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. - gh e e _ e . {Written for the Beacon.) began to tell how two ntrangers had enught Then turning to the other widow, he drew
s oty ’uﬂlcf hu,' like a o‘lr;'lm.- The clouds were I don’t 'spose you'd often see ber like, I now very distant; el There is a little lndy fine, shelter at the -“""'_'_‘e“ sir & the old ‘h"l from Geaesth his frock sod
Y THURSDAY BY ge n;g .n'rr..u‘l eavier as the boatman pever did. There wasa giri up at that  through the nu ' ! Her nasme | canpot tell, bad been struck by lightning, and barned gave it to her, saying, ‘l give you joy,
3. F. KING & JAMES 8. DOWKS, ,au.}. with his passenger. ce, that tavern there, had a Ekind of ss'he was, with his o the But then, indeed, I'm balf inclined, with all it coutained; and they, themsclves, dame, that this bath eseaped the flames.
el 0k as if we should bave a spell of of her about the eves aud forchead, weight of Groom, ot Methinks "twould be as weil. aged, poor and friendless, were cxposed It is not so good as it has been, bat there
Tenws or Scascurrion —§2.00perannam 1o Weather,” said the lutter, glancing from but nothing to compare— I bad a friend, | completely helpiess, beld bigs: to the fury of the storm. *‘Our house is is warmth i it yet, aud it cost 3 pretty.
:e“ "I’d":'lil"":g - :n:x'l’::i".\:r‘lnl:"n:i:ﬁf:n the leaden sky to the leaden water. ‘Hope too—well, it 8in’t much of a story,” Groom  vous clutch that half stran T8¢t her out the other day, a poor one,’ continued the monk. ‘The penny when new.’ % ’
months and 1o paper to be “,l“ﬁ,.w .n','fl you're what they erack you up to !" for broke off with a d? laugh, ‘and I don't | the time they neared the &l * She looked so bright and fair, strangors’ lodging-room was already fall,  Full of confasion, the illiberal widow
811 arrearnges are paid exceptat the option of ' | gt 8 ducking here, 1 shouldu’t find hardly know why [ tell it at all, only, ' was prerty well spedt, ‘But'y “But bad the queerest—what shall I say— | and we are quite without the weans of took back her shawl wurmaridg ‘Lack-a
the pubdisher. myself again in & hurry.’ maybe, it'll Lelp you make out what seems | lights gave him heart g | Arraaged upon ber bair. making these poor souls comfortable — day! If [ had bat kvown it was our-
‘TEnus or Apvertisiva.— 15 cents per square | *Wel!, I'm as good as they’ll average, to puzsle you. The loag and the short of | instant for the Sosl puli, and ' Youat have a scund roof over your selves the good futhor meant!
for the :‘;""‘:f”"*;-;ﬂ-"d o0 centsforever) sul~ [ reekon, mister—, I didn't bear your it is, that my friend—miud that, youl.-"u that the red him, Ber baic, you know, was zot arrunged, | heod, and if can spare one or two  The monk gave a shrewd smile
o tpeerey NI vellter Griteiedle e e somo. said ¥z, lashing ‘ap inquiringly. sler, my friead chested [me out of myed, and whivled him a vy * But rathee  disbevel, things for the night i shait Sovitarmsd . ‘Aze. 200 B munhbhenn hin Al isit.
marked on the advertisement, it will be pub-| ‘Peter Groom it my wame, and one I swcetheart. sin’t m to at, alkil ' Al it lncked uncommon strange, to-morrew whea some gucsts » . r
A i-bd un ti ve;b.u, oo charyd :«odi-‘;ly.’ain't ashawed of; it‘ll’be pretty well known , know, never was, but I eould care fora - hat « - t hef be Jevel. ’ ; o s “.x wnt* el e ““hut e

R e

-i % B it I s b o e

o e

9 i3

-

4

LEONARDTOWN, MD., THURSDAY

MOI

ST. MARY *S BEACON |7 the vas gon. lenving bim looking wse soorage—' be sapped & moment— | shar. Luckily, ta Mk

! 1 deductio - 13 i ¥
g o Chiey ™" s od to CoERSITS fin these paria by thiedey wesk P shi-

wao smil

a smile not pleas-

3 ’
Cowmmunications of & personal character will g, an
Be charged, at the same rates asad vertisements; A0L 10 see.

obituarics over ten linesin length willbecharg- |
ed at the rate of 50 conts per square. '
All communications for publication must be
fccompanicd with the real name of the author,
or no attention will be paid to them. The real
nifpe of the amuthor wili not be published nalcss
degred, but we cannot consent th insert €om-
munications unless we know the writer.
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JUE GORTON'S PASSENGER.

The day was drawing towards its close,
elill aud raw.  Lake village was almost
always gusty, but jnst now the wind wes
having its own way mere than nsuval, and
any passer through the long, bleak street, !
happening to glance in at the window of
the little water-side tavern, might weil
have been tenpted by bright five and good
compauny inside the bar.

They were the usual afternoon loafers, |
with the exception of one small, wiry-:
looking maun, a stranger, who had stopped !
to take a glass of something hot, and who,
at the moment, was evideutly the centre |
of the general interest, |

‘But what is it you know, any Im'.!
stranger ¥’ asked one of the group. ‘Cowe,
now. among fricnds.’

*Never you mind,” answered the ad-
dressed, ‘1 kuow enough to shut up John
Bawyer a pretty spell, if wot o wuke him
awing, and [ kuow how to tell it when the
right time comes, don't you be afraid for
that, The day's getting on,” he added
lbmbﬂy, rising and turving toward the
window, ‘and your duck-pend there don't
look over agreeable just now. Who's a
good boatman hercabouts? for, if I'm
spilt, I can’t swim.’

‘Joe Gorton's your man,” was the an-
swer 3 che couldu’t tip over if he tried,

Mow's that T said Joe, anxious to be-
tray vo previous knowledge.

‘I've come to give evidenee in s trial
that's coming off in your county town,’
answered Groom, motioning toward the
Milham shore. ‘I’ve traveled nigh five
hundred miles on purpose to do it. and
I'd travel five buudred more if "twas need-
ed,’

‘Is it the Sawyer trial you mean 7" asked
Joo, carelessly.  *People have been say-
ing there ain't evidenee enough to make s
case, but | "spose then there’s something
new turned up '

‘I should rather think so; anmething
that'll make a case that'll bold Johu Saw-
yer as tight as his coffin.’

Joe cleuched his haud on his oar. He
was beginning to understand Margy's ha-
tred for this man, with his open exulta-
ticn in the ruln be was going to work.

‘I'm sorry for the old man,” he said, af-
ter 3 pause, ‘and 20 are most fulks ahout
here.
and, if Sawyer really done it, ’twas that
—that and the driuk, for when he's him-
self, he wouldu't hurt a worm.’

‘You've no need to tell me what John
Sawger i, said the other. shorly.
knew him before you was born, before
ever he eame into these parts.’

*Well,” said the boatman,
queer notion of old acquaintance’ sake,
then, that's all?

‘T'll give him a swing for old acqnaint-
ance’ salte, if | cam,’ replied Groom, with
a scowl.

Joe drew a quick breath.

*Can you do thet ¥ he said.

‘That or lifer. 1 tell you, my man, |
saw it done.’

~worusy fust us Wueh as if 1'd been six foot

bigh, sud fresh as a rose, and I'd my
oath she cared for mo too, till he come
between us with a false tongue enough to

—Poor Joe.
{ He was conscions when
up, but there was a look in

JULY 31, 1873

She passed we by, with steps so gay,
Ye stars ! she did look slashin’,

Sr— - -
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The widow eould bardly conceal ber
vexation and disappointment. ‘Now dear

son, wy daughter, and when next thou
art called npon to belp the urfortanate,
think that is thine own needs that would

foretold the end, even before She smiled, aud bowed, as if 1o sy,

heart, holy father,” cried she, ‘is there not be served; and it may be thou shalt juige

] the
_turn any girl's head.” Well, he came off did. As for Groom, he had been shi
first best; she left me and wentaway him. ed by Joe's body, aod, tough sad wiry as

You see I'm in the fushi’'n.

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

= rich body in the place, that you come
for charity to a poor widow like me, that
am in a ease rather to borrow myself rather
than to lend to others?

better as to what thou cavst spare.’

As ke spoke u flash of lightuing lit up
the ground where the monk stood, makine
a vast aurcole about him in the darkness

Wilson was known for a bully,

‘yon've a

couldn’t Joe.” ‘Yon saw Sawyer kill Wilson?' ex-
*Why dou’t you wait until to-morrow, |claimed Joe, stopping short on his oars.
steanger, if you're alcared o' the weather?| “I saw him strike the blow that killed
apd them clouds over there do look' kind- | him; and that eomes to pretty wmigh the
er pesky,’ said thg landlord of the Lake- | same thing, T take it.’
side Mouse, turuing a practised eye on ! *But how is it you have kept back all
the gray wingling outlives of lake and along ”
sky. [ *Well, it's like this,” said Groom, who
“Well, fact is,” said the other, *T'm ae- appeared to be in a more communicative
quainted over in Milham, and, if it's all mood than a while before. *The day of
the same to you'—with a wink—1"d rath-  the murder—to begin with the beginning
er be there than hicre; so if you'll hunt! —I happened to be passing through Mil-
up this Joe What's-his-vame, I'll be lum, and stopped over a train there to see
obliged.’ |a man 1 had dealings with. He lived a
‘The landlord, resenting the wink and little out of the town, a loncsome road,
the implied insinuation, opened the door ' part of the way across some fields. Tdid
called out, rather sulkily, to feme my business, and started back again alone,
one in the next room : *‘Margy, run down |as T had come. Half way, or thereabout,

to the water and tell Joe there's a passen- | I heard a kind of cus<ing and quarreling |

ger lere.” {in the next ficld—right elose to my ear
In another minute the house-door closed, | it sounded, only T eouldn’t see any thing
ond a tall, slight, girlish figure, with a for the high hedge. *What'sup ?’ thiuks

shawl over its head, might have beenseen | I, *might as well take a peep.” *Twas an |
|uncommon fine evening; mooulight you

hurrying down to the water-side.

Joe Gorton, busy abaut his Loat, heard | could almost read by, aud T knew Sawyer
his name called, and looking wp, -o-:’l.: as soon as [ set eyes on him. His face
gir! Margy. The sharp wind lLad blown | was turned exactly to me, and ugly enough
out stray locks of hee crisp, black hair, | it loocked then. The next minute [ saw
from under the red shawl; but the heetic | him strike out, and the other wan went

1 swore then, boy,’ said Groom, looking he was, was mrecl"'!h worse for the

darkly io his listener's earnest face, ‘that
if ever my day come, I'd be even with
John Sawyer; T never thought ‘twouid,
but it has, and do you thivk I'll let my
chanee slip now? No, by God;’ and the
man brought down his fist with a force
that shook the boat-side.

*That was hard lines, sure enough.’
said Joe, thoughtfully, ‘but, Mr. Groom,
you was speaking jast now of a girl up at
the tavern there ? She’s my sweetheart,
and,’ added the pomtman, slowly, *she’s
Sawyer's girl, bis enly child.’

‘No!"exclaimed Groom, evidently woved
by the intelligence. *Hetty's child,’ he
muttcred to himself, ‘Hetty's child !’

| *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,
but [ don’t forget, neither, whose child
she in on the other side. No ! I'm sorry
| for the girl, and for you. youngster, since
you've an interest in ber, but ['d have my
pay out of Jubn Sawyer now, if [ was to
die for it.’

Joc's grasp tightened convulsively on
his oar.  Was the man erazy thus to make
a boast of the misery he would cause be-
fore one whose advantage and opportuni-
ty it was alike to insure his silence? who
bad biw almost us completely at kis mer-
'cy here on the unfamiliar elcment as if
{they too had been alone in all the earth ?

If hie were to die for it! Every plunce
of the dark water seemed to be repeati- g
[those words. The boatman roused hiny-

sclf with a start at the sound of his pas- |

senger's voice

| _*You're a pretty feller, aiu’t you, now.’

| said the Tatter, Tesuming the sufjcot in a
i lighter tone, *wanting to persuade me to
client justice after that faghion

[ *As for that,” answered Joe, ‘you said,
yourself, if it had been anybody but Saw.
yer, you wouldn’t have troubled to hunt
him down, and [ ean’t sce as that’s any
better notion of justice than mine. Bo-
sides.” he added gravely, ‘the old man's
got his death-sentence already, if that's
what vou want; what with the drink, he
ain’t the man he used to be, and the night
of the quarrel he got a cough that's tear-
ing him all to pieces; the doctors say he
can’t live long, uohow.’

Greom, with a coarse laugh, ‘and that's
all I @are about.’
The brutal words and manner roused

He stammered out s curse, inarticulate
for passion.
‘Eh ¥’ ssid Groom, catching the sound,
| but not the words, ‘what's that you say ¥’
The boatman stopped rowing, and leaned

|

whole adventure. hen he heard what
they were saying abiut Joe, he burst out
lwith an cath, sud hurried to where he
ay.

*Well, Gorton, and how is it with you?'
he said, affecting to speak cheerfully,
though struck at once by that look of death
in the face.

*About as bad ss it ean be, Mr. Groom,’
answered Joe, fecbly. *The old boat and
[l go down together, T reckon.’

‘Now, never you talk that stuff, my! Was not behind the time.

m:n,’ said Gioow, in almost a blustering | Aw Osseavren,
way, perhaps to conceal a certain unstes- | . .
diness of voice, 'l owe you a lifo, and I ML s R
ain’t one to rest till I've paid it, ifit takes | THE WIDOWS & THE STRANGERS.
all the doctors from here to Jerico. I've
got means, [ tell yo.’

And then, beneath her polonaise—
That everlasting bustle.

Ehe little knew how lookers on
Hud eyed her in the hastle,

Had ridiculed her pet cAignon
And criticised tAat bustle.

But then, she knew, she was complete,
Or thought =0 in her mind,
And felt at ease upon the street—

Once on & time two poor old widows

*Can you lend us a spare blanket?' said of the might. In the bri:ht ight his
the monk. ‘Thesc poor strangers have countenance sppeared stern amd awful in
been out in astorm, remember.’ its beauty, and when the flish was past,

The widow started. *What meddling the monk had vanished also.
busy-body told bim that the Baroness gave  Furthermore, when the wilows sought
me z new blanket at Michelmas?' thought shelter in tha monastery, they found that
she; but at last, very onwillingly, she the brotherhood knew nothing of their
went to an inner room to fetch a  blanket strange visitor.-— dunt Judy's Migazine.
fron her bed. !

‘They shan't have the new one, that's
flat.” mattered the widow, and she drew. Wugre A Turer wae Forso —An [udian-
out the cld one and began to fold it wp. apolis wag a few days ago was standing
But though she Lad dwelt upon its thick- in front of the Youog Men's Christian As-
ness and insafficicuey to the Barouess, sociation building in that city, when he
she was so powerfully affected at parting was burriedly accosted by a stranga wan,
with it that all its good qualities came who asked if he had secn such a looking
strongly to her mind. | fellow pass within the last minate. No,

. i e

‘No, use Mr. Groom,’ said Joe, ‘there’s | lived in the same hamlet and under the

no doctor could patch up what’s smashed same roof. But though the cottages | to shakeor fold.

inside of me.  But look here,’” and he in- | joined, and one roof covered them,
 stinctively lowered his voice, with a glance | had each a separate dwelling; and although

*It's & very suitsble size,” said she to' be hadn't scen him. *But you must.’
herself, ‘and easy for my poor old arms persisted the stranger, and then wen: on
With careful usage it to say that the fellow was a thief from

they | would last for two years yet; but who Greencastle, whom he had tracked. snd

knows how two wandering bodies that was positive was sonewhere in the vieini-

at the uttendant, though there was little | they were alike in age and circumstances. | have been tramping miles through the ty. haviug seen hiw as he turued the

 fear of that broken whisper reaching any | yet in other respects they were very dif- f
ears but those close to it, *it’s what [ wan- | ferent.
ted to speak to you about—jyou owe me a | though she had little to save, and the
life, you say; mine ain’t yours to give—bat | other was liberal, though she had little to |

For ove dame was covelous, | who knows ifthey're decent folk at ail?,

storm will kick about in their sleep? And corner.

The joker suggested the fellow was up-
Likely enough they're two hedge birds ! stairs, pointing to the Y. M. C. A. hali
that have imposed a pitiful tale on the Greevcastle wanted to know what kind

old Sawyer's is—' give. | good fathers, and never slept under any- of a place it was, snd on learning was

| Groow’s face darkened. ‘IswearI'd al-| Now on the rising ground, opposite to
most rather you asked for my own,’ he mut- { the widows’ eottages, stood a mon astery,
tered. { where a few pious and charitable brethren |
‘But you' I promise, Mr. Groom ?° said spent their time in prayer, labor and good
Joe, in his eagerness, managing to balf works. And wiih the alms of these monks,
raise himself, ‘you'll promise ?* {and the k:ndness of neighbors, and be-
‘Well 1 s'pose I ain’t got no choice,” an- | cause their wants were few, the old wo-
swered Groom, stil! reluctantly; *Yes [ do men dwelt in tolerable comfort, and had

thing finer than a shock of straw in their ready to affirm his wan was not there - -
lives.’ { Then the wag facetiously offered to bet

The more the good woman thought of Le was, for, zaid he, *all’ the thieves go
this, the more she folt sare it was the there.” Greencastle accopted the wager,
case, and the less willing she beeame to and, like the doubting Thomas, erept up
lend her blanket to *a couple of chenting tle stzirway, peered into the reading-
tramps.” A sudden idea deeiled ber.—- room, cud “sure enough, there was the
*Ten to one they bring » fever with them.” | thief calmly poring over a piper.

*Hell live long cnongh to make the ac- |
quaintance of a rope’s end, I reckon,” said |

the lurking devil in Joe Gorton’s heart. |

prowisc; there's my hand om it.’

A gleam of intensa delight for the mo-
| ment almost drove the death-look from
i Joc’s face. ‘[t’sall right, Margy.” i
! pered to himself, and laid his hm‘:{

again,
| Yes, it was all right as Heaven sees

right.  Wien Jom Suwyer had been dis-
charged for want of evidenee, when the

Lake Viilave gossips, wondcring over the |

strangersdisappearance, concluded that his
boasts bad been mere ille talk to make a
,sensation, Murgy could have told them
better.  She knew how it was Joo had
died; she koow that a life had been paid
for her father's; and in & heart softened by
pain she ackaowicdged that her prayer
had been answered in Gol's own way.—
Appleton’s Jourual.

- ———

BEZINEFACTOR.

Parton says, in his interesting history
of the Sewing Machine, written for the
| Atlantic Monthly, and published In its
May number of 1867: ‘In the year 1854,
(ofter a long trial, Judge Sprague, of

l
A GREAT

daily bread, and lay warm at night.

old widow was having supper, there came
a knook at her door. -Before she opened
it she bastily put away the remains of her
meal. *‘For,” said ske, it is a stormy
night, and ten to one some belated vaga-
boud wants sheiter, and when there arc
| vietuals on 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, 3tepped
{ into the cortage. Muek disconcerted at
having kept one of the brotherhood wait-
(ing, the widow loudly apologized, and
{dusted a chair for her reverend guest;
but the monk stopped her string of regrets,
adding: ‘I fear I cut short your evening
meal, my danghter.’ d
‘Now, in the name of ill-luek, how came
he to guess that?’ thought the widow, as
with anxious civility she began to press
the monk to take some supper after his
walk; for the good woman aiways felt hos-
pitably inclined toward any one who was

[

The brother, however, refused to sup, !

likely to return her kindness seven fold. |y},

and as he seated himself the widow looked.|

3 : i she eried, ‘and dear knows [ saw enough |
Now ouve evening, when the eovetous yood bedding burnt after the bl of fever, |

ten years ago. It would beasin and a!
shiame to burn a good blanket like this. '
And repeating ‘a sin and a shame® with
great foree, the widow restored tle hlank-
ct to its place. ‘

*The coverlet’s not worth much.’ she
thought; ‘bat my good mau bought it the
year after we were married, aad if any-
thing happened to it [ should never fors
give mysclff' The old shawl's good
enough for the tramps.” Saying which
she took a razged old shawl from a peg,
aud began to fold it up. And even as
she brushed and folded, she began to
grudge the faded rag. ‘It saves my bet-
ter one on a bod day,’ she sighed, ‘but
I suppose the father must have some- |
thing.’ |

And accordingly she took it to the
monk. !

*It's not s0 good as it has been, but!
there is warmth in it yet, and it cost 2
pretty penny when vew.’ {
*And is this all that you ean spare to |
ﬁnr\r houscless strangers?” asked the
monkK. ’

*Aye, indeed, good father,” said she, |

{ well-to-do free cclored woman,

—— e e e

X2 Here is a curions story of the old
slavery times, from a2 western C(arolina
newspaper. [n the gold mining regicns
of Burke County lived an industrious,
named
Nancy Bogce. Slie was engaged to mar-
ry Jack, a slave, and, in order to have
everything pleasant, she put her hand in
her pocket and bought him of his master.
But she was shrewd enough to take a bill

"of sale for him, fortunately, as it happen-

ed, for Jaek turned out to be utterly worth-
less, and a perfeet sot.  But little need
was there for Nancy to go to the courts for
relicf by divorce. She knew a better way
than that. She owned her man, and sho
simply sold him to a slave dealer, who
carried him off to the far southwest, so
that the sharp Naney wae never bothered
by bim again. Husbands have been bad-
ly sold befure, though not in this particu-
lar way.

& An [rishman went for the first

time to a play.  Just as the drop curtain
descended, after the first set, an engine

| Massaclinsetts, decided that ‘the plain- |sharply through her spectacies to sge if: . [ ill eost tui ia the basement exploded, and the Celt
in the eheéke, and thé™Teverish brighitness down ke w iog.’ {furvardtillhe almost touched Groom where o g r . Ry b o i S T e . sl

in the dilated eyes, were mot allthe wind’s|  *And you let him lay 7" interrupted
work. She cime close to the boatman, Joe, in excitement. *‘You never called
who raised himself up, facing her. | for help, nor nothing 7

*Joe,” she suid, ‘there’s a passenger! *What for 7" said Groom, carelessly. ‘I

(tifi"s patent is valid, and dcfendant’s ma-
 he =at. ) . jchine is an infringment.” The plaintiff
5 'Jug. pat.yourself in the qld man's place | was Klias Howe, Jr ,—the real infringer,
{for a minute,” he began, with an effort, |1 M. Singer.’ Judge Sprague further
speaking quietly. *S'pose there was some- | ghserved that ‘there is no evidence in

she could gather from any churitable dis-! houmaties. Folk at my sge can't lie|
tention of the folds of his eloak whether 8’ ¢;14 at night for nothing.’ 4
loaf, & boitle of cordial, or a new winter's| T}, cec ;nor strangers.’ said the mosk.

cloak were most likely to crown the visit. | are a3 need as )'ouaredf, and kave okl
No undue protuberance being visible about | 5

was blown through the roof, alighting in
the vext square.  His first remark, after
coming to his senscs, was, ‘and what the
devil do you play next ¥

waiting up Lo the hause,’ she laid her hand
on his arm and glanced cautiously ronpd
before adding in a whitper : “Joe, if onee
that man reaches the other side, it's all up
with father.”

*What's that, Margy *" asked the boat-
man, looking wonderingly at her.

*Hteit-you-1 beard 1t he'll -bring it
home to him, he says fo, he's come a-pur-
jore. -1t's father's chance elean gone, if
you tuke him across.’

cumstances agreed with that cvening— out to do—it's murder.

thought it was just a drunken quarrel—I body'd got the chanee and the will to get
knew what Sawycr was—and I left "em to | shat o’ you, just as you have of old Saw-
settle it between themselves. [ had to yer—'

look sharp for the next train, so [ hurried | *What are you driving at mow ¥ inter-
back to the hotel, and none teo soon eith- ' rupted Groom. *There ain't anybudy, as
er.. I never thought again about the mat- | [ know of, has got either—more luck for

{tor, till the other day | happeued to hear ' me !’ he ended, with a laugh.

that Joln Sawyer was going to be tried|{ *Aiu't there 7" said the boatman, slow-
for murder, and, talking this way and ly. ‘You talk a‘mulj-mic-. Mr. Groom.’
that, I found the time and the gencral eir- he resumed, *but it ain’t justice you've set
You've got the

| this case that leaves a shadow of doubt|the monks person, she turned her eyes to
that, for all the benefit conferred upon | his face, and found that her visitor was
| the publie by the introduction ofa Sew-|one of the brotherbood wlom she h_ad Bot
ing Machine, the public are indebted to|seen before.  And not only was his face
Elias lowe, Jr.” How great that bene- | unfamiliar, but it was utterly unlike the
fit is we can form some idea when we ! kindly but rough countenances of her
[ consider the vast amount of work ncecs- | charitable patrons.  Not that she bad ever
eary to be performed by the needle, and | seen bousted the noble beauty, the chiscled
ren ember that of all tha varioas branches | and refined features 9' the mouk before
{of labor it is the most wearing upon the | her. And she could not but potice that,
baman system. | although only one rush light illuminated

everything.'

But as all he said had no effect in mov- &
ing the widow's compassion, he departed BT A !cn-year_nld boy 'bW""‘ fo »
and kuocked at the dvor of her neiglibor. lbcbnol-m?lo 0( his father’s secomplish-
Here Le toid the same tale, which met | ments saids . ‘My father "",d" WMOst any-
with 2 very different hearing. This wid-  thiog. He is a notary public, anl he's u
ow was one of those liberal souls whose  Pothecary, and he can puli teeth, and he's
posscssions always make tiaem feel uneasy ® horse doctor, and he ean mend REgons,
unless they are being accepted, or used, | f”’d he can '}'“." """ fiddle, and he'sa
or borrowed by some ome else; and she jackass at bl trades.
blessed bersuif that, thanks to the Baron- | - L —
ess, she Lad a new blanket fit to lend o

‘Do you mcan | should refuse to take so, them, I knew 1 had seen the thing
him, Margy ¥’ said Joe, slowly. | done.’

law on your side, as it happens, but all
| the same, as far as you're concerned. it's

the public on such easy terms that per-

The Howe Machine is now offered tn'

her room, and thoagh the monk's eowl

i1 e g gy o the King himself, and only desired to know |

% 8 wnat else she had with which she could

B# A father, in consoling his thugl..
ter, who had lost her husband, said : I

*What geod would that do?* said th«g

1, impatiently. ‘Kelley or some of
em would take him fast enocugh; what's
father’s life against a fare? No, it's you
must take bim, Joe, and then, if snyting
bappess,” sinking her voice to a mean-
ing whisper, ‘nobedy but you and me's
the wiser.’

Joe started back.

*Margy, what's that you're thinking ¥’

1 can't help it I’ cried the girl, pas-
sionately twisting her fingers in theshawl-
fringe so that it smapped; ‘he’s my fath-
er, and never was a better but for drivk
—jyou know yourself. everybody says so
—and, if you ecculd hear that man up

e

hiw ! Jpe, you'drfind it hard to &eep your
h:dﬁ‘ bitn; but' I don’t #k you to
do so much as touch a finger to him, only.
if the boat turne over, be can’t swim.. [
beard him
snd sobody the wiser, for the best boat-
man that ever was might hove an accident

Im1' * like this.'
o-?m tg: be still,  poor’

irl, you dsn t know what you're saying,’
Lord 0e, k
“Yes, I do,’ saidl ehe, passionitely ;
‘never you think that, Joe Gortan. Itell

it lays with you to rave fathér or to
l;bit;’ yes anid me 100, for if they hang |

him I'll neter live over the day, and that ‘st the associations coonected with the that bad been in his heart, seemed to city go to the sea, he should
' be dvestion, sod the man who put it. i
you've 8o cause to be shy of lightning

*Joe, if ever carel for me, save that
B m"?. od before be could ape

w

Groom paused 3 moment, and when be murdcr,—as bad, for what I can sce, as!

resumed it wos in an abstracted tone. | if somebody—as it might be me'—said
* "T'wasu’t particuler opvericnt for me | Joe, looking fixedly in the other’s face
to leave my basisess judt then; if it had through the growing dusk, ‘somebody with
been anybody else, I'd likely have left the |a meative, no matter what, for wanting to
poor devil to sink or swim as might be, :be rid of yon, ge'ting you a!l alone—as it
but John Sawy r! 1 tell you,’ he continu- | might be here—out of sight or help,
ed, through Lis set tecth, as, catehing the should just put you quietly out o the
boatman’s eve, he appeared s:ddenly con- way—’
scious of a listener, *I'd lct all i've got go| -Hey ! d'ye mean to threaten me T eried

| sons of the most limited means can_ pro- bright light always secemed to be on his

| eure one with but slight economy, ang |face, making his clear skin almost trasspa- |

thus the benefit eonferred by the great remt. Her ecuriosity must hace beco
inventor, at first confined to a few, is mow | greatly stirred, had not her prevailing
within the reach of the i passion of greed made her more auxious
| Bearin mind the ‘Howe'is the ouly |to learn what be brougbt than who be
 Machine offered at five dollars per was.

aud at New York prices. G. A Simms,| ‘It a terrible vight,” quoth the monk,
| Agent, Leonardtown. atlength. ‘Such tempest without only

don’t worder yon grieve for him, my child.

| You will never fiud his equal.” ‘I dou't
{know as I ean,’' responded the sobbing
,widow; ‘but I'll do my best! The fath-
cr went home comforted.

| serve the poor stiaagers, and requite the
{ eharities of the brotherlinod.

The monk confessed that all the slen-
der stock of housshold goods in the mon-
astery was in use, and one alcr ancther

| he accepted the loan of almost every thing | Sy wslies -

(the widow had. As she gave them he |  pa-Ty, [righmen traveling on the Bal-
{ put them out through the door, saying i, 00 and Obio Railrosd track eame to
| that he had a messenger outside; and hav- |, 1 ite ogt when one of them exclaimed :

0, and theo father'’s samed, wvide

to rack and ruin for the pleasure of seeing
Joln Sawyer stand there, adisgraced and
convieted man, and n}ing to L, * "Twas
me that did &l T8

There wievomething in Joo Gorton's
breast on which the ferce words and man-
wer jarred painfully. He was no preach-
er. thig poor, untaught bostwoe: he did
not know how to tell the man fore bim
that bis promised revenge was 2rucl and
cawardly; but yet he feit that even setting
v's interests, there was some-
thing in it which roused all his instinets
of resistance. He
thought about it.

‘“That's a feeling T can’t ‘make out,’ he
he swid, half aloud.

“Cav’t you ¥ said Groom, shortly, sup-
posivg the remark addressed to sL.n.
‘Have you got a sweatheart, young mas?
he added atrupily, after a short panse.

*A sweetheart? repeated Joe, starting

‘Well,

it,” said Groom, who had moticed

in bisfce. the movement. ‘A sweetheart, when  When the two

she’s the ﬁ.:} sort, is what ue maun need
b ashawed of. 1 bad cne myself wheu I

Groowm, springing up. Just then the|
| breaking gust struck sharpiy on the boat’s |
side that, left 10 her own guidance, had  Scwumr Prav.—Nothing esn be more
diifted round: she gave a huirch and a ' cruel and nothing more foalish than to
boand that sent Groom, who, s*arting place children where they maust be dressed
back, had lost his balance, overboard like | every day in fresh and fashionable clothes,
a shot. 'aud their (reedom to play enrtailed for the
Joe stared for an instant at the empty sake of appesramecs. What ehildhood
place oppesite. hardly comprehending what ' necds is perfect freedom among the things
bad bappened so quickly. and then. sud- | of nature—freedom to romp, to make
den as the lightning darting through the mud-pies, to leap fences, to row, to fish,
black sky above him. it flashed juto his to climb trees, to chase butterfies, to
wind that here were silence and safety, | gather wild flowers. 10 live out -of doors

| the man’s own spirit, in bis very words, | childhood delights in, in cheap, strong
m..nsi-minn.-i-...-?.mur';em..p..;.safar«ﬁ..,.m.. Ezaet-
" Bat Joe could be vo more deceived by his Iy that which childheod needs, manhood

own thin by othérs’ sophistries ; & voice and womanhood need—perfeet liberty
| within bhim eried : *If yoa leave this man ' perfeet carclessncss. So whether
[ to die, you are his hismurderer I' A great dweller by the sea go inland for

g
ist

surge of horror snd remorse for the thought mer play. or the resident of :*I
some

sweep him away, and before second spot unvisited by those devoted to fash-
.Jm'h“hhl' display, and pass his time in un-

thrown himself after Groom. ' communion with nature, and in
‘ the bost those avd smusements which,

was nowhere in sight. was noth- without let or hindrance, perform of-

ing wow for it but to

F

eut for the Gee of recreation — Seridwer's for

gives point to the indoor comforts of the
weaithy; but it chiils the very marrow of
the poor and destitute:’

‘Ah, indeed,’ saiffed the widow with a
shiver. ‘Ifit were not for the charity of

for comfort on such an evening as this?’
*It was that very thought, my daugh-
ter,” said the mounk. with a sudden earn-
estness on his shining face, that brought
we forth even now through the storm to

your cottage.’ .
‘Heaven reward you!' cried the widow,
fervently.

*‘Heaven @oes reward the charitable,’
replied the moak. ‘To no truth do the
] bear such constant aud uwabro-
: ~ - ‘He

t;tlf

i
L
7
i
i

than yourself that I am come to-

good Christians, what would poor folks do |

ing promised that everything should be
| daly restored on the worrow, be depar-
§lcd. leaving the widow with little else
| than the thair io which she was to pass
| the night. .
When the mook had gone the storm
!ragd with greater fary than before, and
| at lakt one terrible flush of lightning struck
| the widow’s house, and, though it dd
{not hurt the old wowan, it set fire to the
| roof, and both ¢ ttages were soon ablaze,
i.\'--v. as the terrified o!d creatures Lob-
bled out inte the storm, they miet the|
| monk, who, erying, ‘Come to the monas- |
tery,” seiged an srm of each and huiried |
them up the bill. To such good pur-
pose did he help them that they scemed
to fly, and arrived at the couvent gate
they bardly knew how.

Ucder & shed by the wall were the
goods and chattels of the liberal wicow.

*Take back thine own, daughter,” said
the wouk: ‘thy charity bath imgﬂ its |
own reward.’ {

recompense. -B.nhuﬁ'ﬁ!n. good father? said !
the idow |

‘You are the uru.‘tn.‘ snswered the
monk, ‘and what thy pity thonght meet
| to be spared for the unfortuvate, Heaven’

o ] T

‘Tread aisy, Pat: here lies a man who was
108 years old-—kis name was Miles from
Baltimore.’

27 An Trish Lousemaid, who was s nt
to call a geantlpman to dinner, found hm
engaged in using a toothbrash. ‘Well,
is he coming? asked the lady. ‘Yex,
ma'zn, directly, be is just sharpening his
teeth.’

£ There was a desire on the part of
a teacher to make a scholar understand
what conscience is. *What makes yeu
fecl bad when you bave dome wrong 7 —
‘Pop’s strap,’ said the youth teclingly.

-

A schoolmaster ssked a class of boys
the meaning of the word ‘sppetite.”  Al-
ter a short pause oue little boy said, I
kuow, sir; v:‘n I'm ‘eating I'm appy and
when I'n dove T'm tight.’

—— e

The young lady wlis: feelings ‘wee
all worded up” hae ordered a fresh sup.

Aud forthwith the good brothex |y thy wisfuitaue bath spared to thee ' P’V




