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golden houra oo angel wings had flown away too quickly for the
lovers, Miss Cobbledick was filled with sudden alarm, and her brisf

‘dly of glory was clouded. Her mother would be certain to misa the
watch, and what was ghe to do with it } What with Juck, aod what
with herself 7 Belf-preservation being the tirst Jaw of nature, Jemima
reeolved to sacrifice Jack in order to shield berself from her mother's
rage. He was not ol much aceount in any respect, so she gave him
the warch sod chain, telling him him to keep them saleiy till ste
askod for them, and to burry round by the yard gate into the stable,
This gave great relief ta her conecience, snd enabled her to meet her
mother with & face of untroubled innocence.

Jack had not a lively imagioation, but doring the night he had
& clear and blisful vision of hia futare destiny, the only dream of
fortune his life was ever blessed with, He was to be the landlord of
the hotel, when Mra Cobbledick had gooe to blise, and Jemima was to
be his bride, an 1 the landlady,

But early next morning there waa trouble in the honass, The
watch was missiog, and nobody knew anything about it., Jemima
belped her mother to look for it, but conld not find it. A constabie
was sent for, and he questioned everyone withont resuit, Last of all,
Jack was asked if he knew aoything of the missing watch. He was
faitbfal and true, How conld ke betray Jemima, his future partner
in life? Ho said he “ had naver ssen 0o watob, and didn’t know no-
thing whatscmsver about no watch," and the pext instant the con-
stable pulled the watch out of Jack ‘s pocket,

At hig trial ke war asked what ha had to say ia his defence, and
then be told the trutbk, and said Jemima gave him the watch to keep
umiil she should ask for it. Bat thers is a time for all things, and
Jack coald pever learn the time for telling the truth, or for telling
a lie : he was always in the wrong. The judge, in passing sentence
esid he had aggravated bis crime by endeavouring to implicste sn
innocent young Iady in bis villainy, and gave him ssven Foars.

He was taken on bosrd & bulk, where he found two or three hun-
dred other boys imprisoned. On the evening of hia arrival a report
wai cironlated among them, that they were ail to be sent to another
sbip which waavound for Botany Bay, and that they would never sge
England again. They would have to work and sleap in chaing ; they
wonld be yoked together and whipped like bullocks ; and i they
escaped jnto the bush the blacks wonld kill and eat them. Ag this
dismal tale went round, some of the boys, who were quite young and
small, began to cry, and call for their mothars tocome and help them ;
and then the others hegan to scream, and shout and yell, The warders
came below and tried to silenes them, hat the more they tried the
louder grew the uprosr, aod it coptinned for many hoors doring the
pight.

€ “ Britona rarely swerve
From law however stern, which tends their strength to nerve,”’

Discipline must be maintained ; 80 next morning the poor littla
beggars wers bronght up on deck in batehes, stripped, triced up, and
severely logged. Jack, and a number of other boys, said tbey had not
cried at all, but the officer in charge thonght it was better that a fow
of the innocent should suffer rather than 1bat one of the guilly should
escape, 8o they were ali flogged alike, and soon after they were shipped
for New Booth Wales,

On his arrival in Sydney, Juck was sssigoed a8 m servant to [
squatter, and taken into the bush = long way to the west, Toe
weather had beea very hot for a long time, all the grass had withered
to duet, and the cattle were starving. The first work which be was
ordered to do was to climb trees and cut off branches, in order that
the cattle might keep themselves alive by eating the leaves and twigs,
Jack bad never been used to handle an axe or tomahawk, so h: fonnd
the labour of chopping very bard, He did his best, but that waa not
good enough for the aquatter, who tock him to & magistrate, and had
him flogged by the official BCOUrger.

‘While serving his sentence of seven yoears he was fligged four
times; three of the times he said he bhad © done nothing," and for the
fourth flogging he contessed to ma that he bad * done something,” but
he did not eay what the « something " was. In those days it seems

that ' doing nothing " and doing something " were crimes equaily
meriting the lagh,

And now after a long life of laboar the old conviet had achieved
fndependence at last, I Jdon't thiok I ever met a richer mang ; he was
richer than the whole family of the Rothschilds ; he wanted scarcely
anything. Food and clothing he obtained for the asking for them,
and he was not patticular as to their quoality if the quantity wap suffi-
cient, Property to him was tomething despiocable ; he did not want
any, and would oot live inside a house if be had ome ; he preferred
the outside, He was free from fumily cares—uever had father or
mother, sister or brother, wife or children. No poor relatives ever
clsimed his hospitality ; no intimate friends waoted to borrow half-
#-CrOWD | 0o opne ever asked him to buy snburban lote, or to take
#-ares in s limited lishility company. He was perfectly indifferent
to ail danger from bushrangers, burglats, pickpoekets, or cattle
stealers ; he did not even own & dog, so the dogman never agked him
for the dog tax. He never eoquired about the state of the market,
Bor bothered himself abont the prices of land or eattle, wool, wine or

wheat, Every bank, and brewery, and bailding sooiety in the world
might go into liguidation at onge for anght he oared, He had retired
from the Governtment service, had supersnnuoated himeelf on & pension
of nothing per annum, and co draw it he required no voacher,

Aed yet, notwithatanding all thesa advantages, 1 doo’t think
there are many men who wonld voluntarily choosa his jot. I watebed
him from the end of my verandab, and began speculating about bim ,
What was he thioking abaut during his solitary watches in the night,
or while be tramped alone througb the bush year after yesr in heat
and cold, wind and rein? Did he ever think of anything—of his
paat Jife, or of bis future 1ot ? Did be belisva in ot hope for s beaven {
or had he any fear of hell and eterpal pusishment? BSurely he bad
been punished enough; in this life be had sndured evil things in
plenty, and might at least hope for eteral rest in the next,

He was sitting with his back againet a gum tree and his foet to-
warde the fire, From time to time he threw a few mare stioks on
the emberr, and a fitful blaze lit up his dark, weatherbeaten face,

Then to my murprise he began to sing, and to sing well, His
voice was strong, clear and meliow, and its tones rose and fell in the
silent night air with a pathetic and wonderful sweatness, The bur-
den of his song was ** Wy may be happy yet,

" Oh, smile as thou wert wont to emile,
Befora a weight of care
Had crushed thine heart, and yet awhile
Left only sorrow there,
We may be happy yet."
He sang three stanzas and was silent. Then some one said, “ poor
old fellow ; I hope he may be happy yet.”

Next morning he was aitting with hia back against the gum tres,
His fire had gone out, and he seemed to be [ate in awaking, and in
&o hnrry to resuwme his journey. But his travels wers finished ; ha
never awoke, His bady was quaite cold, and he must bave died soon
after he had sung the Iast nots of his soog, He had only sixpance in
his pocket-the eixpsoca I had given him for his biography, The
police took him ir charge once more and put him in his Iast prison,
where he will remain until we ahall be all called together by the
dread blast of the Archangel’s trumpet on the Jadgment Day.
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THE CHILDREN'S LAND,

—— ...
(By Jonx~ JeromE RooNry.)
I x5owW a land, a beautiful land,
Fairer than ialea of the east,
Waere the farthest hills ace rainbow-spanned,
And mirth holds an endless feast ;
Where tears are dried like the maraing dew,
And joye are many, and griefs are fow ;
Where the old each dsy grow glad aad new,
And life rings clear as a bell ;
Oh ! the land where the chimes spesk sweet and true,
Is the Jand where the children dwell,

There are heauatiful lands whera the rivers fiow
Through valleys of mpened graio ;

There are lands where armies of worshippers know
Ko God but the God of Gain.

The chink of gold ia the song they sing,

And all their life—time harvesting

Are the glittering joys that gold may bring,
In measure they buy and sell ;

But the land where love is the coin od king
Ia the land where the children dwell,

They romp in ttoops through this beantiful iand,
From morning 1ill sat of aan,
And the Drowsy Fairies have aweet dreams planned
When the little taska are done,
Haro are no strivings for powar and place,
The last are firat in the mimic racs,
All bearta are trusted, all life is grace,
And Peace sings ' All goes well V'—
For God walke daily with unveiled face
Io thie land where the children dwell,
— Catholic Woprld.

——

TO ALL WHOM IT MAY CONCERN.

1 hereby certify that after cver thirty yesra' experience aga phar-
macentical droggist aud manafactaring chemist, and familiar with the
composition of vearly every tonic on the market, I consider Booth's
Golden Remedy No 2 the best Thave ever seen. It will aot promptly
in &ll cases of nervous disorders,—M. MARRHALL, Duonedin, This is
svidence right on the spot, and by one who speaks with authority, R,
D, writes :—* Keep your tonic on the market, I am sure in s little
time it will have & big name and a big sale.” R. D’g forecast wag
correet, Golden Remedy has a big name, a big sale, and is a big
blessing, Send for circulars of cures. Hox 80, Dunedin,



