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JUfc GORTON'S PASSENGER.

The day Was drawing towards its c!oe.
cLill anti taw. Like village was almost
Always party, tut just now the wimi wax
having its own way more than usual, and
any passer through the long, bleak street, I
happening to glanee in at the window of
the little water-aide tavern, might well
have been ten pud by bright lire anti good
company inside the bar.

They were the usual afternoon loafers,
with the exception of one small, wiry-
looking man, a stranger, who had stopped i
to lake a gins* of something hot, and who,
at the moment, wai evidently the centre
of the general interest.

•Hut what is it you know, any how, j
Btranger ?’ a-k* d one ofthe group. ‘Come,
wow. among friends.’

•Never >ou mind,’ answered the ad-
dressed, *i know enough to shut up .1 •hn
Hwwyrr a pi tty spell, if not to make him
swing, and I know Imw to tell it when the
right lime comes, don't you lie* afraid for
that. The day's getting on,’ he added
nbrubliy, rising and turning toward the
window, ‘and your <1 in k-pond there don’t
look on r agreeable just now. Who’s a
good boatman hereabouts? fur, if I’m j
spilt, I can’t swim.’

•Joe Gorton's your man,’ was the an-,
awer ; he couldn’t tip over ifho tried,
couldn't Joe.’

•Why don’t you wait until to morrow,
Btranger, if you're aleurcd o’ the weather? j
and them eiouda over there do look kind- !
er poky.’ said the landlord of the Lake-
aide Mouse, turning a practised eye on
the gray mingling outline* uf lake ami
sky.

•Well, fact is.’ said the other, ‘T’m ae-
qtiaiutcd over in Militant, and. if it's all
the same to you’—with a wink—‘l'd rath-
er be there than here; so if you’ll hunt
up this Joe Whal’a-lds-uauui, I'll bo
obliged.’

*1 he landlord, resenting the wink and
the implied insinuatmn, op't<rd the door
and railed out. rather sulkily, to fame

one in the next room : ‘Margy. run down
to the water and tell Joe there’s a passen-
ger here.’

In another minute the house-door closed,
and a tall, slight, girlish figure, with a

shawl over its head, might have been seen
hurrying down to the water-side.

Joe Gorton, busy about Ins boat, heard i
his name called, and lurking ], saw the
gir! Margy. The sharp wind had Mown
out stray looks of her crisp, black hair,

from nnder the red shawl, but the hectic
in (be cheeks, and theTvertab brightness
in the dilated ryee. were not all the wind’s
work She cimc close to the boatman,
who raised himself up. facing her.

•Jc,’she said, ‘there'* a passenger
waiting up to tbo house.' she laid her baud
on his arm and glanced cautiously round
before adding in a whiVper: ‘Joe. tf once
that man rtachca the other aide, it's a'l up
with father.’

•What's that. Margy ?’ asked the boat-
man. looking wonderingly at her.

‘Itrikjfawl hewed it; he’ll bring it
home to him, he says he’s come a pur-
jeae. •It*# father's ebanoe clean gone, if

you take biro across.
’

•Do you mean I should refuse to take
him. Margy?’ said Joe. slowly.

•What good would that do?* said the
girl, impatiently. •Kelley or some of
’em would take him fast enough; what’s
father’s life against a fare ? No, it's you
must taka him. Joe. and then, if
happens,’ sinking her voice to a mean-
ing whisper, 'nobody but you aud nic's
the wiser.’

Joe ata' ted back.
•Margy. wlct’s that yon’re thinking?’
*1 can't halp it I* cried lha girl, pas-

sionately twisting her finders in therkawl-
frinfc >o that it snapped; ‘he*s my fath-
er, and never was a better but for drink
—you knew yourself, wverybody says so
—and, if you could hear that man up
ttwnr UttyWnf wwff boasting ha’ll hang
him I Joe. ynu'sbfind it hard tokeep your
hands riff of hint,* but f don’t at 4 yea to
do so much as lowob a finger to him. only,
ifthe lost turns over, be can’t aWim. I
beard him aey so. aad then father's sawed,
and nobody the wiser, for tba Wat boat-
maa that ever was might here an accidsal
no a Mjaally evening like this.’

•Thera, ihevf. Margy, ba stHI, poor
girl, yon don't know what you’re saying,'
ioterpoaed Joe.

•Tee. I do,’ said she, passionately;
•newer yea think that. Joe Gorton. I tell
you it Uys with vou to save father or to

kill hiib; ye ana me too. for ifthey hang
him Ft! never live over the day. and that
I swear, so yoa choose between us.—
Hark!’ sha turned to listen. *1 can’t
stay.* She piassad bar band hard an tis
shoulder. looking up piteously in his (he*.

•Joa, ifever yoa eaie I for me, rave that
poor old mau !' And Ufor. hc could an-
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swer *he was gone, leaving him looking
after her like a dream. The clouds were
getting lower and heavier as the boatman
Set off with his passenger.

*L'>oka as if we should have a spell of
, weal!<r,’ said the latter. glancing from

i the leaden sky to the leaden water. ‘Mope
| J' o’re what they crack you up to be, for
, if I get a ducking here, f shouldn't find

myself again in a hurry.*
*Wcl!, I’m as good as they’ll average,

' I reckon, mister—, I didn't hear your
; name, said Je, looking up inquiringly.

_

'Peter Groom is my name, and one I
ain’t ashamed of; it’llhe pretty well known
in these parts by (his day week. I’m thiJr-
ing.' and the man smiled a smile not pleas-
ant to see.

•TTow’s that?* said Joe, anxious to be-
tray no previous knowledge,

j Tvs come to give evidence in a trial
that’s coming off in your county town,’
an-wered Groom, motioning toward the
Milhatn shorn. ‘l’ve traveled nigh five
hundred miles on purpose to do it. and
I’d travel five hundred more if’twas need-
ed. ’

‘U It the Sawyer trial you mean ?’ asked
Joe, carelrs-ly. ’People have been say-
ing there ain’t evidence enough to make a
case, but 1 ’spose then tbert'a Something
new turned up ?’

•I should rather think so; amnelbing
that’ll make a case that’ll hold John law-
yer as tight as his C' f&u,’

Joe clenched his hand on hia oar. He
was beginning to understand Margy’a ha-
tred for this man, with his open exulta-
tion in tlic ruin be was going to work.

•I’m sorry fr the old man.’ ha said, af-
ter a panwe, ‘and so are most folks shout
here. Wilson was known for a bully,

i and, if Sawyer really done it, *twas that
I —that and the drink, for when he's him-
self. he wouldn't hurt a worm.’

•You’ve no need to tell me what John
Sawyer is,’ said the other, shortly. *1
knew him before you was born, before
over he came into these parts.’

•Well,’ said the boatman, *vnu’vo a
queer notion of old acquaintance’ sake,
then, tint's all.*

I *1*1! give him a swing for old acquaint-
ance* sake, il l can,’ replied Groom, with
a scowl.

I Joe drew a quick breath.
•On you do tiipt ?’ ho said,

i ‘That or lifer. 1 tell you. my man, I
saw it done.*

•Yon saw Sawyer kill Wilson ?’ ex-
claimed Joe, stopping short ou his oars

•I raw him strike the blow that killed
! him; and (hat oomes to pretty nigh the '
same thing, I take H.’

•Hot how is it you have kept back all
along ?’

•Well, it's like tills.* said Groom, who
appeared to be in a more communicative
mood than a while before. ‘The day of
the murder—to begin with the beginning

' —l happened to bo pa-siug through Mil-
h;nt. aril stopped over a train there to see
a man I had dealings with. He lived a

little out of the town, a lonesome road,
part of the way across aome fields. Idid
my business, and started back again alone,
as I hud come. Half way. or thereabout,
I heard a kind of cus-ing and quarreling
in the next field—right close to my car
it sounded, only I couldn’t see any thing
for the high hedge. • What’s up?’ thiuks
I, ‘might as well take a peep.* ’Twas an

1 uncommon fine evening; moonlight you
i could almost read by. and I knew Sawyer
as soon as I act eyes on him. His face
was turned exactly to me, and ugly enough
if locked then. The nett minute I saw

him strike out, and the other mao went
down Rke a l<^.’

•And y.>u let him lay ?’ interrupted
Joe. iu excitement. ‘You never called

j for help, nor nothing ?’

•What for?* said Groom, carelesslv. ‘I
thought it wav just a drunken quarrel—l
knew what Sawyer was—and I loft’em to
settle it between tliciaselve 1 had to

i look shaip for the next train, so I hurried
back to the hotel, and none too soon eitli-

* er. • 1 nevrr thought again about the mat-

tar. till the other day 1 happened to bear
t that John Sawyer was going to be tried

for murder, and, talking this way and
f that. I found the time aud the general eir-

, cumstat.ec* agreed with that evening—-
-1 o, then, I knew 1 bad seen the thing

done.’
* Groom paused a moment, and when be
’ resumed it was in an abstracted tone.

i • ’Twasu’r particular snevericnf for me
i to leave roy bu-tuess juH then; if it had

been anybody else. I'd likely have left the
poor devil to sink or swim as might he.

i but John Sayrl I tell you,’ He continu-
ed. through In*act teeth, as. catching the
boatman s eye. he appeared a. d lenly con-
scious of a listener. ‘l’d let all i’ve got go
to rack.and ruin for the pleasure of seeing¦ John lawyer stand there, *disgraced and

- convicted r.an. and saying to him, * ’Two*
me that did Ul”

* There wits Womefhirtg in Joo Gorton's
* breast ou which the fierce words aud iiuut-

; ber jarred painfully. He was no preach-¦ er. thw poor, untaught boatmen: be did
* uot know how to tell the man rore him
. that bis promised revenge was eruvl and

[ cowardly; but yet he felt that even setting
. euMw NirPfT*Interest*, there was soiuo-
- thing in it which roused gli his instincts
t of resistance. Re shook hia head as he

thought about it.
•That’s a feeling t eauT make out.’ he

’ he watd. half aloud.
•Can’t you T said Groom, shortly, snp-

; posing the remark addressed to himself.
I ‘Have you got a swratheart. young mauT
i he added abruptly, after a abort paaae.

•A sweetheart T repeated Joe. starting
i at the associations connected with the
gnettioD, aud the mao who pat it.

•Well, you’ve no cause to h. shy of
i owning it,’ said Groom, who hud noticed

the movement. *A sweetheart, when
she’e the right sort, is what uo man need

' W ashamed of I bad one myself wbcu I

f was yosrr age— ’ be stopped a moment—.s *1 don’t ’apos* you’d often see her like. I
i uever did. There wae a girl up at that

Ke. first tavern there, had a kind of
of her about the etea aud forehead,

i but Untiling to compare— I bad a friend,
• too—well, it ain't much ofa story.’Groom

r broke off with a dry laugh, ‘and I don’t

I hardly know why I tell it at all, only,
maybe, it'll help yon make out what seems
to puxale you. The long and the short of

• it ia. that my friend—-miud that, young- 1
ster, my friend cheated me out of my
sweetheart. I ain’t much to look at. I

i know, never was, but I could care for a-
-flat as feneh aa if I’d been six foot *
high, and fresh aa a rone, and Td fake my
oath she eared for mo too, till he come
between us with a false tongue enough tn
turn any girl’s head. Well, be came off
first heat; she left me and went away him.
I swore then, boy,’ said Groom, looking
darkly in hia listener’s earnest face, 'that
ifover my day come. I’d be even with
John Sawyer; I uever thought ’twould,
but it has. and do yon think I’ll let my
ehanee slip now ? No, by Gd;’ and the
man brought down hia fist with u force
that shook the boat-aide.

* I hat was hard lines, sure enough, ’

sail Joe. thoughtfully, ‘but. Mr. Groom,
yon was speaking jntl now of a girl up at
the tavern there ? She’s my sweetheart,
and,’ added the boatman, slowly, ‘she’s
Sawyer’s girl, hia only child,’

‘No!’exclaimed Groom, evidently moved
by the intelligence. ‘Hetty’s child,’ be
mattered to himself. ‘Hetty's child I’

•Yes,’ said Joe, eagerly, ‘don't forget
whose child she is, and that you'll make
her suffer along with the old man.’

•Ah,* said Groom, ‘that's all very well,
bnl I don’t forget, neither, whose child
she is on the other aide. No ! I’m sorry
for the girl, and hr you. youngster, since
you’ve an interest in her, but I’d have my
pay out of Jubu Sawyer now, if I was to
die for it.’

Joe’s grasp tightened convulsively on
his oar. Was the man craxv thus to make
n boast of tbe misery he would cauc tie- ,
fore one whose advantage and opportuni-
ty it ¦ al;ke to insure bis silence? who
Lad him almost as completely ul his mer-

here on tbo unfamiliar element ns if
they too had been alone in ail the earth ?

Ifhe were to die for it ! Every plunge
of the dark wafer seemed to be repeafi- p

; those words. The boatman rou-ed hity-
self with a start at the sound of his pas-
senger’s voice

¦ ‘You’re a pretty feller, ain’t you. now.* I
said the latter, resuming the' suljict in a i
lighter tone, ‘wanting to persuade mo to
client justice after that fashion?’

*Ah for that,’ answered Joe, ‘yoa said,
yourself, if it had been anybody but Saw.
ter, you wouldn’t have troubled to hunt
him down, and I can’t see as that’s anv
better notion of justice than mine. Bi-
sides.’ he added gravely, ‘the old man’s
got his death-sentence already, if that’s
what you want; what wi:h the drink, ho
ain’t tho man he used to be, and the night
of the quarrel he got a cough that’s tear-

iug hi in all to pieces; the doctors say he
can't live loup. nohow,*

•He’ll live long enough to make the ac-
quaintance of a rope’s end. I reckon,’ said
Gr-om, with a coarse laugh, ‘and that's !
all I fare about.’

j The brutal words and manner roused
the lurking devil iu Joe Gorton’s heart. I
Re stammered out s curse, inarticulate
for passion.

*E’i?’ said Groom, catching the sound,
but not the words, ‘what's that you say ?'

The boatman stopped rowins. and leaned
f'rward tillhe almost touched Groom where
he sat.

•Just pat yourself in tbo old man’s place
for a minute.’ be began, with an effort, j
rpeaking quietly. *t?’pose there was sonie-

body’d got tbo chance and the will to got
shat o’ you, just as you have of old Saw-
yer—’

• What are you driving wt now ?’ inter-
rupted Groom ‘There ain’t anybody, as
1 know of, has got cither—more iuck for

! me !’ he ended, with a laugh.
•Ain't there?' said the boatman, slow-

i ly. ‘You talk about justice. Mr Groom.’
ho resumed, ‘but it ain’t justice you’ve act

• out to do—it’s murder. You've got the
: law on your side, as it happens, but all

tbe same, a* far as you’re concerned, it's
> murder, —aa bad. for what I ran ace. as
!if somebody—as it might be me'—said

• Joe. looking fixedly in the other’s face
through tire growing dusk, ‘someliody with
a motive, no matter what, for wanting to

*be rid of yon. getting you all alone—as it (
might be here—out of sight or help, 1
should just put yon quietly out o' the
wav— *

ye mean to threaten me T cried
Groom, springing up. Just thou the

| breaking gust struck sharply on the boat’s
i side that, left to her own guidance, hid

diir led round; she gave a hireh an I a

i (Mitind that sent Groom, who, s*arting
' bark, had lost his balance, overboard like

a shot.

1 J'ie stared for an instant st the empty
i place opposite, hardly comprehending what

1 had happened so quickly, aud then, rod-
; den a the lightning darting through the

> black aky above him. it flashed iuto bis
i mind that hero were silence and safety.¦ and that throurh no net of his ‘Why
i not profit by the accident? Why uot. in

* th man’s own spirit, in bis very words,
I leave him to sink or swim, ns might be?' *

- Hat Jo# could be no mov# deceived by his
own Art by others* sophistries; a voice
within him cried : *lfyou Wave this man

| to die. you are his hia murderer f A great
; srg of horror aad remoro# for the thought

i that had been ia his heart, seemed to
sweep him away, and before tbe second

f lightning uauld tear the aleads, bu bud
thrown himself nltor Groom,

i When the two rows together the boat
was nowhere in sight. There was noth-
ing n#w for it but to strike cm for the
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¦ shore. Luckily, the
now verr distant; still it va
through the numbing Ur, aSEphovad,
¦a be ws, with hit bmyefnMßritti
w*ipht of Groom, who m<wev)Kftßaself
completely helpless, held hid lflKn()Vr-
rous clutch that half straagladßy
the time they neared the thWc
wa pretty well *pent, hot
lights gave him heart again; hHijaw
instant for the final poll, and ft
was that the gust wised htw. jHfap|Nir
od, and whirled bin away frnsdßtlaiet
he was making for to th# rnkP; mju

ting iota it. that wrtighi
—roar Joe.

He was conscious when they took him
np. bat there was a look in bis face that
foretold the end. even before the doctors
did. As for Groom, he had been shield-
ed by Joe’s body, aod, tough and wiry as
he was. was scarcely the worw for the
whole adventure. When he heard what
they were saying abut Joe, be karat out
with ao oath, aod hurried to where he
lay.

•Well, Gorton, sod how is it with yon?’
he said, affecting to speak cheerfully,
though struck at once by that look of death
in (he face.

‘About as bad as it can be, Mr. Groom,* |
answered Joe, feebly. ‘Theold bust aod 1
I’llgo down together, I reckon.’

•Now. never you talk that stuff, my!
mm.’ said o><om, in almost a blustering!
way, perhaps to conceal a certain unstea-
diness of voice. ’I owe yon a lifo, and I
ain’t one to rest till I’ve paid it, ifit takes
all the doctors from here to Jerieo. I’ve
got means, I tell ye.’

i ‘No. use Mr. Groom,’ said Joe, ‘there’s
no doctor could patch up what’s smashed
inside of me. But look here,* and he in-
stinctively lowered liia voica, with a glance
at the attendant, though there was little
fear of that broken whisper reaching any
ears but those close to it, ‘it’swhat I wan-
ted to speak to you nlout—you owe me a
life, you say; mine ain’t yours to give—hut
old Sawyer’s is—’

Groom’s facedaikened. ‘Tswearl’d al-
most rather you asked for raj own,’ he mat-
tered.

‘But you’ II promise, Mr. Groom?’said
Joe. in his eagerness, managing to half
raise himself, *yi u’llpromise?’

‘ >\ ell I s*pose 1 ain’t got no choice.’ an-
swered Groom, util! reluctantly; ‘Yes I Jo
promise; there’s my hand on it.’

A gleam of intent;! delight for the mo-!
, mcol almost drove the death-look from j
Joe’s face. *U’e all rijrht, M*r*y.’dhfwhi- j1 pered to himself, and laid his beta. Back
again.

V es, it was all right as Heaven secs j
right. M lien John Sawyer had been dis-!
charged fir want of evidence, when the
Like Village gos‘ip, wondering over the
st rangers disappearance, concluded that his j
boasts had been mere idle talk to make a 1
sensation. Margy could have told them j
better, • k-iew how it was Jo® had
died; she knew that a life had been paid j
for her father s; and in a heart softened by (
pain she acknowledged that her prayer '
had been answered in Goi’e own way.—
AjyJclvH t Juuruul.

——- W •* II

A GREAT BENEFACTOR.
Parton says, in his interesting history 1

of the Sewing Machine, written for the
Atlantic Afonthlif. and published In its
May number of 1567: ‘ln the year 1854,

i T-ftcr a long trial. Judge Sprague, of
Massachusetts, decided that ‘the pinio-

• tiff’s {intent is valid, and defendant’s nil-i
chine is an infringment.’ The plaintiff!
was Elias Howe, Jr . —the real infringer,

jI- M. Singer.’ Judge Sprague further
observed that ’there ia no evidence in
this case that leaves a shadow of doubt
that, for all the benefit conferred upon

j the public by the introduction of a Sew-
ing Machine, the public are indebted to

Elias Howe. Jr.’ How great that bene-
fit is we can form some idea when we
consider the vast amount of work neces-
sary to he performed bv the needle, and
ren ember that of all tin various branches
lofUlor it is the most wearing upon the

hitman system

The Ilowe Machine is now offered to
the public on such easy terms that per-
sons of the most limited means can pro-
cure one with but slight economy, and
thus the benefit conferred by the great
inventor, at first confined to a few, is sow
within the reach of the poorest.

Bear in mind the *Howe’ is the only
Machine offered at five dollars per month
and at New York prices. O. A Simms,
Agent, L.-onardtown.

SrwMxa Plat. —Nothing can be more
cruel and nothing more foolish than to
place children where they most be drcaae J
every day iu fresh and fashionable clothes,
aud their freedom to play curtailed for the
sake of appenrane *. What childhood
acids is perfect freedom among the things
of nature—freedom to romp, to make
mud-pies, to leap fences, to row, to fish,
to climb trees, to chsee butterflies, to |
gather wild flowers, to lire out of doors
fmm morning until night, and to do ail
tbae things that innocent and healthy 1
childhood delights in, in cheap, strong
clothe* provided for the purpose. Exact-
ly that which cht'dbood needs, manhood
and womanhood need—perfect liberty and
perfect carelessness. So whether the
dweller by the sen go inland for hie ram-
mer play, or she resident of tbu inland
city go to the ara. he rhonld seek some
spot an visited by thera devoted to fash-
ionable display, and para hie time ia an-
restricted communion with nature, sad ia
those pursuits and amusements which,
without let or hindrance, perform the of-
fice of recitation Sfcribner'i for ,Vjr.

{Writtan hr th* Itas cow.)
There to a HttJ* lady fine.

Bar name Icannot tel!,
But then, Indeed, I'm half inclined,

Met Links 'tnocid be aa well.

Imet her out the other day,
Sha looked so bright aad fair,

Bat bad the queerest—what shall I say—
Arranged upon her hair.

Bor hair, you kaow, was not arranged,
Bat rather a dtobovoi,

Although it tasked nucommoa strange,
TWMnWIMwnimL

She passed me by, with steps so gay.
Ye stars ! sb* did look slsshin’.

She smiled, and bowed, aa if to say,
You see I'm in tbs fasbi'a.

She tried to make a great display,
tier silk, bow it did rustle,

And then, beneath her polotaitt —

That everlasting bustle.

She little k new bow looker* on
Hd eyed her in the hustle,

Bad ridiculed ber pet dtiynon
And criticised that buitU.

But then, she knew, she was complete,
Or thought so in her mind,

And felt at rose upon tbe street—

Was not behind the time.

As Ornrirs.

THE WIDOWS A THE STRANGERS

Once on u time two poor old widows
lived in the same hamlet and under tbe
same roof. But though tbe cottages
joined, and one roof covered them, they
bad each a separate dwelling; and although
they were alike in age and eironmatanoen.
yot in other respects they were very dif-
ferent. For ono dame was covetous,
though sbe bad little to save, and the
other was liberal, though she bud little to
give.

Now on the rising ground, opposite to
tho widowa’ cottages, stood a monastery,
whore a few pious and charitable brethren
spent their time in prayer, labor and good
works And with the alms ofthese monks,
and the k illness of neighbors, and be-
cause their wants were few, tho old wo-
men dwelt in to'erable comfort, and Lad
daily bread, and lay warm at night.

Now one evening, when the covetous
old widow was having supper, there came
a kort-h af her door. Haforc she opened
it she hastily put away tho remains of her
meal. ‘Fur,’ said sbe, *it is a stormy
night, and ten to one some belated vaga-
bond wants shelter, and when there arc
victuals ou the table every fool must be
asked to sup.’

When, however, she opened the door,
a monk, with his cowl pulled over his
head to shelter him from the storm, Stepped
into the cottage. Much disconcerted at
having kept one of the brotherhood wait-
ing, tho widow loudly apologised, and
dusted a chair for her reverend guest;
but the monk stopped her string ofregrets,
adding: *1 fear 1 cut short your evening
moat, my daughter.’

•Now, in the name of ill-luek, how came
he to gness that?' thought the widow, as
with anxious civility she bogan to press
the monk to take some supper after hia
walk; for the good woman always felt hos-
pitably inclined toward any one who was
likely to return her kindness seven fold.

The brother, however, refused to sup.
and as he seated himself the widow looked-!
sharply through her spectacles to see if

i she could gather from any charitable dis- i
tention of the folds of his cloak whether a
loaf, a bottle of cordial, or a new winter's

i cloak were most likely to crown the visit.
No undue protuberance being visible about
th monks person, she turned her eyes to {
hia face, and found that her visitor was
on# of the brotherhood whom she had not
seen before. And not only was his fsce
unfamiliar, but it was utterly unlike the

’kindly but rough countenances of her)
charitable patrons. Not that she had ever

j seen boasted the noble beauty, tbe chiseled
| and refined features of tbe monk before
her. And sbe could not but notice that,

! although only one rush light illuminated
her room, and though the monk's cowl
went far to shade even fiom that, y-.t U|

bright light always scented to be on hia |
' lace, making his dear skin aim j#t tro '
rent. Her curiosity must hae been
greatly stirred, bad not her prevailing

| passion of greed made her more anxious
Ito Icaro what be brought than who be
I was.

*lt’ra terrible night,* qnotb the monk,
at length. ‘Such tempest without only
gives point to the indoor comforts of the
wealthy; bat it chiila the very marrow of
the poor sad destitute*’

‘Ah, indeed,’ sniffed the widow with a
shiver. *lfit were not for the charity of
good Christians, what would poor folk* do
for comfort on such an evening as this?’

•It was that very thought, my daugh-
ter.’said the monk, with a sudden earn-
estness on hi* shining face, that brought
mo forth even now through the storm to
year cottage.’ •

•Heaven reward yon!’ cried the widow,
fervently.

*Reaves doss reward the charitable.'
replied the monk. ‘To ao trath do the
Scriptures bear snob constant and unbro-
ken witness even as It is written: ‘He
that hath pity apes the poor lendetk unto
the Lord, ami look, what ha Uyath oat it
shall ha paid him again.’

•What n blessed thing it most be to ha
able to do good,* said the widow, pionsiy
wishing in her heart that the holy man
wraW not delay to earn his recompense

•My daughter,’ said the monk, ‘that
blessing ia net withheld fium yon. It
ia to ad your help for those in greater
need than yonrself that I am come to-
night ’ Aud foithwitj the g—jJ krutbei

began to tel) how two Grangers had sought
shelter at the monaMery. Their bon>e
bad been struck by lightning, sad burned
with all itcontained; and they, themselves,
aged, poor and friendless, were exposed
to the fury of the storm. *Onr house is
a poor one.’ continued the monk. ‘The
strangers’ lodging-room was already full,
sod wo are quite without the means of
making these poor souls comfortable
Too at least have a st and roof over your
head, and ifyon can spare one or two
things for the night they shall be returned
to-morrow when aoaw of ugr guests de-
part.’

The widow could hardly conceal her
vexation aod disappointment. ‘Now dear
heart, holy father. ’ cited she. ‘is there not
n rich body in the place, that yon come
for charity to a poor widow like me, that
am in a case rather to borrow myself rather
than to lend to others?*

•Can you lend ns a spare blanket?’ said
the monk. ‘These poor strangers have
been out in a storm, remember.’

The widow started. ‘What meddling
busy-body told him that the Baroness gave
me x new blanket at Michelrass?’ thought
she; but at last, very unwillingly, she
wont to nn inner room to fetch a blanket
fron her bed.

‘They shan't have the new one. tint’s
flat.’ mattered the widow, and she drew
out the old me snd began to fold it up.
Hut though she Lad dwelt npon its thick-
ness and insufficiency to the Baroness,
she was so powerfully affected at parting
with it that all its good qualities came
strongly to her mind.

•It’s a very suitable sixe.’ said she to
herself, ‘and easy for my poor old arms
to shako or fold. With careful usage it
would last for two years yet; but who
knows how two wandering holies that
have been tramping miles through the
storm will kick about in their sleep? And
who knows ifthey're decent folk at *11? j
Likely enough they’re two hedge birds
that have imposed a pitiful ta’e on the
good fathers, and never slept under any-
thing fiucr than a shock of straw in their
lives.’

The more the pool woman thought of
this, the more she felt sure it was the
case, and the levs willing she fo'camo to
lend her blanket to ‘a ronplc of cheating
tramps.’ A sudden idea dicilcd her
•Ten to one they bring a Lv. r with them.’
she cried, *nnd dear know* I snw enough
good holding burnt after the LI ok fover,
ten years ago. It w übl be a sin and a t
shame to burn a good blanket like lh?s.
And repealing ‘a sin and a shame’ with
great force, the widow restored tl.eb’nnk-
et to Its phee.

‘The coverlet’s not worth much.* she
thought; ‘but my good man bought it the
year after we wore married, and if any-
thing happened to it I should never for-
give myselfl* The old shawl’s good
enough for the tramps.’ Saying which
she took a ragged old shawl from a peg.
and began to fold it up. And even ns
she brushed and folded, she began to
grudge the faded rag. - lt saves my bet-
ter one on a bad day.’ she sighed, ‘but
I suppose the father mast have some-
thing.’

And accordingly she took it to the
monk.

•It’s not so good as it has been, but
there is warmth in it yet, and it cost a
pretty penny when new.*

‘And is this all that yon can spare to i
the poor houseless strangers,* asked the j
Ul >IIK.

•Aye. indeed, good father,’ ssid she.
‘and that will cost me many a twinge of
rheumatics. Folk at my age can’t lie
cold at night for nothing.’

‘These poor strangers,’ said the monk,
‘arc as aged as yourself, and have lost
everything.’

But as all he said had no effect in mov
ing the widow's compassion, he departed
and knocked at the d or of her neighbor. .
Here he told the same tale, which met
with a very different hearing. This wid-
ow wax one of those liberal souls whose
possessions alwavs make them foel uuctv
unless they are being accepted, or used,
or borrowed by borne one else; and she
blessed brrsmf that, thanks to the Baron-
ess, she Lad an< w blank'd fit to lend to
the king himself, and only desin-d to know
what else she had with which she could
serve the poor stiaagers, and requite the
charities of the brotherhood.

The monk confessed that all the slen-
der stock of household goods in the non- '
astery was in use, and one af'er another
he accepted the loan of almost every thing
the widow had. As she gave them he
pat them nut through tho door, raying
mat he had a messenger outside; ami Hav-

ing promised that everything should bo
duly rest >rvd on the morrow, he depar-
ted. leaving the widow with little else
than the (hair in which she was to pass
the night.

When the monk had gone the storm
raged with greater fury than before, and
at last one terrible flash of lightning -truck
ib widow’s bouse, and, though it did
not hurt the old woman, it set fire to the
roof, and Ir-th cottage* were soon ablate.
Now, as the terrified old creatures hob-
bled out into the storm, they met the
monk. who. crying. ‘Come to the monas-
tery,’ seised an arm of each aod huirisd
them up the bill. To such good pur-
pose did he help them that they seemed
to fly. and arrived at the convent gate;
thee hardly knew hew.

Cuder a shtd by the wall were the
goods aod chattels of the libctal widow.

•Take back thine own. daughter.’ said
the monk: ‘thy charity bath brought its
own reward.’

‘Bat the stranger*, good father?* said
the perplexed widow.

•Ton are the stranger*.’ answered the
monk, ‘and what thy pity thmght meet
to be spared for th# unfortunate. Heaven

>u thy wisfoitwits hah ?|-aivd to thte ’
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Then turning to the other w'd<*w, h* drew
the old -h-wl from beneath his frock no t
gave it to her. eating, *1 giro you j>n,
dame, that this hath escaped the fl uwes
It ia not so go.J as it ha* been, bat there
ia warmth to it yet, and it coat & pretty
penny when new.’

Full of confusion. the illiberal widow
took baek her shawl, murmuridg ’Lack a
day! If I had hnt known it was oar-
•elres the good father neant!'

The monk gave a shrewd smile.
'Aye. aye. it would hare been dlff.-renf,

Idoubt not.* said he; •but accept the lea*
•on. aty daughter, and when next thou
art called upon to help the unfortunate,
think that is thine own needs that would
bo serred; and it may be thou shalt ju !go
better aa to what thou canst spare."

As he spoke u flush of lightning lit up
the ground where the monk stood, making

vx*t aureole about him in the darkness
of the night. In the bright light his
eonnrenanee appeared stern sad awful in

. its beauty, and when thefl ish was past,
the monk had vanished also.

Fuithermofe, when the widows sought
shelter in the monastery, they found that
the brotherhood knew nothing of thrir
strange visitor.— .Ik.at JuJtf't

Wurnc a Tttirr \ns Focsd -An Indian-
apolis wag a fear days ago was standing
in front of th* Vouog Men's Christian As-
sociation building in that city, when ho
was hurriedly accoated by a stiango man,
who t>kod if he had aeon such a looking
fellow pass within the last minute. No.
ho hadn't soon him. *Hut yon must.*
persisted the stranger, and then wen'.' on
to say that the fellow was a thief from
Greenessfle. whom ho had tracked, and
was positire was somewhere in tin* vicini-
ty. haring seen him as he turned tho
corner.

j 'i lie j.ker suggested the fellow was up-
stairs. {minting to the V M C. A. hall
Green castle wanted to know what kind
of a place it was, and on learning was
ready to affirm his ii'sn was not there.- -

Then the wag facetiously offered to bet
he was. for, said h, ‘all the thieve* go
there.’ Green east le accepted the wager,
and, like the doubting Thomas, crept up
tie stairway, peered into the reading-
room, rial sure enough, there was tho
thief calmly poring over a p.per.

Here is a curious story of the old
' slavery time*, from a western Carolina
newspaper. In tho gold mining rrgi. ns
of Biuke County lived no industrious,
well-to-do free colored Woman, trsnnd

' Nancy lloyce. She was engaged to mar-
ry Jack, a slave, and. in order to have
everything pleasant, she put her hand in
her packet and bought him of hi* master.
Hut she was shrewd enough to take a bill
of sale for him, fortunate! v, a* it happen-
ed, for Jack turned out to lie utterly worth-
less. and a perfect sot. Hitt little need
was there for Nancy to go to the courts for
relief by divorce. £hc know a belter way
than that. She owned her roan, and sho

| simply sold him to a slave dealer, win*
carried him offto the far southwest, so
that the sharp Nancy was never bothered

iby him again. Husbands have been had-
! ly sold before, though not in this parlicu-
lar way.

| Jtf An Irishman went for the first
j time to a play Just ns the drop curtain
descended, after the first act. an engine
la the basement exploded, and the Celt
wan blown through the roof, alighting in
the next square. His Erst remark, after
coming to his senses, was, *and what the
devil do you play next?’

j tW A ten-year old hoy boasting to a
schnol-niato of his father’s accomplish-
ments said; ‘My father can do most any-

' thing. He is a notary public, an 1 he’s *

pothecary, and tic can pull teeth, and he's
a doctor, and he can mend wagons,
and he ran rday the fiddle, and be** a
jackaas at j.I trade*.’

f A fath-r. in consoling his daugh-
ter. who had lost her husband, said : *1
don’t wocdcryim crirre fur him, my child.
You will never find his equal.’ 'I don't
know as I can,’ responded the sobbing
widow; ‘but llldomy test I’ The fath-
er went home comforted.

| H4T Two Irishmen traveling on the Bal-
timore and Ohio Ilailrocd track came to
a mile post, when one of them exclaimed :

•Tr*sd aisr. Pat; here lies a man who was
IOS years <>ld— his name was Miles from
Baltimore.’

I to call a gentleman to dinner, found lent
engaged in using a toothbrush. ‘Well,
is he coming?* asked the lady. ‘Yes.
ma*s n. directly, be is just sharpening his
teeth.’

Xsf There was a desire on the part of
a teacher to make • scholar understand
what conscience is. ‘What mskes y**u
fcvl bad when you have d**n* wrong T

‘Pop's strap,* aatd the youth Ucing y.

A schoolmaster asked a class of boys
ilia meaning of tb word ‘appetite.' Al-
ter a short pause one little boy sail. 'I
know, ait; when I'm 'eating I m appy and
when I'm done I'm tight.'

| Tbe young lady wb* *3 feelings ‘we *

all worded op’ has ordered a frrh <jp.
p’r-


