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A DEBT CANCELLED.
RNLY o broken violin | Therelt lny In
the mud, n worthless plece of wood,
rudely snnpped fo twaln, with a few
loose fragments of wstring, soundlesas,
voleeless § yet beside I, us reverently as
though bending over a something hu-
man that hnd died—with a passionate
burst of grief, as for gome dearly-loved
friend, kuvelt wlittle Iad of some thir
teen summers,

Out from the mud, with tender, ea.
resuing touch, be lifted up the shattered
retinants, his tears flling the while
thiek snud fust, his slight frsme con valged
with the sobs which would not be re
pressed,

He mude no oulery, but his face was
white with the snguish of despair. He
hind loat his all=the friend (o whom he
poured out all his woes; the companion
who, untll now, never had falled him;
his sécond, better, nobler self.

Not many paces distant on the side-
walk stond the perpetrator of the out-
rage, A sort of undefined remorse gnaw-
ing within his breast, For mere bravado
he bad wrenched from the hands of the
little musician his Instrument and brok-
en it neross his koee, throwing the pieces
in the mud.

Renlizing dimly that be bhad commit-
ted a coward’s and a bully's net, he took
from his pocket a small eoin and tossed
it toward the boy.

“Take that,” he eried, “and stop your
whimperivg., You've no business to
play your musie in the publio streets.
You're o beggar and a nulsance "’

But in an iostant, with flashing eyes
and head thrown proudly back, the little
street Arab had flung the money back.

“You think you can pay me thus!™ he
replied, in frenzied tones. “It is I who
owé you n debt I yet will live to wipe
out!"

They stood otie instant looking stead-
ily Into ench other's eyes—one the senior
of the other by some three of four years,
tall and powerful, ¢lad in broadeloth and
fine liven—one a little, shrinking lnd;
Liis ringeed clothes bespattered with the
mud of the streets,

At this moment, an open carriage
rolled by, but the little girl seated within
it had, with her quick eyes, discovered
something nmiss.

She bad geen the disdainful return of
the rejected coin; she had heard (he
boy’s words; she had marked the traces
of a passionate grief upon his face, and,
with a hasty command to the conchinan
Lo stop, she ealled him to her,

“What are you about to do, Miss Rel-
ma ¥ questioned the lady with her, her
KovVernees,

“Nothing naughty, dear Miss Irwin,”
she replied. *“This poor boy—ses, his
violin is broken. Iam so sorry for him!"

The Iad slowly had approached the
carriage, in obedience to her command ;
but there was no light In his fuce, no
eagerness in his step.

“How did this happen "' asked the
little girl.

Carl looked up, Was this an angel
who spoke to him ? He had never seen
any one half so lovely., Her hair float-
ed about her shoulders in ashower of
gold, and resting on it was a white hat,
with a long white plume drooping far
down behind; her eyes were like two
purple pansies; on her cheek was the
flush of the sunrise ; her lips were red as
the carnation, though they fuivered
with her unspoken sympathy,

Thve boy held'up the broken pieces of
hils violin.

“It was my all!” hesaid. *‘Ishall
starve now, but I am glad of that, for I
did not love it only that it brought me
bresd. 1 loved it because it talked to me,
and with it I was never lonely,

“But can you not buy another ¥

“1 have no money, miss, I can never
make enough, since this has gone. I
hiad hoped some day to buy something
better thun this, but now the day will

1y

never ¢come |

A shade of thoughtlulness crept over
the sweet, filr face. In one little gloved
hand she held a tiny purse, and within
it there bright, glittering gold pleces
shone. They were to purchase a coveted
doll, her fond father’s birthday gift.

She turned hastily to her governess,

“Please, Miss Irwin, do you think
papa would be displeased if I do not buy
my doll ¥ No, no~I know he wonld
not 1"

Then, waiting for no reply, she pressed
the purse into the boy’s hands,

“Go buy your violin,” she sald. *“*No,
you must nol relurn thisas you returned
the other mouney ; but some day, when
you are & great musician, you shall re-
piy me. Who kuows ¥ you may play
at my weddiog.™

And with a little, light lnugh, as the
carvisge starled forward, the child, with
& wave of her band, disappeared.

The boy stood motionless, wrapt in a
sort of ecstasy. No doubt that a verita-
ble angel had visited him, orossed his
mind, Had hebesn dresming¥ No ; for
within bis hand lay the duinty little
purse. Openiog it almost with reverence,
the shining pleces of gold met his gaze ;
but something else us well—a little plece

L]

of pasteboard, and address. The Iad
Iifted it to hils s, y

Ol ls apother debt I owe,' he sald
softly to Lilmeelf,

. » " . " " " L

Ten years later, and on a bright star.
it night In January, the New Yotk
Aoademy of Musie was filled from plt to
dome, The great violinist, Herr Carl
Belberg was (o appear. He was very
young, not twenty-three, the critics said,
and yet he had reached the zenith of his
fame, A great wave of applause greeted
him ne he came forward (o the centre of
the stage, He wifa tall but slight, with
large, dreamy eyes, & mouth whosa sen-
sitiveness the blonde mustache could not
wholly hide. With & soft, caressing mo-
tion, he drew the bow neross the strings.
Aun almost human volee of exqulsite
melody seemed to respond. The house
held its breath to listen.

In one of the lower progoenium boxes
sat u young girl of ninetenn. Bhe wore
no hat, and lo her golden hair there
gleamed a diamond star,  Bhe was beau.
tiful with a rave lovliness, There was
no falrer 1o all the crowded dssemblage,
Belilnd her, leaning on the back of her
chair, was 0 young man whose gaze of
rapt admiration never withdrew iteelf—
a man of saperb height and breadth of
form and with eyes and hair dark ns the
night—eyes which glowed with feeling
us they dwell upon her face, for the hope
nearest Falrfx Farley's heart was to
win this woman for his wife.

She turned toward bim as the muosie
died, with a quick indrawiog of bher
Lireath.,

“TPell me,"” she whispered, “was it not
perfect ¥’

*1 did not hear it,"" he replied.
was thinking but of you,"

A yvivid flush, almost of annoysunce,
rose Lo her brow ; but that moment the
young musiclan, reealled by the thun-
dering plaudits of the people, reappent-
ed. His gaze now wandered over the
house, finally resting on thal one exqul-
site face. He gave asudden start, OF what,
of whom, did sghie remind him ¥ Forn
full moment their eyes met; then, with
a sudden inspiration; he drew his bow,

What was he playing ¥ It was cadence
no man had ever heard before, It seem-
ed to tell an unknown story, if but one
could have interpreted it. It began in a
storm of grief, of passionate apguish and
despair, unreasoning, hopeless ; then fol.
lowed a lull, & rift in the clouds, a sud-
den gleam of sunshine, a heavy tolling
of weary feet, often torn and bleeding,
but with that rift of sunshine never quite
hidden by the clouds overhead ; no mat-
ter how dark or dense they gathered;
then came & burst of triumph, & song of
victory, a transporl of passion, and then
Ppedice,

The laet note seemed to have no end-
ing. Its echoes lingered in & melodious
hush, and rang in the pwans of ap.
plause.

The girl in the box tore the violets
from her breast, and threw them ut Hel-
berg's feet. Flowers rained everywhere,
but these only he stooped to gather,
These he held so tightly that their
crushed fragrance was wafted to his
senses a8 he bowed his adieux,

The young musiclan was the lion of
the hour. Fashionable Iadies sought
him out. Invitations to fefes, and re.
ceptions, and dinners, rained upon him,
It was at one of these latter that he and
Miss Laurence met.

*I have pressed your flowers,”” he said
to her, in a low volee.

“My flowers ?"’ she answered, with a
blush.

Then she remembered the violela shie
g0 impulsively had thrown him,

*I bad almost forgotten,” she added.
"“What was it, Herr Helberg, that you
played? It has haunted me every day
ginee.’*

“Some day,”’ he replied, ““I will tell
you. Now you shall know only that
you were its inspiration,”

Were his words plsumption ? She
could not answer; nelther could she
know the strange power which ever
swayed her In this man's presence.

**You do not teach ¥ she said to him,
one day.

*'No," be answered, *“*Butif you will
be my pupil, it would be indeed a pleas-
ure,’

“Anpd your terms ¥

His face flushed.

“I need no gold," he respond. It s
only that some day yon should hear my
story.

- " - - - - - [

“I gee nothing of you, Belma,” said
Fairfux Farley, during this time. “Do
you forget that I have seme claims ¥

“No, 1 forget nothing,”” she said.

Bat there was saduoess rather than bap.
piness in her tone,

“Are you not yet ready to give me
your anawer, dear ¥'? the man sontinued,
“Why do you hold me in suspense ?
Why, darling, may I not have the sweet
promise that I crave ¥

Did she shudder ¥ If so, it wss but
momentary, as the sweet young volee
mude anawer,

“True,” it sald, ““you have been very
patient; but be so yet a little longer,
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Liot ime but be sure of myself. It Is only
for thie assurance, Falrfax, that I walt.”

But  undernesth  Fairfax  Farlay's
courleous onlm was a seething mael.
strom, a burnlng jealousy,

Two weeks later, he waited outslde
Miss Laurence’s home untll Herr Bel-
berg slood on Lhe steps, in the moon-
light, He bad beon pasaing the evenlng
with bhor. The two had dined at her
table. An hour before, Mr. Farley had
made his adieux,

“Herr Helberg '’

It was his volee, addressing the young
musiclan,

“Yeu," he responded,
showlng in his tone.

“T have walted for you," continued
Mr. Farley, "In order lo nsk of youn
favor. It Is a great favor, but money
need be no object between us. I am
willing to pny youany price, however
fubulous; and although I know It is
guite out of your line, I want very much
that you should play ove solo at my
wedding."”

In the moonlight, Herr Selberg’s fuce
showed a strange pallor,

YAL your wedding ? You are to be
married ¥ May I inquire to whom ¢’

“Aise Lawrence lsmy betrothed. Had
you not heard ¥

Both in question apd auswer ranga
strained intensity ; bul the sllence that
followed hnd in its dumboess more foree
than either. Then Herr Selberg spoke,

“To-morrow night at this bour, you
shall have my decision,” he said, and
rapidly strode awny,

Before noon, the day following, Miss
Laurence received Herr Relberg’s onrd.
Penelled on it were these words :

“Pardon my intrusion, and grant me
bulf-hour's Interview in which to bid
you farewell,"”

Farewell ! There was n certain apae-
modie fluttering of her heart ns she dim-
Iy realized its purport.

What did this sudden departure por-
tend ¥ and why—why did It canse this
faint slckness, which stole through every
pulse and fibre of her being ¥

lils surprise

“Hhow Herr Beiberg up,”' she sald to
the servant ; then, schooling lLiersell to
be cnlm, st nwalting him.

On the threshold of the room he paus-
ed,

“You asked me once, Miss Laurence,”
he began, *the story my violin told on
the night we met. Ianswered that some
time you should know, Would It weary
you to hear it now,*

Bhe bowed nssent, and motioned to a
chair ; but he still stood.

“1 must go back many years,” hesaid,
“to the time when I was a little lad,
foot sore and friendless. Nay not friend-
less! I had one friend—a poor little
piece of wood, with strings aoross it;
but I forgot that it was wood. In my
hours of loneliness and grief, and sad-
ness, I would talk to it, and then by idly
drawing my bow seross its strings, it
would answer me., Ah, no one would
have belleved it but myself, but it paint-
ed to me the future—Iit told me all that I
might be — it whispered courage — it
breathed hope. Well, one day, strolling
through the streets, touching its chords,
asking no alms—I never begged—a boy
older than T, taller, stronger, a boy rich-
ly dressed, and with a gold ehain hang-
ing at his vest, siopped and mocked me.
I walked on sllently. He followed me,
and, in an unprepared moment, soatch-
ed my violin, and snapping it across his
knee, threw it in the filth and mud of
the street.

“I was stunned. The magnllude of
My loss overwhelmed me. The surging
tide of my despalr closed in about my
soul, I saw nelther earth nor sky—
naught save the shattered, voiceless
wood. Then he who had wrought the
wanton, wicked sct, threw me a coin.
It roused me from my stupor, I caught
and hurled it back. Not thus might he
pay the debt I owed to him.

“In that moment a carriage passed,
Beated within was o beautiful child—a
little girl. BEhe ordered the copcliman to
stop. Bhe had seen something of what
Lad happened, Bhe inquired the cause
of my distress, Then, with a tender
pity in her eyes, and a volee like musie,
she put her purse into my hands and
bade me vse its contents as I would.

“‘Bome day,’ she sald, ‘when you are
6 great musician, you shall repay me.
Who knows ¥ you may play at my wed-
ding 1" "

The girl’s head was bowed now. Her
bosom rose and fell, Two sparkling
tears gllmmered on the Iashes which
swept her cheek, Like a dream it all
came back to her ; liken vision, she saw
the boyish face uplifted to liers through
n mist of teara.

Herr Belberg strode to hersfde, He
put his hand within bis cost and drew
something forth, Instinctively she
knew it to be the little purse,

“It has never left me,” he sald hoarse.
ly, “lToweanll that I am to you. The
gulf between us is a8 wide now as then.
I have uever hoped to cross It. You are
the heiress of u rich man, I, too, have
wenlth, but that cunnot wipe out the
past. Let me tell you though what I
did. T took your money aud bought

1881.

with It my violo: The mnan who sold
1t to me had & kindlv faoe, and when 1
pald him for It I asked of il & favor,

" 'The money with which I purohase
this was lent to me I sald. ‘I would
like—oh, so very much!—<to keep the
snme gold, Wil you lay it aslde for
three months, when I muy redéem 1LY
I do not know that I cnn, bt I will suye
every penny I earn, If you will but do
this for me,' *

“The man smiled aud consented,"

“He marked the gold in my sight, and
lald it away. Within the time I bhad re.
gained possesslon of ik, Tt 1% here, Mias
Laurence. Tt seems u trifling sum vow
to both of us, but remember that it has
made me all that I am, Yel lts payment
does not pay the debt, You eald, per-
haps T might play at your wedding.
F Command me, and T obey, even though
I thus foreswear my second delit to the
boy who a second time, In maohood,
causes me the deepest misery my 1ife hins
Enown.”

He paused, and held outstretohed
toward her the open purse. His face
was ke marble ; Lila eyes shone with a
wonderful fire.

“Or what are you speakiog 7'’ she
sald, gently. “*Whom am [ to marry ¥

“Last night, he told me you were his
betrothed,*

“He? who v

“Fairfax Farley '

It Is pot true. Mo hos wished it so,
but I did not know my own heart, and
asked that he should walt. T know it
now., I know that It ean never be,
Carl, you spoke of the golf between us,
Is it one that love will not bridge ¥

The next night, Falrfax Farley and
Herr Beiborg met,

“You have declded p"
mer,

‘It s Impossible!** Carl replied ; “but
since you so kindly have asked me to
play at your wedding, may I not ask you
to dance at mine ¥

“Ah, you are betrothed, than **

“Yes,"

“And to whom ¥**

“Mizs Lnarence," the young musician
answered proudly.

Two little words—a name soon to be
merged Into another identity ; but their
moment utternnce bad canceled hils two-
fold debt,

asked the for-

-

Efficacsy of Prayer.

A singular story 1s being told In New
Orleans npon Pinchback, the sallow
complexioned Henator, to the eflect that
he dropped 1,700 playing poker one
night in the house of acolored preacher,
It,eeems that a couple of high toned
Chicago moaks went down there, and
induced him to visit the house of the col-
ored divine on a high and holy pretext,
and after getling him up stairs proposed
a game of penny ante. From penny
ante it ran into five cent ante, then ten,
then twenly.five, and finally it was
agreed that the celling should be the
limit. And all this time the worthy di-
vine nud bis wife down stairs had no
Iden of what wans going on. At last
there were big hands out all around, and
Pinchback bad $£4,000 up, there being
ubout $8,000 in the pot when the colored
preacher came to the foot of the stalrs
and asked the gentlemen to come down
and attend family evening prayers. Of
course there was no other way, so the
pot was divided snd the parly went
down, Pinchbeck reading s chapter and
one of the Chicago coons leading in pray.

er. By the llme servides were over
Pinchback had mastered his fever and
withdrew from the game, as he had
plcked up the Chicago nlgger’s hand and
saw that he would have lost his $4,000
only for the eflicacy of prayer.

i PSS A

A Man to Depend On.

Give us a man, youug or old, high or
low, on whom we know we c¢an thor-
oughly depend—who will stand firm
when others full—the friend faithful and
true, the ndviser honest nnd fearless, the
adversary just and chivalrous ; in such
an one there is n fragment of the llook
of Ages.

. -

Our Fault.

There I& dew in one flower and not in
another, because one opens lis cap and
takes it In, while the other closes itself
and the drop runs off, Bo God rains
goodness and mercy as wide as the dew ;
and If we lack them, It Is because we will
not open our hearts to receive them.

-
“The Domestic Tyrant.”

“The uverage man’’ quoth Mra. Par-
tington *'ls & weak and Irritable domestic
tyrant,”” and Mrs. P. g correct. Tyran-
nical to a fault the average man will
enter the blissful Paradise of u happy
home, serateh himsell in flendish glee,
and send the baby Into convulsions, and
for what ¥ Why, because he has the
Itching Plles, and Is too mean to buy
Bwayne's Olntment, which Is au Infal.
lible cure for the worst cases of that
annoylog complaint, 88

-

Lady Beautifiers,

Ludies, you cannot make falr skin and
rosy cheeks, and kling eyes with all
the cosmetics of France, or beautifiers
of the world, while in poor health, and

nothl ill give you such rich blood
fod bealth, ﬂug’ah and beauty as Hop
tlera. A trial Is certaln proof, 41-42

RHEUMATISM,
Neuralgia, Seiatica, Lumbago,
Baockachs, Soronass of the Chest, Gout,
Quinsy, S8ore Throat, Swellings and
Sprains, Burns and Sealds,
Ganoral Bodily Pains,

Tooth, Ear and Headaoha, Frosted Feet
and Ears, and all other Pains
and Aches.

No Preparntion o earth equils 81, Jacons Ot a8
B #afe, arare, wizpile and oheap Externnl Remedy,
Atr l]’f!ill.lil! ik the comparatively tritling outlay
of B0 Conte, and r.-w-rér one suffering with pain
tan have cheap and pesifive proof of ity ¢laims,

Diractions (n Bleven Languages,

BOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTE AND DEALERS IN
MEDICINE.

A.VOGELER & CO,,

Raltimore, Md,, U, 8. A
May 3, 1881—1y

MUSSER & ALLEN

CENTRAL STORE
NEWPORT, PENN’A,

Now olter the publie

A RARE AND ELEGANT ASBORTMENT OF
DRESS GOODS
Consisting of all shades suitable for the season

BLACK ALPACCAS

AND

Mowrning Goods

A SPECIALITY.
BLEACHED AND UNBLEACHED

MUSLINS,

AT VARIOUB PRICHS.

AN ENDLESS SELEOTION OF PRINTS!
Weselland do keep a good qualily of

SUGARS, COFFEKS & SYRUPS

And everythlng under the head of

GROCERIES |

Machine meedles and oll for all

ol
Mashines,

makes

To be convinoed that our goods are
CHEAP ASTHE CHEAPEST,

ISTO CALL AND EXAMINE STOCK,
= No trouble to show goods.

Don’t forgel the

CENTRAL STORE,
_ N_quort. Perry County, Ps._

Tournclves l;!\‘ mueking money when s golden

chanve s offered, theroby slways g

poverty from your door, 0w whio m.y-

th advantsse of the good chances for makinge money
18t are offered, genernlly heome wealthy, while thoss
who dn not fmprove sucl chanios remain in poverty,
Wo want mauy mun,womon, hoys and :M-tn for
um rlicht in thetr own localities. " Thi tusinons will pay
miate than ten tHimes ordinsry wages.  Wo furnish o
noud nll that you ueed, free, - No one

nEpensive outit

who sngagtes falls 1o make money very rapldly.  Yon

eatt devote your whale Hme (o the work, or on| ¥ your

spary momonts, Foll information aid all thint Ia neeted

senl llrr', Address STINSON & CO., Portland, Maine
¥.

FBTATE NOTICOE.~Notica is heraby given,
4 thatletiers of sdministration on the estate
of Rev. 8 8. Rlchmond lats of Torone tewnship,
Perry County, Pa., deconsed, have bean granted
tathe undersigned. P. 0. Ad-.lrus!-—-Luugl!bnrﬂ.
l'orr]y County. Pa.

All persons indebted to said estate ars request-
ed to make immadiata payment and those having
olaims will present them duly authenticated for

settlement 1o

) ALBHERT E. RICHMOND,

Cuias, H, Ryiney, Att'y. Adminintrator
May10, 1851,

Permanent Employment.

ANTED.-D. H, Putty & Co.. norsery
man, want a fow good rellable men to sell

Lrocs. viges and shrubs, through this State. They
iromise stoady employment o good salexmen.—
orfull partieulars nddress D.

H, Parry & Co.,
Geneva, N. ¥

3—0

GRAND BOULEVARD HOTEL,

Corner j9th St nnd Broadway,

NEW YORK.
On Both American & European Plans,

Fronting on Central Park, the Grand Bouls
vard, Broadway and Fifty-Niuth Street, 1 Ho.
tel ocauples the entire square, and was bullt and
l’urnlulg At an exponse of over SOU000, Ib (a
one of the modt elogant as well as finest loo
o the eily : has & passenger Elsvator all
madern impravements. and is within one square
of the depota of the Blxih and ll“l:‘lh Avenue
Elovated R, K. Cars nnd stil) the Brogd-
ibla from atl

WAy ocars—convenlent and r_
15 of the oity.  Rooms with board, 82 per day,
la) rates lor umllhna:glr wuests,
Aug.2i.'s01y) [EH ELL,

" Estate of Samuel Miller, Deceased.
ETTERS of Administration on

above
te having uled to g‘m-
»ll persons 1o Are re-
wu“b uﬁo%.:::n 3‘} %w
Bept. 2), 1881.) e s




