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Y g
The Rosary of My Years.

Farrer Ryax.

Some reckon their a%e by years,
Some measure their life by art—
But some tell their' days by the flow of

their tears,
And their lite by the moans of their
heart.

The dials of earth may show
The length, not the depth of years.
Few or madny they come—few or many
they go—
Butour txme is best measured by tears.

Ah! not by the silver gray,
That creeps through the sunny hair,
And nog by the scenes that we pass on
our way—
And not by the furrows the finger of care

On iorehead and face have made ;
Not so'do we count our years:
Not by the sun of the earth—but the

shade )
Of our souls—and the fall of our tears.

For the young are oft times old,
Though their brows be bright and fair
, While thoxr blood beats warm, then heart

lies cold—
’er them the spring-time—but the wins

ter 1s there

And the o'd are oft times young
When their hair is thin and whxte
'And they smg m age as in youth they

sung,
And they laugh, for their cross was light.

But bead by bead I tell
The rosary of my yeais;
From a cross to a cross they lead—

well ; ;
And they re Lblest with a blessing of!

tears.

'tis |

Better a’day of strife
Than a century of sleep;
yive me instead of a long stream of life,
The tempests and tears of the deep.

A thousand joys may foam
On the billows of all the years;
But never the foam brings the brave bark

home
It reaches the haven through tears.

JUDAS' PRIGE.

(Continued.)

David,fwho had come rather late, after
one OUICk survey of the rooms, statxoned
himself in one of the windows, and
watched with rather an anxious face each
new advent of guests. He was still
watching with the impatient light darks
ening his eyes, when he started, hearing
yoices coming near him. Evidently those
for whom he waited had come without his
knowing; and had been here a long time,
too.

¢ No, no, Judith,’ the voice was saying

¢ you suxely are rot going now, you would
not be so cruel as to go at this early
hour and leave me alone, when you
know that 1 came for the sole purpose
of meeting you.’ '

¢ But you will not be alone, my lord,
comp05edly answered, young pretty Ju -

aith.’ ¢ There are other faces here beside

mine ; there will be plenty of company
even when I am gone.’
" ¢There is only one face for me, respond-
ed Loid Has ings, with reatiment. * What
do 1 care for these people? I only want
you.

“Hush 1’ Judith whispered, absent'y ;
but the young suitor, bent on not being
discouraged, continued —

¢<aAnd you did not make use of the jessa
mine L brought you, after ail, " When I
was at such pains to get it for you, too.
Why did you not wear it ?* Tellme !’

¢ Because,” laughed Judith, as she lift~
ed 2 spray of rich red roses to her rosy
lips, ¢because at the Jast moment, some
other friend sent me a gift of these rose®

which are better suited to my dress—as

you see. If you had bappened to give
me roses, and the other friend had sent
me Jessamme, be assured that I wonld
have worn your gift instead.’”
J ¢Afier this, then,I'll remember always
to send roses. ]}ut who is this other
fmend who is so thoughful? TIell me,
that I may acknowledge my sense of his
kxndness to you.”

The stndent voice of the English officer
was still v1bratmg on the air,  Judith's
lips were opening in haughty rebuke,
when a sudden surgmg fciward of the
crowd left an empty space by the win.
dow, and the llwteners and spea.kers stood
face to face.

The darkenmg eyes of the young men
met and a g ance like the lithe leap of
a lance mmsed on the air, Judith took
a step forwaxd her first impulse was to
gmg herself between them. '

«This is my (m’nd, l[r Da.v1d’ she sald
with womanly qmchness * You are
aware, my lord, Art is “his mistress. 1f

ber to send us earthly ladies even so
much as a roseleaf, we ought to feel it
more a compliment than if you were to
send us a whole garden of roses,”

But Judith’s pleasantry had not the
desired effect. They stood staring at
each other—the irate young: coloniai
painter, the handsome, haughty English-
man. Each felt the other to be a rival.
The music cashed out; two or three
c.uples passed down the hall.

¢ By my faith, you painter fellows are
said to have an easy time of it, but your
looks don’t show it’ With an insolent
laugh, Lord Hastings turned and drew
Judith’s hand through his arm. ¢ Your
painter has got a lugubrious face, That
is our dance, Where pleasant moments
are so few, let us take care not to lose
one.’

Judith hesitated, looked wistfully at
David; but he made no movement to
clamm her, After that first fierce glance,
he had not so much as looked af Lord
Hastings. His eyes were fixed on the
roses she carried, she had placed a single
rosebud in her corsage. He looked then
at her hair, it was innocent of powder,
and was piled high in lovely golden waves
on the cushion that was then the mode.
Had he any reason for expecting to see
a rose laid on that mass of curled gold ?

He gave no sign. He turned his
shadowy eyes coldly away, and then
Judith, with a flushed cheek and her
hand on Lord Hastings’ arm, moved movs
ed slowly tcwards the dancers.

It was over, she had chosen. David
' did not seek her again. He got his cloak
and cap and made his escape from the
house.

It is recorded of those days that watchs
men were 'in & moderate tone,
to cry out the time o’ night, and give an
account of the weather as they walk’t
their round after twelve o'clock.” Ifthe
sentinel on duty that December night
had left any report in answer to anxious
hearts, ‘What of the the night watcher ?’
he would have said that after the twelfth
hour the air grew keenly cold, a wonders
ful flare of Northern Lights rimmed the
heavens with rows of flaming lances. It
was as if an army were maiching there,
and red flare of battle, the streaming of
blood tinged standards, and the toss of
scarlet plumes, were already mirrowed on
the plain.

required,

Through this splendor of Nature's
cunning haad the young painter walked,
meditating.

*Why should I judge her? he thought
She is beautitul to all—not me alone. 1
am too grave and she is too brightly

beautiful, Have I sinned then in think
ing too much of only her—and my Art ?
Ob, my beloved mistress, Painting! you
fxlone <hall rule my healtmtu this. Your
kiss I will not betray

He stretched out his arms enthusiastis
cally in the colc, empty air.

After a night of restless dreams he
voke and went to his work in the morn-
ing thinking that he would forget her
His picture he would finish—this wonders
ful picture of which the whole town was
talking, waiting for 1t witha sort of won-
derful expectation. And when it was
done and he bad drunk his fill of fame
and exultation, why, then he would go
abroad —to Paris! Dr. Franklin had
many times offered him letters of mntros
duction recommending him to the many
noble people there -to Madame Helvitius
to the Baron Holbach, to Chastellux, all
good and worthy friends of the loved old
phi osopher. He was busy with these
thoughts putting the finishing touches
to his picture, when he heard footsteps
coming up in the outer room. Footsteps!
he knew them well, and his hand, in
spite of his fine nerve, began to tremble.
He flung the curtain down over his easel,
and advanced as the door opened,

*Judith ! You?’ he exclaimed, as if Le
had not suspected it might be she,
~ The young girl blushed,

‘I ran away. Aunt Sabrina is in the
shop below, and I stole away a moment
unknown to her to come up here.’

She stopped. David stood looking at
her, listening respectfully. But he did
not offer her a chair. He had the attitude
of one who waits our courtesy to hear
what an intruder has to say. Heavy,
hot tears crowded into her eyes. :

I wanted to say to you,’ she stammenr-
ed, ‘that—that—vou must not judge me
because of my conduct last night. I did
not know then—I had not seen your--

Da.ud interupted her.

y had no thought of judging you, dear,
never once. Do not think that.’ The

@mwmww to remenm-

resolution of last night was still strong

within him.
you.’

‘1 had no right to judge

‘But could you help it ?” she persisted.
‘I had not seen your note then—it fell
from the flowers tothe floor and I didn’t
find it till this morning—look !’ and she
stretched out a little hand to him, ¢it
was folded as it is now. Do you thmnk if
I had read it I would not pub the rose in
my hair ¥

She stopped suddenly, flushing a sham-
ed, sweet red. Did she remember what
was written in the note? Did David too,
remember what he had written ? It was
a prayer and he seemed to have forgotten
it. He was very grave. His face was
turned towards his painting, He fancied
that it stretched out imploring arms to
him, whispering, ‘Be true to me! be true
—be true !’ :

¢ was thinking,’ he said slowly to
Judith, ¢ that 1 could not bear many
scenes like last evening. [f—if a beauti-
ful woman were to be my wife, 1 should
want her to be bright and joyous for me
—not for the world. I could not bear
slights from her, and [ should want all
her honor for myselt,’

‘And she would honor you,' burst out
Judith, impetuously. ¢ Can you not see
how all her life would be yours—how
she would live in you? Oh, can you not
see it? Idid not get your note, I did
not know—and your manner pained me.
How could I tell ?”

“Judith, Judith ’ in the midst of these

disjointed sentences a voice called.
The door was flung open, and Miss
Shepherson entered, with Lord Hastings
following her, 1t wag an uniortunate visit
-~ they came at an unfortunate moment.
Judith, all flushed tears, win
clasped hands and contrite attitude, was
pleading for her love’s love. David wag
standing coldly apart. o He was looking
at his painting ; his manner was expres—
sive ot a cold indifference.

and in

‘4udith how can you vex me with your
careless ways,’ said Miss Sheperdson,
more severely than she had ever spoken
to her niece before. ‘If you have no re.
gard tor yourself, pray have some for me
and cease these mad escapades.’

Lord Hastings smiled sarcastically, and
catching the covert smile, Judith trem.
bled with humiliation, The situation
was keenly mortifying. She glanced at
David; he made no sign, he did not even
look at ner. His eyes were tixed on
these later visitors with a stare of haugh
ty surpsise at the unwarranted intrusion
A look, a single word from him, expres-
sive of Love's sweet interest, would have
ca med the girl's excited feelings, but
that look he did not give—the word he
did not speak.

‘Come, then’ she cried impatiently,
catching Lord Hastings’ arm. ¢Let us
go. I will not otfend again—be sure of
that.’

She hurried away and the painter
painted on, DBut there was gloom in his
face,

‘Have I sinuned
thought.
Itel?
suffer.’

in this, too?’ he
‘How can I judge? how can
At least I love her, and so must

He did not see her—did not see her
again till she came with all the rest of
the city to see his picture. His picture !
He had succeeded in painting one which
whether in praise or condemnation, got
him talked about—and his
‘Judas’ Price’ was for the moment the
theme of every tongue.

He had dealt boldly with his subject,
selzing the one supreme moment of Ju-
das’ despair, when he brought back to

name and his

the chief priest the thirty pieces of silver
for which he had betrayed his master.
‘And he cast down the piece of silver
in the temple and departed and went out
and hanged himself.’ This is what is writs
ten of the betrayer in the Holy Records;
and David, with powerlul art, had picturs
ed the Pretorium standing dark and
silent, rent in twain by the lightning of
God’s wrath, Through the opening, the
spectator caught the gleam of distant
landscape.
head thrown up, braying. The shepherd

.’l‘here was an ass with its

stood pointing—pointing. possibly, to the
hill where the three crosses had been
planted—and his own rugged figure, as
he stood there with outstretehed arms,
fiung the strange sad shadow of a cross
athwart the temple wall, S

Wit and Humor.
¢ After many years,” wsighed the
1etr05pect1vc poet. ¢ After many
ears,’ brayed the hungry mule, as he
lcapcd the corn-field fence.

What is to be said of a cat’s ap-
pearance when she is so mad that her
hair stands on end ? Why, then she
has a fur-straight appearance of
course.

‘ Humph !’ said a young gentleman
at a play; ‘could play the lover better
than that myself.” ‘I would like to
see you try it !’ was her naive reply.

A young map who was kicked ofi
the front doorsteps while endeavor--
ing to serenade his girl, by her ens
I wudpd])a was too cautious to call
him a pirate, but he didn’t hcntltc
to designate 'him as a “ free-booter.

A story is told of a soldier who,
aboutone hundred and fifty years ago
was frozen in Siberia. The last exs
pression he made was, “Itisex—-"
He then froze as stiff as marble. In
the summer of 1860 some Krench
physicians found him, after having
lain frozen 11)1 one hundred and thir-
ty years. They gradually thaw ed
him, and upon animation being res
stored he concluded the sentence with
““ —ceedingly cold.”

A Nevada bed-bug bit a man on the
lip, and both man and bug died from
the effects of it.. The doctors don't
know which to post mortem on.

¢ What we want now,’
a confused and th
debating soci
—not—mnot 80 much wha
want as that which we most req
His hearers agreed  wi
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A certain ecitor was takinga
one evening with his wife, when :-lu.
who was romantic, and an admirer o
nc-‘ulw;, said :  “Oh, A;:g;u,-\ms, "Lxx
notice the moon.” ‘Can’t thinkof it,
my dear, for less than twenty cents a
iine.”
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JUST RECEIVED

Per Hero, from Grienock,

100 Barrels Bass & Co.’s

ALE,

(QUARTS,)
100 Bls. ditto  ditto Pints
May 22, 9. & 3. H

JUST OPRPENED.
NW GROCERY
AND
PROVISION STORE,

(Opposite the Public Wharf))
Harbor Grace

EARN

TheSubsecriber begs to inform the
public of Carbonear that he has Just
Opened the above Premises where he
will 1 keep on hand, a choice and well
assorted stock of

GHOCERIES AN PROTISONS,

AT LOWEST PRICES I'OSS [BLL
'N. STEWART.
PROPRIETOR.
Harbor Grace,
Junc 19nd, 1879.

NOTICE

PERSONS arriving at BAY ROBERTS
per STEAMER, en ooute for HAR
BOR GRACE, or CARBONEAR, can be
forwarded by a Smart TEAM, by apply«
ing by letter, telegraph, or personally
so MR, HIERLIHY, next Post Office.
June 19. :

AGENCY CARD.

The undersigned thankful for past
favours informs his friends and the
trade, that he continues to manage the
Collection of Debts due by persons resid-
ing in Conception Bay District, New-
foundland. Security for future pay~
ment taken by mortgage on property or
otherwise. Holdmo commissions as
Notary Public Commisioner Supreme
Court, and Land Surveyor, business
under these heads carefully attended to.
Plans 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-
paper bills collected as payment for|
yearly insertions in the paper and copy
paper sent to my addre8§

G. W, R. HIERLIHY

!Itb

ADVETISEMENTS.

This Great Household Med1-
cine ranks amongst the lead-
ing necessities of Life.

These famous Pills purify the blood
and act most powerfully, yet soothe
ingly on the

LIVER, STOMACH, KIDNEYS,
and BOWLS, giving tone, energy and
v i'>”“n to these great MAIN SPINGS

OF LIFE. They are confidently res
commended as a never failing 1emedy
in all cuses where the (()nxmtutlon
from whatever cause, has become
impaired or weaked, They are wons
dertully efficacious in ali ailments
incidental to Female of all ages and
as a General Family ’\Iedlunu, are
unsurpassed.

Searching and Healng Proi-

perties are s known through-
out the world.

For the cure of BAD LEGS, Bad Breasts,

Old Wounds, Sores & Ulcers,

It is "an infaliible remedy. - It eftectualas
ly rutbed nto the neck and chest, as salt
mto meat, it Cures SORE THROAT,
Bronchitis, Coughs, Colds, and even
ASTHMA, For Glandular Swellings,
Abscesses, Piles, Fistu as,

GOUT, RHEUMATISM,
And every kind of SKIN DISEASE, it
has never been known to fail,

The Pills and Ointment arc Manufacs
tured ouly at

533, OXFORD STREET, LONDON,
And are sold by all Vendors of Medicineg
throughout the Civilized World; with
directions for use in almost e»ery lan=
guage.

‘The Trade Marks of these Medicines
are regisiered in Ottawa. Hence, any
one throughout the Brirish Possessions,
who meay keep the Americau Counterfeits
for sale, we will be prosecuted.

ge5=Purchasers should look to the
Label on the Pots and Boxes. 1f the
address is not 355, Oxford Street,
London, they are spurious.

Newfoundland Lights,
No. 4, 1879.

10 MARINERS.
*OTiCE IS HEREBY GIVEN,

that a Light House Las been erects

ed on Point Verde, Great Placentia,

On and after L}e 1st June next, a
FIXED WHITE LIGHT will be
oxhibited nightly, from sunset to suns
rise. [Elevation 98 feet above the level
of the sea, and should be visible in
clear weather 11 miles. '
The Tower and Dwelling are of
wood and attached, The vertical parts
of the Building are painted White; the
roof of the l)wellmrr is flat,

Lat. 4723 14’ 11” North.
Lon. 54500, 19” West.

The Illuminating Apparatus is Dis
optric of the Fifth Order, with a Sin«
gle Argand Barner. The whole water
horizon is iJluminated. :
By order,

JOHN STUART,
Secretary,

Board of Works Office,
St. John’s, April 17th, 1879,

NOTIC E,
AGROSS NEWFOUNDLAND:

WITH THE

GOVERNOR;
A VISIR 70 OUR MINING REGION ;

AN D—-TdIs

Newfoundland of Ours,

Being a series on the natural resouroes
and future prosperity of the co.ony, be.
the Rev, M. HARVEY. '

: To 22 GONTINUED.

-

-

Bay Roberts.

-
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