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LITERARY. she abused my loop dear Maudie because

WJUat alls the World ?

Father ryan.

1 What ails the Wvrtd ?’- the Poet cried~ 
‘And why does death walk everywhere? 
Ard why do tears fall anywhere ?
And skies have clouds, and souls have 

care?:
And thus the Poet sang, and sighed.
For he would’fain have all things glad, 

And lives happy, ail hearts bright — 
Not a day would end in night,
Not a wrong would vex a right—

And so he sang—and he was sad.
Thro’ his very grandest rhymes 

Moved a mournful monotone—
Like a shadow eastward thrown 
From a sunset—like a moan 

Tangled in a Joy-bell's chime.
* What ails the world V he sang and

asked—
And asked and sang—but all in vain— 
No answer came to any strain 
And no reply to his refrain—

The mystery moved round him, masked.
* What ails the world /’—an echo came—

—‘ A L the world !' The minstrel bands 
With famous or foigotten hands,
Lift up their ,yres in all the lands,

And chant alike and ask the same—
From h inf whose soul first’soared in song 

A thousands thousand years away,
To him who sangfbut yesterday,
In dying or m deathless lay—

4 What ails the world !’ comes from the 
throng.

They fain would sing the woiId to rest— 
And so they chant in countless keys 
As many as the waves of seas.
And as the breathings of the bieeze, 

Yet even when tney sing their best—
When o:er the lightening world there 

floats
Such melody as ’raptures men —
When ad Iook up entranced—and when 
The song of fame floats forth-e’en then 

A discord creepeth thro-" the notes.

Their sweetest haips have hr. ken strings, 
Their grandest accords have their jars, 
Like shadows on the light of stars— 
And somehow, something ever mars 

The song the greatestminsti el sings.
And so each sopg is incomplete,

And not a rhyme can ever round 
Into the chords ot perfect sound,
The tones Of/thought that e:er sur* 

round,
The ways walked by the Poet s feet.
i WhatJ ails the word ! he sings and 

sings—
No answer cometh to his cry—
He asks the earth and asks the shy, 
the'echoes of his song pass I y 

Unanswered-and the Poet dies.

£. “BOREE N.”
CD A FTER I.

(Continued.)
A little lady of about six years, a ba! 

of pink and white, with lustrous golden 
hair brushed down to her blue eyes, came 
running towards him.

‘ How dare that dog.touch my darling 
pet? ’ she cried, herjiaughty, short up 
per lip quivering with anger. ‘11 get 
papa toj kill; him, and—and—you too 
you horrible big man 1 ’ Then, snatch-5 
ing her mangled and tattered favorite 
from t,hei barrister’s _hand, and] discov* 
ering the true condition of affairs, the 
poor little maid rent the air with the 
most heartcbreaking sobs.

‘ Lont cry, my little lambkin,’ said 
Walter, stooping and tenderly caressing 
l>er. “i ll getjyou another doll. Upon 
my honor I will. A nicer one. a larger 
one.’

1 Will she open and shut her eyes ? ’ 
.sobbed the little maid.

‘ She will, she will.’
‘ And cry ‘ma’ and ‘ pa’ when 1 pull a 

NWire ?’ sob, sob, sob.
‘As often as you like.’
‘ fche’ll never, never, never be such an 

:nngel as Maudie,’ hugging the battered 
effigy to her frills and tucker, and bows 

.-and laces.
1 Wait till you see her, my little bird,’ 

;BOQthed Walter,
•Is she dressed?’
‘Oh / certainly.’
‘ Who dressed her? Worth dressed 

Maudie.’
‘ Wei, Monsieur Worth dressed—Est* 

«elle, baptizing the new doll.
‘ Is that her name ?’
‘ Yes.’
4 Estelle what?’
* Esfetle Lafarge,’ replied the barrister, 

highly amused at the child’s inquistive** 
jiess.

* Is she French V
‘She's French,’
‘ I m so glad, for do you know that 

iFfix/ Ogilyie’s new dolj is Fieuçh and.

she was English What’s your name.5 
By this time the little maid was smiling 
through her tears like a sunbeam in 
showers.

* My name is Nugent—Walter Nugent.’
‘I like you Walter,’ she said, put'mg

her plump little hand in his, ‘ Come 
over to auntie ; she’s reading German 
under that big tree.’

' Some old fashioned frump, a weather 
beaten sheadragon like Mrs. Malaprop,’ 
thought the barrister, as his little guide 
tugged him in the direction of the ubras 
geous foliage of a gigantic elm.

* Aunt Hester, here's a gentleman has 
a dog, and the dog ran away with Maudie 
and ate her nose off, and tore her clothes 
most awfully, and he beat the dog, and 
is going to get me a new doll, and she’s 
French, and her name is Estelle Lafarge, 
and she opens and shuts her eyes, the 
dear / and says ‘pa’ and ‘ma’ as often as 
1 like. His name is Walter. Walter 
this is Aunt Hester,’ And the little maid 
pausd only for want of breath to enable 
her to go on.

Nugent bowed to a young lady attired 
in a plain tightly fitted, tight sleeved 
dress of u relieved black, her only adorn
ment being some bands of amber beads 
worn loosely around the neck. He had 
never seen hands so small and so white. 
She looked up from the book that lay 
upon her lap and indolently stared at 
him. The gase was not haughtily, nor 
was it insolent, nor was it curious. It 
was cold, and indifferent, and lazily quess 
tioning. Her eyes were ot dark gray, 
heavy lidded, and fringed with long, 
black, sweeping lashes. They were soft 
eyes enough and capable of intense ex 
pression. Her nose was delicately chis* 
elled, while the curves ot her mouth were 
modelled on the most perfect lines. She 
was a girl that no ordinary man could 
pass without paying an involuntary tri
bute of thought to. She waited for the 
barrister te_spealc.

‘ I have a vagabond dog, he said smil
ingly, ‘who lan away with this dear little 
gir.’s dog and made sad havoc with it. 
Tins is the dog,’ kicking towards Bore en 
who stood panting at a short distance, 
well out of boot range. ‘ I am bound to 
replace the doll, and it—’

‘There is no necessity,’ this coldly.
‘ Yes, but there is, auntie,’ chimed in 

the little maid. ‘if 1 don't get Estelle 
Lafrage I shall die.’.

‘ You have too many dolls already, 
Ethel.’

‘ They are all English Walter's doll is 
French. She will teach me French and 
I'll teach her English, auntie. ’

‘ I am great'y afraid,' said Nugent 
‘ that this is a case that lies outside of 
your jurisdiction, madam, and it only re
mains for my young friend here to give 
mo her name and address in order to 
have the gievious wrong done by my dog 
set to right,’

‘ My name is—commenced the child.
‘Ethel/’ her aunt drawing her close.
‘1 will tell him my name—boo, boo. 

boo !’ And pink chubby knuckles dab
bled themselves in diamond drops tears.

Walter Nugent stood his ground, un 
certain as to what course he should adopt. 
It was quite evident to him that thi* 
co'.dly aristocratic girl had reso ved upon 
having no intercourse whatever with a 
stranger. He chafed under the conven
tional ice, resenting it hotly. He felt 
injured, aggrieved. His dog had worried 
a costly doll prized beyond all price by 
its patrician owner. It was his duty as a 
gentleman to make good that doll by 
substituting another in its stead.

* Had I been a cad/ he thought, ‘ 1 
would have whistled to Boreen or pretend 
ed not to own him and have sneaked off ; 
but here I act as a gentleman towards- a 
lady and this girl wi 1 haye it that I be-' 
long to the ‘canaille,’ or worse,'

Addressing himself to the sobbing 
child, he said : ‘Nevermind little birdie 
you shall have that doll, I pledge you 
my word of honor.’ And without as much 
as casting a look at the co.dly starirg 
occupant of the seat he gruffly lifted his 
hat and strode angrily away.

When he had walked some little dis
tance he espied a park ranger. .

‘This man may be able to tell me who 
the child is/ he thought, and he went 
over to him.

‘Do you see that lady in black seated 
under that elm-tree?’

‘Ihe nuss as is a flirtin’ yyith a guards-* 
man ?’

‘No yonder.’
‘With the little girl ?1
‘Yes,’

‘I see her sir.’
‘Do you know who she is ?’
T do, sir.’
‘Who is she ?’
‘She’s Miss Branscombe, the banker’s 

daughter, the richest young lady in all 
England, sir.’

‘Who is the child ? ’
‘ Her little niece, the daughter of her 

sister the Marchioness of Pom fret. They 
comes in ’ere every mornin’, Miss Brans
combe and the child, as regilar as if they 
was common working peop e ".

‘Where does the child live ?’
‘Why, over there, of course,’ pointing 

to the palatial buildings a wing of which 
is dedicated to the Secretary of State for 
War.

‘ What is the family name of the Mars 
quis of Pomfreit T

‘Branscombe, sir.’
‘ Thanks,-"
‘I wonder wot the dickens is he up to?: 

soliloquized the ranger, as he gazed at 
the barrister’s retreating figure, * He 
an’t a be6gin’detter bimpostor. Oh 1 
he’s some feller a-lookin’ for a place and 
wants to be up in the details of the fami- 
ly.’

As this wooden-headed official crossed 
the park Miss Branscombe beckoned to 
him.

11 saw you speaking to a per—gentle» 
man just now,’

‘Yes miss.’ lifting his"hat.
‘Do'you know who he is ? ’
‘No, miss.’
‘Ah/’ and she took^up her book.
‘What was he saying to you, Parker,’ 

eagerly demanded the liitle Lady Ethel.
‘He was astalking about you, my lady.’ 

j ‘Did he tell you he was going to send 
me a doll, a real French one Parker ?’

‘ No my lady, but he was a-asking of 
where you lived, and I nuppose—’

‘Did you te l lnm Parker ! Oh, I hope 
you told him.’

‘I told him, ray lady.’
‘Oh! you area nice man, Parker, and 

I’ll introduce you to Estelle Lafarge, 
and—’

•Ethel that will do.’ And Miss Brans* 
oombe rising, took the chi.d by the hand 
and swept away.

It the barrister had been there to see 
he would have intense y have admired 
the easy grace of that girl, for a graceful 
carriage possessed a subtle attraction for 
him, as indeed it does for mod men. 
Walter Nugent crossed over to Pall Ma 1, 
having ascended the steps at Carlton 
House terrace,where he stumbled against 
Mr. G lads t ne, and, passing St. James 
Street, stiuck Piccadilly, and turned into 
the first toy stand in the Burlington Ars 
cde. ’

‘What can I do for you, sir !: demanded 
i pert, flippant salesswormn, impatient’y 
tapping the nail of the forefinger of her 
right hand with a pencil.

‘1 want to buy a doll.:
‘What pr'c >.
‘A do 1 that squeaks—I mean that cries 

‘pa’ and ‘ma/ and that sort ot thing. It 
must open and shut its eyes, and be 
awfully well dressed. ’

To BE CONTINUED.

Wit and Humor.
She certainly had a pretty foot, but 

after all it didn’t make half as much 
impression on him as the old man’s.

If there is one thing calculated to 
blister a man’s immortal soul all over 
with profanity it is when, his shirt hall 
way on, he discovers that the washer*- 
woman,by a process known only by that 
species of female, has stuck the sleeves 
tightly together—and the head of the 
circus procession is just turuiug around 
the coiner.

Why is a young lady forsaken by her 
lover like a deadly weapon ?—Because 
she is a out-lass.

The fellow who asked for a lock of 
his girl’s hair was informed that “ it 
costs money, hair does.”

A tailor, who was asked if the close 
of the year made him melancholy, said .

“Yes, until they are settled for, ”
Madame Necker said the sword of 

her sex was their tongue, “which,” she 
was very careful to add, is never per
mitted to rust.”

Mrs, Smithers has a great idea of 
her husband’s military prowess. “For 
two years,” she said, “he was a lieuten
ant in the horse marines, after which he 
was promoted to a captaincy in a regu
lar company of sap-heads and minors.

We read very often of money sent 
to the Treasury Department as cons 
C ci o ; money; but we never yet heard 

of a delinquent subscriber being cou- 
„çience-striken,

Advertisements .

TERRA 1VA MARBFTOKS
West/corner of Duckworth St. 

East, St. John’s.
OPPOSITE STAR of the SEA HALL

JOHN SKINNER,
Manufacturer of

Monuments, Tombs, Grave 
Slones, «Counter Tops,

and; Table Tops, &c.

All orders in the above line execut
ed with neatness and despatch from 
the latest English and American 
designs.

THOMAS GOFF,
TAILOR,

CLOTHIER '&h OUTFITTER. 
A Perfect Fit Guaranteed

WEST END, CARBONE A R-
May 22nd, 1879.

NOW LANDING
Ex. Racer, from Greenock,

10 Octaves Scotch

WHISKEY
10 Quarter Casks ditto 
25 Cases LOR NE ditto 
50 Cases HAZELBURN ditto 
75 Cases IRISH ditto 
50 Hhds. Jeffry’s ALE,
50 Tierces P vit 1ER.

May 22. J. & T. HEARN.

CAUTION,
The Pills Purify the Blood, correct al 
disorders of the Liver, Stomach Kid* 
ucys and Bowls, and are iuvaluabe iu 
in all complaints incidental to Females. 
The Ointment is the only reliable re*- 
medy for Bad Legs, Old Wounds,Sores, 
- nd Ulcers, of however long standing. 
For Bronchitis, Diphtheria, Coughs. 
Colds, Gout, Rheumatism, aud all Skin 
Diseases it is no equal,
BEWARE OF AMERICAN 

COUNTERFEITS.
I most resycetfuliy take leave to call 

the attention of the Public generally to 
the fact, that certain Houses in New 
York me sending to many parts of the 
globe SPURIOUS IMITATIONS ci 
my Pills and Ointment. These fraudi
bears on their labels some address in 
New York.

I do not ahow my medicines to b<j 
fold iu any part of the United States. 
£ have no Agents there. My Medi
cines are oulr made by me, at 555 Ox 
sord Street London.

Iu the books of directions affixed to 
the spurious make is a caution, warning 
the Public against being deceived by 
counterfeits. Do not be misled by this 
audacious trick, as they are the coun
terfeits they pretend to denounce.

These counterfeits are purchased be 
unpriucipled Vendors at one half the 
price of my Pills and Ointment, and are 
sold to you as my genuine Medicines.

I most earnestly appeal to that sens- 
of justice which L feel sure I may veu 
ture upon asking from all honorable 
persons, to asist me, and the Public, as 
far i-8 may lie in their power, iu de
nouncing this shameful Fraud.

Each Pot and Box of the Genuine 
Medicines, bears the British Govern
ment Stamp, with the words “ Hollo- 
way’s Pills and Ointment, London’ 
engraved thereon. On the label is the 
address, 533, Oxfor Street, London, 
where alone they are Manufactured. 
Holloway’s Pills and Ointment bearing 
any other address are counterfeits.

The Trade Marks of these Mcdnines 
are registered in Ottawa. Hence, any 
one throughout the British Possessions, 
who may keep the American Counter
feits for sale, will be proseented.

Signed THOS HOLLOWAY 
33, Oxford Street' London, ,

NOTIC E.

ACROSS NEWFOUNDLAND
Wire THE

GOVERNOR ;
A VISIT TO OUR MINING REGION ;

A N D—THIS

Nswfoundland of Ours,
Being a series on the natural resources 
and future prosperity of the co ony by 
the Rev." M HARVEY.

For sale at tluotiioe of tins paper price 
fifty ecutg

Advetisements.
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This Great Household Medi
cine ranks amongst the lead
ing necessities of Life.

____ /

These famous Pills purify the blood 
and act most powerfully, yet sooth
ingly on the
LIVER, STOMACH, KIDNEYS, 

and BOWLS, giving tone, energy and 
vigour to these great Main SPRINGS 
OF LIFE. They are confidently re
commended as a never failing remedy 
in all cases where the constitution, 
from whatever cause, has become 
impaired or weaked, They are won a 
derfully efficacious in all ailments 
incidental tovFemales of all ages and 
as a General Family Medicine^ are 
unsurpassed.
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its Searching and Healng Pro
perties are known through

out the world.
For the cure of BAD LEGS, Bad Breasts 
Old Wounds, Sores & Ulcers,
It is an infallible remedy. It effectual-, 
ly rubbed nto the neck and chest, as salt 
into meat, it Cures SORE THROAT, 
Bronchitis, Coughs, Colds, and even 
ASTHMAi For Glandular Swellings; 
Abscesses, Piles, P’istu as,

GOUT, RHEUMATISM,
and eve;y kind^of SKIN DISEASE, it 
has never been known to fail. 
i,lhe Pills and Ointment arc Manufac* 
lured only at

533, OXFORD STREET, LONDON, 
And are sold by all Vendors of Medicines 
throughout the Civil zed World ; w.th 
directions for_ use in almost every lan* 
g cage.

Ihe 1 rade Marks of these Medicines 
are registered in Ottawa. Hence, any 
are throughoutethe British Possessions, 
who many keep the A meneau Counterfeit 
for sale, we will be prosecuted.

66S“PurchaLers should look to the 
Label on the Pots and Boxes. If the 
id dress is not 355, Oxford Street, 
London, they are spurious.

AGENCY CARD,
The undersigned thankful for pas 

favours informs his filends and the 
trade, that he continues to manage the 
Collection of Debts due by persons reside 
in* in Conception Bay District, New. 
foundland. Security for future payi 
meut taken by mortgage on property or 
otherwise. Holding commissions as 
a -.ary Public Commisioner Supreme 
Court, and Laud Surveyor, business 
under these heads carefully attended to. 
Pians of Land taken.

Inquiries made—questions answered 
All business considered confidential. No- 
greater publicity then necessary given 
to any matter.

The proprietor of any newspaper 
copying this card will have his news-
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JUST RECEVED,
Per Cories, from New York-, 

100 Barrels Beckstein’s F. M,

PORK.
50 ditto LOINS, 50 ditto JO LES, 
50 ditto BEEF CUTTING?.

May 22, J. & T, HEARN


