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Hhat Shall I Ask In Prayer.
What shall I ask at close of day,
When on my knees I sink to pray?
For health and friends ? There is no need 
For there are given in richest meed.
For worldly wealth ? I hardly dare 
To ask for this, lest it a snare,
With gilded thread-, should prove to be, 
And lead my heart away from Thee.
O, no! not this. What shall I ask?
I’ll a pure and lowly mind,
In manner meek, in action kind ;
I’ll ask a heart God's name to praise 
For all the love that crowns my days; 
I'll thank Him for this general health, 
For these kind friends, this daily wealth 
Of light, and air, and beauteous flowers, 
That gladden this bright world of ours.- 
I’ll ask Him for a peaceful death,
That I may sing with latest breath 
Of these bright days that have been given 
I'll ask Him for a home in heaven 
Where I may look upon his face 
Where, saved by God’s all saving grace,
I may upon my Saviour’s breast,
In peaceful sweet contentment rest.

The Sabbath Bells.
The cheerful Sabbath bells, wherever 

heard,
Strike pleasant on the sense, most like 

the voiee
Of one, who from the far-of hills pro» 

claims
Tiding of good to Zion : chiefly when 
Their prercing tones fall sudden on the 

ear
Of the contemplant, solitary man,
Whom thoughts abstruse or high have 

chanced to lure
Forth from the walks of men, revolving 

oft,
And oft again, hard matter, which eludes 
And baffles his pursuit—thought-sick and 

tired
Of controversy, where no end appears, 
No clue{to his research, the lonely man 
Half wrshes for society again.
Him thus engaged, the Sabbath bells 

salute.
Sudden 1 his heart awakes, his ears drink 

in
The cheering music ; his relenting soul 
Yearns after all the joys of secial life, 
And softens with the love of human kind

Select Etory.

’BESSY HAY.
CONCLUDED.

You are very kind, he said, huskily. 
I had almost grown_to regard you with 
distrust.

Van Brugh laughed, showing his 
dainty, pearUwhite teeth under a brown 
moustache.

Never judge by appearances, he said. 
Take my word for it, Miss Hay will 
excuse all lack of ceremony when she 
learns all.

Mr. Van Brugh accompanied Paul to 
the railway station, and saw him off 
with a smilingly uttered profusion of 
good wishes.

The best friend "a fellow ever had ! 
thought Paul as the train moved off.

But he could not see the sardonic 
grin into which the curves of the fare* 
well smile altered when the little coun
try station was left once more to still
ness and loneliness.

Now, said Norton Van Brugh, I shall 
have the field all to myself. Strange 
how fascinated I have allowed myself 
to become with a mere country girl ! But 
there certainly is something very win
ning in her type of beauty.

Bessy Hay never answered Paul Est- 
cott’s farewell letter ; nor did the latter 
once suspect that it was because Mr. 
Van Brugh never had delivered it.

Paul, firing up under the fevered im- 
] ulse of his old enemy, jealousy, took 
refuge in silence. Nor did a long ep- 
it from his aunt Jemima, which con

tained more news—possible, probable, 
and impossible—than any government 
bulletin, serve to cool the flames.

Folks say, wrote the epistolary spin
ster, that Eliza Hay is going to marry 
the widower, Sinclair, because he’s rich. 
There was a deal of talk about her and 
that young Van Brugh, but he went 
away all of a sudden, folks thought it 
likely with a flea in bis ear. Eliza 
knows pretty well which side her bread 
is butterod on, and Sinclair can’t live 
long with that cough of Ins.

It was no wonder, then, that when 
pretty Bessy Hay made an excuse to 
come to aunt Jemima’s and asked wist
fully and with a certain quiver in her 
voice if Paul’s letter contained no mes
sage for her, the elderly gossip-monger 
answered :

Dear me, no 1 You didn’t expect to 
hear, did you ?

Bessy went back home, her little heart 
as cold as lead in her bosom.

She had refused Norton Van Brugh ; 
she said ‘ No’ to Mr, Sinclair, in spite 
of aunt Jemima’s knowing prognostica* 
tions ; and people began to wonder if 
pretty Bessy Hay was going to be an 
old maid after all.

Why doesn’t he write to me, or send 
me at least a word to show that he has 
not utterly forgotten me P thought 
Bessy.

Why doesn’t she answer my letter ! 
thought Paul.

So the world wagged on, until Mr. 
Estcott came home from the far off 
flowery land—not indeed with the for-

in a place as modest as his native vil
lage.

It was a stormy November evening, 
with threatenings of snow in the chill 
air, and ^a low wind stirring the last 
withered leaves upon the boughs, when 
he alighted at the station, looking al
most into the eyes of Bessy Hay, who 
had come to the post office to ask once 
again for the letter that never came.

How seldom are our visions realized !
Bessy had dreamed a thousand times 

of meeting Paul Estcott, but never in 
such a way as this,

Paul ! she quavered.
All ! said Paul, doffing his stylish fur 

travelling cap, 1 hope you are well
For lie did not exactly like to call her 

Mrs. Sinclair as yet.
The red stains of sunset had almost 

faded out of the sky when he overtook 
her about a hundred yards from the 
station.

His heart smote him when he saw the 
look of meek endurance on her face.

Are you alone Bessy ?
Qes, Paul.
I suppose, he said, with an effort, 

that I mu-t call you by some new name 
now ?

Call me Bessy Hay, she answered, 
quietly.

You are not married ?
No, Paul 1
He drew a long breath that'wag al

most like a sob.
Auut Jemima said—but, Bessy, why 

did you not answer my letter ?
Why did you not write to me, Paul ?
Before they had reached the old Hay 

farm, where the currant Bushes had 
long since lost their leaves, and the gar
den wall was already beginning to be 
whitened with the falling snow flakes, 
the mists of doubt and misunderstand
ing were all cleared up, and Bessy Hay 
had promised to forgive and forget all 
her lovers seeming neglect.

Van Brugh was a scoundrel, uttered 
Paul, but without his aid I could scarc
ely have been in a position to marry you! 
It has been a long time to wait; but 
it’s all right, Bessy, after all.

It’s like a story Paul, said Bessy, 
where people go through all sorts of 
trials and tribulations, but we are hap" 
py at the last I O J’aul, I never thought 
I should live a story 1

Dr. Goldin».
In the year 1853, I was visiting a 

friend in the smali town of Fairview, 
Virginia, when I was taken very ill with 
fever. A physician by the name of 
Dr. Gordon attended me, and nursed 
me kindly through my protracted sick
ness ; and by his gentlemanly deport
ment, and skill as a doctor, he quite 
won my heart.

He was a married man, and I sup 
posed him to be about forty years of age. 
he was portly and handsome, and a fa
vourite with all who know him. I was 
oftc-u struck tvith his great love for his 
wife; she seemed the all absorbing 
thought of his miud, and the topic on 
which he delighted to dwell.

I did not see Mrs. Golding during my 
stay at Fairview, though the doctor 
often, told me that she would call on me 
as soon as I recovered my health. I 
remained at Fairview several weeks af
ter 1 was quite well, but was disap
pointed that Mrs. Golding did not pay 
the promised visit.

Seme years after I again visited 
Fairview ; my old friend, the doctor was 
the first to welcome me. He frequent
ly called as he passed in visiting his 
patients. One afternoon he called, and 
I remarked to Lizzie (my friend) that 
I had never seen the doctor in better 
spirits. He stopped only a few mo
ments, as he said he was going to see a 
gentleman in the country, some miles 
from the town, and expected he should 
not be home before late at night. Aft
er he had gone, I remarked to Lizzie 
that I would not exchange the company 
of Dr. Golding for that of any young 
man lever knew. She laughed, and 
said, I’ll tell Mrs. Golding of that, and 
make her jealous, though some persons 
do not think she loves her husband very 
much. 1 laughed, and then the subject 
changed.

The next morning Lizzie ran into the 
room before I was dressed, exclaiming 
in a horrified voice, oh, Maggie 1 Dr. 
Golding is dead.

1 looked at her for a moment, scarce
ly comprehending her, and cried, Im
possible ! and then added, Lizzie, it 
must be a mistake, for Dr Golding was 
here yesterday in perfect health ; how 
can it be ?

But she insisted that it was so, for 
her brother went to the post-office, and 
heard it there, and said all the town 
was in a commotion about it, and there 
could be no doubt of it.

When Mr. West (Lizzie’s husband) 
came in to breakfast, he gave us all the 
particulars he could gather. They 
were these. Dr. Golding 1 ad returned 
home quite late, perhaps about ten o’
clock ; several persons saw him as he 
passed through the town, on his way 
liome, Mrs. Golding had told all else 
that was known. They lived alone on

tune of which he had dreamed in such 
sanguine fashion, but with a sufficient 
competence to live well and comfortably 
the outskirts of the town, with only one 
servant. They had no children.

She had retired when he came home, 
and knew that he sat up writing for a 
short time after he came in. and suppos
ed it was about eleveu o’clock when he 
went to bed. She said that he com
plained of feeling very tired and not 
very well, but took no medicine (as is 
generally the oase with doctors); and 
as she was sleepy, she thought “nothing 
much of it, and they both soon fell 
asleep. After sleeping some hours, she 
was awakened by hearing him groan. 
She asked him if he lelt worse, but re
ceived no answer, though she thought 
she heard him vaiuly trying to articu
late. She roseYmd lit a lamp, and on 
approaching the bed saw nim gasping 
for breath. She tried to lift him up, 
but m a moment he expired. She then 
ran, terrified, to summon the servant 
girl, but he was past all earthly aid.

The servant corroborated Mrs, Gold
ing’s statement Pso far as she kucw. 
Doctors examined him, but found no 
traces of poison or foul play, and the co
roner’s jury returned a verdict of1 Died 
by some unknown disease.’

No one knew of his having any disease 
but it was ascertained on inquiry that 
his father had died of disease of the 
heart, and it was thought likely it was 
the case with him. This'was all. He 
was buried with Masonic honars. But 
people did not seem satisfied, and when
ever it was spoken of, they called it a 
great mystery.

In the same town lived Mr. King, a 
brother-in-law of Mrs. Golding’s. Mrs. 
King, Mrs. Golding’s sister, had died a 
year or two preuious to the death of Dr. 
Golding; but Mr. King had never mar
ried again, uor, indeed, had he ever paid 
the slightest attention toauy lady since. 
Mr. King was a wealthy lawyer, and his 
home was oue of luxury. Dr, Golding 
was in ouly moderate circumstances, 
and their home was plain but neat. 
Mrs. King had always been a delicate 
lady, and when their little Lena was a 
year old she died, leaving her infant in 
the care of Mr. Golding, her only sister, 
Mrs. Golding took the little girl to her 
own home, and lavished on her all the 
affection of a mother, for she had been 
denied the blessing of children , and she 
took the child to her heart at once. 
Dr. Golding’s love for the child was 
scarcely less than that of his wife.

Mr. King lived alone in his own home 
attended only by his servant, He .was 
very often away ; but when at Fairview 
he devoted a great part of his time to 
his little daughter, who was a winsome 
little fairy.

I attended the funeral of Dr. Golding 
and there, for the first time, saw Mrs. 
Golding. She seemed perfecrly over
come and stnpificd by her great trouble 
—moaning softly to herself, and when 
she raised her eyes, they had a bewild
ered, frightened look; as though she 
could scarcely comprehend her sudden 
bereavement.

Soon after all this happened. I returno 
ed home, and had almost ceased to think 
of it, when some eight months later or 
more Lizzie wrote me that Mrs. Gold
ing and Mr. King was married !

This news astonished me, and shocked 
me scar cely less then that of Dr. Gold
ing’s death, Lizzie wrote me that no 
oue suspected it until they were actually 
married ; for all had been conducted so 
quietly, True, busy bodies and gossips 
had predicted that they would make a 
match, as they thought it would suit 
both parties ; but all were taken by sur
prise when it took place before even a 
year had elapsed, and while Mrs. Gold
ing wore the deepest mourning. Lizzie 
added, Madam Rumour says that little 
Lena was the cause of the early mar™ 
riage ; for after the death of Dr. Gold
ing, Mrs. Golding remained for some 
months in her own house, secluded from 
the world, with no companions save 
Lena, and a nurse and cook, But se
ven months after his death, she was ob-» 
ligecb to break up and go to live with a 
brother residing in a distant State. Ac
cordingly, she commenced preparations, 
but then came the difficulty. What 
was to be done with Lena ? Mrs. Gold» 
ing said she could never give her up, 
for she was all she had to love, and that 
her sister on her death-bed consigned 
her to her care ; al»o, that Lena was so 
attached to herjthat she refused to leave 
her, Mr. King said that he could not 
part with his ouly child, and that she 
must remain with him. And thus they 
compromised matters, so that both could 
retain their darling, by getting married.

And now Mrs. Golding moved from 
her modest cottage, to become the mis 
tress of the handsomest establishment in 
Fairview ; and when she changed her 
home, she seemed also to change herself. 
When the widow’s robes were laid aside 
so also was the plain little lady, and she 
came forth the gayest of the'gay, and 
one of leaders of fashionable life» See
ing her now, no ont: would have recog
nised her as the plain Mrs. Golding of 
the cottage.

I met Mrs. King in my subsequent 
visits to Fairview, very frequently, but

did not fancy her much. She seemed 
too gay for one of her years, and who 
had been a widow. I remarked at 
times a kind of frightened, terrified 
look, where there was no seeming cause 
and if any one remarked it, she would 
say it was nervousness, that she had 
been sojall her life, and hoped we would 
think nothing of it. Mr. King was al
ways kind to his wife, but never lov
ing, for his heart seemed bound up in 
Lena.

A few years'of gaiety, and Mr. King 
became transformed, from a lady of 
las! ion, to a perfect recluse, and it was 
l un oured that she was deranged. She 
shut herself up at home, and refused to 
go out, or to see company, At first, her 
most intimate friends were received, 
and they said that she was undoubte llv 
insane ; but they were soon forbidden 
to see her. For three or four months 
she remained thus ; and then one morn
ing her door was found locked, and no 
one'could gain admittance. After a 
few hours Mr. King had the door forced 
and then Mrs King was found on the 
bed, dead 1 By her side was a bottle 
of laudanum, aud a written confession, 
saying that she had smothered Dr. 
Golding, by dipping a thickly folded 
cloth in water, and faying it on his face 
while he slept, and then placing a pil
low over that, and holding it down un- 
tiVhe was.dead. What she had told 
when questioned she had invented. 
All this was done in order that she 
might marry Mr. King, and live in lux
ury and splendour. She laid wclL,her 
plans, aud carri d them all out, but 
her clearance satisfied her not. She 
plunged into a vortex of gaiety to stifle 
conscience, and^tried in^vain to be hap
py.

The demon of remorse seized her, and 
she imagined that her guilt was written 
on her face to be read by all, and ere 
long she would be dragged from her 
home to suffuer for her crime. So she 
determined to end her miserable life; 
but she could not even do that in peace 
until she wrote a confession of her guilt. 
Soon afterwards she was buried. Mr. 
King took Lena to Lurope ; and they 
have never since returned to America.

Thus was cleared up the mystery of 
Dr. Golding’s death.

FOR SALE.

Just Received
A SUPPLY OF THE

‘FVAORIET,’
SHUTTLE

SEWING MACHINES,

$prr AND |i[uMOK.

A gentleman jwhose'wifc hascbcen ill 
for some time, came down town Satur
day with a faccjonger than a] revised 
charter. A friend who met him grasp- 
his hand in tearful sympathy and mur 
mured : Ch ! when did she die ? 01',
thunder ! was the solemn reply, she ain’t 
dead ; she’s cleaning house,

Manufactured l y the Kendall Manufac 
- turin Co., Montreal.

CHEAPEN T AND BEST.

“ FAVORITE”
SE TJTTL E SE WIN G MA CHINES
Are a wonderful achievement of .nven 

five Genius and Mechanical Skill.

For Simplicity, Durability and] Beauty 
they stand Unrivalled.

Stitch Alike on Both Sides
They will do all kinds of

FA MIL Y JEWING
With perfect ease, ana are equally good 

for light Manufacturing purposes.

They have a large Shuttle and Bobbin ana 
make the regular

LOCK STITCH, ,
the same as made by the bmger, Wheeler 

& Wil. on, Weed, and all other 
First Class Machines.

They use a short, straight Needle, and the
Four Motion Drap Feed

Which is considered the best in the 
World. The Feed being made of" one 
piece, it is impossible for it to get out 
of order.

A Memphis man insisted on having 
new.cabbage for supper the other night 
and cooked it himself, while his wife 
talked about the prevailing disease. 
Three hours'afler she was wondering 
whether she should wear black cash
mere or bonuazine Jor second mourn
ing.

A"negro iVCdombia, Ga., dreamed 
that he.found’five dollars at a* certain 
place in a street. He went to the spot 
nexfmorning, found one dollar, and 
now he accuses the ghost who told him 
to go there of stealing the_ other Your 
dollars.

A Milwaukee servant-girl, whose lov
er insisted on an early day for the wed
ding, had gathered together eighteen 
towels, fifty napkins, twenty sheets, 
three quilts, seven dresses, and several 
other articles when arrested.

It is of the first importance in under
taking any enterprise to form a correct 
idea of the end to be accomplished 
Every occupation in life has some dis
tinct purpose, and only as it is thor
oughly kept in view can the efforts put 
forth prove successful,

THE STAR
—AND —

CONCEPTION BAT WEEKLY DE
PORTER.

Is printed and published by the Proprie
tor, William R. Squarey, every Wednes
day morning, at his Office, (opposite the 
premises of C&pt. D. Green,) Water Street, 
Harbor Grace, Newfoundland.

Book and Job Printing executed in a 
manner calculated to afford the utmost 
satisfaction.

Price of Subscription—$2.50c., (Two 
Dollars Fifty Cents) per annum, payable 
half-yearly.

Advertisements inserted on the most 
liberal terms, viz. :—Per square of seven- 
teen lines, for first insertion, $1 ; each 
continuation 25 cents.

AGENTS :
Carbonear............... Mr. J. Foote.
Brious................ «.......Mr. W. Horwood.
Bat Roberts............Mr. R. Simpson.
Heart’sContent..'.. Mr. C. Rendell
New Harbor......Mr. J. Miller.
Bon Avista......... ...... .Mr. A. Vincent.

THE SHUTTLE CARRIER
Is also made of one piece, and is so con 
stvucted that the Shuttle face is always 
kept close to the race, which prevents 
the Machine from missing stitches.

Each Machine is furnished 
with a

Ilemmer,
Gatherer,

Braider,
Self-Sewer,

Quilter,
6 Needles, 

4 Bobbins, 
Oiler,

Screw Driver,
Guage and Sere w, 

Directions and Spools ready 
for use.

Mahers’ Price List.
Retail Price

Bv Hand, on Marble Slab................$22.01
With Plain Walnut Table..............  27.00
With Quarter Case Walnut Table.. 30.00 

Orders executed by return post 
and Machines sent free of expense, 
ready to commence sewing immediately 
—with explicit instructions.

THE ADVANTAGES
OF THE

Shuttle Sewing Machines
OVER ALL OTHERS.

1st. ‘-They are simple, perfect, and easily 
operated.

2nd.—They make the celebrated Lock 
Stitch alike on both sides, that 
will not rip or ravel.

3rd.—They are sold at a price within the 
reach of every family in the 
land.

4th.—They can be operated by a child
5th.—They are particularly adapted l’or 

all Family Sewing and. dreS 
Making.

-ALSO—

No. 2 SINGER
MANUFACTURING MACHINES.

New Improved Patron,
F. W. BOWDEN, St. John’s,

Agent for Newfoundland 
- ALEXR. A. PARSONS 

tub Agent Harbor Gia^

^vOL. HI
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