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The Stranger on the Sill.

BY T. BUCHANAN EREAD.

Between broad fields of wheat and corn
Is the ,owly home where I was born;
The peach tree leans against the wall,
And the woodbine wanders over all ;
There is the shaded doorway still,

But & stranger’s foot has crossed the sill.

There is the barn—and, as of yore,

I can smell the hay from the open door,

And see the busy swallows throng,

And bhear the peewee’s mournfu; song ;

But the stranger comes—oh ! painful proof—
His sheaves are piled to the heated rcof.

There is the orchard—the very trees

Where my childbood knew long hours of ease,
And watched the shadowy moments run

Till my life imbibed more shade than sun ;
The sving from tke bough still sweeps the air,
But the stranger's childrenare swinging there.

There bubbles the shady spring below,
With its bulruzsh brook where hazels grow ;
"Twas thefe I found the calamus root,

And watched the minnows poise and shoot,
And heard the robin lave its wing,

But the stranger’'s bucket is at the spring.

0}, ye, who daily cress the sill,

Step lightly, for I love it still ;

And when you crowd the old barn-eaves,
Then think what countless harvest-sheaves
Have passed within that scented door

To gladden eyes that are no more !

Deal kindly with these orchard trees,

And when your children crowd their knees
Their sweetest fruit they shall imparg,

As if old memories stirred their heart ;

Te youthful sport still leave the swing,
And in sweet reverence hold the spring.

The barn, the trees, the brook, the birds,
The meadows with their lowing herds,
The woodbine on the cottage wall—

My heart still lingers with them all.

Ye strangers on my native sill,

Step lightly, for I love it still !

THE VOICE IN THE HEART.

Pierce Richmond took up a letter which
had just been brought in, and glanced at
the superseription—*Hon. Pierce Rich-
mond |7 He had seen his name thus
written often eoough before ; burt it sug-
gested, just now, a curions continuation of
tne train of thought which had been ab-
sorbing him. It was his pride to be a
self-made man, and he had been going
back, this morning, over a half-century,
and remembering his bovhood. The lit-
tle brown cottage, with the thickest of
sweet brier round it freighting the sum-
mer air with fragrance, was a pretty spot
when he lived thera—the only son of his
mother, and she a widow. IHe could see
it, looking back, as plainly as if the fifty
years were only a mist of morning rolling
away from before the well-known scene.
llow pale and quiet but tender and long
suffering his mother was! He felt again
her fond kisees, and remembered how her
lips used to tremble when she called
him her fatherless boy. And again his
veins seemed to thrill with the boyish
pride of the old days when he sat beside
her and told her that ke would grow up
stout and strong, able to do a man’s work
among men, and then she never should
toil so wearily with her needle any more.

If she had but lived, and he had had
her to work for, perhaps it would Lave
kept his heart fresh and unselfish. But
he shivered again with a throb of the old
agony, as be remembered how he had
found her one morning with a smile fro-
zen on her still lips, a look of peace on
her white face; and knew that the lips
would never welcome him any more, or
the eyes rest on him with their sad ten-
derness— that his mother had gone from
the land where she was a pilgrim to the
Lkome eternal in the heaven.

How he pitied himself, this niorning of
which I write, recalling that time, fifty
years ago, when he was only twelve, and
his mother had left him alone! A shy,
shrinking boy he was thep, despite his
grest faith in his own future—*a mother
boy,"” as the phrase is in the country, and
quaintly touching, it always seemed to
me.
gentle wing,
no more shelter.

Yet his lot was not intolerably hard.—
He was apprenticed by the town authori-
ties, to a prosperous farmer ; and he had
a comfortable home, no more work than
was reasonable, and a little schooling in
winter. But no one loved him—this boy
who had lived, hitherto, in an atmosphere

{ of mother love—and so his proud, sensi-

tive heart grew cold and hard. He sared
for no one put himself, and though he
did his work faithfully, he endeared
himself to none. He seemed to live in a
world of bis own, into which he was not
disposed to open any doors. Strqng pur-
poses grew into his nature in bis silent
musings. He would. make himself a
name, a position, a career! But all his
plans ended, as they began, with himself;
and it is a sad thing when a human being
has none else to live for.

When he was twenty-one, with ~his
“freedom suit” on his back, he marched
away from Freyburg, and went out into
the world, to begin the career which,
through all those broodin% years of his
solitary boyhood, he had been plauning.

He had been all his life under her |
o, and now he could find there.
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i-low tones !

I will not weary you with thé processes’
by means of which he achieved success.
Enough that at last he esteemed himself
to have reached it. He was a rich man,
well known in financial circles; and a
term in Coogress had given him a right
to the title of bonor upon his letters.

“Pretty well,” he said after all these
memories had passed like a long pano-
rama before him—*“pretty well for old
Tim Scarborough’s bound boy. I think
I may call my lifea suc%”

And, if surroundings earthly and tem-
poral are the standard of measurement,
you would not have pronounced him far
wrong had you glanged about the apart-
ment, half study, half breakfast room,
where he had just been taking his morn-
ing meal. To be a gentleman had been
one of his ambitions, and as scon as he
was able to live elegantly, he had sur-
rounded himself with the appliances of
luxury. Oa the floor of this his favorite
room, a soft, warm carpet yielded like
woodland moss to his foot-fall. Hand-
somely bound books filled the eavern
cases from floor to ceiling. Chairs up-
holsterad in Russia leather held out capa-
cious arms to him. His breakfast service
was of silver snd porcelain, and at the
least touch of that bell beside him, itself
a dainty toy, trained servants were ready
to obey his behests.

These thiogs to-day—and, back ffty
years, the little three-roomed cottage ; the
mother pale and weary, but tender, and
himself barefooted, coarsely clad, but
young and strong and eager, hopeful, and
with all the fature’s possibilities before
him. Was he richer now?

A tap upon the door elicted a half un-
gracious ‘“‘come in,” for he was not yet
ready to break the spell of his own
thoughts. He had traced the career of
that barefooted dreamer of filty years ago
to the present standpoint of the Hon.
Pierce Richmond. He wanted to look
ooward a little, and speculate whether
any more ground remained to be pussessed.
But when he saw the new comer he
roused himself at ouce from his dreams,
and became the alert, watchful man of
business. It was his confidential agent,
Solomon Osgood, who was charged with
superiniending his real estate and collect-
ing his rents. It was the first of the
month now, and there were acocounts
tc be rendered in. They seemed sat-
isfactory for the most part; but at last
Mr. Richwmond said in an inquiring
tone—

“And the widow Maffit 7”

“Yes, I was going to speak about her.
I hope you will be willing to wait a little
for her rent. She has been in trouble.”

“Hum! Yes! So she was last month,
and the month before that,” Mr. Rich-
mond said rather curtly.

“Very true,” the agent answered grave-
ly.
? “Last month her little Jack died, and
the month before that be was very sick;
and now the only one she has left-seems
trying to follow in his brother’s footsteps.
Sickness brings a deal of expense, and
comes hard on poor folks.”

Mr. Richmond considered a little;
then said with quiet determination—

“[ don’t want to be unfeeling, Osgood,
so I'll say plainly tha: I don’t want such
tenants. (Giving in charity is one thing,
and renting houses is another. When 1
want to give I can give; but I want the
interest on my iuvestments, when it comes
to a matter of business.”

“I'll be sccurity for Mrs. Mafiit—you
shan’t lose by her,”” the agent remarked,
in the tone ot one wounded a little. His
employer looked at him curiously.

“You're a philanthropist, Mr. Osgood,”
he said, with a smile rather satirical, yet
not altogether unkindly. “I don’t care
about your undertakiog the burden of my
bad debts. Seven children, and a wife
none too strong, are sbout as big a load
as you can carry. Dido't I eay you
needn’t send the woman off, now? Let
her stay on, through March, whether she
pays or not ; and see if you can’t find me
another tenant by the first of April.”

“Thank yon, sir,as to Mrs. Maffit's
part of your remark,” Mr. Osgood an-
swerad. ““As for thatabout me and mine,
I think, Mr. Richmond, if you had the
same burden to  carry, you'd find it
about the pleasantest one you ever bent
uoder.” )

There was an air of sincerity in his
manner, a beam of secret delight in his
look, which lingered with the Hon. Pierce
Richmond after his agent had gone away.
He wondered if there were, indeed, so
much blessedness in family ties—if it
were good for a man to have wife and
mouths to look out for. And, so speca-
lating, the bicterest memory of his whole
life came back to him—the one sole time
since his mother’s death when he had
loved some being beyond and apart from
himself. Tt was a score of years ago, and
he was forty-two then, and she—the loved
one— just twenty. He met her in alodg-
ing house, where he had a fashionable
suite of first-floor apartments, and where
she, lodging in the attie, used now and
then to meet him on the stevs or in the
hall, uotil he learned to think that day
dark, lit by no gleam of her dun gold hair.
How well he remembered the fave, sweet
yet spirited—*“the red young mouth, and
the hair's young gold”—the dainty, lithe
figure, the springing step, the musical,
How it was he hardly knew,

THUE

SDAY,

but he, the cold, selfish, hardened man of
the world, felt awelling up in his heart a
fountain of sweet waters—and then, when
he would haveslaked at it hi';; soul’s thirst,
beautiful and deceitful as a mirage it
varished, and his heart, lacking its sweet-
ness, turned to desert waste. '
For not all his gold beguiled the little
gir! he loved into wedding. She looked
into his face with her pure, honest eyes,
this Julia Winsted, and told him some
truths hard to bear. He was old for his

| forty-two years, snd ghe told him so0;

hard and cold, used to living by himself,
selfish even in his wish to biud her youth
to his stern, middle agz. Receiving his

er freshness and beauty, with her pitiless
ainness of spéech she made him feel it
all.

The next day she left the house, and
gince then he had never seen her. But
he had never forgiven her. She stood in
his memory as'jis enemy—his one enemy,
for curiously enough he had made no
other in the courss of his long life. But
toward her his rescutment was as keen as
on the day when be had been so stung by
her indignaunt refusal to' give him her hand,
when, as she said, he must known in the
very nature of things it was impossible
for her to give him her heart. He re-
membered her pitilessly well. If ke haa
been an artist, he could have painted the
dun gold of the long, fine hair, tae violet
eyes which the curling lashes shaded, the
red lips with their haughty curve. He
had never seen her since ; but he laid on
her memory the blame and burden of his
solitary years. Bat for her, he thought,
he too might have been a hushand and
father—not living thus, unloved and
uncared for, his lonely life.

Unloved and uncared for! The words
struek bitterly on his ear, and he repeated
them over and over to himself, thioking
the while thoughts new and strange.—
What haéd he done—did he or some invis-
ible presence at his side ask the question
—what had he done that any one should
love him ? Had he ever unselfishly tried
to make one human being happy? Had
theére ever been day or hour in which self
had not been-the centre round which all
his aims revolved 7 e pushed away his
letter with Honorable on the cover. He
began to doubt whether, after all, his life
had been a success. What single good
deed had he to be reckoned up in the days
when by his works he must be justified or
condemned ! And now he was an cld
man—ifor the first time he began to feel
that—and it was too late. Ah, it must
have been a suggestion of the still, small
voice that seemed to penetrate his heart.

“Not too late, O, never too late to begin
ta live for God and good !”

But what could he do?

“Gu and see the widow Maflit,” the
voice in his heart answered. ¢There
would be a beginning. If you find her
suffering you can help her.”

He was acting on new impulses, but the
resolute strength which had helped him
all through life, hurried him on now;

oposal of marrisge as an attempt to buy
b

and in half an hour he was at the door of |

Mrs. Maffit’s fourth story-room. Answer-
ing his knoek, she did not know her
visitor, and stcod as if waiting to hear his
errand.

“] am your landlord,” he said, in tones
which no emotion seemed to make other
than steru; and then she stood aside and
asked him to walk in.

He stepped into the bare, comfortless
room. A fire dull for want of ruel flick-
ered on the hearth, and before it, trying
to warm his slender fingers, bent a bdy
of about twelve. Mr. Richmond’s eyes,
in their comprehensive gaze round the
room, rested on him, and remained fixed.
He was a slight, fragile boy, who might
have passed for younger than his years,
save for the expression of maturity on his
thoughtful countenance. Bat those violet
eyes over whieh the long lashes garled,
the dun gold hair falling softly round the
peusive face—whose werethey 7 He had
never seen such since the day he parted
with her—his enemy. He turned at last,
and looked at the mother. She remained
quietly awaiting his pleasure—a woman
of at least forty, worn by eorrow and
tonched by time, yet with a certain proud
grace in her manner, as she stood in the
same attitude in which sbe Zad stood
twenty years before, on a day he could
never forget. For this was his epemy !
He would not have known her, perhaps,
save for the golden-haired boy—but now
he saw all her old self in her changed
features. She was waiting to learn his
pleasure—what was his pleasure ? Before
to-day he could have answered this ques-
tion unhesitatingly ; to humiliate her—to
see her starve—to push her o the last
extremity—to be revenged upon her by
any and all means for the light esteem in
which she had held him !
any revenge of this kind satisfy him 7—
Vaguely as sowething heard afar off some
words came back to him—he thought he
had heard his mother read them in his
boyhood.

“If thine enemy hunger feed him, if he
thirst give Lim driok !”

His heart throbbed strangely, but he
kept all emotion out of his voice.

“I hear your rent is not ready, Mrs.
Maffit.”

“Ttis not. Frank has been ill so much,
and required so wmuch of my attention, I
hoped you would be willing to give me a

-
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little time. F think he will be better
when spring opens.” _

“But you ought not to'have expected
much lcoiency from me. You told me
years ago that I was a stern, hard man.—
You might have softened me if you- had
tried then ; but I think tinie has been
turning me into stone.” :

She recognized him now, and her lip
curled with a touch of the old scorn. To
him cf all men she would not sue for
grace. .

“I was true to myself then,” she said
quietly, “I am not serry, not even now.”

His enemy still, he thought—his star-
ving enemy. Should he offer her bread
or a stone ! I have said that new impul-
ses were guiding him, and with him
impulses were a! werful. He went to
the golden-haired boy on the hearth.

“YWould you like to live with me ?”’ he
asked bim. “The fires are bright in my
house, and the carpets warm and soft.—
There are pictures on the walls,and books
without end ia the cases.”

At the svund of books and pictures the
boy’s eyes brightened ; but he answered
with a sturdy reso'ution which reminded
Pierce Richmond agzin of her whom he
called his enemy.

“I should like the fires and the carpets,
and the books 2nd the pictures better yet.
But T'll not leave my mother.”

“Will your mother come ?” Mr. Rizh-
mond turned and looked into the worn
face, flushing a little with indizuation at
his words. “I do not mean to ask any-
thing you can grant,”” he hasteved to say,
in tones of guiet reassurance. “Iam six-
ty-two, and alone in the world. Wife I
shall never have ; and I need a honuse-
keeper—a woman faithful enough to look
out for my interests, and kind enough to
nurse me patiently through my old age.
If you will cowe to my home, and keep
my house, it shall be your homz asd your
boy’s home while [ live, and at my death
you shall be insured against want.”

The widow looked a momeat into his
eyes, and then gave him both her hands
in 2 passion of eager gratitude.

“I deserve nothing from you,” she said,
“and you have saved me from despair.”

But I think as time went on, and the
elegant abode where Pierce Richmond
had passed so many solitary years took
on new aspects of ease and grace under a
woman’s fingers ; as little Frank met him
whenever he came in with loving eager-
ness; and he began to understand some-
thing of the difference between s house
and a home, he never repented that he
had shown merey to his enemy.

Anecdotes of Myr. Li ncoln.

We clip the following characteristic
anecdotes of the late President, frcwn Mr.
F. B. Carpenter’s “Six Months at the
White House.”

When General Phelps took pessession
of Ship Island, near New Orleans, early
in the war, it will be remembered that he
issued a proclamation, somewhat bombas-
tic in tone, frecing the slaves. To the
surprise of many people on both sides,
the President took no official notice of this
movement. Some time had elapsed, when
one day a friend took him to task for his
seeming indifference on so importaat a
matter.

“Well,” said Mr. Lincoln, “I feel about
that a good deal as a man whom I will
call ‘Jones,” whom I once knew, did about
his wife. He was one of your meek men,
aod had the reputation of being badly
Lenpecked. At last, one day his wife
was seen switching him out of the house.
A day or two afterward a friend met him
in the street, and said: ‘Jones, I have
always stood up for you, as you know ; but
I am not going to do it any longer. Any
man who will stand quietly and take a
switching from his wife, deserves to be
horse-whipped.” ‘Jones’ looked up with
a wink, patting his friend on the back.—
‘Now don’t,” said he; ‘why, it didn’t hurt
me any ; and you have no idea what a
power of good it did Sarah Ann.””

In August, 1864, the prospects of the
Union party in reference to the Presiden-
tial election became very gloomy. A
friend, the private secretary of one of
the Cabinet ministers, who spent a few
days in New York at this juuncture, re-
turned to Washington with so discourag-
ing an account of the political sitaation,
that after hearing ir, the Secretary told
him to go to the White House and repeat
it to the President. My friend =aid that
he found Mr. Linooln alone, looking more
than usually care-worn and sad. Upon
hearing this statement he walked two or
three times across the floor in silence.—
Returniog be said with grim earnestness
of tone and maunner : “Well, I cannot run
the political machine ; I have enough on
my bands without that. Ttis the people’s

Now—would | business—the election is in their hands. |

If they turn their backs to the fire, and
get scorched in the rear, they will find
they have got to sit on the blister.”

A private secretary of the late Pres-
ident writes that Mr. Lincoln “composed
somewhat slowly and with care, makiug

few erasures or correccions, aud, indeed, |
being quite tenacious of forms of expres- |

sions which be had once adopted. It was
then his eustom to read his manuscript
over aloud, ‘to see how it sounded, as he
could hardly judge of a thing by merely
reading it." 7’

|
\

|

NUMBER 52.

The Blnry Stone:

Au Ireland correspondent of the New
York Observer writes as follows of Blar-
cey Castle and'the famous Blarney Stone :

The nuwber, extent and completeness
Pf‘ thg commercial, benevolent, and relig-
jous institutions, in and about the city of
Cork, of less than a hundred thousand-in-
babitants, astonished me. The Lunatic
Asylum, for the insane of a large district
of Ireland, and fitted to care for 530 pa-
tients, appeared to be one of the most ex-
tensive and happily arranged, that I had
ever seen. Three buildings, in Gothie
style, in the midst of beautifal grounds,
commanded & magnificent view of town,
country, lend and water. 'We passed tkis
institution and the model Agricultural
School, and the Queen’s College, and a
uvumber of otlrers, on our way, and a
beautitul way it was, one of the most de-
lightfu!, winding, shaded, graded roads,
with elegant old mansions in the midss
of trees, their trunks with*ivy clad, the
stone walls by the roadside often ovér-
grown with ivy, all the more enchanting
to us, who, but the day before, were on
the sea, and now were enjoying this new
acenery with the keenest zast, as we wero
riding in an Irish jaunting car, going to
“Blaruey Castle,” to see it and the fameus
“Blarney Stone,” of Ireland. Who has
not heard of the Blarney Stone? Irish
blarney is quite as familiar a term as Jrish
wit. Yet there are not many who know
where and what is the Blarney Stone,
that gives to the Irish, who kiss ity the
persuasive power of the toogue, the all
prevailing flattery, that is said to distin-
guish them as a race. Five miles from
the City of Cork, stands the Donjon Keep,
and ruios of the ancient Blarney Castle,
where, in olden time, dwelt the M’Car-
thys, Barons of Blarney. It was builtin
the 15th century, and the majestio
strength and proportions of the work show
that in its day, before our modern means
of war were in use, it must have been a
mighty affuir.

In the midst of the wall on the North
side, and supported by two timbers, sev-
eral feet below the highest outlook of the
Castle, was a stone, which could not be
reached, unless you were held by the heels
and so let down till you could toueh it
with your lips. This stone fell from its
place a long time ago, and now another is
pointed out on another side of the Castle,
to e reached in the same way. I confess
that I assisted in thus suspending two or
three young Americans from Philadelphia,
who were ambitious of adding to their
other accomplishments this Irish endow-
ment, and a lady of the party, who had
no need of it, was content to reach it with
her hand, and take the charm on her lips
from the end of her fingers. And that
none may be unable to kiss it, with true
Irish liberality, a third stone is provided,
warranted to be the one that fell from its
place, and tLis is placed on the ground,
at the door of the Castle, and you have
only to stoop and touch it with your lips,
and the virtue is precisely the same as
that imparted by the one which is 120
teet in thke air. Whenee this tradition
arose nobody knows. Father Prout’s
Reliques gives the best account of its
miraculous power :

H¥There iz a stone thers,

That whoever kisses,

Oh !l lie teéver misses
To grow cloquent

#'Tis he may clamber

To a lads's chamber,

Ur become a member
Of Parlianment.

“A clever spouter $
He'll sure turn out, or
’ An out acd outer,
To be let alone!

“Don’t hope to hinder him,
Or to hewilder him,
Sure he's a pilgrim

From the Biarney Stone.”

A SiLext WoMmAN.—-The Portland
Press records what it calls “one of the
wonders of the world” in the case of »
woman who has just died in the almshouse
in that city, at the age of seventy years.
Disappointed in love in early life, she
made a vow never to speak another word
during her life, and during the thirty-five
years she has spent in the Portland poor-
house, she religiously kept her vow, until
death sealed her lips, not uttering a sin-
gle inteliigible word during all that time.
The Fress says that she remained in full
possession of her voecal faculties through-
out the silent years, but does not explain
how that fact is known.

A Basuruvn Poer.—The poet Perciv-
al’s kuowledge of women wus of the least.
He pever dared look them in the vyes.—
An accidental touch of the hand of oue
of his loves drave him in confusion from
the room. He never told hiz love, ex-
cept in one instance, and then it was in
writing. e was m love at twenty; at
twenty-four he adored a pupil at Phila-
delphia ; and again, at tweunty-five, he
worshiped somebody in Berlin ; an¥ onne
more, iv New Haven, at tweaty-seven, he
fell in love with a young woman with a
handsome face, who did not like looks,
aod married a shoemaker.

¥eB._ Octoher comes, a woodman old,
Fenced with tough leather from the cold ;

Round swings his sturdy axe, snd 10!
l A fir branch falls at every blow,



