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’Tis something in a sordid age,
When nations, dealing with each other, 

Like Jews at ba* gains m >re engage 
Than as a brother with a brother,

To still record a noble deed,
Wiought by a soul of truth and honor, 

Who, in an alien country’s need,
Resents an insult put upon her.

All hail, then, to the “Niche.”
The British good ship “ Niobe,”

That sailed the Spanish main !
Hail to the crew that manned her, 
Hail to her brave commander,

Sir Lambton Loraine 1

Defenceless the u Virginias” lay,
A hopeless prize in Cuban waters, 

While o’er that tranquil azure bay
The musket volley told of slaughters;. 

Rife in the ranks of men in chains,
By brutal hands in horrid manner,

And, trampled under bloody stains,
And mocked at, lay our starry" banner. 

No ship to call a pause had we,
Until the good ship “ Niobe”

Sail, d up the Spanish main j 
And out spoke—ne'er debating, 
With his shotted guns in waiting,

Sir Lambton Loraine :

u Look that no further crime appears,
Ye murderers without love or pity,

Or round about your craven ears
I’ll knock the fragments of your city 1 

It poor Columbia spares no ship
When slaughtei>stained her flag is reel 

ing
Albion can lend her lion’s grip 

For liberty and human feeling 1”
But four guns had the “ Niobe.”
But skulked beneath her flowing lee 

The brutes, like whelps in pain ; 
And laughed at their repinings,
At Butcher Buriel’s winnings j 

Sir Lambton Loraine.

Forget we not his name to raise,
Although tne war cloud hath departed, 

But sound afar his meed of praise 
From a fair nation, grateful-hearted ; 

Sound it afar o'er land and wave,
From frozen peaks and Arctic highlands 

To where the corsair billows rave 
On silver shores of tropic-islands I 

All hail, then, to the « Niobe.”
The British good ship “Niobe,” 

That shielded ns from Spain ! ’
Hail to the crew that manned her, 
Hail to her brave commander,

Sir Lambton Loraine !
—New York Weekly.

jELECT BtORY.

Valentine’s Day.
vOWHERE under the sun did the 

wind make such a noise blowing 
as at Harvest Hill ; though what it was 
ever given that title for is hard to im
agine. The few acres of land dignified 
by this name were apparently untillable, 
and gave the impression of never hav
ing been cultivated. Oh 1 how the 
winds moaned and shrieked among the 
bare branches ; and how mercilessly it 
beat against t1 e window-panes ; and 
what ghastly shadows the moonlight 
brought out ; and what a weird, for
lorn, abandoned old place it was alto, 
gotherl

In a room, low and smoky, with books 
lining the shelves around the walls, and 
books piled up on the table, and thrown 
helteroskelter all over the floor, before a 
blazing, crackling fire, sat a man, deeply 
buried in thought./

His face was stern and careworn ; his 
eyes, large, dark and luminous, with a 
far-away look in their depths, showing 
plainly that he had very little in com
mon with the noisy, bustling world a- 
round him.

Thirteen years I he muttered. Thir
teen years of isolation, of exile, self im
posed, and doubly hard to bear, because 
so near the scene of all my misery. It’s 
a cold morning, Phebe, he continued, 
aloud, to an intelligent, tidy old ser
vant, who entered the room with an 
armful of wood.

It’s that, indeed, Mr. Charles, she 
answered ; the coldest and lonesomest 
day that ever dawned on Harvest Hill.

The lonesomest. Phebe ! repeated the 
gentleman. Why that?

And isn’t it just about the time, Mr. 
Charles, that, thirteen years ago, the 
trouble came to you, that made it ne
cessary to leave our friends and acquain
tances, and come to the miserable, out-- 
of-the-way, and, so far as we can judge 
by the looks, Godforsaken hole, that 
somebody was so tasty as to name Har
vest Hill ? I can stand it very well 
when the sun shines ; but the noise of 
the wind and the sleet together almost 
drives me out of my senses.

Phebe, said the man, drawing his 
chair nearer to the kneeling figure, and 
laying hia baud on her, shoulder, I 
bave been a brute to allow yon to stay 
and wait upon me all these years. You 
must go back to your friend. I think I 
1 avé stood this kind of torment long 
enough ; so we’ll just come to the con
clusion to break up housekeeping, dis
solve partnership, and I will go abroad. 
Hut, Phebe, my own conscience assures 
me that, .notwithstanding my selfish de
sire to have one friend by my side. I 
have repeatedly used every means I 
could to induce you to leave me.

You thinkj then, you will cross the 
ocean ? said Phebe, wiping her eyes 
with the corner of her apron, This pe" 
sky smoke 1 she muttered, in an irritat
ed voice, aside, as the tears would fall 
in spite of all her efforts to restrain 
them. X believe it’ll be the means of 
choking me to death some of these days. 
L suppose, Mr. Charles, the ship that 
takes you over there will be big enough 
to take me, too. I didn’t hold you in 
my arms when you was a blessed baby, 
and live with you all these years, to be 
set afloat now. It’s a pretty fist you'd 
make without Phebe, ain’t it, though ? 

But, look here, my dear old nurse— 
There ain’t no I uls about it, inter 

rupted the woman. I’ve neither chick 
nor child, father nor mother, sister nor 
brother—to get it down to a fine point, 
you are about all I have got in this 
world, Mr. Charles ; and, unless you run 
away from me, Phebe will stick till one 
or t’other is invited to walk up stairs. 
Goodness knows, I hope my turn will 
come first ; for, what 1 should ever do 
without you is more than I can tell. 
Lord ! Mr. Charles, how that wind does 
groan, though !

Yes, said her companion, it’s a wild, 
tempestuous day, and I don’t wonder it 
makes you lonesome, Phebe. Do you 
know that it will be thirteen years to
morrow since you and I came to this 
bleak old place ?

Ah ! right well ! was the quick an
swer. And you might as well have 
been buried, for all the woi Id knows 
about you all these long years. Yes to 
morrow will be St. Valentine’s day, she 
added softly.

Why do you mention it ? he asked, 
while his face grew dark and red. To 
think that any woman could have duped 
me as she did, and then to have perjur
ed herself so 1 You never knew what 
it was ail about, did you, Phebe ?

No,answered Phebe, I didn’t, Mr. 
Charles ; but I’ve always been certain 
that she wasn't to blame.

Phebe, you don’t know what you are 
talking about ! interrupted her company 
ion, angrily.

Mebbe I don’t, she answered ; but 
I’ve just as good a right to my opinion 
as the rest of the world, I guess.

Phebe, in the three years we were en
gaged, during which time I was only 
waiting for her consent to our marriage 
she was constantly writing love-letters 
to another man ; and tnis, she sent to 
him thirteen years ago to-morrow, draw
ing from a small ivory case in his breast 
pocket a carefully folded piece of paper 
which I have kept here ever since, to 
sustain me in mv purpose whenever I 
feel myself growing irresolute. This is 
the valentine she sent him. Ah ! my 
friend, this is no ordinary "valentine. 
There is no foolish sentimentality about 
this—no talk of hearts and doves and 
Cupid’s darts. But do you know this 
hair, Phebe—say, do vou know this 
hair? and Charles Sheridan passed over 
the piece of paper, containing a lock o 
hair as bright as burnished gold. Oh 
1 wish the sun were only shining that ] 
might show you how it lights np. You’d 
know it then well enough. Give it me 
Phebe, and let me hide it away again. 
The sight of it makes a fool of me, as 
Phebe, evidently in a brown study, 
carefully examined it.

Let’s see, she answered, thoughtfully, 
holding the golden lock aloft. It’s 
thirteen years to-morrow, you say, since 
the bonnie Ellen Archer sent this lock 
of hair to a man she’d no business to ; 
and you have been lugging it round in 
your pocket ever since ?

I have told you what I kept it for, 
Phebe, answered Mr. Sheridan.

Is her own name signed to that valen
tine ? inquired Phebe.

Her own name, by her own hand— 
that I can stake my life on.

What did she say when you accused 
her of it ?

She called upon her God to witness 
that she never wrote a line to Geoffry 
Miller in her life.

And you relieved that she was lying ?
I had proof positive—testimony irre

futable—against her in my possession at 
that moment.

Well, I don’t know anything about 
how much proof you had agin her ; but 
this much I do know—that for the last 
thirteen year you have been carrying 
round another woman’s hair in your 
pocket, açd that Ellen Archer told the 
truth when she said she 'never wrote a 
word to that man in herbife, srid Phebe, 
with decided emphasis. I’ve always 
known there Was a mistake somewhere, 
and that my boy, Charles Sheridan, 
would live to find it out; but I never 
thought thatrhe could a’ gone off half 
cracked in this kind of a style. I won
der what’s the reason that all these long 
years you’ve been let to keep your mouth 
shut on the subject ?

Had 1 held to my determination to 
have kept it closed forevor, I should 
have been the gainer, said Mr. Sheridan 
rising, and walking excitedly up and 
down the apartment. You haven’t the 
least idea what you are talking about, 
Phebe !

Perhaps I have—perhaps I haven’t 
she answered, rising. Old Time is a 
great settler of disputes, and he’ll most 
likely straighten the thing out at last.

lacking in 
would

To be sure, it may be after the ones 
most interested are straighteded out 
themselves ; bat, so far as I’ve seen, 
every body has to be managed their own 
way—that is to say,.according to what’s 
best for ’em ; and it’s altogether likely 
that the Lord concluded solitude was 
the best thing for you, and I shouldn’t 
be surprised if he was about right. I've 
noticed that he pretty generally is. 
You’ve done some studying, and writ 
some good books that you’d never a’ 
done if you hadn’t been pushed to it 
by having everything pushed away from 
you that you wanted-

Phebe, you are enough to drive a 
man mad 1 exclaimed her companion. I 
tell you that I know—that I have the 
proofs. I tell you Geoffry Miller gave 
me a full account of—of—her conduct, 
showed me the letters, and I saw him 
admitted to her house the evening before 
St. Valentine’s day, thirteen years to
night ! Phebe, what do you take me for 
—a fool ?

A comical smile flitted across Fhe- 
be’s face, as she calmly surveyed the 
gentleman by her side.

Well, now, said she, that’s hardly a 
fair question. You know that I ain’t 
any tuo high an opinion of men gener
ally ; but I must confess that the man 
who would believe what another man is 
mean enough to tell him about any 
womon under the sun—to say nothing 
about the woman he is calkerlating to 
marry—has got something 
his constitution that very likely 
need as much as thirteen years to manu
facture. That’s what I think about 
your case, Mr. Charles. But I shan’t 
get my dishes washed to-day, if I don’t 
hurry up. And Phebe gave the fire 
another poke, threw on a couple more 
logs, and left the occupant of the li
brary to his own reflections.

Suppose,he murmured,suppose Phebe 
should be right? But how weak I am 
to allow an ignorant worn in to unsettle 
me. I know ! and with these words he 
drew the library table towards him, and 
commenced the work of the day.

There must have been a very un
comfortable sensation about tho region 
of th breast pocket, for, after several 
ineffectual attempts to abtain relief by 
placing his hand there, he suddenly 
drew out the ivory case cantainiug the 
lock of hair, and consigned it to the 
depths of the table drawer. When 
dinner time came Mr. Sheridan walked 
out to his excellent-cooked meal, to 
find there only William, the boy who 
waited upon Phebe.

Where’s Phebe ? was the gentleman’s 
first question

Gone to town, sir, was the immediate 
answer. Sure John harnessed up. and 
they rode off about an hour ago in a 
deuce of a hurry.

Did she tell you when she would re
turn ? was tke next query.

Return, is it, sir ? She told me to 
tell the master, when he sat down to 
his dinner, that's she be back St. Val
entine’s day, if the Lord spared her 
life, and suie that’s to-morrow, sir.

Charles Sherdan’s appetite wasn’t 
much to speak of that day. There was 
a queer sonething in his throat that 
made it impossible for him to swallow. 
WhatcouUhavc possessed Phebe to take 
her self off in this unaccountable man
ner ? her first visit to the city since they 
had left it, thirteen years ago ? Had it 
any connection with their conversation 
of the morning ?

There was nothing to do but wait, 
d this tke gentleman did with an ex

ceedingly bad grace. He bad kept 
very still for thirteen long years. What 
bad he done, he asked himself to be har
assed in stch a style after burying his 
dead ? Why might he not go on with his 
ife-work in his own way ?

I want to see Miss Ellen Archer,” 
said Phebe to the servant, who stood 
ooking at her in amazement, as, with 

draggled skirts,and limp looking water
proof. she presented herself at an aristOf 
cratic residence.

“ Who shall 1 say wants ~to see her. 
ma’am ? inquired he.

Phebe Hunt, said she, shortly. She’ll 
know who ic is.

A moment or two after, a swet-faced. 
lovely woman, apparently about thirty 
years of age, met Phebe with outstretch
ed hands,

0 Phebe ! she said, softly , what news 
do you bring me, after all these years ? 
No one is dead, I hope ?

I bring you news, Miss Archer, that 
there is a fool living up at Harvest Hill 

a natural born fool, and I’ve come

Andjwhose hair was that ? inquired 
Phebe.

His sister’s in California.
I tell you what to do. Miss Archer, 

said Phebe, her honestjeyes sdarkling 
with delight. Send that document to 
Mr. Charles for his valentine to morrow.

So it was arranged, andj.on the 14th 
of February a tr twelve o’clock precisely, 
Phebe Hunt walked into the Harvest 
Hill mansion.

You look as if you’d missed me,’ was 
her first greeting to [the very pale face 
that met her on the threshold.

Missed you, Phebe ?;How came you 
to go away without speaking to me 
about it?^You have worried me exceed
ingly.

Have lj? said;JPhebe,| with a laugh, 
throwsng her wrappings on the nearest 
chair. And now, Mr. Charles Sheridan 
I’ve got a valentine for you ; and with
out more ado, she handed him the sealed 
package.

That envelope was opned by tremb- 
ing fingers, with a face as blanched as 
the face of the dead.

Great God 1 he exclaimed, as hi> 
quick eye took in the whole story. Can 
there be any forgiveness for me in this 
world ?

Yes, replied Phebe. if you’ll behave 
your-elf like a sensible man, and hap
piness, too. Fix up, now, and take the 
the other horses, and start for town, and 
present her with her valentine as soon 
as you can. After waiting thirteen 
years, wouldn’t be at all surprising il 
the lady was in a little of a hurry.

And to you, Phebe, I am indebted 
for all this? exclaimed the gentleman, 
who would have gone on in the same 
strain had he not been interrupted by 
that practical woman with,—

Save all that kind of balderdash for 
her. She’ll relish it, or my name’s not 
Phebe Hunt. If everything’s all'right 
telegraph me, and I'll put an end to this 
shanty, and come to town.

Two days after Phebe received the 
following :

“ I'm a happy man once more. I have
taken a furnished house in-----  street
Sha.l be married next Tuesday, Hurry 
here.

C. B.”
Men are all fools ! cried Phebe. with 

a shrug of her fat shoulders. Take 
my advice now—this to the furniture 
—if you ever get into a scrape,tell a wo
man, and if she can’t baul^you oat, 
you’re stuck for life.

FOR SALE.

Just Received
A SUPPLY OF THE

‘FAVORITE,’j
SHUTTLE

SEWING MACHINES,

x

Manufactured by the Kendall Manufao 
taring Co., Montreal.

CHEAPEN T AND BEST.
THE

IMFAVORITE
SHUTTLE SEWING MACHINES
Are a wonderful achievement of inven

tive Genius and Mechanical Skill.

For

Don’t you think husband, that you 
are apt to believe every thingvou hear ? 
No madam, not when you tant.
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JAMES FALLON
Tin, Copper and Sheet-Iron 

Worker,
EGS rspectfully to inform
the inhahjtatits of Harbor Grace 
and outports that he has com
menced business in the Shop No. 
172 Water Street. Harbor Grace, 

opposite the premises of Messrs. John 
Munn & Co.;, and is prepared to fill all or- 

( you see, I never knew what the thing ders in the above lines, with neatness' and 
meant till to-day—I've kept the run of despatch, hoping by strict attention to 
jou pretty well, though, and was glad to ! business to merit a share of public pat

Simplicity, Du/ability, and Beauty 
they stand Unrivalled.

Stitch Alike on Both Sides
They will do all kinds of

FAMILY à E WING
Witn perfect ease, ancr 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 Singer, Wheeler 

& WiL-ou, Weed, and all other 
Fiist Class Machines.

They use a short, straight Needle, and the
Four Motion Drop 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.

the shuttle carrier
Is also made of one piece, and is so con 
struefed that the Shuttle face is always 
kept close to the race, which prevents 
the Machine from missing stitches.

Each Machine is furnished 
with a

Hemmer,
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

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

Jfây* 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.

st.

see you didn’t get married, to see if 
there wasn’t some way of clearing up 
things.

I have had a way for eleven long 
years, Phebe, sobbed the lady ; but I did 
not know whether Charles Sheridan 
was alive or dead, in this country or an
other, married or single, so what could 
I do? Geoffry Miller died two years af
ter you went away, and on his death 
bed confessed the wrong he had done me 
I have it all in his own band-writing 
sworn to before witnesses. :

conage.
JOBBING

Done at the cheapest possible terms, 
Dec. 13. tft

BLANK FORMS
Executed with NEATNESS 
and DESPATCH atthe Office 
of this paper

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 tbt 
land.

4th.—They can be operated by a child
5th.—They are particularly adapted for 

all Family Sewing and dresi 
Making.

- ALSO—

No. 2SINGER
MANUFACTURING MACHINES.

NeW Improved Patron,
F. W . LCW I EN, St. JçhnX 

Af entior Newfound^ 
ALEXR. A. PARSONS, 

Sub-Agent Harbor Grac*

^OI

SE

Bacon, pj 
CanauJ 
Amenl 

Beef, pef 
Amen] 

Bread, u 
HambJ 

do 
do 

Butter, 
do 
do

Cheese 
Coal, pe 
Coffee, 

West il 
Cordage] 

Englisl 
Corn Me) 

White I 
Current!

Zante.f 
Flour~p< 

do Sd 
New Y 

do 
do

Hams, Cal 
do Anf 
do P 

Keroseni 
do 
do

Lard, Ai 
Leather, | 

and (,’a 
Molasse- 

covadol 
Clayed) 

Oatmeal 
r do 

Oats, per I 
Pease pe{ 

do
Pork perl 

me-s| 
do Ain.| 
do do 

Potato fs j 
Raisins, 1 
Rice per < 
Salt, per

London, 
do FI 

United St 
Canada, 
Nova Scotia

TA1L<
208,
t&EGS ret 
■Çr ÜC of I 
he has all 
assortment!

c:
For all seaj 
be obtained) 
ative PHD 
cut in the 

1 forwarded 
derate, 
prompter i

twice a vt
• given.


