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The Village Blacksm th.

Under a spreading chestnut tree,
The village smithy stands,

The smith, a mighty man is he,
With large and sinewy hands ;

And the muscles of his brawny hands
Are strong as iron bands, -

His hair is crisp, and black and long;
His face is like the tan;

His browis wet with honest sweat;
He earns whate’er he can ;

And looks the whole world in the face,
For he owes not any man.

Week in, week out, from morn till night
You can hear his bellows blow;

You can hear him swing his heavy sledge
With measured beat and slow,

Like a sexton ringing the village bell
When the evening sun is low,

And the children coming home from,
school \
" Look in at the open door;
They love to see the flaming forge,
And hear the bellows roar,
And catch the burning sparks that fly
Like chaff from a thrashing floor.

He goes on Sunday to the church,
And sits among his boys;

He hears the parson pray and preach ;
He hears his daughter’s voice

Snging in the village choir,
And it makes his heart rejoice.

It sounds to him like her mother’s voice
Singing to Paradise !

He needs must think of her once more,
How in the grave she lies:

And with his hard rough hand he wipes
A tear out of his eyes.

Toiling, rejoicing, sorrowing,
Onward through life he goes;
Each morning sees some task begin,

ed of holding 4 seeret with regard to
her, and finally of so nearly divulging
that secret that Mort shrewdly guessed
at what remained untold.

Mighty curious kind o’ box dat mas’r
give mist’ss, said he, carelessly.

Mamonna made it, and Sooltan
bought it for sahib, said the East In-
dian significansly.

And if she puts de letter, or whater
in dere. it'll pizen her when she goes
for to take it out. Sho!I don’t believe
Jat story.

You better believe it, black man Sool-
tan knows.

Couldn’t b'ljeve it without I sawit,
Sooty. "

Come, then; all softly to the Burra-
sahib’s room when I go to arrange his
toilet. No one will come. We two
will slip like the wind inte the Mem-
sahib’s room, and [ will show you
whether Sooltan isa liar.

Come then if you darst, said Mort
briefly,

And then the two men quietly leav-
ing the party, stole up a back stairs,
listened a moment in the upper hall to
the coutinuous!murmur of voices below-
stairs, and then softly entered Mr.
Rathburne’s room, where Sooltan, as
he had intimated, had duties at that
hour, and where Mort’s presence would
not bave been very rewarkable had he
been discovered there,  Listening and
peeping about quite sure that all was
safe, Sooltan glided noiseleesly through
the dressing room separatlng the two
chambers, and almost immediately re~
turned with the box in his hand,.

See now black man, said }he cauti~
ously. Put finger there—push so—let

hastening towards his master s bed-
side.

Spite of the powerful antidote which
he had applied. both externally and
internally, the subtle poison of the cas-
ket was already std g throug' bLi
veins. But making a terrible effo * he
threw off the dizzy apathy, and cross-
ing the room, placed the papor in Rath~
burne’s hands.

Helen! Has she come from the
grave to haunt me? Helen—Rosas
mond — Helen

And Molynoux Rathburn still grasp.
ing the faded and yellow paper Mort
had hoarded so many years with some
indefinite design of retribution, sank
back upon his pillows while the sweat
of mortal pain and fear broke out upon
his clammy forehead.

What is this—Mort? stammered
he.

I'll tell you master, said the slave,
grasping at a chair for support and
speaking quickly and gaspingly. Tha
letter’s been in the box you pizened fot
poor lilly mist’ss letter. I've served
you same as you wanted to serve her.
Want to know why ! You took the girl
I wanted to marry, and when you was

man, and she killed nerself.
killed your first wife, and youd have
killed my mother but you was afraid,
and now yous going., and mabbe 1'll
have to go too

As he said the last words, Mortsank
heavily upon the floor. insensible and
gasping. Nelly, the maid, hearing the
fall, rushed in and her screams soon
aroused the family—all but two.  Mr.
Rathburne was not to be roused by

tired of her you sold her to a worse|
Aund you|

Thank you; I don’t fancy the idea
of being a toad-eater to a pompous ar-
istocrat like Henry Sinclair.

But, Paul, we can’t always do and be
what we like in this world, pleaded
Bessy, with a troubled look shining in
her tender, garnet brown eyes.

Easy philosophy for you!

And the young man flung down his
stem of bluebells.

I suppose you would like to have me
break stones upon the roads. I thought
you at least could sympathize with the
feelings of a gentleman.

So Ido, Paul; but I believe in the
Scripture doctrine of a man’s doing
with all his mizht whatever his hands
find to do.

I sce how it 1is, said Paul Esteott,
haughtily ; you are weary of our enzage-
ment ; you want to break the worldly
fetters that bind you. Very well; so
let it be. You arc free !

And he strode away over the high
orass, muttering to himsclf something
about having suspected how it would
tnrn out ever s:nce Norton Van DBrug!
had come down from London to skete!
the scenery and turn the heds of all the
airlf.

Bessy Hay wade a st2p or two ti
overtake him, but she checked herseli
lin an instant, with a scarlet stain on
her cheek and a gathering mist in her
eyes.

He ought to know better she thoughe
and he does, No; I will not follow
him. He will come back to me when
the momentary pique has worn itself
away.

In the meanwhile, Paul, vaultine
over the low stone wall a few paces be-
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gﬁk’ HEN she had finished, she tore a
%C slip of blank paper from the bot-
tom of the page in her hand and hastily
penciled —

“ At four o’clock this afternoon.
shall not leave him—yet.”

Twisting this briet note, the young
woman turned to the negress, who sat,
tood-like, blinking up into her face.

Aunty. said she, an old friend of
mine is coming here to meet me this af-
ternoon at four o’clock; you will see
that no one interrupts us, won’t you ?

Yes, mist’ss, 1'll take keer; but, ob,
mist’ss, I's awful skeert for you —scuse
me, mist’ss, but dat’s so.

Seared for me, Moss ! exclaimed Mrs.
Rathburne, indignantly ; what do you
mean ?

Oh, mist’ss, don’t you be mad; but
did mas'’r ever tell you ’bout his first
wife ?

His first wife ]| . He never had one
before me, of course,

Oh, but he had, mist’ss ; he had, and
she died ’cause she tried to get away
from him, same as dat ar genelma wants
to take you away.

How did she die, Moss—what killed
her ? 4

Only for a stroll. The heat 1s less
oppressive out of doors than in the
house.

Isit ? Well, run and dress for din-
ner, like a "good child. I have just
come home, aud I'm sharpset, I assure
you.

And turning away, Mr. Rathburne
hummed a little tune, and sauntered
down the lawn,

He suspects nothing, thought poor
Rosamond, running up the steps with
‘a heart almost light once more.

In her chamber she found her maid,
and not a moment to much remained
of the time devoted to dressing for din«
ner, an observance upon which Rath-
burne punctiliously insisted.

The evening passed quiety enough
in the drawing-room, but more hilari~
ously in the butler’s pantry, whither
Mot bad invited Sooltan to taste a cor—
dial of his own compesition. and to
smoke a pipe of mild tobacco.

- Sooltan, temperate by nature, like
- most Orientals, had yet seen to much
of the world to be shocked by either
of these propositions, and, to tell the
truth, had imbibed a taste for such in-
dulgences, which he saw no necessity of
denying. Mort, on the other hand,
‘had growd up among bottles, demijohns
and casks; and their contents had hard-
ly more effect upon bis seasoned brain
: the glass or wood which held
them, It is therefore not remarkable
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thng Sooltan became gommunicative

Butl

He hasalready poured in the certain
death, murmured he, in his native ton-
gue,

Mort could not, of course, compre-
hend the words, but he did the idea,
and paasing only to place Socitan upon
a chair, he flew to replace the box in
his mistress’s chamber, and then return-
ing, led the Indian from the rooms. and
to his own lodging. Hastily depositing
him upon the bed, he stood for a mo-
ment grimly watching him, bis fingers
dubiously fingering a little box which
he had drawn from an inuver pocket of
his waiscoat; but finally shaking his
head, he turned away, muttering :

What’s the usc o’ saving him 2 he
ain’t got no kind o’ conscience—can’t
even keep his master’s secrets.

And Sooltan, in those words, was
doomed to die, for the poison, from
whose effects Mort could have saved:
him, was already working in his veins.

When Mr, Rathburne came up to his
room an hour or two later he found
Mort waiting beside the toilet table to
tell him that Sooltan was ill, and to
offer his own services as valei. 'These
the master negligently accepted, say-
ing ;

Ah, yes, you used to be my own boy
once, you know, and I suppose you have
not forgotten,

No, mas'r, I have not forgotten, re-
plied the negro, quietly, and the toilet
proceeded.

Mr. Rathburne, a luxurious man in
all his habits, was fond of reading in
bed, and Mort’s final duty was to ar-
range the lamp, the stand, and the
books forthis recreation. This done,
he said with some hesitation, Mas'r,
there was a letter Sooltan found some-
where about the house, and showed it
to me this afternoon, that maybe you’'d
like to know about. He said twas a
letter from one of yourold sweathearts,
and he’d show it to mist'ss and get
money for it.

What's all that? demanded Rath.
burn, savagoly. What has the fellow
picked up;? I always knew he was a
traitor. What is this letter, Mort my
good fellow.

I doo’'t know neflin about writing
mas’r, but when Sooltan got sick I sort
o’ took dat letter out he pocket and hid
it, and I'll get for mas’r.

Get it then.
scoundre] !

And Mr. Rathburn elinched his hand
and knit his brows in a manuner very
unpromising to Sooltan, should he come
within the reach of cither ac that mo-
ment.

Mort, meantime, had left the room
by the hall-door, and entered the dress-
ing room by that way,having previously
closed the door of communication. As
he stole toward the place where he had
hidden the poisoned casket, he heard
his mistress anxiously exclaim :

Why, Nellie, what has become of the
box that stood upon this bureau to-day
—the sandal wood and silver box ?

My gracious, mist/ss is that box gone ?
began the maid, *volubly; but Mort
waited for nomore, He had already

The copper-coloured

long before he recovered from the shoek
he had sustained. So soon as he was
able to spealk, he sent for his mistress to
his bedside, and said feebly,

Dat letter, mist’ss, dat one in de box,
you know—

Yes, Mort ; what about it ?

I burned it up; nobody never saw it.
It was pisened to kill you, and I burn
ed it up. It’s all right now, and 1 don’t
want to say nothing more about it, if so

¢ you'll be so 'dulgent, mist’ss,

And Bosamond had the rare courage

keep his secret then and ever, Y Lien
Mort could once more move about the
house, his first excursion was to his late
master’s dressing-room, and a few mo-~
ments Jater the rare and wonderful and
never-to-be.replaced casket was blazing
in the fire Mort had caused to be ki~
dled in his own room expressly for the
purpese of its destruction.

Mrs. Rathburne journeyed north wtus
der the charge of her friend, Mr. Mus-
grave, and when her year of widowhocd
was over, she married him quietly, nor
has either Liusbana cr wife yet seen cause
to regret the hour which merged their
seperate lives in one,

The plantation and all other property
of the late Mr. Rathburne was sold b
his widow soon after his death, and she
never hasrevisited the South ; but Mort
and his mother, old Moss, were duly
provided for in the way nearert %o their
own hearts, and lived long and happily
to bless the decliverence that came to
them from M emonna’s casket of Sandal
wood and Sil ver.
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BEpT LAY,

\f'fQHE. fragrant wild roses lifted their
4 pink chalices up towards the sun-
shine and dew of the July heavens; the
robins sang uproarious glees in the
branches of the old apple orchard ; and
peither rose or robin was fairer or sweet-
er voiced than Bessy Hay, as she stood
among the currant bushes, culling the

pear tree, where the stone wall of the
garden was drapped with the emerald
iestoons of a wild grave vine, while
Paul Esteott stood leaning against the
mossy trunk of the pear tree, twisting a
stem of blue-bells in his hand,

I know I'm poor, Bessy, he said, rc-
suming a conversation which had ap-
parently lapsed into silence for a mo-

have a right to live and be happy as
well as rich ones.

I supposo so too, Paul.

And I am sure I am willing to work
if only I could find something to do.

Bessy glanced deprecatingly at him,

Mr. Elton wants some one to take the
farm and work it—

That is mere drudgery. and, besides,
the pay would not enable me to marry
and snpport. a wife comfortably,

We could wait, Paul.

You are very willing, said the young
man, biiterly. Idon’t believe, Bessy,
that you care for me as I do for you!

O Paul !

long ago provided him; but it wasvery |

> . g 1 | A Ot PO Iv' ;t\ ye Ne-s al - \
and generosity to let the faithfal slave|Are you really in caruest about want
| iog somcthing to do ?

'from my uuncle, I’ve no idea of expatri |
lating myself among the pig—teiled ce- |

red ripe fruit under the shade of anold [;5d I will see that she oets it.

sort of lazy scorn showing uxder Lis
long dark eye-lashes. Laul bit 1is lip
Engaged in the noble occupation of|
evesdropping, eli ? he uttered.
Come now, Mr. Estcott, don't
lcrusty ; T didn’t mean to overic
gonversation ; but what was a
do 7—This 1s the jolliest place
whole farn |

) o

and 1 wasn’t to Llame
jcause miss tlay came out looking hike
| Hebe's self to gathier red enrrants. aand
|you followed like her shadow. . Coume,
llet’s co down by the trout stream, and
|talk over matters and things in zeneral.
‘

Of course 1 am.
Then suppose you just glancc over

this letter, that I veeeived this morning |

lestials forall the fortunes that ever|
were made. But for an ambitions man |
—read the letter, that's all.

Paul Estcott obeyed, almost dazzled
for the moment by the brilliant prospeet
it seemed to open to him.

You really give me the privilize of
accepting or refusing this situation ? he
exclaimed,

I really do; and, considering I don’t
want it myself, 1t 1s no very great stre'ch
of generosity on my part.  Only, you
see, you have to decide at once, and be
in the city to report pourself at my
uncle’s counting-~house within four-and~
twenty hours.

Paul sprang up, flushed and«eager.

I'il doit. I'll show Bessy kay that
L am no do-nothing after all, when a
motive really worth my - while presents
itself. DBut, glabcing at his old fashion-
ed silver watch, whieh contrasted so
markedly with Mr. Van Brugh’s ele-
gant, full-jewelled chronometer, I have
no time to lose.

Not a second.

But my trunk ?

You can get what you need in town;
my uucle supplies the outfit.

And, Bessy?

Write to her to-night; my uncle will
forward the letter under cover to me,

Paul Estcott. wrung his companions
handi
[CONTINUED IN OUR NEXT. ]

" THE STAR

—AND—

ment or so; but I suppose poor people |
Is printed and

CONOEPTIW WEEKLY RE-
PORTER.

published by the Proprie-
tor, WiLLiam R. SQUAREY, every Wednes-
day morning/at his Office, (opposite the|
premises of Capt. D. Green,) Water Street,
Harbor Graes, Newfoundland.

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

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

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

AGENTS :

CARBONEAR...... §canid Mr. J. Foote.
BRIBDER - i in s il Mr. W, Horwood.

FPAMILY soKEWING

With perfect case, anl are equally good
fo: ligi.t Mauufacturing purposes.

They have a large Shuttleand Bobbin ana
malke the regular
LOCK STITCH
the same asmarle by the Singer, \"heeler
& Wil-on, Weed, and all other
Fi.st Ciass Machines.

They use a short, straight Needle, and the
Feour Motiom Lixrop
Vhich is counsidered the best in the
World, The Feed bemg made of one
piece, it is impossible for it to get out
ot order,

TIIE SHUTTLE CARRIER

Is also made of one piace,and 1s so con

structed that the Shuttle face is always
kept ciose to the race, which preveuts
tlie Machine {from missing stitches.

oY~ »
i.-;} fﬁ o |

Flachine s farmshed
with a
Hemmer,
Gatherer,
Braider,
Self-Sewer,
Quilter,
6 Needles,
4 Bobbins,
Oiler,
Screw Driver,
Guage and Screw,
Directions and Spools ready
for use.

Faliers’ Price List.
Retail Price.

By Hand, on Marble Slab

With ilain Walnut Table

With Quarter Care Walnut Table.. 30.00
5= Oiders executed by return post

and Machines sent free of expense,

ready to commence sewing immediately

—with expiicit instructions.

—-:0:

THE ADVANTACGES
OF THE

Shuttle sewing Machines

OVER ALL OTHERS.

Ist.—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 tamily in the
land.

4th.—They can be operated by a child

5:h,—They are particularly adapted
all Family Sewing and Dress
Making.

— ALSO—

No. 2SINGER

~~ MANUFACTURING MACHINES.
- New Improved Patron,

PEAsSE--
BurTER
to
CHEESE—
Ham—9d
Porg—TF
O
Beer—3
LArRD—A
Rum—pe
MoLaAsse
SUGAR—]
Rice—21]
COFFEE
TeEa—Con
b
f:
Tosacoo
KEROSENY
LEATHER
CORDAGE
SALT—Dpe

Cop Orr,
CcpFisn
21

W

Exchang:
N(,)\':l DG
ted States

172
JAI
Tin, €

EG
t]h
an
pasll
17¢
opposite tl
Munn & C
ders in the
despatch, |
business td
conage.

L2

DPone at
Dec. 13,

TAILO
208, Wat

& EGS res
%i lic of C
he has aly
assortment

CL

For all seas
be obtained
ative PRI(C
cut in the m
forwarded
derate. O
promptly att
B &J. )

and Mort attentive, and that when the|touched the spring, shipped out theold|{ And a pained look came over the fai
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