
THE STAR.
The Tillage Black sm lb.

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 brow is 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 1 

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, 
Each evening sees its close ;

Something attempted, something done
Has earn’d a night’s repose.

Thanks, thanks to the my worthy friend 
For the lession thou hast taught !

Thus at the flaming forge of life 
Our fortunes murt be wrought ;

Thus on its sounding anvil shaped 
Each burning deed and thaught.
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ed of holding à secret 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 
lat story.

You better believe it, black man Sool
tan knows.

Couldn’t b’ljpve it without I saw it, 
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 into the Mem- 
sahib’s room, and I will show you 
whether Sooltan is a 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 cootinuousïmurmur 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 have been very remarkable had he 
been discovered there. Listening and 
peeping about quite sure that all was 
safe, Sooltan glided noiseleesly through 
the dressing room separating 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 
him side drop down so, and------

An inarticulate exclamation finished 
the sentence, and Sooltan hastily drop
ping the letter he was already handling 
closed the box, mechanically placed it 
upon a table, and staggered beck, both 
hands pressed upon hi- forehead.

He has already poured in the certain 
death, murmured he, in his native ton-

hastening

gue.
Mort could not, of course, 

but

CONTINUED.

jHEN she had finished, she tore a 
slip of blank paper from the bot

tom of the page in her hand and hastily 
penciled—

“At four o’clock this afternoon. But I 
shall not leave him—yet."

Twisting this brief 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, I’ll take keer ; but, oh, 
mist’ss, I’s awful skeert for you—scuse 
me, mist’ss, but dat’s so.

Scared for me, Moss ! exclaimed Mrs. 
Rathburce, indignantly ; what do you 
mean ?

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

His first wife 1 He never had 
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 ?

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

Is it ? Well, run and dress for din
ner, like a good child. I have just 
come home, aud I'm sharp set, I assure 
you.

And turning away, Mr. Rathburne 
hummed a little tuue, aud 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 dim- 
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 had invited Sooltan to taste a cor
dial of his own compcsition. 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, 
bad growd up among bottles, demijohns 
and casks.' and their contents had hard
ly more effect upon his seasoned brain 
than upon the glass or wood which belt 
them. It is therefore not remarkable 
that Sooltan became communicative 
and Mort attentive, and that when the 
latter gradually and skilfully led the 
conversation to their young mistress, 
tbe.valet allowed himself to be convict-

towards his master s bed
side.

Spite of the powerful antidote which 
he had applied, hnth externally and 
internally, the subtle poison of the cas
ket was already scAt mg through hi 
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 
mood—Helen------

And Mo’.ynoux 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 lot 
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 
tired of her you sold her to a worse 
man, and she killed herself. And you 
killed your first wife, and youd have 
killed my mother but you was afraid, 
and now you s going, aud mabbe I’ll

compre
hend the words, but he did the idea, 
and pausing only to place Sooltan 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 giimly watching him, his fingers 
dubiously fingering a little box which 
he had drawn from an inner pocket of 
his waiscoat ; but finally shaking his 
head, he turned away, muttering :

What’s the use o’ saving him ? 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 saved1' 
lim, 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 hoy 
once, you know, and I suppose you have 
not forgotten,

No, mas’r, I have not forgotten, re
lied the negro, quietly, and the toilet 
iroceeded.

Mr. Rathburne, a luxurious man in 
all his habits, was fond of reading in 
led, aud Mort’s final duty was to ar
range the lamp, the stand, and the 
looks for this recreation. This done, 
îe 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 
ike to know about. He said "twas a 
etter from one of your old sweathcarts, 

and he’d show it to mist’ss and get 
money for it.

What’s all that ? demanded Rath- 
burn, savagely. What lias the fellow 
picked up;? 1 always knew he was a 
traitor. What is this letter, Mort my 
good fellow.

I don’t know nrfiio about writing 
mas’r, hut when Sooltan got sick I sort 

took dat letter out lie pocket and hid 
it, and I’ll get for mas’r.

Get it then. The copper-coloured 
scoundrel !

And Mr. Rathburn clinched his hand 
and knit his brows in a manner very 
unpromising to Sooltan, should he come 
within the reach of either ac that mo
ment.

have to go too-
As he said the last words, Mort sank 

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 
sound or sight of this tvorld, and Sool
tan, his slave, had accompanied his: 
master upon the longest journey they 
had yet undertaken together.

Mort recovered, thanks to the anti
dote with which his wise mother know" 
ing her master’s love of poisons, had 
long ago provided him ; hut it was very 
long before he recovered from the shock 
he had sustained . So soon as he was 
able to speak, he sent for his mistress to 
his bedside, and said feebly,

Bat 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 I don’t 
want to say nothing more about it, if so 
be you’ll be so ’dulgeut, mist’ss.

And Rosamond had the rare courage 
and generosity to let the faithful slave 
keep his secret then and ever, When 
Mort could once mere move about the 
house, his first excursion was to his late 
master’s dressing-room, and a few mo
ments later the rare and wonderful a fid 
uever-to-bc-replaced casket was blazing 
in the fire Mort had caused to be kin
dled in his own room expressly for the 
purpose of its destruction.

Mrs. Rathburne journeyed north tfu» 
der the charge of her frieud, Mr. Mus- 
grave. and wheu her year of widowhood 
was over, she married him quietly, nor 
has either husband t r 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 by 
his widow soon after his death, and she 
never has revisited the South ; but Mort 
and his mother, old Moss, were duly 
provided for in the way nearert \o their 
own hearts, aud lived long and happily 
to bless the dcliverence that came to 
them from M emonna’s casket of Sandal 
wood and Sil ver.

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 havei me 

break stones upon the roads. I thought 
you at least could sympathize with the 
feelings of a gentleman.

So ldo, Paul ; hut I believe in the 
Scripture doctriuc of a man’s doing 
with all his might whatever his hands 
find to do.

I see how it is, said Paul Estcott, 
haughtily ; you are weary of our emraire- 
ment ; you want to break the worldly 
letters that bind you. Very well ; so 
let it be. You arc free !

And he strode away over the high 
grass, muttering to himself somethin u 
about having suspected how it would 
turn out ever since Nort-m Van Brugi 
had come down from London to sketch 
the scenery and turn the beds of ail tin 
girlf.

Bessy Hay made a Et^p or two t 
overtake him, but she checked hersell 
in an instant, with a scarlet stain on 
her cheek aud a gathciing mist in her 
eyes.

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

In the meanwhile, Paul, vaulting 
over the low stone wall a few paces be
low, had very nearly stumbled over the 
prostrate form of a man lying among 
the red clover blossoms in the island of 
shade cast bv an umbrageous tree aud 
reading.

Mr. Van Brugh.
The young artist glanced up with a 

sort of lazy scorn showing ut-dvr 1 is 
long dark eye lashes. Paul bit l is lip.

.Engaged in of

<i>-

BE|SY HAY.
-v"

HE fragrant wild roses lifted their 
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 
neither rose or robin was fairer or sweet
er voiced than Bessy Hay, as she stood 
among the currant bushes, culling the 
red ripe fruit under the shade of an old 
pear tree, where the stone wall of the 
garden was drapped with the emerald 
festoons of a wild grane vine, yj-hile 
Paul Estcott 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, re
ining a conversation which had ap

parently lapsed into silence for a mo
ment or so ; but I suppose poor people 
have a right to live and be happy as Is printed and

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 no more. He had already 
touched the spring, slipped out the old 
and yellow letter with which he had an 
hour before replaced Musgrave’s note 
hidden the casket again and was now

glance over 
this morn' ng

the noble occupation 
evesdropping, eh? he uttered.

Come now, Mr. Estcott, don’t be 
crusty ; I didn’t mean to overhear your 
/onversahon ; but what was a fellow to 
do?—This is the jolliest place c:i the 
whole farn , and 1 wasn’t to Lia me be 
cause miss Hay came out looking like 
Hebe’s self to gather red currants, and 
you followed like her shadow. Come, 
let’s go down by the trout stream, and 
talk over matters and things in general. 
Are you really in earnest about want
ing something to do ?

Of course 1 am.
Then suppose you just 

this letter, that I received 
from my uncle, I’ve no idea of expatvi 
ating myself among the pig-tt;ilcd ce
lestials for all the fortunes that ever 
were made. But for an ambitious man 
—read the letter, that's all.

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

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

I really do ; and, considering I don’t 
want it myself, it is 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 pour so If at my 
uncle’s counting-house within four.-and- 
twenty hours.

Paul sprang up, flushed and\pager.
I’il do it. I’ll show Bessy Hay _that 

L am no do-nothing after all, when a 
motive really worth my while presents 
itself. But, glancing at his old fashion
ed silver watch, which 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 uncle supplies the outfit.
And, Bessy ?
Write to her to-night ; my uncle will 

forward the letter under cover to me, 
and I will see that she gets it.

Bq.ul Estcott wrung his companions 
hancH

[continued in our next.]
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Just Received
A SUPPLY OF THE

‘FAVORITE,’
SHUTTLE

SEWING MACHINES,

Manuktciu: ed hy the Kendall Manufac 
taring Co., Montreal.

CHEAPEST AND BEST.
TÏIE

FAVORITE’’
SHUTTLE SEWING MACHINES
Are a wonderful achievement of.nven 

tive Genius and Mechanical Skill.

For Simplicity, Durability and tBeauty 
they stand Unrivalled.

Stitch Alike on BotlfSides
They will do all kinds of

FA Ml L Y A E WI N G
With perfect ease, and are equally good 

foi ligi.t Manufacturing purposes.

They have a large Shuttle arid Bobbin ana 
make the regular

LOCK STITCH,
the same as made hy the Singer, Wheeler 

A, Wil-on, Weed, an i all other 
Fast Class Machines.

They use a short, straight Needle, and the
Fonr S3 at;(m S, r tp

Wlreh 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 
structetl that the Shuttle face is always 
kept close to the race, which prevents 
the Machine from missing stitches.

well as rich ones.
I suppose 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 
aud support.a wife comfortably,

We could wait, Paul.
You are very willing, said the young 

man, biiterly. I don’t believe, Bessy, 
that you care for me as I do for you ! 

O Paul 1
And a pained look came over the fair 

young face.
Well, then, what to. you think of be

ing tutor to Mr. Sinclair’s little boys ?

tor, William

îlaclilne s far ns lied
witSa a

Heminer,
Gatherer,

Braider,
Self-Sewer,

Quitter,
6 Needles, 

4 Bobbins, 
Oiler,

Screw Driver,
Guage and Screw, 

Directions and Spools ready 
for use.

Haliers’ Price List.
Retail Pmce.

By Hand, on Marble Slab.................. $>22.0C
With i lain Walnut Table................ 27.00
With Quarter Ca.-e Walnut Table.. 30.00 

jg^“G.ders executed by return post 
and Machines sent free of expense, 
ready to commence sewing immediately 
—with explicit inst .uctions.
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TKE ADVANTAGES
OF THE

$S#fi
Shuttle Sewing Machines

OVER ALL OTHERS.

ublished by the Proprie- 
. Squarey, every Wednes

day mornin,g/at his Office, (opposite the 
premises of (Dart. 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.

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

AGENTSî
Carbonear................ Mr. J. Foote.
Brig us........................ Mr. W. Horwood.
Bay Roberts............Mr. R. Simpson.
Heart’s Content. ...V r. C. Rendell.
New Harbor............Mr. J. Miller.
Bonayista............„ .Mr. A, Vincent,

1st.—They are simple, perfect, and easily 
operated.

2nd.—They make the celebrated Lock 
Stitch alike on both sides, that 
will not t ip 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
5.h.—They are particularly adapted

all Family Sewing and Dress 
Making.

-ALSO—

No. 2 SINGER
r manufacturing machines.

Kew improved Patron,
F. W. BOWDEN, St. John’s, 

A stent for Newfoundland 
ALEXR. A. PARSONS 
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