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LITERARY
LINES,

FareER Ryay,

Go down where the sea waves are Kisss
ing the shore,
And ask of them why do they sigh?
The poets have asked them a thousand
times o er.
But they're kissing the shore as they
kissed it before,
And they're’sighingto -day, and they'li
sigh evermore ;
Ask them what alls them ? they will
not reply,
But they’ll sigh on forever, and never
tell why.
¢ Why does your poetry sound like a
gigh ?"”
The waves will not
shall I,

@o stand on the beach of the boundless
deep,
When the night stars are gleaming on
high,
And heay how the billows [are moaning.
in sleep,
On the low lying strand by the surge~
beaten steep,
They are moaning forever whereever
they sweep ;
Ask them what ails them? tLey never
repl
The)? r)rrxoan, and s0 sadly, but will not
tell why.
v W hy does your poetry sound like a
59
Tne billows will not answer, neither
shall I. :

©o, list to the breeze at the wanmng of
day,
When 1t passes and murmurs,
bye,’
Yhe dear little breeze, how it wishes to
stay
When the flowers are’in bloom, where
_ the singing birds play,
How it sighs when it flies on its weari~
some way.
Ask it what ai's it? it will not reply,
1ts voice is a sad,one, it never told
why.
“ Why does your poetry sound like a
sigh’?
The breeze will not answsr you, neither
shall 1,

answer, neither

¢ Goods

Go, watch, the wild blasts as they spring
from their lau-
When the shout,_ of the storm rends
the sky ;
They rush, o’er theTearth, and they ride
tbrough the air,
And they blight with their breath all
that’s love y and fair,
And they g'oan like the ghosts in the
¢ land- of despair,’
Ask them what ails them ? they never
reply;
Their, voices are monrnful, fthey will
not tell why.
¢ Why does your poetry sound like a
sigh ¥’
l‘hegblastgs will not answer,uneither will 1.

@o,stand o1 the rivulet’s hily- frin;:ed side,
Or list where the river rush by ;
The streamlets which forest trees shadow
and hide,
And the rivers that roll in their ocean-
ward, tide,
Are moaning forever wherever thev glide,
Ask them what ails them? they will
not reply ;
On, sad-voicea they flow,
never te | why.
¢.Why does yonr poetry sound like a
sigh 2
Emtgh’s streams w1'l'not anwer, neither
will I,

but they

When the shadows of twilight are gray on
the hill.
And dark where the low valleys lie
Go, list to the voice of the wild whips
poor-wul
That sings when the songs of  its sisters
are still,
And wails t_h_rough the darkness so,sadly
and shrilt,
Ask it whatails 1t ? it never tells why.
@ Why does your poetry sound like a
sigh ”’
The bird will not ansyer you, neither
shall i,

Go, list to the voices of earth, air and sea,

And. the voices that sound in the sky, |

Their songs may be joyful to.some, but
to me
There's a;sigh in each,chord, and:a sigh
1 each key.
And thousangds of sighs swell their grand
melody.
Ask them,what ails them ? they will
not reply.
They sigh—sigh forever—but never tell
why.

¢ Why des your poetry sound; like a,

sigh #’
The voices will not answer you, neither
mll 3
mt —

There. ia. a good wide ditch between
saying.and doing,

When, ane flatteringly praises me, al-
ways.commends me never rebukes me,
assists my, faults, and forgives me before I
bave repented—he is my enemy..

Bhsmmx&mchme& onlya.change.of;

pili. A man who, has t}
m whtset&dq

.gout feels first
(o rheumatism.

Truth and virtue. dan,do less good in

the wo.ld than their, false, well-acted
Jgounterieit can do evu,_

Mabel Willey’s Lovers.

(Continued.)

¢ Giyve me neither beggary nor riches.
lest perhaps being filied, I shou!d be
tempted to deny, and say: Who is the
Lord ? or being compelled by poverty, I
should steal, and forswear the name of
my God."”

What a happy hour this evening hour
was | Sometimes Mr., Willey would teil
the young ones a story; and when he be-
gan, what a scramble there was for his
knees! Sometimes he would look over
the columns of ‘the ¢Prairie Farmer,’
gleaning therefrom useful hints for his
vocation, Whi'e he was thus occupied
his wife would read aloud to the children:
But she did not select anything from a sil
ly dim novel or ilustrated paper, but
genera'ly something in Washington Iivs
ing’s ¢ Sketch-Book,” or one of Cooper’
tales; and let us say that the tale they all
liked best was ¢The Pioneers.’

‘1 am g'ad you enjoyed your visit to
grandpa,’ spoke Mrs. Willey one morn-
ng, as she rested awhile at the churn.

¢Oh! everso much,’ answered Mabel,
who, with sleeves rolled up, was busy
skimming cream. ¢ But I forgot to tell
you, mother, that a few days before I left
him there came to the house, at arather
early hour, a young gentleman and lady
from one of the hotels in North Conway.
They had strolled up Wild-cat Run, which
you know, winds round grandpa’s home.
and had become engaged to each othey
on the way. I told them 1t was quite ro-
mantic. The girl;was slyish.looking, but
didn’t appear to be strong ; her face was
like waxwork, end her dress was made in
such a fashion that 1 think she must have
found it hard work to breathe. But she
was exceedingly polite, and I was quite
taken with her before we parted. The
young gentleman likewise was a very
pleasant fellow, and much better looking
too, thau she was, [ judged by his-hands
that he had never done any work in his
ife, and his mustache was twisted and
curled in the most coquettish way imagi-
nable—just like this.” Here Mabel put
her fingers to her upper lip, then twiiled
them round and round to Mrs. Willey’s
gieat amusement.

‘But what I want most to speak of," she
continned, *is the big beech-tree.” Ma~
bel then proceeded to. tell how Harry
had carved his name and Kitiy's upon it
and how she had discovered the names
of Harry Fietcher and Mabel Willey upon
the same tree in ietters barely legible.

‘O child'!” exclaimed her mother, when
she was dcne speaking, ¢ you cannot im-
agine how vividly my girlish days come
pack upon . my memory when you speak
of that o.d beech. Yes, I can see Hany
Fletcher cutting his name and mine upon
1t just as plain y as if it was yesterday.
A handsome fellow was Harry, He wants
ed me to be his wife. I did not dislike
him—no, indeed. We were.good friends;
we sat side by side at school; we picked
huckleberries t. gether. Many {folks
thought I should marry him. But there
was another yourg man courtirg me. one
who bore the same name as myself,
though no relation; and one day we alj
three met, and my lovers agreed that I
should then”and there decide which of
them ['d choose.. And ’'twas your father
Mabel, who won me ; nor have I ever for
a moment ever regretted my choice. Yet
Harry Fletcher was a brave, generous
fe low, very smart, too, and I have often
wondered what became of him. All I
know is that soon after I refused him he
quitted our part of the country to seek
‘his fortune elsewhere.’

‘Right, wife, right ! A splendid fellow !’
cried Mr. Willey, entering the dairy to
get a cup of milk, ‘Why 1 was thinking
of him myself only a few minutes ago
while [ was looking at our corn—and: a
fine crop 1t's going to.be, a mighty fine
crop, And I wondered whether Harry, if
he is stili in the land of the living, has a
farm like ours and a snug log house to
shelter him. Many things may happen
in the length of time since he and. L
parted ; this world has ‘many ups and
downs—it's a regular seesaw.””

After ta'king a while on Harry Fletch
er. Farmer Willey said:. ¢ Come, wife,
let’s take a10w; and I'll bring my rod:
along and catch a mess of black bass for
supper” Mr<. Willey, who liked to see
her husband play as well‘as work: glad y.
assented, They did not fish much. how~
ever, for the gkift was long and broad and
leaked never a drop: and the six happy
children went axrow'ing too. It did you?
eyes guod to look at them, and your ears
good, too to hear them—so healthy and

gtrong and rolicksome they weie, dipping

their hands in the water sprinkling each
others faces, singing, laughing, and finals
ly barefooted Dick, who was ten years
old wittingly tumbled oversboard and
played fish around the boat—the boy
could swim like a fish—to the great ams
usement of his brothers and sisters.

Three months atter this pleasant excurs
sion on the river Mabel again found hers
self in New Hampshire. The truth is,
her grandtather, whose feelings had been
much wrought upon by the visit she had
paid him'in the summer, could not bear
to be separated from those whom he loved
and, moreover, he was of an age when
farm labor was getting rather iriksome.
Accerdingly, he had written to Mrs, Wil~
ley, telling her that he wished to spend
the rest of his day in Illinois, and begged
that he might have the company of young
Mabel 1n the long, tiresome journey to
the West, *For she is a bright girl, he
said, ‘and can take charge of me:my trunk
and herae f too.’

So Mabel, who, fond as she was of home
was not averse to seeing a liitle of the
world, went to fetch her grandfather;
and now in October we find her passing
with him through the city of New Yoxk.

‘It's just like a beehive, this town,’
spoke Mabel as she paused a moment in
Broadway near the Astor House to try
and discover the twcket-office of the
Michigan Southern Railway.

¢Such a crowd makes my head swim’
said the old man, who was leaning her
arm.

‘¢ Well,
ticket-oftice is,” said Mabel.

And she did ask .somebody, and that
somebody happened to be no other than
Harry Fietcher, Jr.,, who was on his way
down town with his father. Right cordis
al was the meeting between them.

‘I have often thought of you,’said Hars
ry,

‘ Indeed! Well, thee morning we first
met was a blissful morning for you—was
it not ?’ returned Mabel with a laughing
g eam in her eye. ‘Pray, sir, how is Miss
Gibbon ?’

¢Oh! extremely we!l. She is now in
Philadelphia, bidding good bye to some
of her frien s, for we sail shortly for Eu-
rope.’

* But you will not really settle abroad,
as you once to.d me?’ said slabel. Then
with a iittle hesitation she added : ‘Men
like you sir, ought to live in their own
country.’

‘You are more. elojuent than you im-
agine,” answered the )outh. ‘ But I have
promised Miss GiLbon that we shoud
make our home in Paris.’

Here Mr. Flewher senior shook bhis
head, while Mabel’s grandparent
ed: ‘Why, young man,
try big enough for you ?’

Har:y made no respone, bu" taking a
rosebud from his buttonhole
ed it to Mabel, saying :

observs
isn't this coun~

Lp present’
‘\\re may never
meet again, but Miss Gibbton and I wili
often speak of you when we are far away,’

Closely during this brief conversation
had, Harry's father watched Mabel, and
now he took-her hand and pressed it, and
the girl wondered why he looked on her
with moistened eyes. Then, after show-
ing her the ticket office, Mr. F etcher
went to a flower stand rear by and bought
her a beautiful boquet which quite threw.
into the shade Harry's rosebud. Oh
thanks sir,. said Mabel, as she accepted
the flowers. ¢ How delicious they are !’

When presently they pairted Harry said
to his father: ¢ Miss Wil ey is a very fine
girl, isn't she? And I'll not let Kitty
call her a peasant any more.’

Mr. fletcher did not seem to hear this
remark ; he appeared like one absorbed
in a reverie, Bui of a sudden he burst
out: ‘A peasant ! a peasant! By heaven
there is not a princess in Europe better,
than- Mabel Wil ey,’

‘¢ Well, Kitty would not call her a peas
sant except for her mother, continued
Harry. ‘But Mrs. Gibbon has filled her
head with foolish notions.’:

‘Such; as living in -Europe,’ answered
Mr. Fletcher. Then, with a sigh he ad-

ded, O Harry! how you have disappoints|

ed me, Why. I would rather see you wed
a girl like Mabel even if she were poor,
than have you pass your days ina forexgn
land.’

Wou]d yeu really 2’ exc axmed Harry.
‘Buf alas!” went on Mr, Fletcher, now
speaking to himseif—‘alas! ‘twas I who
urged him to make a rich match. Yet
I have been rol ing up money for years
and years; and now, when I am, worth a

my fortune among foreigners.’

Street. -Harry noticed the unhappy lowk

on his fathers face and agam adyised him

-

I'll ask somebody where the|;

IMARBLE WORKS

mullion, my only child is going to,spend

to take a holiday: ‘I wish I could.
But | have Leen solong in the threadmil
of business that not I should not know
how to play if | went away away.’

And go the millionare went down to

with a fresh rorebud sticking in his but
tonhole, repaired to Delmonico’s to kiil
time, as he expressed it—to kill time sip
ping sherry and tbinking about Paris and
Kitty Githon.

But the banker’s thoughts were of Ma-
bel Willey. ¢She brings me right back
to dear old days,’ he sighed—:the dear
old days, She is the living tmage of her
mother,’

To BE CONTINUED.
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WIT AND HUMOUR.

Sweet Meats. —Sugar-cured hams.

Footed . —* Well, you’ll own she’s got
a pretty foot, won't you ?'—¢ Yes, I'll
grant you that, bit then it never made
half as much of an impression ou me as
the old man’s.”

“ Dawkter,” said an exquisite the
other day, “ 1 want you tc tell me what
I can putinto my head to make it rgint.”
“ It wants nothing but brains,” said the
physiean .

“ My brethren,” said Swift, in a ser-
mon, ‘ there are three sorts of pride—ot
birth of riches, and of talents. L shall
not now speak of the latter,none of you
keing liable to that abominable vice.”

If poverty is a disgrace, mended stock-
1ngs are a dained shawme.

When Farmer Knaff,

State,

of New York

he lost by five feet, as his son testided
at the iu<1ue>t.

“ My dear,” saia a gentleman to his
wife, “our club is goiuz to have all the
home ecomforts.” *“Indeed,” repiied
the wife
to bave all the eclub mwnuu

3

A country girl wrote to her lover :
* Now, George, don’c fale to be at the
singing school to night.” George wrote
back that ¢ In this bright lexicon of
ycuth—Webster’s Unabridged —there'’s
a0 such word as fale.’

On a honeymoon tour reecently, the
oung husband, going across from Dove
o Boult ogne, looked Suaddeniy very
strange. * Are you ill , love ?’ inquired

model wife. Yottt say.
Alfred, beloved, are you ill ¥ He was
fraid of being doubted and faintly re-
slied: ¢1 think the shrimps I had fo
sreakfast this morning must have been
ilive.”
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ADVERT:SEMENTS.

ission & [ -
Agency, &c.,

ST. JOIIN’S, NEWFOUNDLAND.
oay 29,

NOW LANDING

Ex. Racer, from Greenock,

10 Octaves Scotch

WHISK

10 Quarfer Casks ditto

25 Cases LORYE ditto
50 Cases HAZELBURN ditio
15. Cases IRISH ditto

50 Bhds. Jefiry’s ALE,

50 Tierces PUR i ER.

May 22,

J. & T. HEARN

: CARD.

JOHN -A. ROCHFORT,

Notary PusLic.
“ Herald.” Building, Water St.,
CARBONEAR, NFLD.
Next Post & Teegraph Offices,
B&5_All business transacted with
punctuality and satisfaction,

; ST. JOHN’S, No. 1,

FHEAI'RE HILL, ST. JOHN’S,.
KOBERT A. MACKIM,
MANUFACTURER OF
Monuments; Tombs, Grave
Stones,Tables,Mantel Pieces,
Hall and Centre Tables, &c.

bis office, whi e the heir to a | his wealth |

ADVERTISEMENTS.

HOLLOWAY'S PILLS |

This Great Household Medi-
cine ranks amongst the lead-
ing necessities of Life.

These famous Pills purify the blood
and act most powerfully, yet soothe
ingly on the

L[Vlm‘ STOMACH, KIDNEYS,
and BOW LS, giving tone, energy and
vigaur to the\e oreat M AIN SPINGS
OF LIFE. They are e eonfidently ree
eommended as a never failing remedy
in all cases where the COUaultuthll,
from whatever cause, has becomo
impaired or weaked, Thcy are wons
derfully efficacious in all ailments
incidental to Female of all ages and
as a General Family Medicine, are
unsurpassed.

bet his son a dollar that he could |
reach a crossing ahead of a locomotive,

Its Searching aud tHealng Proi-
perties are known through-
out the world.

{ For the cure of BAD LEGS. Bad Breasts;
‘ and when, pray, is our home |

Old Wounds, Sores & Ulcers,

It is aninlallible remedy. It eftectuals

*|ly rubbed nto the neck and chest assalt

to meat, it Cures SORE THROA'T,
Bionchitis. Coughs, Colds, and evely
AST'HMA For Glandular Swellings,

A oxcesses, Piles, Fistu as,

OUT, EHEUMATISM,

And eveiy kind of SKIN DISEASE, it
has never been known to fail.

‘the Pills and Ointment arc Manufacs
tured ounly at

083 OXFORD STREET LOXNDON,
And are sold by all Vendors of \V edicines
throughout the Civilized World; with
directivns for use in almost evu'v lau~
guage

‘The Trade Marks of these
aro regis ered in Ottawa. Hence, any
one throughout the Brirish Possessions,
who may keep the Americau Counterfeits
tor sale, we will be prosecuted.

Primgrs "l '

= Purcliasers should look' to the
Liatel on the Pots and Boxes. If the
a i‘};thh ;‘5 10t "55
), they are spurious.

r Ly s
1;0BU01

10 MARINERS.

TPOTL‘;L IS HEREBY GIVEN,
I that a Light House has been ereets-
ed on Poiut Verde, Great Placentia,
On and after tIlL 1st June noxt, a:
I'XED WHAITE LIGHT wxll be
oxhibited nightly, from sunset to suns
rise.
of the sea, and should
clear weather 11 miles.
The Tower and Dwelling are of
wood and attached,

be visible im:

roof of the Dwelling is flat,

Lat. 472 14’ 11" North.
Lon. 54500, 19" West.

The lijuminating Apparatus is-Dis-
optrie of the Fifth Order, with a Sine
cle Argaud Burner. The whole wates.
horizon is illuminated. )

By order, ;
JOHN STUART,
Secretary,.
Board of Works Office,
St. John’s, April 17th, 1879,

GOVERNMENT NOTICE'

THE PUBLIC are hereby notified:
that from and after this date Parties
haviug ORDKERS on the BOABD oF:
WoRKS are required vo present: the
same for payment on TUKSDAYS and:
FRIDAYS only in-each week, betweexn.

He has on. hand: a large assortment of
Italian and other Marble, and 1s n
pared to execute all orders m his ine.

- As they pnrsued their way to Wall.

at much lower prices than Inany ot
paitof the Proviuces orthe United Shwc

JW pre=.

N. B:—The above articles will besold{;

the hours of ten and two o clock
(\rdcl,

JBHN STUART,

. Beoretary.,.

Board of Works, St. Johu's,

| WARRANTLD TO GIVE (ENERAL SATISFACTION |

ud .\lcly“ Lb‘ﬁ?\

M edicines-

Oxford Street,,

Ilevation 98 feet above the level:

The vertical parts:
of the Building are painted White; the:

Vol. 1.
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