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Whip Behind.
I leant from out my two pair hack,

The afternoon was mild—
A cab passed by, and on its track 

A dirty little child,

Cabby drives calmly through the slush, 
With all-unconscious mind,

She dirtv child came with a rush,
And clambered up behind.

Hi1 mates had looke 1 with careless eye 
On all his efforts vain,

But now he's landed high and dry, 
They burn with envious pain.

And as he sits between the wheels,
As liappy as a lord,

Hi, whip behind 1 with hoots and squeals b 
They yell with one accord.

The driver turns and plies the lash, 
The Child falls in the dirt,

And in a puddle rolls ker splash !—
I think he must be hurt.

f

He turns away—that ragged boy, 
He's anything but gay ;

His little friends they jump for joy, 
And go on with their play.

I shook mv head despondingly—
Ah, such is life, I guess !

A man meets little sympathy 
While struggling for success.

And when the back of fortune’s Car 
He’s clutched—you’ll always find

How ready all his best tiriends are 
'lo bellow, ‘ Whip behind !’

I rang the bell, and, while waiting for 
an answer, I amused myself by standing 
on tiptoe, and peeping through the win
dow into the parlor.

What a gorgeous place it was ! Vci
vet carpets, warm and bright as tropic 
bloom, silken couches, gleaming mirrors, 
and gleaming marbles, and, in the midst 
of all, a mammoth Christmas tree, hung 
with every imaginable beauty.

My heart swelled in my throat. If 
poor little Janet could only sec !

Just then, a small, rosy face, with its 
amber curls and sea-blue eyes, appeared 
at the window, and a tiny hand essayed 
to catch the waves of snow that beat a- 
gainst the glass.

I drew back, but the blue/ eyes had 
spied me, and opened wide with wonder.

Who are you? she questioned, pres- 
her rosebud mouth close to the
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Who are you ? 
What do you

'The evening was bitter cold.
Mother had been busy since early 

morn, stitching, stitching, but now the 
Weary work was done at last !

Now, Charlie, said ehe, you must run 
and take these frocks home. ’Tis a 
bad evening, I know, but you won’t 
mind, my boy ? We must bare aorse 
coals to-night, and you may get a little 
tea, dear, and a loaf of bread, and some 
bam for Janet.

She had known better days, my poor 
mother.

Three years before we vere a happy 
family, living iu a snug cottage iu the 
suburbs, with more than the common 
comforts of life at cur command.

My father was a sea-captain, and 
spent the greater portion of his time 
from home.

He made two voyages a year general
ly, remaining afc heme about a month 
between each voyage, aud these two 
months seemed to hold dl the hopes and 
happiness of our lives.

Janet was a rosy, heilthy child then, 
snd she and I urad to go down to the 
beach and play in the shining sand, and 
Wonder when fathers ship would come 
ba^k.

Mother never crossed the cottage 
threehold without easting a wistful 
glance tew: rds the ses. And when the 
time cf father’s return did really drryr/ 
near, what a joyous bustle we had !

And at last the vessel would come. 
Bnd the big guns would thunder, and 
father would return to us, looking sc- 
brave and handsome in his sailor’s dress, 
bringing us treasures of foreign fruits 
and ehclîs, and curious things from far- 
off shores.

Ah, me ! the happy <ky came to an 
•nd.

Father left us to make his last yearly 
toyage. The months and weeks and 
days went by elot/ly. Janet and I went 
to school, and at nights we sat round the 
fire, talking of one event of our lives. 
She Blue Heron’s return.

Mother had sat her house in order 
•nd filled her cupboard with good things, 
•nd we waited, waited and watched for 
She ship that never came in.

In her stead we received the terrible’ 
tiding»-—The Bine Heron, Brandon 
master, took fire under the quarter, and 
•very soul perished.

So father never came home again, and 
fhe little cottage slipped from us, and 
Our few dollars melted away, and the 
•nd of three years found u# in a tene
ment house, dependent for our board on 
poor mother's needle. Tüen. too, little 
Janet wrse an invalid.

But mother was a bravo woman. 
Though her cheeks grew wan, and her 
tears fell incessantly, she kept a stout 
heart and a steady, tireless hand.

Here, Charlie, she said, let me tie 
youi scarf ; the wind is bitter, and don’t 
let the bundle fall. Tell Mrs. Trevan- 
Son I must have the money to-night.

And don’t stay, Charlie; I am so 
hungry, entreated the week voice of lit
tle Janet.

1 shouldered the bundle, and, de
scending the long stairways, plunged out 
Into the wintry storm.

The Wind almost took me from my 
feet at first, and the whirling snow blind
ed me, but I soon got used to it, aud ry 
•» bravely enough.,., ;

Mes. Trevsmon’s handsome residence 
was aglow with gaslight when I reached

Charlie Brandon.
Pansy Trevanion 

want ?
I’ve brought home your dresses.
I rang again, and this time the foot

man came.
Mrs. Trevanion’s work, I said, and 

my mother wants the money to-night.
The man reached the bundle, and dis

appeared. In the meantime, little 
Pansy, with an almost super-human ef
fort, had succeeded iu raising the heavy 
window at least ten inches, and now. 
peeping through the aperture, she eyed 
me wistfully.

I wish I çculd come out there, she 
said. Ain’t it nice in the scow ?

It’s too cold. The wind would blow 
you away.

G ive me a snowball, please.
I rolled up a small ball, and pushed 

it under the window. Her blue eyes 
danced with delight,

I wanted some so bad, she said, and 
mamma wouldn’t let me have it. She’s 
cross, mamma is. She didn’t make my 
Christmas tree.

Who did, then ?
My papa, of course, and he gave me 

that necklace. Ain’t it lovely ?
It was an emerald necklace, hanging 

from a bough of the tree, and emitting 
a thousand dazzling reflections in the 
gaslight.

Did you have a Christmas dinner ?
she can tinned.

No,
Wh> didn’t you?
My mother’s too poor.
Where’s your papa?
He’s dead.
Her eyes swam with tears.
Poor little boy, she said, I’m sorry for 

ycu.
And my little sister’s sick, I continu

ed, feeling a desire to pour out the full 
tide of my trouble. And we’ve nothing 
to eat and no fire. Do you think your 
mamma will send the money ?

Her little face grew intensely sober.
No, she said, reflectively, I don’t 

think she will, She’s bad and cross, 
and I hate her. She’s not my own 
mamma !

Just at this moment the footman re
appeared.

Mrs. Trevanion says you can call 
next week ; she has no change to-night.

But my little sister is starving; I 
must have the money to-night ; I will 
go aud see her myself, I cried, 
an effort to pass him.

But he pushed me back and shut the. 
door.

The biting winds swept, round the 
corner, driving the snow in great blind
ing sheets before me.

Janet’s little hungry face seemed to 
rise up before me, and overcome with 
grief and cold. I dropped upon the mar
ble steps, ?,nd burst into tears.

Little Pansy was watching me from 
the window, her blue eyes wide and piti
ful.

All at oneo she disappeared, return
ing the moment after with a radient 
face.

Little boy, she cried excitedly, don’t 
you cry. Come hero, I’ll give you 
something. Take this necklace. Papa 
gave lots and lots of money for it. Here 
take it quick, and run somewhere r.cd 
sell it, and buy your little sister some
thing to eat.

She pushed it. through the crevice, 
and it came flashing and tinkling 
through the snow like a shower of stars. 
I caught it up breathlessly, never paus
ing to think that I had no right to take 
it from the child.

My thoughts were too full of my 
mother and poor little Janet. I hurried

I should not have received so costly a 
thing from so small a child ; she had no 
right to give it to me.

My first impulse was to carry it back, 
but I thought of little Jauet.

How could I go home, and see the 
look of disappointment on her wan face, 
when she found that I had brought her 
nothing?

I could not do it. Mrs. Trevanion 
had refused to pay my mother, and I 
would sell the necklace.

I set my teeth hard, and entered the 
jeweller’s; but my face must have be
trayed me, for the gentleman behind the 
counter regarded me with a suspicious 
eye.

I laid the costly bauble before him, 
askinsr, in a voice that I vainly endervor-

partner in the firm, having given me 
one-third of his interest.

At last, after ups and downs innum
erable. I had reached the even highway 
that led to prosperity. But my success 
brought me little joy, for I was utterly 
alone.

Mother and Janet had £me to their 
long home ; they slept side by side in the 
little graveyard near the quiet town 
where we lived together.

The entrance of a customer broke in 
upon my reverie. It wTas a lady closely 
veiled.

She approached the counter with a 
small jewel case in her hand.

I desire to despose of these, she said. 
Will you please examine them ?

I took the case. It contained a jew
ed to steady, what he would pay for it. clled watch, some rings, and an emerald 

He examined it carefully for ""an
pierced

lii-

me

making

away through the driving snow, my 
heart throbbing with deflight. Only ouce 
I looked back, and I saw the little star- 
like face still pressed against the gleam
ing window.

When I reached the jeweller's, to
wards which place ^ had directed my 
steps, I was completely out of breath 
and compelled to pause on the steps.

While I stood there, I looked down 
at the necklace, which I held in my 
hand.

What a beautiful thing it was, gleam- 
iogtand glittering in the gaslight.

For the firsb time, as I turned it 
over, the thought flashed like lightning 
through my mind that I was doing, 
wrong,,

stant, and then his eyes 
through and through.

Boy, he questioned, sternly, how did 
you come by this? I sold it to Mr. Tre
vanion not two weeks ago and here is 
his little daughter’s name on the clasp,

I told my story, but, of course, it was 
not believed.

I cannot credit any such stuff as that, 
he replied ; even if the child did give it 
to you, you had no right to take it. I 
must keep you here until I send for Mr. 
Trevanion. Step in there !

He pushed me into an adjoining a- 
partnent, and closed and locked the 
door.

I sank down, utterly overwhelmncd 
with despair, ray very finger-tips tink
ling with shame and humiliation. I 
was suspected of steeling, and would, no 
doubt, be imprisoned.

And poor mother and 'ittle Janet, 
what would become of them ? I sat 
down by the window, watching the 
drifting snow, dimly visible in the in
creasing darkness, with a bitter feeling 
at my heart—a feeling as if God had 
deserted me.

An hour went by, perhaps, and then 
Mr. Trevanion’s carriage drove up.

He alighted, and lif ted out his little 
daughter, and in five minutes they were 
in my presence.

Mr. Trevanion inspected me closely 
for a moment, with a pair of kind, hu
man eyes, then he turned to the little 
girl at his side.

Pansy, he said, look at that boy, and 
tell me if you gave him your necklace.

The instant the blue eyes espied me 
they began to dance with delight.

Yes, she cried, 1 did so ; I gave it to 
him to buy something for his little sister. 
She’s sick and starving, and mamma 
would not pay him for the work.

Mr. Trevanion smiled. •
That will do, he said ; pansy never 

tells a story. We must let the little fel
low out, sir, addressing the jeweller, 
though I’m much obliged to you for 
your trouble, You should not have 
taken the necklace, my lad, he continu» 
cd, turning to me; but I don’t blame 
you under the circumstances. Here, 
Parny, he added, putting a ten-dollar 
bill into the childs hand, give that to 
your little friend ; 'twill do better than 
the necklace.

The little thing came and put it in 
my hand.

That will buy you lots o’things, she 
said exultingly.

I struggled* to keep back my tears, 
but they would come.

I’m not a rogue, ,|ir, I sobbed. I 
didn’t think when I took the necklace, 
and it was so hard to go home with no 
thing.

He put his hand on my head his eyes 
filling with tears.

I understand it all he said, and 1 
don’t doubt your honesty. Run home 
to your mother, now, and when you are 
in need of help again, come to little 
Pansy.

He turned away, taking his little 
girl’s hand. She looked back, shaking 
the tangled gold from her eyes.

Good-bye, Charlie, she said. Papa 
won’t let me give you the necklace now ; 
by-and-by, when I get a big woman you 
shall have it.

I ran home to tell the whole story to 
my mother. I would not spend a cent 
of the ten dollars without her consent. 
She heard nie with dropping tears and 
when I had finished she said,

We will accept it, Charlie, for Janet’s 
sake, Run put, now, an d get something 
nice ; the poor little thing is famished 
for her supper. I’ll 2nd some way to 
pay it back to Mr. Trevanion.

Never mifid, mother, I said. I shall 
soon bg big enough to work, and then 
I'll pay it back.

Fifteen years have gone by, and yet 
I can recall with peculiar vividness the 
warmth and happiness of that night. 
What a fire! what a supper we had I 
what fragrant tea and delicious ham ; 
and how poor little Janet enjoyed it !

Better days followed those hours of 
darkness and trial, but* I cannot re
member that our changed fortunes ever 
brought us as happy a night as that.

One dreary afternoon, late in January 
I sat behind the counter of a jewellry 
establishment in New York. I was a 
lapidary by trade, and getting a pretty 
,faîr-»tàrtifttià6 wntid,-my-uncle, senior

necklace
The simple sight of this last named ar

ticle made my heart thrill .and bound, 
and carried me back to that snowy after
noon in my boyhood. I examined it 
with trembling fingers.

It was the same ; there was the name 
Pansy engraved on it.

I glanced towards the lady, but her 
heavy veil was down, and her face was 
not discernible.

The articles are very good, I replied. 
How much do you want for them ?

The most you can give.
You will have to call again to-morrow 

J. said. I must consult the proprietor 
before taking them, but I promise you a 
fair price.

Thank you, sir. Good evening.
She took up the case and left the store, 

and in five minutes I left it'also. Step by 
step I followed her, till she reached the 
squaled tenement in the upper part of 
which she abode. I found the landlady, 
and soon bribed her into being commu
nicative.

Trevanion ; that’s the name, she re
plied. in answer to my question. Her 
lather’s helpless, and the poor young 
thing works from sun to sun to support 
him. It makes my heart ache to look 
at her.

That was enough. I went back to my 
post, and, on the following morning, she 
came down.

Have you decided to buy my jewels ? 
she asked.

Yea, madam.
And what will you pay for them ?
I had notvalucd the jewels, but I had 

calculated just how much I could spare 
from my own funds.

We can give you a thousand dollars, 
I replied.

She uttered a quick exclamation of 
surprise.

Oh ! she cried, delightedly. I did 
not expect to get half so much as that.

It is the most we can give, I said. 
Shall I count you out the money.

Yes, sir. 1 dislike to part with them, 
but—but give me the money, please.

I did so, and she went her way re
joicing.

Next day I purchased a bunch of 
pansies. To these I attached my card, 
and sent them by a safe hand to Miss 
Trevanion’s lodgings.

Early in the afternoon she came down, 
her vail thrown back, herface radient. 
Little Pansy’s face.

Oh, Charlie, she cried, extending 
both her hands. I thought I knew 
your face and it puzzled me so ; but I 
remembered you the moment I saw 
your name. Oh, I am so glad to meet 
you again.

That night I called on her father, and 
we went Over all the past years in de» 
tail.

Mr Trevanion had failed in business, 
his second wife had deserted him. and 
he and little Pansy came to New York 
to seek their fortunes. Then a severe 
stroke of sickness had stricken him down 
and she was left to fight the battle of 
life alone. I

But for a time only ; for when the 
spring came, and the pansies bloomed 
along the country hedges, my Pansy, 
fairer and sweeter than them all, became 
my bride ; and for a bridal gift I gave 
her The Emerald Necklace. .

ROGER MINOT SHERMAN.
When Rogor Minot Sherman was a 

young man, and before he had gained 
the legal reputation which afterward 
distinguished him, he was a resident in 
Norwalk, Connecticut. He had been, 
even at the age of fchree-acd’twcnty, 
once elected to the State Senate, .and 
was highly respected by all -fho knew 
him ; but party politics was on a ramp
age, and the political party adverse to 
him having unexpectedly gained the as
cendancy, his opponents watched for an 
opportunity to take him down a peg or 
two.

A town-meeting was to be held, and 
town officers elected. The meeting 
Convened, and proceeded with business. 
The chief officers of the town had been 
elected, and finally came an election of a 
* Hog-reeve.’ The duties of the person 
elected to this office were to be particu
larly watchful of stray porkers—to cap
ture them when manifestly at large— 
to put rings into their snouts—and to 
imprison them in the village pound. To 
this responsible office his political en
emies proposed to elect Mr. Sherman, 
It having been decided that the minor

officers might be elected by nomination, 
the Moderator called,—

Gentlemen, you will please to nomi
nate for Hog-reeve.

Roger Minot Sherman! instantly ex
claimed a dozen voices from the Crowd.

The Moderator, a staid and worthy 
eitizen, was somewhat perplexed at this, 
and would have avoided the issue ; but 
the repeated calls of the name obliged 
him to put the question, and he bade 
those in favor of electing Mr. Sherman 
to the office of Hog-reeve to raise their 
hands.

The majority of elevated hands could 
not be questioned, but the Moderator, 
hoping thus to give the matter the go-by, 
declared that it was not a vote. ~ The 
voters doubted the decision, and called 
for a division of the house, which means 
simply that all those in favor shall gath
er upon one side of the house, while 
those ppposed gathered upon the other.

The_= Moderator was still at a stand 
when Mr. Sherman, who had remained 
quietly seated in a far corner, now arose, 
and with great frankness, but with a re
served twinkle of his bright eye, said— 

Mr. Moderator, this seems to be de
cidedly a vote, but nevertheless, I would 
thank you to allow the house to divide, 
as it might assist me in the onerous and 
delicate duties of the office “ to know 
how many hogs I shall have to look af
ter !”

None dared to tempt the keen satire 
of Roger Minot Sherman further, and 
when the division of the house was or
dered not a man showed his head on the 
side of the yeas.

EDITORS VERSUS GENTLE
MEN.

JolmE. Coles,|in the other year,a edi
tor of the ‘ N. E. Washingtonian,1 never 
allows the expense of a hit at his indi
viduality to stand in the way of a good 
story. (John is at present at the head, 
as its Patriarchal Chief of the Grand 
Division, of the S. of T., of Massachu
setts. And he gives honor to the place". 
God keep and bless him ! A truer mas 
never lived.)

One of John’s stories was substantial
ly as follows :—(Remember, this was 
seven-and-twenty years ago; but we 
havn’t forgotten—nobody can ever for
get who has heard John Coles tell a'story* 

We have travelled, said John, editori
ally, in giving an account of a Western 
trip, a good many hundred miles, by 
land and by sea. The hotel-keepers, 
steam-boat captains, and conductors 
generally, chalked our hat, and indig
nantly refused to permit us to pay our 
way. In short, whether upon the rag
ing canawl, upon the broad lake—in 
cabin or in hotel—we had a great free 
blow, being universally ticketed as • 
dead-head. It was certaimy very s- 
greeable, but it had its drawbacks. 
There was one free blow in particular 
which came near demolishing us.

WThile on board one of the splendid 
steamers that ply between Buffalo and 
Chicago the yellow fuz upon our chin 
had grown to an uncomfortable length, 
and we repaired to the barber's shop, in 
the fore-peak, to have it taken off. Th» 
tonsorial darkey was all smiles and bow». 
He shaved us in the most artistic man
ner, oiled and combed our head, brush
ed and smoothed our clothas, and, in 
short, slicked us up so nicely that we 
felt like a new man ; and in the fullnee» 
of our gratitude we pulled ont a dime 
and offered it to him as a reward for 
his services. He drew himself up with 
pompous dignity.

I understands, said he, dat you iâ 
an editor.

Well,—what of that? "said we.
We nebber charge ‘editors’ noflTa, 

said he.
But, my wolly friend, said we, still 

presenting the dime, there must be » 
good many editors travelling now-e- 
days, and such unbounded liberality on 
your part will work your financial ruin.

Nebber you fear ob dat, said he, with 
a patronising nod ; we lets you editor» 
go free, ‘ and makes it up off de gen’l'e 
men !’

With a knowledge of this new. dis
tinction John put his dime into hi» 
pocket, and sloped.

THE STAR
AND CONCEPTION BAY SEMI- 

WEEKLY ADVEBTISEB,
Is printed and published by the Prenne- 

tors, Alixakder A. Parson,; and Wil
liam B. Squabby, at their O^ce, (op
posite the premises of Capf. D. Green, 
Water Street, Harbor Grace, Newfound
land.

Price of Subscription—TmtunDeiX-m per 
.annum, payable half-yearly. 

Advertisements inserted on the meet 
liberal torms, vir. .-—Per square of seven
teen lines, for fizst insertion, $1 ; \r&oh 
continuation 25 cents.

Book and Job Printing executed » • 
manner calculated to afford the aiment 
satis taction.

# JLGSNTS,
CaubûJRîab........ .........-Mr. J. Feetn.
Bkigus.................. . “ W. Kerweed,
IUt Roberts............... . “ R. Simpson.
Hearts Content..----» “,.C. RendelL 
Trinity Harbor...-i». a B. Miller,
New Harbor..........  “ J. Stiller.
St. Pibrbb, Miquelon “ H. J. W»W
Catalina.,,,,,‘‘ J. Bdgecosabik


