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times, left —she conquered the impulse to fly and weep door, and hurried away for assistance.
The next morning frost had gathered up-

6, Do not run off to a distant city to get 
your handbills, labels, cards, &c., printed, 
because forsooth, you can get a reduction 
of a few cents in price Support your own 
as you wish to be supported. A man whois al- 
ways running away from home with his busi- 
ness, little deserves the patronge of the Com­
munity in which he lives ; and, as far as we 
are concerned, such will receive the “cold 
sholder:4

7. If you have the control of any legal ad­
vertising. send it to your friend. This kind

light of the fire, as it sunk at
doetry. strange brown hollows in that care-worn 

face. It struck out the shadows of the tall, 
high-post bedstead, «#hosé “tattered curtain

upon his bosom, and only said, as she bent
or rather sobbed than upon the crazy windows of Mary’s habitation 

said, ‘The wound ; it’s made me feel sick but the bright fire sent out heat and light
once more to her task,

HIGHLAND MARY.

TUNE,—‘Katharine Ogie.’
Ye banks, and braes, and streams around 

The castle o’ Montgomery,
Green be your woods, and fair your flowers

Your waters never drumlie!
There simmer first unfalds her robes. 

And there the langest tarry;
For there I took the last fareweel 

O’ my sweet Highland Mary.

How sweetly bloom’d the gay green birk, 
How rich the hawthorn’s Blossom;

As underneath their fragrant shade,
I clasp’d her to my bosom!

The golden hours, on angel wings. 
Flew o’er me and my dearie;

* For dear to me, as light and life. 
Was my sweet Highland Mary.

Wimony a vow, and lock’d embrace, 
Our parting was fu‘ tender;

' And. pledging aft to meet again, 
We tore oursels asunder;

But Oh! fell death’s untimely frost, 
That nipt my flower sac early! I

Now green’s the sod, and cauld’s the clay, 
That wraps my Highland Mary!

had been gathered around to the side where and faint for a moment, yet I do not think it into every crevice. Her husband, sheeted 
the sick man laid. The high-backed chairs is dangerous;’ and she circled the neck of for his last home, lay with a happy smile 
threw out shapes like coffins on the uncarpet- the stranger with her loving arms, and looked making death beautiful, on his wan features, 
ed floor, and tho mahagony table made ghast- down in his face, while a strange expression The son, still ever faint and weak, had been 
ly show of itself along the unpapered wall, brightened her own. able to tell his story of wreck, poverty, want

‘It did sound something like a groan,’ At that moment his full dark eyes opened; and, lastly, good fortune. Adopted by the 
said John, returned his wife's fearful glance; his lips parted, he said but one word- yet rich citizen of a foreign land, he became a 
‘but it must be the wind moaning up-stairs. John heard it, and fell back weakly in his thriving merchant, and his only grief was 
Those rooms are old and crazy, and not rent- chair—that word was ‘mother,’ the silence of his parents. For he had writ-
ed ; they are full of crevices for the wind to John, John —be calm—oh! it will kill ten them letter after letter, and as yet receiv- 
rush through, and I dare say the noise might you, do be calm, dearest husband—yes, it is ed no reply, they having frequently changed 
be accounted for in a dozen ways. There, him, our own 
precious wife, you are wearying yourself. — will burst with joy !—but you—oh! be calm- cities. )
I feel better already ; so sit here by my side, er, John—don't look so steadily at me ; for ' At last he set forth leaving the maiden 
ami let us talk together of old times.' isn't it good news—holy tidings!—our child he loved and to whom he was betrothed, his 

is found; he knows us.'
'God be praised,' was all the poor man

#

of business pays better than any other, and 
the more you can send to the editor of your 

_ _______ _.,_______ , o paper, the better for him and it. In propor- 
Henry—our boy. My heart their residence into neighboring towns and tion to the amount of the receipts of a paper, 

- • • • • • isan editor enabled to make it useful, amus-
ing and entertaining to the community in 
which it is published.

8. Do not expect much of a paper when 
an editor is driven to be hie own compositor 
proof-reader, pressman and ‘ devil,” and has 
to run all over town every forenoon in vain 
tearch for a “quarter" to buy something for 
his dinner. .'

9. Do not expect the editor to make hon­
orable mention of you or your business every 
few weeks for nothing. The space in a pa­
per, and a man’s time, are worth something 
and every notice comes back to the drawer 
of the recipient in dollars and cents. An 
editor should not be allowed to go hungry,

0prosperous business, and severing all the 
new but closely knit ties of friendship, to

Shutting the tears back. Mrs. Leslie wrap­
ped her husband’s feet in well worn flannel.ulcerous sores 

able for years, 
hblotches and 
hild was cured,
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seek his parents. From place to place he 
bad followed them, grieved to behold in the

and drew a chair closç beside him. The 
clock struck that moment—it was eleven.

; -Eleven o’clock,’ he said, as he took her 
hand in his, now emaciated with long sick­
ness; ‘it’s a good clock, Mary, and what 
furniture we have is pretty decent. When 
I am —′

She stopped him with a kiss, but the tears 
rained down her cheeks, and the wild storm 
outside grew wilder.

‘You have not altered much, Mary, in the 
twenty years of our marriage. Let me see; 
you were eighteen. How modest and bloom­
ing you were, seated in your little school-

could murmur.
‘And now I am going to lay him on our 

bed, John, and you shall sleep beside him; 
beside our own lost boy. Think of it, John; 
it will give you new life and strength, and 
who knows but you may get entirely well.— 
Oli ! John, I can’t realize it—I can’t.’

•Blessed be God,’ murmurel the dying 
man, folding his thin palms together, and a 
rapt smile spread like light over his face. •

‘Here they come, but he can’t go; they 
must help me place him on the bed, and fly 
for a doctor. See, he is looking at us; Hen­
ry, can’t you speak, my own love?′

‘Money—plenty— round my waist,’ he 
articulated with difficulty.

‘Not to the hospital, hey 2
‘Not to the hospital,’ returned Mary ; ‘he 

is our child, nran ; you would not have us 
send our son to the hospital, would you?′

‘Precious need of it,’ muttered one, glanc­
ing about the room.

Look here ! —what does this ’ere mean ?’

gradual decline of comfort, in each succes­
sive dwelling they had occupied, sure evi­
dence of their decaying prospects. Incau­
tiously, while stopping at an eating house 
in the vicinity of the alley where he had 
displayed gold, and, tempted by the sight 
a villan followed him and felled him to the 
ground where he must have, soon perished. 
Fortunately, the bulk of money he had was

■1

() pale, pale now. those rosy lips, ′ 
I aft liau kiss’d sae fondly!

And closed for aye. the sparkling glance, 
1 hat dwelt on me sae kindly!

And mould’ring now in silent dust. 
That heart that lov'd me dearly!

But still, within my bosom’s core, 
shall live my Highland Mary.

dexterously concealed in a belt around his bare backed or bare-footed. They "cat, 
person, the rest the thief had taken. Thus J-:-i- —J :—4 1:1- ««i "
he had the means to bring to the home of

drink and wear, just like other people.”
10. If the editor owes you a shilling, do

not chase him from “rosy morn to balmy 
eve” for it, and when you happen to get the 
balance on the other side, “cut the gentle­
man’s acquaintance.”

The Massacre of the St Paul’s Passen- 
gers—Horrible Cannibalism.

The Chinese passenger cf the St. Paul, 
who was rescued by the steamer Styx, and 
arrived on Tuesday, has furnished us with 
the following account of the massacre of the 
Chinese passengers by the St. Paul, wreck­
ed at Rossel Island :

“The ship went on shore during the night, 
and when she struck the passengers all rush- 
ed on deck, making a great outcry, upon 
which the captain drove them all below again. 
When daylight broke, we landed by means 
of the boats on an island, where we remain­
ed two days without any water, when some 
of us went on board the ship again to get 
some, also provisions. The captain left in 
his boat with some of the crew, and we were 
not disturbed by the natives for a month af-

poverty, luxuries that had not gladened it for 
many a day. M

Poor Mary could not eat. The thought 
that if he could only be sharing with her 
these simple delicacies, if it were but for 
once, shut out the faith that should have 
seen him feasting on the fruit of Heaven, re­
newed in beatiful and perpetual youth—nev­
er to wipe a tear away, never to breathe a 
sigh again.

Eten so doth grief for a time cloud even

room, on the first day of our meeting. Roses 
hung from your curls then, placed there by 
innocent fingers, and I was strong and full 

- of high hopes ; hopes, alas! that have not 
been realized.’ -

‘But will be in Heaven, John,’ said Mary, 
lifting her dark eyes

‘I believe it ; I have never doubted that : 
he future is all my hope now. The seed I

An Interesting Story.
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blustered the other. Here’s a young man 
we find, half dead, out in the cold; bring 
him in the house ; woman don’t know him; the glory of revelation, 
come back from doing a deed of charity, and ‘Mother,’ said Henry, after the coffin had 
woman has been a finding out that he’s her been lowered to its last resting-place, and 
son. Take that and the" clothes into con- the few mourners had como back, ‘I will try

have sown here has taken unseen root, doubt- 
less, and blossomed up to Heaven There I 
shall eat of the ripened fruit. O! I never 
doubt for a moment the immortal destiny of 
man. / ~
, ‘How your face shines, John.*,

‘I am very happy, Mary ; I don’t know as 
1 ever felt happier. I know there is not a 
crust of bread in the house, and this is the 
last of our poor little wood pile; and yet 1 
feel as certain that God will provide—some 
way. I am only sorry that you have had so 
much care with me. but 1 know love sweet- 
ened it all.’

‘Uh! yes, John ; yes, all my carc has been 
pleasure . and if it is God’s will that you 
should go, I shall not stay long. I’d have 
nothing to live for, John.’
‘You were right, I do believe, Mary ; the 

sound came again apparently beneath our 
window,’ cried John, holding his hand in the 
attitude of a listener.

‘Yes and there are voices outside ; 1’11 
just go to the door a minute ; maybe we can 
do some good and, throwing on what had 
once been a comfortable woolen shawl, she 
hurried into the lar k entry.

‘I feel just so,’ muttered John, letting his 
head drop on his hand; ‘I feel as if I’d like 
to know what it is; another time in our un­
protected situation, and this out of the way 
place, I should be a little fearful; but’—he 
shook his head and resumed his mournful 
look in the tire, as he added—‘I’m afraid that

BY MRS.’ MARY A. DENISON. J-—*--
‘Hadn’t you better he down now, John - 

It’s getting very late ; you will be worse to- 
morrow.’

Her eyes, sad, faded and tearful, sought 
the little mantel clock, and then rested anxi­
ously again upon the face of her husband.

-‘No, dear,’ replied the sick man, shaking 
ing his head, while the rich nncut curls 
danced upon his pallid check, and a singu­
lar expression Crossed his countenance. ‘I 
think I’ll sit a little longer yet. Put one 
stick on tho fire, dear; my feet arc very 
cold, and it's cold, too, that someway chil 
to my heart.'

Quickly and quietly the poor woman took 
from her little closet the last and most covet- 
ed store of dry wood, and while she bent 
over the broken coals, adjusting it to the 
ill-looking fireplace, the sick man held his 
hand, with a curious look, to his eyes, ex­
amined the finger-nails, heavily pressed his 
damp forehead, and groaned.

L What is it, dear: •
'Nothing that alarms me, he replied, quiet- 

ly, ‘but, at that moment, it flashed across my 
memory, among other things, that to-night 
we have mourned just five years for the death 

* of our poor boy.' 's
•Yes, so it is the night,' said the wife, 

thoughtfully. ‘It was just such a might, too, 
when the old sex tor brought the news. But 
we were better off then, and didn't mind if 
the snow blew in, for there was such a fire 
in the grate -- a living cowl fire such es we

nection, and I should say there was a base to be what he what he was to you, dear 
• • • mother. You shall never know want—aboveattempt at kidnapping, 

bug.’
or some such hum-

all, while I live, the want of love. They 
told me in the land of the orange and the 
palm, to bring my father and my mother back 
with me. 1 will tell them to give to you 
the double tenderness that they would have 
cherished for you both.’•

‘I have been ungreatful,’ murmured Mary 
as she stood leaning on the arm of her manly

The young* man, however, settled the 
question. Weakly lifting his hand, he beck- 
oned Mary to him and taking her pale fin- 
gres. held them to his lips, and kissed them.

‘That does look like it,’ said the man. 
more softly ; ‘but I can’t make it out, either.’

‘We havn’t seen him for five years,’ cried
Mary ; oh ! do help him to the bed, and go son, on the deck of an outward-bound steam­

er ; ‘suppose I had been left all alone in my 
sorrow, with no eye to weep for me no hand

ter he was gone; they then came 
the main land, distant about three

over from 
quartersfor the doctor; we’ll pay you well; indeed

of a mile, and made an attack on us. Somewe will.’ -h
The doctor came. The wound he said to aid me. God forgive me.’

And Mary is the loved inmate of a sunny 
Indian home, to-day.

of us had double-barrelled carbines, but we 
got frightened and threw them away.

The only white man left with us, after the 
departure of Captain Pennard, was a Greeks 
who, having armed himself with a cutlass.

was not dangerous, but, without medical 
aid, might become so. He dressed the young 
man’s head, and prepared to go. Passing 
before John, who lifted his lustrus eyes and 
smiling face to the doctor, he said, ‘You seem 
very well pleased, sir—I wish you joy.’

Mary had told him all.
The sick man only bowed his head, and 

then as he languidly laid it back again, the 
doctor gazed compassionately upon him.

•I thought my Heavenly Father would 
never forsake us," he murmured feebly; 
and so I told Mary. Thank God ! when

How to Sustain Your Local Paper.
fought desperately, and killed a great many 
of the natives before he was overpowered.—1. Lay aside ! our fears that the editor

will get rich faster than his neighbors. We They then took all our clothing. &c., which 
have never heard of a man making more than they partly destroyed. Any valuables that 

they found, such as sovereigns, rings, &c., 
they placed in a net bag, which each man 
carried about his neck. A watch particular­
ly excited their attention, as they were con-
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a decent living by the publication of a coun­
try newspaper, even if he had ever such a 
good business. A case in point is an ac­
quaintance of ours, who has been publishing 
some six or seven years, has had all the tinually opening it to observe the reflection 

of their faces in the glass. At night we wereI am gone, she will have a son—oh! God 
be praised."

‘You are cold and exhausted,’ said the

business of his own town and country, and 
a large portion of that of the surrounding ;, placed in the centre of a clear piece of groud, 
but with all this he gets as tight pinched for and fires lit in- several places, the natives 

keeping a regular watch over us. and during 
the day they would select four or five Chinese

WOOD, 

2
Mary isn’t prepared for what will happen 
before morning. This fire is hot ; 1 feel the 
glow on my cheek, but my feet, my feet, they | doctor laying his hand gently on the dying 
are icy cold, nor can I move them. God help, man’s brow—how long have you felt 

I thus ?”

money to buy his white paper with as any 
other publisher with whom we are acquaint­
ed. .

havn’t seen for months; and you were so 
healthy then I rather think, John, that 
was what broke you down.’

‘Yes, yes !’ replied the other, hastily ; ‘I 
haven’t been the same man since ; but we 
must not complain; Providence is always 
good, though it may seem ever so dark.— 
Wallace was a noble fellow, and I have nev­
er forgiven myself, that by forcing upon him 
a trade with which he was disgusted. I drove 
him to sea- Oh! if parents only knew just 
what to do !—if only they were not so will­
ful !’

He clasped his hands as he spoke, and

AMBROTYPE 
==

and after killing them, roast the flesh, and 
eat it; what was not consumed being de­
posited in their nets. Their mode of pro­
ceeding was as follows : The victims being 
decided on. they were taken out. beaten all 
over (excepting the head) with a kind of 
club, and then despatched by ripping the 
stomach open. The body was then cut up 
in small pieces and divided. the fingers, tees 
and brains being eagerly sought after ; the 
bones were then collected, and either burt 
or thrown away. I saw ten of my fellow 
passengers killed in this way.

On one occasion some of the Chinese took 
a boat which belonged to the ship, and went 
over to the mainland at night to get some 
water, but never returned, so we thought 
they, had been killed. Every day they 
brought us cocoanuts or some wild roots to 
eat, and appeared to be quiet friendly with 
us. This state of things continued until I 
was taken off the island. When I left there

thee, Mary.’
‘Oh ! yes ; bring him in ; we’ll keep him 2 If the paper agrees with your ways of 

thinking, subscribe and pay for it, arid per- 
.suade your neighbors of the same mind to

‘My feet became very stiff just before 
dark, and since then I have been failing fast,’ 
—his voice had grown husky.

‘Be careful,’ whispered the doctor, as Mary 
uttered an exclamation of alarm, and he poin­
ted to the young man whose pale cheek seem-

here while you get a carriage. Poor youth 
—I hope he isn’t dangerously wounded.’

It was Mary’s voice, and John looked lan­
guidly round, as two meh came in bearing a 
body between them."

He was a young man, tall and elegantly 
attired. His face was handsome, but his 
thick silken Curls were stained with blood. 
He did not open his eyes, though he seemed 
sensible of the change from a driving storm 
to comparative warmth; he only moaned 
faintly, as the compassionate woman placed 
pillows under his head. A cloak richly

sale and Re- 
Commercial St., 
Orders by Mail “go and do likewise.” Do not tell the edi- 

tor to send your paper without paying, and 
when you get to owe two or three dollars 

edstamped with the hue of death —“the least tell your friends who speak of 1, that the 
excitement, and I cannot save him. You paper is of no account, that it will burst up 
must perceive that your husband is nearly up one of those days. 1he way under such 
gone be thankful that he seems so well pre- a state of the case, to keep a . paper from 
pared—let your grief be as quiet as pos- ‘bursting up, ‘8 for each subscriber to keep 
sible.′ the creditor’s books free from charges against

‘How can I? sobbed Mary, with a stifled himself. Once we had to close, and posting 
voice. “Dear John, won't you rest your up, found that we had booked and outstand- 
head on my bosom ? Oh ! how can I, how ing some $200 mote than had capital in- 
can I give you up ?′ rested. This thing of applying the credit

He turned his dying eyes upon her with system to the newspaper business may be 
unutterable love ; he leaned towards her and likened to a farmer selling out his crop, a 
his long curling hair fell on her bosom ; his, bushel to the man. The sum each owes for 
lips moved—the doctor bent down—‘For the bushel does not seem of any account to 
this my son was lost and is found,” issued the debtor but the aggregate of these bushels 
thereform ; -it is something of the “joy we may make or break the poor £ 
shall all feel when we meet in Heaven, isn’t soil, 
il # 9. you have a father, mother, brother,

‘Have you any neighbors?′ asked the kind sister or friend of any kind, residing at a 
physican, as wailing sobs seemed rending the distance, who are not able to subscribe, pay 
heart of the poor mourner. |for and send them a copy.

“No ! Then I will send you somebody. 4. If you have any printing you wish donc 
He looks very peaceful and happy—you do not "jew" the editor down to a starva- 
should be more than thankful for his suffer- tion price and when he comies to make 
ing ; 1 assure you he breathed at the last a purchase of you, "spike on the tar- 
like an infant —he will never feel a pain any iff.
more.” 1 5. If you have any advertising or jobwork

Mary told him she was not afraid to stay to be done, take it to your country paper, 
with her dead ; and the doctor sprang into except, perhaps you may wish to advertise 

Heaven’s sake, tell me, Mary!' (the carriage that had been waiting at the in more than one paper.-

gazed fixedly at the fire that threw forth nowi 
a steady blaze. ‘If only they were not so 
willful,' he added, with a softer voice.

In a few moments he looked up agaih, 
and, smiling slacidly, ‘It seems to me, Mary, 
I don't feel so bad about leaving you, to- 
night, as I have before.’

‘Don’t, John;—‘oh! let us talk of some­
thing else. If you are to die, John, I don’t 

—want to know—think of it—till it is all over., 
1 thought I heard a groan,’ she added, mov­
ing a little ways from the fire; ‘I get so ner­
vous when you talk so.’

2 inn
trimmed hung on the arm of one of the men;
he had been soaking the wet and frost from 
it in tho old entry. He now laid it over the 
little octagonal table, saying at the same 
time’I guess by these trappings he’s a rich 
one ; same lime I wouldn’t like to pay the 
expenses of a carriage on risk, this time of 
night; wonder if he’s got any money about 
him.’.----------- -------- --;- -- -

Mary was on her knees, busily cutting 
away the rich hair that fell in glossy bunch­
es over the carpetless floor. She paused a 
moment, and inserted her fingers in the pock-

IDAY, BY
delver in the were only four Chinese and the Greek alive, 

‘all the rest having been killed. I saw these 
five the day the steamer came in sight, butAndrews, .B J.
when the natives saw the boats coming on 
shore they took them to the mountains. 1 
was sick and lame, and they would not carry 
me, so that I watched my opportunity and 
contrived to conceal myself among the rocks 
until the boat came on shore. They are 
very numerous, but do not appear to have 
any chiefs among them. They live on cocoa- 
nuts, of which there are large quantities, and 
a kind of yam. which they roast before cat- 
ing; but, beyond a few dogs, I saw neither 
animals nor fowls of any kind.’

‘It was the wind. dear. Hear how it beats
that broken blind: I wish I was strong,. 
enough to mend it. Hark! it hails heavily; et of his satin vest. Fortunately there was 
God pity the mariner ;’ his voice trembled loose change enough there to pay tor a car- 
and sank. In a moment he added, ‘It seems riage. and, taking it, the men hurried out.

1 Suddenly Mary uttered a low cry. She 
looked up helplessly in the face of her Hus­
band ; her lips white and parted; her checks 
ashy ; but, as he cried, stretching!forth his 
weak arms and weaker body, ‘what is it.
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to be a good fire, too, but someway it don’t' 
warm my feet; thank you, Mary, that will 
be better ; thank you, dear.’

a She had stooped down, and was now hold­
ing those thin feet in her hands, chafing 
them briskly aud tenderly. I he half-wierd I Mary — for \
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