to tbe other, ft 
was decided to try it in the middle of fc 
main street of the village. TLe mules w« 
lutehed to the end of a long, stout chsix 
and the horses at the other end. At th 
words “get up." quick sprang each sptt 
both sharp shod, gaining and losing by '**' 
ami starts, the horses finally pulling 
mules after them. At another triaC 
mules went off with their load. Thii 
lollowed by a long, cheering shout from 
crowd. But after various trials, it WM 
eided that the horses were the strong*, 
in the last trial they pulled the mules ' 
them turning them about in their 1 
ailiuid the great applause of the byst

a l l  r
THREE
th direct

B e  su re  and 
b io  and  Mil 
pal t ic k e t  ol 
*  G eneral i 
’ Main »tre  

and  W iiu  
- B— Ticki 

fine, are  
t ic k e ts  a i

w.a8 never so much in 
nreV-V116 ,Brit1.8̂ . Isles as it now is.
“  English tox hounds, and

' i"!ats ,four » week can lie kept for less than £3000 a
man.

I was about to repeat tbe words in as- 
'lushment, when he motioned me to caution.
“Where is lie 
"The ileteetiv

^?refcWDida - ” g - - 1 fur caP Pulled over
He sits by the door 

eil fur cap pulled over 
roii ever see a more perfect

8t S , olrtlle dilapidated countryman V* I could hardly help it.
* hat is the case V1

Mineral cotton is the name of a substance 
recently exhibited at a meeting of the 
h ranklin Institute. It resembles spun glass 
in appearance, and is produced by forcing a 
jet of steam through a stream of liquid 
nirnace slag. The slag is blown into line 
threads, which are collected and form the 
mineral cotton. It is proposed to use it as 
a non-conducting covering for steam boilers 
and pipe.

About four weeks ago the wife of a f ir
mer living near Geary City, Kansas, died- 
Iaiiftt Sunday the bereaved and sorrow* 
stricken hushauil sent to Doniphan for a 
minister to come and preach her funeral 
sermon, and then marry him to a gushin® 
damsel he had selected to cheer him in his 
loneliness. The minister declined to com
ply u itli his request.

tm m “i l l rTia nian a n '1 and two little children—their throats cut last ni®ht 
and the house set on tire afterward ” ° ’

Great heavens ! what a monster !”
" c bad continued the conversation

?il t ln, a whisper, scarcely above 
our breath, aud now the conductor rose an.l 
leit me to study the faces of my lelfow-nas 

and horror.
I revolved theSomehow,

ouTcoarfl Z l t  ,“ V * n C y W o u ld  8 e t t l « on a toars*., gross-1 ookmg man onnositp
with bushy board and shaggy coat with the
collar turned up around“hfs ears I felt
that this man, with the heavy bangin® jaw 

, And as I lookedtnrtivefy a°crZ; 
littte ®iri.tL W‘de °1>en bIue orba of the fair

Obeying the instantaneous impulse of mv 
ocnct- I arose and went over to her.

l ou have beard what we were sayingmy child ?”
;;3es a niuider. Oh, how horrible !” 
“Do not be trightened: no one shall hurt

also computed that an average ot 
horsemen follow each no,.'-
-hep i. “i K T S L
poition of these horsemen hunt at a cost 
horse.°UndS ^  da-v’ if they have bnt

| t . D. VAX Ho*

i T̂083’ ,tbats a Hue horse you have tLertô  how much is he worth?”
“Three hundred and flfty dollars ” •»
Aot so much as that?” ’ I

"Yes, every cent of it, and another fift ®eoi*eB' El on top of it.” u* "
“Are you sure?"
“\es, I’d swear to it."
“All right.”
ire) are -von 80 Inquisitive for?''.Merely tor assessing purposes. * . 

assessor of this ward, aud only wanted 
know at what you rated your nag.”

Dr O. An foil 
L. T. Delasei- 
Dr. W . H. Hir

*Th

The Houston Telegraph says:
Iustead of thirty-five school districts, u 

a change of the law we now have twelvl
u

}
i

.is Bank will 
s ix ty  days on 
“raU of all k 
t by agreemei 
enosite of fifty 
wliicfi intereet 
CTAL RATES 

HC

HE FREE 
TRUS 
i Matte

o\ er each of which there is to be one stipe] 
visor appointed by the State Superintend 

ai’I>roV8d bJ tl*® Governor, ant 
n removal by the former for causer
pon the approval of the latter. EswUetered by

W V* bave a salary of $1800 pe Cattedannum, his postage and traveling expense 
not to exceed $J0l). * three bram

tablisLed i

She smiieil up in my face with a sweet confiding innocence.
Our stay at Exmouth was but brief; but 

during the delay, I could see that the ever 
watchful detective bad changed his seat for 
one nearer the brutish man with the shaggy

i ‘ la!toied the young girl, “they 
locked the car doors at Exmouth; thev are 
unlocking them now.”

She was right.
“Probably they were fearful that the 

criminal would escape," I remarked in anundertone.
•\\ ill you—may I trouble you to brin® 
■ a glass ot water ?” *»

Dr. Schobl has found that tbe win® of the 
bat and the ear of the white mouse arc
abundantly provided with nerves, apparent! v fill- the rill l*„. tan ,.*• ......purpose of supplying, bv 
means oi a very refined sense of touch, the 
imperfection ot vision. He estimates the 
number of nerve-endiags ou eaeh ear Of the 
white mouse at *5000.

I rose and made my way toward the me 
cooler with difficulty, for the train was 
again under rapid motion. To mv vexation 
tlie goblet w as chained to the shelf.

'Ao matter, 6aid she, with a winning 
sunle. “I will come myself.” "

I drew the water and held up the cup;
but instead of taking it as she approached 
she brushed suddenly past me, opened the

d/,u ’̂ve. Senator from Nevada, says: 
Tlie hardest thing to deal with is an old 

pack ot cards.”

Miss Kate Stanton is a student of law 
with one of Rhode Island’s most distin
guished attorneys.

door, and rushed out upon the’platform.
her* Stop .her! " shouted the detec- 

« in  v W  apnasing to his feet. “She 
i n et *̂ Conductor! brakemen! kolii

There was a rush, a tumult, a bustle. I 
was first upon tbe platform; but it was 
f aud ueserted, save by a half-frozen 
brakeman, who seemed horror stricken 

•She went past me like a shadow,'and

A Boston dispatch of the twenty-seven! 
instant save: Pr

WASHINGTON
ti aJM,eet?nS to-day of persons in terest' ALVoed, pr«

committee to wait uponour S en^orsA t
Kepresentauves in Congress, and endea^C?......
w ith them to obtain either a bounty or son®'
the^treatv'mav J\8utrali*in« whatever evils S»fte of any a 
tl..i,a_a x threaten to inflict upon our J  private and
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A special from New York to the St. Louis 
Jtejmblican says:
„,’lbe millionaire, -Terence Tarlev. who 
made his fortune as alderman aLd citv 
contractor, visited Sheriff Brennan
day and withdrew his name from Twe«d’« 
bail bond saying that his businesT^ 5 
eeU M aturethat bond, aud that the other l

consented to his retirement tlCS had

London must be a place full of unem-
a d v e s t i s e d  " f o r  a  7 le ° r k  ” » ? “ &  “ h m e n T h i ?  
l i n g s  a  w e e k  ( l e s s  t h a n  $ ”0 0  a  v S »  
r e c e iv e d  t h r e e  h n n d r e d
Place, and amon® drhfma--1‘ ttti°n8 for the 
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ot arts, over tw.ntv" 1 two masters 
leges, and about tlf« «o1
had a familiaritv"wUk’ d“u,b ,num0«r whe 
guages 7 W,th 8everal *omgu lan-

oral Cornish tin miners k»v 
to work the S ' * 
metals. , .


