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There were people .ons to envy
Millicent Haughton when she was mar-

ST. MARY’S BEACON ; THE WIFE'S ALLOWANCE. - away, almost wishing that she was Mil-  <Oh, yes *

»
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. Tanus ov Sosscafrrion,—$2.00 an-
"¢ to within six months. No sub- &
| be received for a shorter e month, without home or parents. He

s was a wealthy banker, who seemed to
have nothing on earth to do but to in-
dulge his whims and caprices to

utmost bent, and the world in genen
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t:n; ° it;:rkoev:m:l.l‘::l.l: ln'::b. golden July momning, with the sun-
will be charged at the rate of 50 cents per ghine streaming through the Oriel win-

":.l:..tﬂ-Il‘uﬂﬂl for publication mast dow of the great breakfast room at

be accompsnied with the real name of the * Place scattering little
author, or'.no attention will be paid tothem. Gates » and 3 drop.

The real name of the author will not be pub- of gold and crimson, and glowing pur-

liehed unless desired, but we cannot consent ple on the massy ground of the ml

to insert communicalions unless we know
the writer. | colored carpet.

i l She was dressed in a loose white cam-
. bric wrapper, looped and buttoned with
blue, and a single pearl arrow upheld

_the shining masses of her lovely au-
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e “I’'m in earnest, Ratcliffe !” she said,
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= = 83e398 =, So I supposed, Mrs. Gates,” sai
Cfz.= 222222 &< the husband, leisurely folding his pa-
=§:§§: Efg;"-;s 'EE per—a sign that the news within was
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yourself to get excited. When I say a
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But Milly did uot look happy on thag

thing Mrs. Gates, I generally mean it. |

licent Haughton once again, behind her
desk in the little red school house.

‘it'nlo

i
door, with a basket and a note.

‘An old lady, in a shaker bonnet and
one horse wagon, left it,’ said the girl
with a scarcely-disguised titter. ‘She
wouldn’t come in, although I invited
her.’

Mrs. Gates opened the note.

It ran, in a stiff old-fashioned cali-
' graphy, as if the pen were an unwonted
implement in the writer's hand :

‘Dear M1LLy:—The strawberries in
the south medder lot are just ripe,
where you used to pick 'em when you

HAMLIN burn hair. Her eyes were deep, li- yore 5 little gal; so Penelope picked a |

lot, and we make bold to send them to

A s you, for the sake of old times, as umt‘
ALS and DIPLOMA of HONOR at Vi- peach; and the little kid-slippered foot Araminta is going to the city to-mor-|

that patted the velvet ottoman beneath row. We hope you will like them.— | St atine

Affectionately your kind friend,
‘Mazian Ax~y Prasopy.’
| The tears sparkled in the bride’s eyes.
For an instant it seemed to her as if
she was a merry child again, picking
strawberries in the golden rain of July
sunshine, with the scent of wild roses

on the air, and the gurgle of the little |

trout stream close by.

‘ And as she lifted the lid of the great
| basket of crimson, luscious fruit, and
inhaled the delicious perfume, asudden
{idea darted into his head.

‘Now I will have money of my own !

. she cried out—‘money that I will earn
. myself, and thus be independent !"

| Half an hour afterwards Mrs. Gates
| came down stairs to the infinite amaze-
;ment of Rachael the chambermaid, and
; Louisa, the parlor maid, in a brown ging-

LOOK AT THls !IAud I repeat—if you need money for ham dress, a white pique sun-bounet.
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vet 33, 1874—dw. er after a moment or two of overwhelm-
— MR — === ing silence, “if you'll be good enough to
NOT ' cE stitch that button on my glove, I'll go
- 'down town. I bave already wasted too

LL persons are hereby forewarned much time.’

from crossing, or tresspassing upon

port of my farm kuowo as "ll.‘rn' and Milly felt & Suy i s
al." situated near the village of Chap- _ 1 that,

~  tieo, after this date— with or without dod S sttt ——

S . Aguiust all offenders, the law
ki '“ri'idl_y enforecd. an elegan: open barouche, drawn b_v'

GEU. R GARNER.

Z, Cot. 29, 1874—1u® two long tailed chestnut horses, all
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aglitter with plated barness, and turned

- S I ‘Exactly, my dear,’ nodded this Ben-'

fortune by looking personally after ev- !

{and a basket on ber arm - A

g R _-«fié carriage, ma’am?
ad ‘:;10:‘.%";3‘(2:. as Mrs. Gates beckon-
ea to a passing omnibus.

‘No, I won't I’ said the banker’s lady.
And within the city limits she alighted,
;and began work in good earnest.

‘Strawberries ! who'll buy my wild
strawberries !" rang out her clear, shrill

| . .
|ancing the weight on her arm, and en-

{joying the impromtu masquerade as
(only a spirited young man can.

Mrs. Powler bought four quarts for
| preserving, at twenty-five cents per
{ quart.

‘Wild berries has sucha flavor " said
(the old lady, reflectively. ‘And taint
Ioftx-n you get ‘em here in the city. 1

s’pose you don’t come round regularly,
young woman ?’

‘No, I don’t, ma’m !’

‘Because you might get some good
customers, said Mrs. Powler.

Miss Sininthia Hall, who kept board-
ers, purchased two quarts; Mrs. Cap-
‘uin Barbary took one; and then Milli-

cent jumped on the cars and rode wea-
rily down town.

‘TI've got a dollar and twenty-five
cents of my own now at all events,’ said
she to herself.

‘Strawberries ! Nice, ripe wild straw-
berries! Buy my strawberries I'

Her sweet voice resounded through
the halls of the great marble on whose
first floor the bank was situated.

It chanced to be a dull interval of
business just then, and the cashierlooked
up with a yawn.

youngest clerkd ‘I bave an idea that a
few strawberries wouldn't go badly.—
Call in the woman ?*

Billy, nothing loth, slipped off his

scampered out into the Hall.
8o Milly sold another quart.

cashier’s dollar bill the president him- |
i self came in, bustling and brisk as usu-
ial.

| “Eh? what? How ' barked out Mr.
i&dclile(m ‘Strawbearies 7 Well, |
i I don’t care if I take a few myself —
| Here, young woman, how do you sell!
 them #*

| Milly pushed back her sun bonnet,

voice, as she walked along, lightly bal- |

I say, Bill James,’ said he to the|;

stool with a pen behind each ear, md!f’ehn& nmh "

o s wen giving eage S the | little present in enq.ﬂ & more
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‘I earned my own

you and I can agsin.’
Mr. Radcliffe Gates

‘James,” he said, ‘call m 3
My, dear, let me take you I«

| “Not until I have sold the resfof my
strawberries,’ unﬂywﬁ‘q

{wife. A

| ‘TNl take ‘em—at any price!” jmpa-
tiently exclaimed the banker. !

| “Cash down ?’ {

‘ ‘Yes; anything,
; out of this crowd.’

and that eveping the banker

much per week, to be paid dowy every
week, Monday morning at the
table. |
‘But we'll have no more  straw-
i berries,’ said Mr. Gates i
3 “To be sure not,” said Milly. ‘Al I

wauted was a little money of own.
And Mr. Radcliffe Gates respected

his wife all the more because she had

conquered him in a fair battle.
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‘was it that thus went outa fam-
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| ished thing into the world to come ?—
- | Her journal contained these few words,

ﬁlﬂ’ M:
“Fire I have gone without for days,

this tired body can endure without food.
Strange, that during the last few days I
bave lived over again my girlhood's
life. Iam again in the old rectory, once
more I hear through the open church
windows the flow of the river, I smell

i to simple listeners: “Faith, hope and

charity; but the greatest of these is

charity.” So farI bave listened, and

has just come in at the opened win-
dow.

 silence keeps our tongues. The ripened
nuts fall softly upon the dried leaves,
and the nimble little squirrel overhead
is eyeing up askance. Suddenly my

g fair is just over, but Johnson's
| Cotswold ram did not take the prize
| that was offered for the best animal of
i that kind. Judge Pitman was chair-
man of the cqmmittee on rams, and he
son's ratn indicating ciarty Shat i ahy
son’s ram, indicati if an
sheep ought to take a prise that olz
ought to, Johnson's ram was by iteelf
in a pen with a high board fence, and

Judge F-ﬂ
mnkti: close uf:mhon of ‘fnd
for urpose of ascertaining the fine-
neuoffuvool, etc. As soon as the
Judge reached the interior he /walked
towards the ram, wherupon the ram be-
i gan to lower its head to the ;
and to shake it ominously.

ust as

| the Judge was about to feel fleece,
'the ram leaped forward and ted its
{head in the Judge’s sto , rolling
him over on the ground. the
Judge hzd time to realize had

hnspened. the ram came at him again
and began a series of promiscucus butts,
each given with the precision and force
of a pile-driver. It butted the Judge
on the back, on the ribs, on his arms,
on his shoulder-blades, on the
place on his head, on his breast, on his
shins, it butted his nose, it butted his
watch into a mass of loose cog-whee
it butted his lgechclel off, it butted hi
high hat into black silk chaos, it butted |
him over into a fence corner and up
against the fence, then it butted four!
boards out of the fence, butted down
another of the committee, butted three |
small boys into fits, butted the money-
taker at the {M@. and then fled out into
the country, butting barmlessly at the
fresh air. The ?xge did mot distri-
:::;efthe prizes that day. When collec-
rom various parts of the

wiped the mud from his ﬁ:! m
the blood from his nose, and sent him
home with a perennial stomachache and
a determination to start after that wan-
dering mutton the first thing im the
morning with a shot-gun.
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y hands.
“Oh, Madame,” i
ly, “my art is not

b G
you 1re o
“Five thousand franes, #
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after politelv handing them over to Vel-
?’:&:‘ah'ed. l—p’hl&!—

'f-ndeucnedacmpi:geounay.
‘Twenty-five cents a quart sir if you

So the verbal passage-at-arms ended, | please,” purred she, with much humili- to be the

‘ty. ,thhldb i
The President dropped his paper of 230 orering the

_strawberries on the floor. leave that liquor
‘Mrs. Gates " he ejaculated. t “Why "
‘The same, sir,” saad Millicent. |  “Because

| “May T venture to inquire —' with the

brother leaps to his foet to gather some

: flowers growingnear. I am by his side; |

he has extended his hand, but it is rap-
idly withdraw—a viper's head had dart-
"ed up from among the moss. * * *
Hunger tortures me, and the water I
drink is icy cold; but I am in sunny
France—sunny Southern France, and
_our convent grounds slope to the swift
Rhone, We, a knot of happy girls, are
tilking of our future. I do notlook so
far as they; my eye is following the la-
den grape carts as they wind slowly
down the opposite hill and some grape
gatherers are singing in their soft pa-
thos, so musical and sweet when draped
in poetry. Schiller’s ‘Maria Stuart’ rings
in my ears, mixed with murmur of the
Rhone, and I stay my pen to listen to
waters as they leap over Schaffhausen’s
Falls; the murmur grows louder, the
waters are dashing along in mighty
flood; they deafen me—they are com-
ing nearerand nearer. But “Wi die
Arbit, so der Lonu" repeats itself again
and again. “Asthe labor, so the re-
ward.” I have labored, and my reward
is hunger, cold, a pauper’s grave. I
will try a little longer. “Appeal to
your relatives,” I am told each time
Iask for help. I did appeal. One
sent me five shillings, another sent me
two, and told me to make use of my
education—that would find me bread.
I dropped the seven shilling into the
poor box last Sunday when I dragged
myself to church. I could not buy
bread with anything so grudgingly giv-
en. The four walls of my desolate room
close around me, the roar of the cata-
ract of the Rhine comeg nearer, but a
voice from its dim waters says: “The
greatest of these is charity.” Have I
lived in vain? Shall I die in vain ?”

Trz Harpy Man.—I noticed a me-
chanic, among a number of others, at

work in a house erected but a little way

from my office, who always a; to
Ini-a{nerrylmmor. vhom
a kind word and a cheerful smile for
every one he met. Let the day be
ever so celd, gloomy, or sunless, a hap-
py smile danced a sunbeam upon his
countenance. ing him one morn-
ing, I asked him to tell me the secret of
ll'umh?pyﬂawof irits. “No
secret, Doctor;” he repli “I have
one of the best of wives, and when
go to work she has always a word of
; when I go home
with a tender kiss;
be ready with my
done so many things
i me, 8o thk‘
in my heart to s
ybody.” What inpeﬂ:-
er the heart
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‘mever to take it
in that

and now I am trying to see how long'

come ; the sweet-scented hay; and amidst all’

| this dreamy, delicious Sabbath silence, '

So Mr. and Mrs. Gates '-:.En a voice is preaching the law of charity
to

of lo‘

I am off again, eyes and thoughts fol- |
lowing the gayly winged butterfly which |

i

s

world of love.
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other in
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Time brought pre ions
for the approaching wedding; .P.f:-hthe
devoted couple imagined that their ha
Kineu could never be complete until

ymeneal knot was tied.

soon over, and the parties settled into
the matter of fact part of life. The
bride knows nothing of housekeeping.
Since her schooldays she has spent her
time in studying the tastes of her lov-
er, which certainly seemed to incline
towards drese and sentimentality.

Now, alas! she discovers that his
stomach demands food of the best
quality, and because she knows not
how to cater to his his love
seems to be waning. ile he is vain-
ly trying to appease hunger with sour
bread and burned steak, little does he
appreciate the sweet nonsense and
honeyed words which used to be so
 satistying to his sentimental mature.—
{Ah, men are so unreasonable!
{ expect to find every quality of excel-
lence in the woman they marry, yet

jto exhibit every feminine accomplish-
i ment, both at home and abroad, are du-
 ties which they require in the women
| they marry; andnnmt have they to give
in return? It seems impossible that
these delicate attentions which charae-
terize the lover should be so withdrawn
by the husband.

The other day when I heard a neigh-
bor demanding his dinner in not the
most pleasant tone, I thought, “Can it
be possible that he ever played the ar-
dent lover to that pale, dejected woman,
whom bhe called his wife !”

The lover who could scarcely tear
himself away from his sweetheart at
midnight is the same man now who

ves his wife eyenings as
best she may. mﬂw hours
in doubtful enjoyment.

Ah! how soon men forget the solemn
vow to love and cherish till death!—
And how many women regret that the
charming delusions of courtship were
ever exchanged for the unpleasaat real-
ities of marriage.

P ——

Lupicrovs Scexe 1x A Pureir.—A
South German paper relates the follow-
ing: “Ina Bavarian town of the most
pronounced Catholic orthodox, the priest
preached lately against the Old Catho-
olics and related such horrible things
about them that his pious hearers were
literally horror-stricken at Old Catholic
impieties. At last the preacher cried
ou{: ‘The Old Catholics are so vile that
they will all be cast into the pit, and if
what I say is not true, may the devil
take me on the spot” His excitement
was terrible, and he so struck the cush-
ion that the book fell from it. Not far
|from the pulpit there sat an American,
who had a negro servant with him, to
whom he beckoned to take the book up
i to the priest, who, perhaps, had never
seen one of those sons of Ham in his
life. The negro at once obeved, and as
he mounted the lowest of the pulpit
steps the clergyman repeated his wish,
that the devil might come if what he

not true.
“Although the negro went softly, the
reacher heard his footsteps, and turn-
mg around, saw a black object solemn-
ly, steadily, and surely approaching him.
He looked at him in terror, and believ-
ing that he would be the next instant
col by his Satanic Majesty, he
cried out, with trembling voice, ‘It is,
after all, possible that there may be
! good people among the Old Catholies.’
{ Turning then around to see if the ob-
ject had disappeared, he saw it still

ys | steadily approaching. The perspiration

burst out upon his ; and full of
despair he called out, ‘There are even
| many good people among the Old Cath.
'olics " - Thinking that this would suf-
| fice, he turned around, but what was his

'at hand. himself in the
| very grasp of Beelzebub, turning partly
{to the negro and partly to the congre-
i gation, he cried out, “May the devil
' come and take me if all the Old Catho-
| lics are not better than we are! The

! terrified priest fainted from the fright, |
!and it was only after some time that be |

| recovered.”’
| One of the meanest things a small
boy can do is to put tacks in the chairs

fish fresh water?” “No, ma'

Also that such bliss must ever be!i

So the wedding and honer-moon were [

They |

had said against the Old Catholics was | 7

horror to find that the object was close

dear : “Bennr::
that when ins to
w o.ea.'o-nh‘mwbeh" -
of |

ing 3
! marble slab, she emptied the sed (whi
iit a the cup contained) into the
'slight cavities which had been scoo
'out of the corners of the level tablet,
| and laid the wreath upon its pure face.

“And why,” I inquired, “my sweet
girl, do you put seeds in those little
bowls thus "
{ “Itis to bring the birds here,” she
’m‘:fed. with a half-wondering look;
| “they will alight on this tree,” pointing
to the cypress above, ‘“‘when they have
| eaten the seed, and sing.”
| “To whom do they sing®" T asked;
| “to you, or to each other:”
’ “Oh, no!” she replied; “to my sister.
. She sleeps here "’

“But your sister is dead.”

“Oh, yes; sir! But she hears all the
| birds sing.”

“Well, if she does hear the birds
| sing, she cannot see the wreath of flow-

ers.”
“But she knows I put it there, I told
her away from

{ her, before they too
{ our house, that I would come and eee

pe penetrate i heart of | have not penetration sufficient to choose her every morning.”
the::tn copee, ::o'otl;;:y B oth:r i the most worthy. To shine in society, | . e

“You must,” I continued, “have loved
| that sister very much; but you will nev-
cer talk with her any more—never seo
'her again.”
| “Yes, sir;"”" she replicd, witha bright-
{ened look; “I shall see her in heav-
en."”

“But she has gone there already, I
trust.”
} “No; she stops under this tree until
 they bring me here, and then we are
| going to heaven togcther.”

T E——

At Nigar.—Here is one of Thacke-
ray's pleasent touches: “It is night
-now, and here is home. Gathered un-
| der the quict roof, elders and children
‘lie alike at rest. In the midst of a

calny the stars look out from the
vens. The silence is peopled with
the past—sorrowful remorse for sins
and short-comings, memories of passion-
ate joysand griefs rise out of their
graves, both now alike calm and sad.—
Eyes, as I shut mine, look at me, that
have long since ceased to shinre. The
town and the fair landscape sleep un-
der the starlight, wreat under the
autumn mists. Twinkling among the
| houses a light keeps watch, here and
| there in what may be a sick chamber or
{two. The clock tolls sweetly in the si-
{lent air. Here is night and rest. An
jawful sense of thanks makes the heart
| swell and the head bow, as I pass to
| my room through the sleeping house,
land fall as though a hushed blessing
were upon it.”

PR

Cuixesg Maxms.—1.  Letevery one
| sweep the snow from his own door, and
{not busy himself about the frost on
| his neizhbor’s tiles.
| 2. Great wealth comes by destiny;
| moderate wealth by industry.
| 3. The ripest fruit will not drop iuto
| your mouth.

i 4. The pleasure of doing good is the
| only one that does not wear out.

| 5. Dig a well before you are thirs-
" 6. Water does not remain in the
mountains, nor vengeance in a great
mind.

e® e -

“How much better it woull have Lieen
to have shaken hands and allow it was
|all a mistake!” said a Detroit judge.
“Then the lion and the lamb would
have lain down together, and white-
robed peace would have fanmed you with
her smiles of approbation. But ne; you
went to clawing and biting and rolli
in the mud, and here you are. 1It's five
dellars apiece.”

-

An American youth, while traveling
{in California, was ambitiously display-
| ing a small pistol before a brawny mi-

! ner whose belt was weighed down with
| two heavy six shooters, when the miner
| asked what he had there. “Why,” re-
!plied the youth. “that is a pistol.”
“Well,” said the rough, “if you should
| shoot me with that, and I sbould find
it out, I'd lick you like fun.”

-

| Hereis a comical advertisement : —
| “To the credit drapery trade. Wanted,
a young man to be ly out of doors
and partly behind connter.” What
will be the result when the doorslams?
“My dear sir,” said a candidate, ac-

| costing a stray wag on the day of elec-
tion, “I am very glad to see you"—

“You needu’t be,” replied the wag, “I

i An exchange asks: “Where does the
cotton go ¢ We know where a

the gold- deal of it goes, but don’t like to
am.

The earliest i in the fall
mio‘ Adam and Eva




