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DAVID SIRES, £

Licensed Auctioneer,

OFFICE—* Union " Saloon Building, head of
: Union Wharf,

ort Townsend, W. T.

CHAS. M. BRADSHAW,
Attormey and Counselor
AT LAW.

OFFICE—On Water Street, two doors west from
HRastings Store,

lly  Port Townsend, W. T.
'l_‘nos. T. MINOR, M. D,
PHYSICIAN and %UB.GEON,

Port Townsend, W, T,

OFFICE—Northeast corner of Water and Tay-
or streets, opposite steamboat landing. Saf

MRS. G. M. PHILLIPS,

FASHIONABLE

DRESS - MAKER!!

PORT TOWNSEND, |W. T.
1P An assortment of Choice Millinery arti les
kept on hand for sale. s, Em®

Jo.n M,(‘_ll‘lllald’

BOOT" AND FHOE - MAKER,
Porr To\t‘xsl-‘.\'n. bl bR

ANUFACTURES _ALL A“TXCLB*.' PER

M s sy e ki

uaterials. Docs repairing. g
% l();d”l-‘n'I !mn: “ll;ro.u':l respgrctlu“y solicited.  1tf

JOHEN P. PETERSON,
FASIHIONABLE TAILOR,

Water street, (next door to Sterming's Saloon)
Porr Towxsexp, W. T,
RED TO MAKE UP GENTS.
8 .‘.:5?&.- lothing according to the latest
fashions ; ulso keeps cn hand, for sale by tue yard
or picce,
") Cloths and . Cassimeres; Oregon Cloths
Fremeh G ns ;. Mission Goods's

Vestings, &¢.,

offered very low. [LF Special attention
T cpaisin and Cleaning, Teims moderate.

ATKIN s & CHEALY,
Pile-Drivers and  Wharf-
Builders,

[ AVING A POWERFUL STEAM-
Engine, are prepared to to any port of

Puget Sound to bu“id wharves, ﬁiw foundations
for brick or stone buildings, and to

Load Vessals

P fles or lumbeér: Addrper
With spars, piles of W INS & CHENEY,
Scattle, W. T. |
iles furnis! an
N. B=-Cotgaée of $pory, . P aull:dm

~aded at short notice.

1

WOOD-TURNING

DONE, AND

Furpiture Made or Repaired
’ CHAS. H. JONES.

....ORDERS SOLICITED...
Port Towusend, W. T., Jan. 12, "71.~

R. H. HEWITT,

JOB-PWINTER,

Proprietor Excelsior Job Offic_,
Glympia, W. T.

E\'EB\' DESCRIPTION OF PLAIN
or Coloced Primh;; done, from a Visiting
uuble-sheet I oster.
C‘i‘u‘:v.l" > :H of Blanks, including Deeds
Township Piats, etc., on _hand, or printed to order,
Sati-faction guarantced i stylcand price. 11tf,

Juvenile Curiocsity Asent Family Afairs.
“Oh, M

IT've sic news to
I can

A’ its lave! '
There cam’ to 0or hoose a wee wean.

“D'ye keen, when I heard its wee greet,
It jist min't me o’ lambs waen they bleat,

An’,' M. he'll be sic a brither to me,
For he’ Wnpum-lx.:::_-u_

“A wee wean ! Jenny Bain, did ye say ?
}lnrdy.wfr.! --"-hnu;r'uu'h&r.u‘:” A=

it <bell 7
mh--:u--hun':lnmm,:-:‘u

sl R

- That the wee thing should fin’ oot the road.”
W Mary, is that a’ ye ken ?
‘Weans = ."bn—“
It was Doctor McGooch brought it hame in his

~ " pooch,
Brocht it hame j(u to mither an' me,
But ye see
It belangs malr to mither than me.
“It's nae bigger than your muckle doll!
An’ it cam’ withoot claes—isn't it droll ?
No’ a shoe on its fee, an’ it hasna ta'en meat
Sin’ the very first hour that it cam’,
e wee lamb !
It ne'er tastit a bite sin’ it cam’.”

“ Without claes ? Jenny Dain! the wee dear !
Has the auld doetor grown sic a bear
To eram in his pooch a bit weiin, the auld wretch !
It really was very ill dune—
- What a sin!
Oh, 1ne’er wad ha'e thocht it o’ him!”

“ But, M-r{, keep min’ it's sae wee!
QOor doctor! he'd ne’er harm a flea—

He's baith canny an’ kin,” an’ weel, weel I min’
Hoo the tear l{npfpil doon frae his e'e

‘Waen rnh me
Lay sac ill that a’ thecht I dee.
“ But, Mary, lass! here is the thi
ot s Ering 2

‘Whaur gets he the weans hame to
Do they grow in the wuds ? or drap doun frae the

cluds
In yon bonny blue lift (-vl awa’?
haur like sna’

The bonnie wee clouds sail awa’:"

* Whist! the secret’s jist this—ye’ll no tell—
For it cam’ frae the r himsel'— 4

In a great muckle kist, fu’ o’ darkness
They areleft wi’ the doctors to keep,

“ But—but—wha &uh them into the 3
'Mang that wearifu’ darkness an’ I3
“'Tis the angels, dear Mary ! wha lovingly carry

The bonny wee tots frae atar,
Frae some star,
‘Whaur the pure an’ the beautiful are.
“It'sa !tlli: tale ye lell, Jeanie Bain ;
But—but—what did”c i'e for your wean ?
For mither, d’yo nae’

Except fock, au’ he’s aff to the skule,

2 The biz fuil !
It's muckle he'll dae at a skule.”

“ Oor wean! it wad co t—let me see—
Far mair siller than ye ha'e to gi’e
For auld Doctor Mae. waled the an

I'se warran’ "twad cost a

but me~

oat,
I'm sure it wad cost a hale nﬁe."
““ A poun’ for a wean withoot claes!
My sang! weans are weans noo-a-days ;
Icould gﬂ a big doll, elad frae hiad to the sole,
For the halfo’ the siller, I guess,
ve, an’ !
An that's w0’ countin® ocht for the dress.”
‘¢ An’ forbye, oor doll-weans dinna greet,
An’ they leeve a’ day lang withoot meat,
An’ they need nae new shoon, for the auld ne'er
dune,
Sae ﬁl‘ stick tae my dc!li'.llry Bain,
)

's my
An’ mair worth to me than a wean.”

‘BEACON-ROCK LIGHT.

Beacon Rock wes the island where the
light house stood ; and my futher was the
light house keeper.

It was miles away from the shore;
though, s:anding at the foot of the light
house—the Lighest part of the island—I
could see a loug line « f sandy beach; aud
beyond a clump of trees, whica I knew
to be an orchard; and 1o t e right of
them the scatiered houses and church.
spire of the village of Bayport, where
father used to go about once in a month

supplies. 3

I of en w.nt with him, so that I was
familiar with the village, and kuew the
farmers, the fi hermen, dnd the siorvkeep-
er, who was also postmaster: and tho-e
visits used to be great holidays for me,
expreially when I w.s permitted to take
my litile brother with we, which was uot
very often, .

There were but four of us on the 'istand
—father, and little brother, and Floy, and
me. Mother was dead, snd Floy looked
after the house, and cooked, and milked
the cow—for we had a cow. v

The island was not a desolate place at
all. It was not veryla 1 bhink about
balf 2 mile long—but there was a pice
grove of tres on it; and in summer
there was plenty of grass for the cow, and
tor fodder; and Paul—that was my little
brother—and T bad a garden.

The house was a low stone building,
whitewashed outside, and very strong and
solid. as, of coursw, it had to be, where
the winds and the waves were 80 very
boisterous and terrible.

Inside I think it was the nicest and
pretiiest home I ever saw.

The rooms were all one floor, except a
big roomy attic, where Paul and 1 used
to play ia rainy weather aud in winter.

L

in his pack; |’
te, -

There was a kitchen and asitring room,
aud father’s bedroom, and & little be:-
room where Paul and I slept; a d then
there was a bedroom that we did
Dot use, for l'!;;‘ulcpt in the attic.

Father and mother had botn been well
vducated, and bad once been very well-to-
do in the world; but that was when 1
was very little, and I did not remember
anything of it, only what mether told me
befure she died. e

Mother died on the island just when
Paul was born, and that was «igh: years
bef.re the time about which 1 am going
to tell ; and now Paul was eight yeurs
old, and I was sixteen.

So, as father and mcther were educated
people, they bad books and pictures :
some of the pictures miother had painted ;
aud there was a melodeon on which she
used to play very sweetly; and there
were stuffed birds, and uvice furniture;
and there were vines of ivy, and boney-
sugkle, and woodbine, trained thickly all
oveethe outside, and about the windows;
50 that it was the nicest aud prettiest
bome I ever saw.

Since that time I have seen many far
grander houses, with richer furnitare, and
more costly puintings and buoks; but I
lield to my childish opivion still.  For,
though T was sixiven, I was onlya child,
after all; for I had never left howme,
ard hud got all the little learning I had
frim my dear father and mother, who
were always proud to teach me. And all
I knew about the great cities was what 1
read in books, and what was told me, . for
I had nover seen one. Floy had; and
she told me a great many strange things

abeut them.  She caine to us when moiher

was taken sick, to work about the house,
and had stayed with us ever since. She
said she was 1wenty 5 but I kuow now she
was near thirty—though so young look-
ing. :

Floy was very handsom«: she hal long
black hair, and black cyes, and beautiful
teeth ; and slic was tall and very graceful.
Wihy she should wish to be a servant,
away off on a desert island, ¥ could nover
understand ; though sometimes I did
thiik shelind a secret,”and was hiding
away from somebody, because she always
secmed so frightened when any one came
to the island—which was very seldom.

Sowe imes a party came off in a sail
boat to visit the light house, and then
Floy would go up in the attic and lovk
out of the window, trembling, end would
unever come down until she had sevn every
one in' the boat.

Ofeasionally these parties would make
a little picnic in the grove ; or go fishing,
aird co k and eat their fish on the rocks,
while Paul and I would sit off at a little
distance and look at the ladies, in their
beautiful dres-es, and see the gentlrmen
opening bottles of wine, and being so at~
tentive 10 them.

I was a lady then,

Bat there weould often be months when
no one came n.ar the island, unless
iv was the government inspector; and
then the only change we had was an oc-
casional trip to Bayport.

But we were never lonely—Paul and I.

It was amuosement enough to =it on the
rocks and watch the ships go cut at sea;
or the porpoises, rolling and tumbling
cluse by ; or ta go np into the lantern ina
gale, and eve the great waves dashing
over the long reef of rocks that lay Llack
and awful below us. ‘T'hen I had to study
my owe lessons—which I never neglecred
—and to teach Paul; and I had to help
about the.housewmk; and in this simple
but pleasant kind of Iif - I bad lived to be
sixteen years old. '

I was a great contrast to Floy, in my
cl-ar, pearly skin, and long, light curls,
and blue eyes; but I never thought I was
hand<ome. Her style of beauty was
what 1 sdmired, though she said genile-
men like.! mive best; but I did not care
for what gentlemen liked in those days.

Bat the day was coming, and was near
at hand, when I was to care; aud when I
wae to learn more about the grest world,
and its likings and its xorrows, than ever
my books could have told me ; and-this is
how it happened, aud how I come to be
telling this story, instead of Floy.

It wasa b-iqlll August day, and Paul
and I were sitting in our favuiite seat on
the high rock, at the foot of the light
bouse, reading a book together. -

It was a new.book that father had
Lrought on his last journey from the jyil-
lage. and we were so interested in it, that
1 do not think we lvoked from its pages in
an hour ; und, iv fact, we did not until we
were startled by the sound of some wne
calling to us; then we looked up, and
there was a sail buat with two geutlemen

Heigho! I nused to wish

in it. and one of them waving bis hat, and
asking where he could land. I showed
him the little bit of beach, just behind the
light bouse ; and then we Loth ran round
to meet thém.

They ran the little boat right up on the
sand, and loosened the sai. so that it came
rattling down in a minute, and the gens
tleman who had called to me jumped
ashore.

He was—it serms so silly te- describe
him—but, howe 1 d to be
about twenty-five years old, I thought;
and, I may say, he was the handsomest
man | ever saw. He was not very tall,
but be bad light, curling hair, and a mus-
tache, and a bright ruddy face; and
scemed so full of life and bappiness, that
I took to him from that minute.

His companion was a rather common-~
place-looking person, with lieavy, black
whiskers, and was evideutly much” older
than the other. While he was making
the boat fast with his anchor among the
rocks, the first gentleman came up to me,
and taking off his hat, said sometking
pleasant about the day and the sail—I
forget what now—and then asked if I
thought we could let him stay on the is-
land for a few days, as he was an.artist,
and wished to make some sketches for a
marine picture he was painting.

1 was so astovished to find myself talk-
ing to a real, profes-ionsl artist,” that I
blushed and stammer.d like a little goose,
and was ouly bronght to my senses by
hearing ¥Floy at my_elbow, saying, *I
think you might stay, sir; thers's a spare

l —like a bird— to catch the effect.”” he
suid, aud talking all the time, as if painot.
ing was just the easiest thing to do in the
world.

Floy never came with us. But one day,
when I was at my lessons, and father had
gone to Bayport, I chunced to look out of
the wiudow, and then I saw Floy standing
by bim, avd he was mot painting at all,
but was talking very eagerly to her; and
ti.em | felt my cheeks grow crimson, and I
koew I was jealous; and went back to my
books ashamed.

I say ons day, because bis few days be-
came a week, u many more days;
and this happened full two weeks after he
had come to the island. a

Now, I am ashamed to say I watched
them after this.

He grew distant to me, too—or I fan-
cied it—and would sit there painting, and
never say a word to me, or only look at
me in u curious sort of way—which I half
liked and balf resented, but could not de~
fine in the least to my own satisfaction.

And then by did not paiut so well when
I was near him ; but had to rub out and
paint over—and then he would get red,
and say, * Pshaw !"” and so, at last, I gave
up going near him, which wasa sad trial
to me, for I began to kuow that I loved
lim with all the fonduess of my little
heart aud that he did not care a bit for
me, 8o, when we were not studying,
Paul and I would ramble clear to the
other end of the island ; 2nd there I would
sit on the rocks and look at the clouds
aud ll!e sea; and I used to ery a litly

room; and I'll go and ask the capta
And off she went to ask father—she al-
ways called him eaptain. as the folks-did
over at the village.

The gentleman looked at her very
steadily while she was taiking; then Le
thanked her, and, turning to me, said,
* Who is the caprain, miss 2"

“He is my father, si—he keeps the
ligh* house,” said L

“ONh! And whe is that young lady—
not your sister, surely ¥

“Oh, no,” I replied ; *“ she is oar ser~
vant.”

" 1 never had called her servant before,
and I hardly koow why I did then; but
I felt spiteful, somehow. %

The gentleman said, “ Oh!” again, and
then joined bis compaion at the boat.

Presently Floy came ont, and, going up
to the gentleman, said, ** The captain will
see you, eir, if you will walk into the
house;” and he accordingly did so, with-
out 8o muck as looking at her. But not
8o Ifs companion, for at the sound of her
voice, I noticed that he dropped his rope
out of his hands. and gave a long, per-
sistent stare at her, and then hs turned
his back quickly aud got into the boat,
and—1I was certain—hid hims@f behind
the sail. As for her, she never looked at
bim, but kept her eyes on the oticr gen-
tlemun until he got into the house, and I
observed that her face sevmed flushed.
Well, the end of it was, that the light-
haired gentleman was accepted as a board-
er for a few days, and then he came down
to the boat in a few “moments, and, in~
forming his friend, took a valise and a
black box from the locker, shook hauds
with the other gentleman ; and in a mo-

ment more the sail boat was clear of the {°

island, tacked round the point, and sailed
before the wind toward Bayport.

The gentleman’s name, he told us, was
Charles Hawthorne ; and before we were
throuh tea that evening, we were as well
acquwinted with him as if we bhad kuown
him intimately. ~ Even father, who was
pever very lively or talkative, beightened
up under bis cheering influence, and
talked about paintings, and politics, and
plenty of things I didn’t uuderstand, all
teastime. F

Of course Floy always ate with us, and
Ifelt so penitent for my ill natured
speech, that I was glad to find he treated
ber just us he did the rest of us; and I
gave up an idea which had been in my
head, that I would go and beg her pardon,
for I saw it was unnecessary.

After tea we sat on the piazza, while
Char—Mr. Hawthorne smoked with fa<
ther, and I think I never was so bappy
b-fore; though he hardly spoke to me &n
whole evening.

Well, the next day he rigged up his
palette and his paiots, which be took’
from the black box; and he had a patent
casel and a stool, folded up in the black
box, alse ; and all these he set up on a
litt'e hillock under a tree; and then he
went to paint waves in the most beautifal
manver imaginable,

Paul and Ildnud to go and stand Wy him,
and he would go oun paiuting, stopping
now and then to put hilpmd o‘n one sidy

when I thovght how lonely
and unhappy I would be when he had
gove away and married Floy—as I woald
and there would be no one on the island
but father and Paul and I, and

koew I should ha
One day, just at sunset—I was return-
ing from a walk alone —‘or Paul had becn
seut to bed without his supper as a pun-
ishment for some mischicf, and I was not
permitted to stay with him, and bad
off broken-hearted in corsequence—I was
such a child—and I see! to love little
Paul more than ever now.
And, as I reached the light louse, T
came suddenly upon him, standing with

loy. \

He bad her haud clasped in his, and
and was talking very earnestly to her,
aod she was crying. i

1 did not wait for anything more, but
half-blinded with my own tears—scalding
tears of jealousy love—I ran into the
holse and to my own little room.

I sometimes think that all the happiness

will never repay me for the ny I suf.
fered that nlgh{ e

‘Once I heard father call me, and then
he s id he supposed I was asleep; and I

I covered my head an
asleep, with little Paul fast in my arms.
The next morning I had a terrible head~

in o me after his breakfast, and said Mr.
Hawthorne had gone, bat he would be
back to-m rrow; and he left his love for
me with him—Paul—and told him to be
sure and tell me.
4 Huvlr' wli.::edit was, I thought, when I
new he gone to make arrangements
to come back and take Floy away .l?lh
his wife. :
.. All that day I saw little of her, for,
though I got up after a while and went
out, she sremed to avoid me, and appeared
nervous and excited all day. Fa had
taken him to Bayport io our boat and re-
turned in the evening ; and I noticed he
was more affectionate with me than usual,

miss her and be lonely. And once or
twice 1 was going to speak to him about it,
but something came up in my throat and
choked me, and I could not.  And when
father read the bible and said a prayer, as
was his nightly custom, he prayed that, if
separation might be in store forany of us,

knew I was right, i

The text morning, at about 11 o’clock,
from the window of the sitting-room where
1 stood alone, that the other gentlemun—
the one with the black beard—was in it.

Jeading Floy down to meet them, and—I

could no more, :-t sank ‘inb b:“:bﬂr

and that my heart might in

urnpum—ﬁw,d I was only a child after all—

ouly -'moug:n old. Aund then I heard
Fourth Page.

ha
some great, strapping Irish ,m."z.g’i ¢
te.

I have bad eince, or can have hereafter,

heard Mr. Hawthorne nx wc:;a:’ing, and
8ol myself

ache,‘aud did not get up, and Paul came

and looh-dltmovnnlw. 8o I eon
cluded Mr. Hawthorne had spoken to him
about Floy, and that he thought I would

we might .llbspnrrdtomit trust-
ﬁllly;smdlbnrd Floy sob, and then I
the little sailboat drew in sight,and I saw,

And as she touched the shore I saw father




