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THE SEASIDE LIBRARY,

1 East Lvoue, by Mrs. Henry Wood. lgc
10¢

John Halifex, Gent., Miss Mulock. 3
c

|

A Family Companion, Devoted to Literature, Miscellany, News,

Agriculture, Markets, &e.
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| 169 St. Patrick’s Eve, by Cherles Lever. 10c
170 Newton Forster, by Capt. Marryat. 1l0c
171 Hostages to Fortune. Miss Braddon. 20c
172 Chevalier de Maison Rouge. Dumas. ile
173 Japhet in Search of a Father. by Cap-
tain Marryat. : 20¢
174 Kate Donoghue, by Charles Lever. 20c
175 The Pachaof Many Tales. Marryat. 10c
176 Percival Keene, by Capt. Marryat. 10e
177 “Cherry Ripe,” by liclen B. Mathers. 20c
178 Rare Good Luck. R. E. Franeillon.
179 The History of a Crime, (Vol. L) by
Vietor Mugo. i
180 Armadale, by Wilkie Collins.

181 Beatrice Boville, by *Ouida.” 1oc

gnetry.

A PICTURE.

A picture hangs on my study wall

10c | Of a sately maiden, fair and tall;

10¢ | Like a graceful flower, on supple stem,
20¢ r
| Of braided strands in shaded browmn,

Her head, with its regal diadem

and her exquisitely chiselled hips
carled in indignant sorrow.

“Stop, Lelia, or you will deeply
wrong me also. I met this loved
one, as I said before, in one of the
sweetest,
broad Illinois; wandered with her
hand in band, forlong years, be.

sunniest vales of our;

] Hiscellancons.
| P

i
| BROADBRIM’S FIRST LET-
. TER FROM FOREIGN
PARTS.

Parting from Home—-Adieu, my Native Land’
Adieu !-~My Fellow-passengers—-The Great
Qcean Steamer—A Life on the Ocean

' the spindle of a lady's sewing ma.
,chine. From that I passed into
‘the fire room; thirty-six monster
fires were blazing like mad under
 twelve immense boilers which gen-
erated a power of steam equal to
'the labor of 5,000 horses. Dark
' and swarthy the fire demons moved
| busily to and fro, constantly feeding

take that, a little bit of tongue, a
few sardines—just toss us up a

chop if you can, and that, witha |

couple of bottles of beer and 2
snack of bread and cheese, I think
Il do; and, John, don’t forget the
pickles—Cross and Blackwell’s hif
you 'av 'em.” Abount four o'clock
in the morning I was awakened

ADVERTISING RATES.

_ Advertisements inserted at the rate of
£1.00 per square (one inch) for first insestion,
and 75 cents for each subsequent insertion.
Douhle column advertisements ten per cent.
on above.

r&_?oﬂtiees of meetings, obitnaries and tribut-.8
ol respect, same rates per rquare as ordinasy
advertisements.

Special Notices in Local 5

€ . column 15 cents

per line. > cent
Advertisements not marked with the nom-

ber of inscrtions will be kept in 1ill forbid,

ana charged acesrdingly.

_Special conirzets wade with large adver-
tisers, with liberal deductions on above rates.
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JOB PRINTING

DONE WITH NEATNESS AND DISPATCH.

TERMS CASH.

A Sy A .

A TROUBLESOME VERB.

An educational journal thus de-
scrives the trouble a Frenchman
had with the verb “break.”

“L begin to understand your
language better,” said my French
friend, Mr. Dubois to me, “but

' 2
3 Jane Eyre, by Charlotte Broate.
74 A Woman-Hater,C.Reade’s new noy. 10¢
5 The Black Indies, Jules Verne’s latest.10¢ | Is2 Juliet’s Guardian. by Mrs. Cameron. 10c |

side the sparkling waters of my Wavearirts eyl
8 ave—-Arrival at Halbion's Hile. your verbs trouble me still; you

6 Last Days of Pompeii, by Bulwer. 10¢ | 183 Kenilworth, b:} :El Walter Sc]c)m. fgc 1 Wears like a blossom fair nature’s erown; |
7 Adam Bede, by Gecsze Eiiot. 20c | i8 The Countess de Charny. 4. DUMAS. T | \hile fluffy tendrils about her brow, childhood’s bome. First, by her the insatiable monster,nightand day, | with the ery for a doctor. Stubbs|mix them up so with >
S } preposi-

185 The Little Savage. Capt. Marryat.

23 Haody Andy, by Samuel Lover.

"‘«-—F

! g

. =5 The New Magdalen, Witkie Collins.

-

I

sicsscQ-Fouillet.

;'m

- 64 A Vorage Round the World—New

10c
10e
20¢
20¢
20¢c
20¢
10c
20¢

10¢
10¢
20¢
10¢c
e
1Be
20¢

8 The Arundel Motto. Mzry Cecit Har.
9 O1@ Myddelton’s Money. M C Hay.
10 The Woman in White. W. Collins.
11 The Mill on the Fioss. George Eliot.
12 The American Senator, by Trollope.
13 A Princess of Thule, by Wm. Black.
14 The-Dead Secret, by Wilkie Collias.
15 Romolz, by George Eliot.
16 The English at the North Pole, and
The Field of Ice, by Jules Verne.
17 Hiddeu Perils, by Mary Cecil Hay.
18 Barbara’s History. Am. B. Edwards.
19 A Terribie Temptation, by C. Reade.
20 Gld Cariosity Shop. Chas. Dickens.
91 Foul Play, by Charles Reade.
22 Man and Wife, by Wilkie Collins.
23 The Squire’s Legacy, by M. C. Hay. 20¢c
94 Never Too Late to Mend. C. Reade. 20c
25 Lady Adelaide’s Qath. Mrs. H. Wood.10¢
25 Anrora Floyd. Miss 3. E. Braddon. 20c
27 Victor and Vanguished. M. C. Hay. 10c
. 28 A Danghter of Heth. Wm. Black. 10c
29 Nora’s Love Test, by Mary C. Hay. 10c¢
30 Her Dearest Foe. Mrs. Alexander.  20¢
31 LoveMeLittle,LoveMeLong. C.Reade.10c
32 Thke Queen of Hearts. Wilkie Cullins.%gc
c
34 A Simpleton, by Charles Reade. 10c
35 Felix Holt, The Radical. Geo. Eliot. 20¢
36 The Wooing O’t, by Mrs Alexander 20c
37 The Mpystery, by Mrs. Henry Wood. 10¢

38 Auntonina, by Wilkie Collins. 20¢
39 Ivanhoe, by Sir Walter Scott. 20¢
40 The Heir to Ashley. Mrs. H. Wood. 10c¢
41 White Lies, by Charles Reade. 20¢
4® Hide-and-Seek, by Wilkie Collins.  20¢
‘43 Heoctor Servadac, by Jules Verne. 10e¢
. 44 The Tower of London. Ainsworth. 20c
45 A Life’s Secret. Mrs. Henry Wood. 10c

eritage of Langdale. Mrs.Alexander20c
47 In Silk Attire, by William Black.  10¢
48 The Swange Adventares of a Phae-
ton, by William Black.
49 Grehville de Vigne; or, Held in
Bbndage, by “Ouida.”
50 Uader the Greenwood Tree. T. Hardy
51 Kilmeny, by William Blaek. ¢
52 The Lost Bank Note. Mrs. H. Wood.10¢c
53 The Monarch of Mineing Lane. Black.10¢

C

20¢c
10¢
10¢c

54 Under Two Flags, by “Onida.” 20c
55 A Winter City, by “Ouida.” 10c
58 Strathmore, by “Quaida.” 20¢c

57 A Vovage Round the World—South

America, by Jules Verne. 10c
A8 Silas Maraer, by George Eliot. 10c
59 Chandos, by ““Onida.” 20¢

60 A Voyage Round the World—Aas-
tralia, by Jules Verne.

61 Bebee; Or, Two Little Wooden
Shoes, by “Oaida.” 10c

62 Folle-Farine, by “Ouida.” 20¢

63 Dene Hollow, by Mrs. Henry Wood. 20c

Zealand, by Jules Verne. 10c
85 The Nobleman’s Wife. Mrs.H.Wood.10¢
66 Rory O’More, by Samuel Lover. 20c
7. Castle Wafer, 20d Henry Arkell, by
Mrs. Henry Wood. 10c
88 Five Weeksin a Bulloon. J. Verne. 10c
89 To the Bitter End. Miss Braddon, 20c
70 Middlemarch, by George Eliot. 20c
71 Ariadne, by “Ounida.” 10¢
312 Meridiana; or, The Adventares of
Three Eoglishmen sr.d Three Rus-
siaps in Soath -Africa, and [he
Blockade Ruaners. Jaies Verne.
73 Bessy Rane, by Mrs, Henry Wood.
74 Rapsrt Hall, by Mrs. Henry Wood.
75 The Fur Country, by Jules Verne.

10c

10c
20¢
10e
10c
10c

=7 Mistress and 3aid, by Miss Malock. 10¢

=8 Griffith Gauat, by Charles Reade 10c
79 Madeap Violet, by Wiiliam Biack. 20¢c
8 Daniel Deronds, by George Eliot. ~ 20c¢
81 Christizn’s Mistake. Miss Mualock. 10¢
82 My Mother aad I, by Miss Mulock. 10c
83 Verner’s Pride, by Mrs. H. Wood. 20c

84 20,000 Leagues Under the Seas, by

Jules Verne: 10c

85 Marjorie Bruce’s Lovers. M. Patrick. 10c

86 Put Yourself In His Place. C. Reade. 20c

87 A Journey to the Centre of the Earth,

by Jules Verne. 10¢

.88 Two Marriages, by Miss Malock. 10e

&) The Lovels of Arden. M.E.Braddon. 20¢

90 Mysterious Island—Dropped from

Clonds, by Jules Verne. 10¢

31 The Woman’s Kingdom. Mulock. 10c

92 Mrs. Halliburton’s Troubles. Wood. 20c

93 Mysterious Island—The Abandoned,

by Jules Verne. 10e

94 The Law and the Lady. W. Collins. 10c

95 Dead Men’s Shoes. Miss Braddon. 20¢

66 Love’s Victory, by B. L. Farjeon.  10¢

97 Mysterions Island—The Secret of the

sland, by Jales Verne. 10c

98 Harry Lorrequer, by Charles Lever. 20c
99 From the Earth to the Aoon, and

Around the Moon, by Jules Verne. 10¢

100 A Tale of Two Cities. Chas. Dickens.10¢

101 A Noble Life, by Miss Mulock. 10¢
102 Hard Times, by Cbarles Dickens. 10c
103 A Brave Lady, Dy-Miss Mulock. 2 OE

104 Peep O’Day, by John Banim.
105 At the Sign of the Silver Flagon, by

B. L. Farjeon. 10c
108 The Master of Greylands. Mrs.Wood.20c
107 Blade-o’-Grass, by B. L. Farjeon,  1C¢
e Sea-King. by Captain Marryat. 10c
209 Eleanor’s Victory. Miss Braddon.  20¢
Y10 The Girls of Fevessham. F. Marryat."10c
11t A Tour of the World in Eighty Days,

by Jules Verne. 10¢c

112 Hard Cash, by Charles Reade. 20¢
113 Golden Grain, by B. L. Farjeon. 10c
114 Darrell Markham. Miss Braddou. 10c
115 Within the Maze. Mrs. H. Wood. fgc

e

118 Paaline, by L. B. Walford.
117 The Female Minister. Bugene Lies. 10c
118 Great Expactations. Chas. Dickens. 20c
119 Porronel, by Elorence Marryat. 10c
120 Romanee of a Poor Young Man, by |

v 1
by. Miss Mulock. 20c
122 The Privateersman. Capt. Marryatl. 10¢
123 Irish Legeads, by Samuel Lover. 1de
24 Squire Trevylvn’s Heir. Mrs. Wood. 20¢
ary Barton, bv-Mrs. Gaskell. 10c¢
126 Erema; or, My Father’s Sin, by R.

D. Blackmore. . 10¢
127 My Lady Ludlow, by Mrs. Gaskell. 10c
128 Cousin Phillis, by Mrs. Gaskeli 10c
129 The Waundering Jew (First Halt,) by

Engene Sne. 20¢c
129 The Wandering Jew (Second Half))

by Eogene Sue.

131 A Life for a Life,

20¢c

130 Sermoas Oat of Church. Mulock. 10c
131 Michael Strogoff, by Jules Verne. %gc
20c

132 Jack Hinton, by Charles Lever.
133 The Duchess of Rosemary Lane, by
B. L. Farjeon.
.34 oy Brother’s Wife. A. B. Edwards.
135 Agatha’s Husband, by Miss Mulock,
136 Katie Stewart, by Mrs. Cliphaut.
137 A Rent in a Cloud, by Chas. Lever.
138 What He Cost Her, by James Payn.
139 London’s Heart, by B. L. Farjeon.
110 The Lady Lisle, by Miss Braddon. 10c
711 Masterman Ready. Capt. Marryatt. 10c
1:2 The Head of the Family, Miss Mulec k.20¢
113 The Haunted Tower. Mrs. H. Wood, 10c
11t The Twin Lieutenants. Aleg.Dumas. 10c
1i5 HAlf A Million of Money, by Amelia

B. Edwards. . g
146 Charles O'Malley, The Irish Dragoon:

Charles Lever. (Triple Number.) 30¢c

10¢
10¢
10c¢
10c
10c
10c
20¢

© 147 Rattlin, The Reefer. Capt. Marryat. l0c
« 148 A Blue Stocking. Mrs. A. Edwards. 10c

.

i

149 Joshug Marvel, by B. L. Farjeon. 20¢
350 Mr. Midshipman Easy. Capt. Marryat.lic
15: The Russian Gipsy, by Alex. Dumas. 10¢

152 Arthur (’Leary, by Charles Lever. 20¢
153 Ward or Wife? 1ve
15t A Point of Honor. Mrs, A. Edwards. 10¢
155 The Countof Monte-Cristo. A. Dumas.ilc
155 The King’s Own, by Capt. Marryat. loe
1*7 Hand &nd Glove. A. B. Edwards. 105
158 Treasure Trove. by Samuel Lover. 200
159 The Phantom-Ship. Capt. Marryat. }gc

¢

150 The Black Tulip, by Alex. Dumas.
“I81 The wonid Well Lost. Mrs. Linton.
162 Shirley. C. Bell (Churiotte Bronte.)
163 Frank Mildmay. Zaptain Marryat,
5L A Young Wife'>Story. H. Dowrs.
163 A Moderu Midisier, (Yol. 1.) Chove-
ley Novel. |
165 The Last Aldini, by George Sand.
157 The Queen’s Necklace. Alex. Dumas.

198 Con Cregan, by Charles Lever.

| FASHIONABLE BARBEA,

20c ‘
10¢ |
10e C
s0e | tention guaranteed,

Broughton.

187 David Copperfield. Charles Dickens. %gc l
c i

188 Nanon, by Alexander Dumas.

189 The Swiss Family Robinson. 10¢
150 Henry Dunbar. Miss M. E. Braddon. 20c
141 My Lady’s Money. Wilkie Collins.  10c
192 The Three Cutters. Capt. Marryat.  10c¢ |
193 Memoirs of a Physician, A. Dumas. 30c
194 The Conspirators. Alex, Dumas. 10c

te
20¢
20c
10¢
10¢
20¢
10¢ ¢

195 Madame Fontenoy.

196 Heart of Mid-Lothian. Sir W, Scott.
197 **No Intentions.” Florence Marryat.
193 Isabel of Bavaria. Alex. Dumas.
199 Settlers in Canada. Capt. Marryat.
200 Nicholas Nickleby. Charles Dickens.
291 Catherine Blum, by Alex. Dumas.
302 Mr. Gilfil's Love Story. Geo. Eliot.  10c
503 Cloister and the IHearth. C. Reade. 20c
904 The Young Llanero. W.H.G.Kingston 10¢
205 The Mysteries of Paris (First Half,)

214 Winstowe, by Mrs. Leith-Adams.
515 Birds of Prey. Miss M. E. Braddon. 20¢
216 Legends of the Black Watch. J.Grant.10c
217 The Sad Fortunes of Rev. Amos Bar-
ton, by George Eliot. ] 10¢
218 Dombey and Son. Charles Dickens. 20c
214 #My Own Child.” Florence Marryat. 10¢
220 Gedorge Canterbury’'s Will, by Mrs.
H. Wood. ‘ 20¢
221 Poor Zeph, by F. W. Robinson. 10¢
239 Last of the Mohicans. J. F. Cooper. 10e
223 The Marriage Verdict. Alex. Dumas.10c
324 The Deer-slayer. J, Feni. Cooper.  10c
%95 The Two Destinies. Wilkie Collins. 10c
296 The Path-finder. J.FenimoreCooper. 10¢
227 Hannah, by Miss Mulock. 10c
223 The Regent’s Daughter. A. Dumas. 10e
229 The Pioneers. J. Fenimore Cooper. 10¢
230 Little Grand and the Marchioness,
. by *QOuida”? - 10e
231 The Prairie. by J. Fenimore Cooper. 10
332 A Dark Night’s Work. Mrs. Gaskell. 10¢
233 The Pilot, by J. Fenimore Cooper. 10¢
231 The Tender Recollections of Irene
Macgillicuddy.
235 An Open Verdiet. Miss Braddon.
236 Shepherds All and Maidens Fair, by
Wa ter Besant and Jas. Rice, .
237 The Wandering Heir. Chas. Reade.
233 Beatrice, by Julia Kavanagh.
339 Xo Thoroughfare, by Charles Dick-

10c
20c |

10¢
10¢
20c

ens and Wilkic Collins. 10c

240 The Laurel Bush, by Miss Mulock. 10c
241 T'ricotrin, l%} ~Quida.” 20¢
2{2 The Three Feathers, by. Wm. Black. 10¢c
243 Daisy Nichol, by Lady Hardy. 10c
2{1 The Three Guardsmen, by A. Dumas.20c
25 Jack Manly, by James Grant. 10c
246 Peg Woffington, by Charles Reade. 10c
Martin Chuzzlewit. Chas. Dickens. - 20c

g
-225 “Bread, and Cheese, and Kisses,”

Farjeon. . 1tec
219 Cecil Castlemaine’s Gage. “Ounida.” 10c
250 No Name, by Wilkie Collins. -20¢

Any of the above books will be ordered
if the cash accompanies the order.

NEWWBERRY HERALD BOOK STORE.

Mar. 20, 12—tf.

FOR THE CAMPAIGN!

Hampton and Home Rule !

THE NEWS AND COURIER.

4 Live and Fearless Democratic Newspaper,

Largest Circalation in the City.
Largest Circulation in the State.
Largest Circulation in the Cotton States.

All the'News about South Garolina.
All the News about the South.
All the News from Everywhere.

PURE AND UNDEFILED DEMOGRACY—
UNION! JUSTICE!! EQUAL RIGHTS!!

Recognizing the Parameunt Interest felt in
TEE APPROACHING POLITICAL CANVASS
By every Demaqcrat who hopes to see the
areat work of the Redemption of the State
made complete and permanent so that the
people may reap and fully erjoy the fruit
of their sacrifices, '

The News and Covrier will Direct all its
Ecergies and Resources to Presenting
from Day to Day, and from Week
to Week, Full and Iuteresting
Accounts of the Progress
of the Campaign.

To place the paper

WITHIN THE REACH OF EVERYBODY

During this exciting contest, we have deter-
mined to offer to mail subscribers
the following

REDUCED RATES FOR THE CAMPAIGN
The News and Courier, Daily Edition,
6 months, = :

$4 00

The Newsand Courier, Tri-Weekly Edi-
tion, 6 months, - - - 2 00
The Weekly News, 6 manths, - 73

Subseriptions will be received at these
rates, FOR MAIL SUBSCRIBERS OXLY,
until May 15. In all cases the cash must
accompany the order.

Friends of the Cause of Honest Home
Rule in all the counties are invited to 2id
us in swelling our Gampaign Subscription
Lists, which ought to include every intelli-
gent voter in the State.

RIORDAN & DAWSONX, Proprietors,
mar 27 13 6t Charleston.

HIDES AND BARK WANTED.

The undersigned wishes to purchase at
his Tanrery Pt

5,000 DRY OR GREEX HIDES,

300 CORDS TAN BARK,

And has all kinds of LEATHER, extra
finish, for sale. Grist Mill in connectioun
{ with Tannery. Best guality of Meal made.
© L. J. JONES,

Masr, 13, 11—0m,

W H. WALLACE,
‘Attorney-at-Law,

" NEWBERRY, S. C.

|

b Qct. 25, 43—tf.

i
i

 TOBIAS DAWKIN,

NEWBERRY, 8. C.
SHOP NEXT DOOR NORTH of POST OFFICE.

135 “(GGood-Bye, Sweetheart,” by BRhoda 5
C i

' (For a sound from those lips I surely beard.)
| While the eyes from their depths of tender.

i As well as the lips are speaking, too!
' No, I am deceived—she did nozt speak,

- The filmy lace imprisons the note.

by Eugene sue. 20
205 The Mysteries of FParis, (Second
. Half.) by Eugene Sue. 2
206 The Poison of Asps. Flor. Marryat. I10e
207 The Children of the New Foresty, by

Captain Marryat. 1te
208 North and Soath, by Mrs. Gaskell.  20¢
209 A Jewel of a Girl. (A Novel) 1ce
210 Young Musgrave,by Mrs. Oliphant. 10¢
211 Randolph Gordon, by “Ouida.” 10e |
212 Brigadier Frederick, by Erckmann-

Chatrian. ) 10c
213 Barnaby Rudge, by Chas. Dickens. %ljc

Oc

| asked a bright eyed girl as sbe re- |

oc | lover.

 steadily in those of her lover, half

The soft west wind seems lifting now.

I turn my ear to caich the word

est hue,

For the rounded outline of either cheek
Is unhroken by dimples, while at her throat

So, ivy-wreathed among my books,

A fair M‘ine:va she sweetly looks.

While she silently watches me day by day

My thoughts from the picture will wander
away

To her fairer self—oh, paiuter’s art!

You can never picture a woman’s heart.

And a stranger who only her sweet face can
see ,
Can never know what she is to me! i

%eledzh %‘tnry.' ‘|

== |

FIRST LOVE. |

o |
BY DUSTY FOOT.

— ) —

S

“«Am I youronly and first love?”

clined her classically moulded
brow upon the shoulder of her

«No, Lelia, you are not my only
nor my first love—I have loved
anoiber. Long years before I saw
you I loved another, and I love
that other still.”

“Love that other stili—and
better than me! Paul, why do
you tell me that?” said she, rais-
ing her dark blue eyes and gazing

in astonishment and half in sor-
row, while her jewelled fingers
tightened convulsively on his
arm.

“You asked me, Lelia, and I an-
swered you with sincerity ; you
would not have me deceive you,
would you ?”

“You love her still, then "

“I love her still.”

“And better than you do me?”

“No better, but as well.”

«And will love her still ?”

«Until death, and even beyond
death—over her last resting place
1 will strew spring’s earliest flow-
ers, and bedew the spot with the
purest tears that love ever shed.”

“«Hansomer than I is she not?”

«Her eyes are as black as night,
and her Hhair in glossy blackness
outlives tho wings of the raven.
She hasn't your sweet blue eycs,
your soft brown bair; yet, oh
Lelia! her cyes have been the
sweetest eyes to me that ever
iooked the.ook of eternal love.”

«Paul, why do you wish to
break my heart? Why have you
taught me to love you so wildly—
so blindly—and then in the midst
of my happiness teil me that
there is an impassable barrier be-
tween us? This night, Paul, we
must part forever! I would not
have believed this had another
told me ?” and her eyes grew dim
with tears.

«Be not too rash, Lelia, hear
me  to the end; you love me too

dearly to part with me thus!
Think you that you could not
share my beart with one that I so
dearly love?”

«Never, Paual, never!”

«You shall, Lelia, and must!
Listen for a moment while I tell
you of my first love, and Iam
sure you wiil be willing to share
it with her then.”

«] will ligten, Paul, but will
not share your love ; I must have
all or none; ] am selfish in that
respect—and who that loves as 1
do is not ? Forget me Paul, or for-
get her forever !”

«Forget her, Lelia? Never!l
would not lose one jot of her pure
aficclion for the fairest face that
ever bloomed; no, not for the
girdle of Venus or for the love of
a second Helen?

“I'hen, Paul, you are lost to me
forever ; we must part. Fare-
well to our every dream of a bright-
er future. I love you well, and
am too proud to share your love

i wrong,

trear, and stayed the one midway,

| toshun the fatal snare, and twining

with aught created. Ob, Paul !

A clean shave, & neat cut, and polite at-
May 3, 18—tf.

you lave wronged me deeply 3

smile of exquisite swectness, she
taught my heart that she loved
with unutterable . foudness, and
never have I doubted; my trust
in her has ever since been stead-
eyes looked coldly upon me, and
pever will it till the death angel
shall dim it for the long sleep. Oft
in the still hoars of the night bave
I been awakened usif by the gen- 5
tle fanning of the sleep-god’s |
wing ; and beheld that face, those
eyes gazing upon me with all the |
beatific tenderness of a guardian[
angel over a repenting prodigal;
and a kiss would fall upon my
brow more sodthing than the dew
of Hebron. The samo gentle
band has held me along life's
flowery way, and beside its un-
rufled waters; and if ever my
arm was raised to do adeed of
or my hearl steeled to
conceive it, that gentle, admoni-
tory voice came whispering in my

and drew the iron from the other.
And 1 do well remember,in my
manhood’s riper years, when deep
sorrow feil upon my_soul, and I
fain would have drank oblivion
from tho wine cups’s fiery brim,
that same dark-cyed woman came
and bade me, in the namo of God,

her arms around my neck, while
her eyes beamed with love’s deep-
est inspiration, she poured oil up-
on the troubled waters, told me of
purcr hopes and brighter aims,
and in my ear whispered a golden
word that bas outlived all sorrow.
Lelia, would you know the name
of my first love? 'Tis my mother!”

“Qh, Paul! L'l torgive you and
share your love—indeed [ will.”

«] knew you would, Lelia.
Second tove is as dear as the first.”

Boys WiLL BE Boys.—She had
invited bim to supper, and he was
trying to appear easy and uncon-

cerned, while she ~was on her
prettiest behavior.
“Have you used the sugar,

John ?” inquired the mother, in a
winning manner.

“John don’s want no sugar,”
ejaculated the young heir, ab-
ruptly. '

é'“fily not ?” inquired the father,
cariously, while ;Iohn, in his sur
prise, swallowed a bit of toasted
crust and nearly cut his throat
open,

“Cos he don’t,” explained the
heir, in an artful manner ; “I beard
him tell Mary last night—"

«You keep still,” interrupted
Mary, in an hysterical manner,
while the youug man caught his
breath in dismay. |

“] heard him say,” persisted the
heir, with dreadful eagerness,
othat she wag, so sweet he
shauldn't never use no more sugar
any more—an’ then he kissed her;
an’ I said I'd tell, an’—"

The young heir was lifted out
of the room by his ear, and the
supper was finished in moody
silence. -

o>

Bangs” sends us the following
composition on rabbits, by a
school-boy of his acquaintance:
“«Rabbits is generally about the
size of a cat. They ain’t so useful
to catch rats as a cat, but they will
pullthebark offof my grandfather’s
pear tree, and he got mad, and
kicked the stuffin’ out of him, and
skun him. Rabbits’ ears is long,
so you can pick em up easy. A
rabbit often has red cyes, butifa
girl had red eyes she'd look bad,
you bet. Me and auother boy
done up some hoss radish in a
cabbage lcaf, and guvo it to Mr.
Hackett's rabbit to eat, and he
jumped over 2 clothes line and
run into the kitchen and upset a
bucket of syrup all over his hair,
angd he was a cick-lookin' rabbit,
and don’t you forget it, 1'd ruther

be a dog than a rabbit.”
r

| Betty from the foot of the stairs,
‘ the 30th day of March, which was

|to eon i
fast and fearless; never has her:l vey me to the steamship

“Carriage at the door, sir !” roared

'the hack rolled up to my house on

“City of Berlin,” on which I had

taken passage for Liverpool. At

the last moment, of course, every
thing was in confusionf “Don’t

ilose your shirts,” cried my wife,
' from the second story window, as |
she disconsolately wiped her eyes. |
| “Your bandkerchiefs are in - the bot-

tom of your trunk,” said Susan,
standing in the kitchen door, while
a big tear rolled off the end of her
nose. “Don’t forget my sealskin
sacque,” said one ; “Lavender kids,
five and three-quarters,” said ano-
ther; “A camels-hair shawl for
mother,” shrieked my youngest
daughter, “and two silk dresses for
me.” OId shoes, as harbingers of
luck, were showered after me by
friendly and weeping neighbors.
A crack of the whip, the horses
leaped forward, and in & minute I
had left my happy home behind,
with all its loves, its hopes, and its
tender memories, whose portals I
should cross no more for eight long
months, or, perhaps, for ever.-
Reathing the steamship, I found
an army of friends awaiting me, all
of them bearing - gifts of love, the
grateful memory of which will be
mine as long as life remains. While
I write, before me hang two baskets
of beautiful flowers, which I have

the ses, the faded rose-leaves of
which have still a sweet fragrance
which reminds me of my distant
home and ever-present loves and
absent friends. God-speeds, bless-
ings, kind wishes, hand-shakings,
telegrams, and letters poured in
upon me, till at last I heard the
shrill cry of “All ashore!” There
was a sudden rush, the gangway
was hanled in, the hawsers were
cast off, and the noble steamship,
“City of Berlin,” swung slowly off
into the stream. For a moment it
seemed as if the ties that had hound
me tc home, country, {friends,
and all that makes life worth hav-
ing, had suddenly snapped asunder,
afeeling of utter loneliness and deso
lation crept over me. I felt a cho-
king sensation in the throat, and a
sudden mistiness clouded my eyes,
while cheer after cheer went up
frony those we had left behind,
and whose faces faded from my
view as we rapidly steamed out of
sight.

Whatever misgivings I had about
my ocean trip were dispelled as
soon as I had collected myself suffi-
ciently to take a look at the
noble vessel on which I had em-
barked, and at the officers who had
her in charge. The “City of Ber-
lin” is one of the largest and finest
steamships in the world, being 525
feet long, nearly 6,000 tons burthen,
and having within her mighty
hull ample accommodation for 2,000
passengers. Even those who travel
frequently by sea have but a limit-
ed idea of what a wonderful thirg
an ocean steamship is; walking her
deck, looking up at her towering
masts, or lexamining her hull, I
pever realized it. It was not until
under the guidance of her chief en-
gineer, Mr. Campbell, I had visited
the engine room, and, twenty-five
feet belaw the level of the sea, had
walked along the whole length of
the mighty shaft which drives the
Giant propeller, that I began to esti
mate this grandest modern triumph.!
of human genius, as she rolled se-
curely on the storm-lashed ocean,
breasting the howling tempest; she
seemed to realise the ancient fable
of Ajax defying the lightning of the
Gods.

«Step this way,” said Mr. Camp
bell, the engineer. “Look aut, sir ;
here take this bit of cotton in your
hands. Now mind where you put
down yourfeot.” Down, down down,
we went till at last we stood near
the keel, the huge shaft, 200 feet

The body of a sensualist is the
coffin of a dead soul.

long, was revolving in its bearings
"ss smoothly and as noiselessly as

as |

brought three thousand miles over }

| whose ery was still for more, more,
'more! Into those red hungry jaws
| went & hundred tons of coal each
'day; the mere food of this ocean
iLeviathan representing more ton-
inage than the entire measurement
‘of the largest ships of forty years
ggo. Tremendous pistons'Titanie
‘arms of steel rose and fell like
feathers, but with the terrible cer-
tainty of fate, seeming to say to old
Ocean, “Resist me if you dare,” as
the iron prow tore the resisting
waves apart, and the great steamer
‘swept on like a seagull in its
flight. 2 _

As we steamed down the beauti-
ful bay, salutesand cheers came fo
us from all the passing vessels.
Captain Kennedy stood up on the
bridge, quietly surveying the scene,
for while the pilot was in command,
he was absolved from all responsi-
bility. The face of the captain was
hard and bronzed, the deep lines
telling of years of struggle with
ocean waves and ocean storms. He
seems to fill the idea aof the perfect
model sailor. The features were
clean cut, the eye bright and clear,
the mounth strang and firm, the
port erect, and looking in his frank
face, you said {o yourself, “there is
s man to trust in life or death.”
Near him stood his chief officer,
Mr. Condron, & man fit to stand by
Cmsar and give direction; and
anxiously flitting about the ship,
with a gay bouquet in his button-
bole, was the handsome purser,
Mr. Bridge, the embodiment of
politeness and nrbanity. The first
night at sea is always a trouble-
some one, and although old Qcean
was as smooth as g mill-pond, the
ladies a8 a general thing retired
early to their state rooms, to give
the unstable nature of their foot
ing, their private and distinguished
consideration. Next day, Sunday,
the solemn tolling of the bell an-
nounced the call for prayer. The
crew, got up in their Sunday rig,
marched into the main saloon. The
passengers generally assembled, ex-
cept here and there a heathen, out-
side the pale of the charch, and
finally the captain, attended by his
officers, came in, and reverently
laying his -cap on the table, he
opened hisprayer-book,and in a voice
beautifully modulated, commenced
the solemn service of the Church of
England. I felt that my character
was at stake. I eagerly seized a
prayer-book, and commenced read-
ing at the first place I struck. The
captain and the rest of the congre-
gation kept bobbing about from
cne part of the book to the other,
and I made & frantic attempt to fol-
low him. “When he began on the
Litany, I was wading through
Paul's Epistle to the Corinthians,
and at the prayer for Her Most
Gracious Majesty and all the Royal
Family, I got entangled up with
the Baptism of Infants, and the
Burial Service of the Dead. When
the final blessing was announced,
I had reached the index, and was
looking in vain for “Hold the
Fort,” and the “Sweet Bye-and-
Bye,” whoae inspiring strains had
cheered my drooping spirits in the
long, long ago.

My fellow passengers appeared
to be evenly divided between men
of businessand pleasure. One was
an enterprising Yankee from Bos-
ton, who had invenled a wonderful
machine for making wooden shoes ;
and he was now on his way to Fin-
land to establish a factory; the
Hon. Augustus K. L. Rosemary
Bobbs, of Bobbingtan ‘all, Wilts,
and $wo dogs; Mr. Stuffington
Roxby Stubbs, Cheesemonger; &
very dull, leather-headed sort of
person, who was all the time send-
ing for the steward to bring him
«somethink to heat.” At night,
when everybody else had retired,
he would have the steward sent for,
and tell him he wanted a “snack or
summut.” “What will you ‘av, Mr.
Stubbs?” inquired the obliging
waiter. “Oh, I den’t want much,”
he replied; “’'av ou gi:iﬁ'a it of.

cold beef?" “Yes, sit" “Welk 1

was ill. He was afraid he had
contracted some contagious disease
in America. A monster dose of
castor oil, however, afforded him
only & temporary relief, for the
next nightagain he went Tor corned
beef and lobster salad; and when
the second call for the doctor
came, I wished that the fate of
Jonah had overtaken him, or that
he had found a permanent lodging-
house in the bottom of the sea,

The life on the modern steam-
ship, save and exceptthe monotony,
is not far different from that of a
first-class hotel. The discipline on

‘board the steamships of the In-

man Line is similar fo that on
board a first-class ship of war,
Every man knows his place and
keeps it; order reigns everywhere,
and the most scrupuloms neatness
and cleanliness prevail in every
quarter. The Company book pas-
sengers straight through to Paris,
and as & hinté to any of my firends
who think of coming over, I would
say—buy your through tickets in
New York, as it is a great saving to
purchase them in that way.

The passage was a stormy cne,
part of the time a raging, howling
tempest ; but this grand ship rode
the wayes like a seagull, and for
comfort, cleanliness, discipline, and
kindness, I cheerfully recommend
the Inman Line to all my friends,
and especially the “City of Berlin."
But I feel now as ifJ gould per-
feotly understond the feelings of
the VWestern Hoosier who started
to make a “tower of furren parts.”
And the first night that he got off
soundings, he had scarcely risen
from the table, when he was called
on to part with his supper. While
leaning over the side, almost turned
inside out, some jubilant passenger
in the cabin struck up, “Rocked in
the Cradle of the Deep.” The Hoo-
sier looked up perfectly disgusted,
and the picture of abject misery;
and shaking his fist at the cabin
gangway, he exclaimed, “Only wait
fill T get ashore, and if I ever meet
the fellow that wrote ‘Rocked in the
Cradle of the Deep,” Il punch his
confounded head. No baser fraud
was ever palmed off on & confiding
publie, and I am satisfied that the
experience of the poetic swindler
must have béen confined to ex-

cursions on the raging canal.”

A sniff of Irish air, a brief look
at Halbion’s Hile, and then for
Paris. Already I feel thatIam a
foreigner. To-morrow I am going
to have the tails cuf off my coat,
and about three inches off the
sleeves. I shall get a hat about
three sizes too small for me, with a
rim about half an inch wide, and a
blue glass in my left eye, “Hi "ope
to pass hinspection.” Trusting that
my friends will not be sorry to
hear that I have got so far in safety
on my journey,

Iam,
Truly yours,
BROADBRIM.
>

GeEmMs.—Lord Bacon said: Ifa
man be gracious to strangers it
shows he is a citizen of the world,
and ibas his beart is no isfand, cut
off from other lands, but a conti-
nent that joins them.

Deal gently with those who
stray. Draw them back by love
and persuasion. One kiss is worth
o thousand kicks. A kind word
is more valuable to the lost than a
mine of gold, Think of this, and
be an your guard, ye who would
ohase to the grave an erring bro-
ther.

Men will wrangle for religion ;
write for it; fight for it ; die for
it ; anything but live up to it.

We cannot easily hate the man
for whom we always pray.

God draweth straight lines, but
we think and call them crooked,

A thankful mind always finds

something to be thankful for.
>
Never swap dogs with a man
uuless you give him two for one.

tions.”

“l am sorry you fiud-them so0
troublesome,” was all I could say.

“I saw our friend, Mrs. Mure
keson, just now,” he conlinued.
“She says she intends to break
down housckeeping; am I right
there ?”

“Break up housekeeping, she
must have said.”

“Oh, yes, I remember; break
up bousekecping.”

“Wby does she do that?” I
asked, ' ’

“Because her health isso broken
into?” ,

“Broken down, you should say.”

“Broken down ? oh yes. and in-
deed, since the small “pOX has
broken ugp in our city—"

“Broken out !” :

“She thinks she will leave it fo
a few weeks.”

“Will she leave her house
alone ?”

“No; she is afraid it will be
broken—broken—how do I say
that ?” -

“Broken into.” ;

“Certainly, it is what 1 mean to
say.” '

. “Is herson to be married soon ?”

“No; that engagement is broken
—brokea—" -

“Broken off ?”

“Yes, broken off.” :

“Ab, 1 had not heard that.”

“She is very sorry about it.
Her son only broke the news
down to bher last week. Am I
right? I am anxious to speak
English well.”

“He merely broke the news.
No preposition this time.”

“It is bard to uaderstand. That
young mae, her son, ‘is a fine
fellow ; a breaker, I think.”

“A broker, and a very fine
fellow. Good day.”

So much forthe verb “to break.”

- ¢ >

Youxg Girrs.—Our young girls
do not understand the witchery of
bright eyes and rosy lips, but set
off their beauty by all the artificial
means which lie in their power,
never reflecting that by so doing
they destroy their principal charm
—that of innocence. Their round-
ded cheeks, the bright eyes, the
waving bair of a girl in her teens
nced only the simplest setting.
Rick fabries and sumptuaous adora-
ing are more for the matron, her
dress gaining in ample fold and
graceful sweep as she puts on the
dignity of years. The seasons
teach us something here, if we go
to nature for an object lesson. How
different her vcharm from the deep,
maturing summer, when the bues
are decided, and the air is loaded
with perfume from a thousand
censers. The school girl is only
on the thresheld of summers
She has not crossed it yet. Let
her copy the sweet grace of the
spriog on her graduation day, and
discard artificiality for nature.

y - T

Friexps.—People who have warm
friends are healthier and happier
than those whe bhave nome. A
single real fricnd is & treasure
worth more than gold or precious
stones. Money can buy many
things good , and evil. All the
wealth of a world could not buy a
friend or pay you for the loss of
one. “I have only wanted one
thing to make me happy,” Haz-
litt writes, “but wanting that bave
wanted everything.” And again,
“«My heart, shut up in a prison
house of this rude clay, has never
found, nor will it ever find a heart
to speak to.” We are the weakest
of spendthrifts if we let one friend
drop off through inattention eor
let one push away another ; or if
we hold aloof from one for petty
jealousy or heedless slights or
ronghness. Would you throw
away a diamond becanse it pricked
you? One good friend is nobto
be weighed against the jewels of
the earth. |

-
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A true cl@r_istiau may fall into
sin, but he will not lie. down in ite



