GRAHAM, N. C.,

TUESDAY OCTOBER 8 1878

e

meax s

‘THE GLEANER
E. 8. PARKER

Graham, N, C,

= Rater of Bubsoription. Postaye Paid :

!il Months .
Thm Months

Every person sending us 8 club of ten sub-
scribers with the caeh, entitles himself to one
ropy free, for the Iengh of time foy which the
¢lub 18 made up. Papers sént radlﬂerent offices

No Departure from the Canh System

Raites of Advertising

Transient adverisements payable in advnnce
yearly advertisements quarterly in-advance:

|lm|9m18m|6m 12 m.
quare ‘noo,oagg{uooo ooo 4o
6 00' 10 00 1
Tnnuent advertisemenis $1 per esqndre
or he.first, and fifty cents for each subsc-
quentinsertion. - - |

NEW ARRIVAL

P. R. Harden’s,
@o-o@a

on hand a ful

tant]
e T Soo ({ Erigs and GEN-

line of DrY Goons, (GroC
ERAL MERCHANDISE at

Bottom Prices.

Allens Prints at
‘A full line of Musiins ud Jackonets
- New crop Cuba Mol{uco
Bacon C, R. Sides at 8 conts per side.
Garden and Flower Seeds at 5 centsa. paper.
Call and examine our stock before pur-

chasing, -
gspeclal attention given to the sale of

The highest market price paid all
kinds of Country Produce

GRAHAM HIGH
SCHOOL.

Graman, N.C.

for

EV. D.A. LONG, A. M.
W W. STALEY, & M.

EV. W.8. LONG, A
3! JININE ALBRIGHT.
20th 1878, and closes the lut

, 1870
no and Tnlt.lon $3 to $4.50

oD GROCERIES
'tl. NMATS, BOO1Ss

N ONN, IRON,
LT, MOLAS.

IF WE KNEW,

If we know the woe and heartache
Waiting for ns down the road,

If our lips could taste the wormwood,
If our backs could feel the load,

Would we waste to-day in wishing
For a time that ne'er conld be?

Would we wait with such impatience

* . _Forour ships to come from sea?

If we knew the baby fingers
Pressed against the window pane,

Would be stiff and cold to-morrow—
Never trouble us again,

Would the bright-eyes of our darling
Cavch the frown upon our bruw?

“ Would the priuts of rosy fingers

Vex us then as they do now?

Ah, those little ice cold fingers,
How they point our memories back
To the hasty words and actions
~ Birewn alon, “track! —
How tﬂose little hands remind us,
Aa it snowy grace they lie,
Not to hcntcr thorns—but roses—
For our reuping by-and-by!

Strange we never prize the music
Till the sweet-voiced bird has flown!
Strange that we should slight the vivlets
Till the lovely flowers are gome;
Strange that summer skies and sunshine
Never seem one-half so fair
As when winter's snowy pinions
Shake their white down in the air!

Lips from which the seal of silence
None but God can roll away,
Never blussom in such beauty
As adorns the month to-day;
And sweet words that freight our memory
With their beautiful perfume,
Come to us in sweeter accents
From the portals of the tomb.

Let us gather up the sunbeams
Lying all along our path; -
Let us keep the wheat and roscs,

Casting out the thorns and chaff;
Let us find our sweetest confort
In the blessings of to-day;
" With a patient hand removing
All the briars frow our way.
el O AP
JOUMN FURBER,

TIHE SHORT STORY OF A LONG
LIFE.

-

The Landlndy‘s Charity Guest and Ner
City Viwsitor-=-A Gonl 1o Heach NMay
Prove the Preserver of a Neble
Hearte-A Tale with A Meral.

‘Miss Cameron.’ ;

Leonie Camerou, lazily. looking ont of
a bow window upon tHe garden flam-
ing with autamn tints an¥ sunset glow,
lifted a pair of soft dark ®yes to Mrs.
Tollman’s face. It was an shxious fuce
just at that moment, and being usnally
full of happy cont!ut, the anxiety was
very apparent to Leonie: - So, atter her
first careless glance, she 'straightened
herself in her low chair and said quielly;
yet with every appearance of interest:

‘What is the matter?

An awkward pause tollowed that
question. ‘

Mrs. Tollman fidgetéa under the in-
guiring glance of the dark eyes, cleared
her throat twice. aud finally smd with
nervous emphasis:

‘John Furber.

Miss Cameron’s face seemed to freeze.
It was avery beautitul face,” with pride |
as a leading expression. Sweetness
lorked in the month, intellect beamned
trom the radiant dark eyes, but pride
shadoywed all. Jt carried the small head
graccfully erect, it swept the tolds of
ke rich dresses with-a1oyal motion. It
touched the small patrician bhands and
it was evident in the well-modulated
tones of the ~efined voice, -

“There,” Mrs. Tollman said, despair~
ingly, ‘I’'ve made you mad already, aud
I have uot said anything.’

‘I am not mad,” Leonie answered, and
there certainly lurked a smile in her
mouth at the good womau’s counsternas
tion. ‘Bnt you have not told me wluu
troubles you.’

‘It’s, it’s John. Miss Cmemn, and—’

\then rapidly, as if the words were

forced by a fear of her own inability to
finish her seit-appointed task she hurried
on. ‘He’s my nephew, Miss, as you
know, though his fatheris a rich man,
very rich, and John is above his mothers
place in her life. She’s dead, and John
was spoiled somewhere between the
year she died and two years ago. Idou’t |
know where he took the bad ways. He |
was brought up an idler wpon his father’s
money, and from idleness to .drinking,
gambling aud bad ways is an easy road
Bhbth»iulnrdm,md thrast him
out nearly a year ago and disinherited
him. ' He came here. for I loved him.
P've nothm else to love; husband and
chilgren lotha mvo-?un! s I love
‘oh.) —
There was a plteoll plcuung in the:
woman's fabe, but Leonie’s was blank,
save for an air of polite interest.

' ‘He ot desperate when he came
bhim up a little.

Miss' in his face.
ut to say. You m:.:u'm' _ Sbubnddoml romborluq his uunt’-
ﬁwmu in education’ tﬁordl 5

i~

and position and only -staying - heve for
country quiet, - I've no'right to find fanit
but—but don’t flirt with John. He is in
trouble, despondent, disinherinted, and
he is falling in with you as tast as he can.
1 believe if you play with him' he will
kill himself, body and soul.’

. Fairly out df breathy -with- her own
carnest utterances, Mrs. Tollman paused,
Jooked pleadingly in Leonie Cameron’s
face. The expression of polite interest
never wayered as that young lady
said ;

Ir l understand yon aright, 3ou wish
me 1o ignore your nephew. It is not
casy, as he is in your bouse, so I had
better leave it.

‘Gooduess !’ cried the widow aghast at |
this interpretation of her words, ‘I never
meant that. Where can you flid
another boariling place here?
¢ eanreturn-toBondon:* —

‘I’'ve put my foor in it. John will
never forgive me,” said Mrs. Tollman
disconsolately.

Bat there was no sympathy in Leonie
face. and she turned away at last, per-
plexed and more anxious thun ever.
And Leonie, sinking back in her chair
agaiu, looking at the sunset clouds .and
variegated foliage, and thought perbaps
it was time to return to London.

She bad come to Kwmsmem, weary with
a round of fushiomable life, tired of
flattery, dancing and flirting, and she
had fouud rest and quiet under Murs,
Tollman’s - motherly care, . She was
tich; richer far than the landlady had sny
idea of, but she had no near relatives,
ouly a second consin to keep her lonely
home; and play propriety.

Sociely constituted itself her - amateur
guardian, apd lying back in  her cushs
ioned chair in the sunset glow she wons~
dered indolently what societyshould say
about John Furber. It would grant him
a rare perfection of manly beauty of face
or form, and forgive the evident traces
of dissipation, if it was ounly known
that he was the son of a rich man, and
had been educated an idler by profession
But in what holy horrov it would turn
away with uplifited hands when it was
known that he was disizherited. wirh
no.-home but a room 1 the house of a
widowed aunt ekeing out her narrow
fucome by taking boarders, It would
smile at his biting sarcasms, his hrilliant
couversations, his cynical sneers, if he
was reinstated in his father's favor,
but how rude these wonld be in a poor
man.

Leonie, from thinking of society’s
opinion, quite unconsciously glided into
counsidering herown. :This dark-browéd
wian had made a fair portion of her
summer ﬂaanre for three movths, had
been her cavalier in many country walks,
drives and sails; bad quoted poetry under
trees, sung in superb baritone upon the
muarmuring water, looked into her eyes
on & mgonlit porch and whispered
delicately-worded flattery. No more than
many another man had done. A beanty
and rich, Miss Cameron had looked ugh
more than one languishing suitor, and
Iorgol.ten him . when his awmusement

ried her. Scarcely a flit—for she

maged no downsright love-making,
but a beantiful, fascinating woman,
who wounded hearts with mere careless
grace.

Musing in the sunset, 1t impressed up-
on the proad herat that unconsciously
she had poisoned a lite that was already
sinking. Theire were capabilitics for bet~
ter things than dissipation and swmicide
in John Furber, and she shivered as she
thought he might Le upon some danger-
ous precipice, waiting for the clasp ofa
band to draw bim back, or its repulse to
thrust himover. She passed in review
of her Lost of male friends, and found
none who had wakened her heart to hours
of such keen pleasure as Joli : Farber
bad given her. She fried to recall one
mind whose grasp of intellect had dwarf-
ed her own as his had  done, who had
met her fairly in so many argunments and
worsted her, and she'could only remems
ber soft flat{ery of her *wonderful miad.’

Finally Jifting her eyes with a soft
sigh, she saw him Jeaning against a tree
opposite the low window, looking at
her. A vivid flush staiaed her cheeks as
he said :

¢‘What can you have been thinking of?
You have net stirred for balf an hour.
Only that youg eyes were wide open, I
should haye thonght you were as'eep .’

“Your powers of observation are mar-
velous,’ she answered lightly. ‘I was
dreaming.’. .

‘Of what ?’ :

“The world in genenl my world in

there.” -
She was prepared for some polite show
of regret, but not M- the glnuly obsm

particular. 1t is almost time I retatned di

)

‘(ﬁwq} . Why ..ot course. you

would be soon,’ he said, trying to speak
carcleaely, whiile Lis eyes hungrily de.
voured her face, and his white, parched
lips were drawn as if in sharp, physical
pan. :

‘I have been here three: months,” she
said, feeling her own heart nclie at his
misery.-

‘Yes, yes! you will go, cerfaivly.’

¢And you,’ she said very gently, ‘you
will be in the city, I presume. I wonld
be glad to welcome you to my house,’

‘No,’ he said, harshly; ‘I will not take
such advangage of your Lludueu Iama
man your friends would tell you to shun
Miss Cameron—a man who has waste
his hfe tillit is too late to take up the
threads again:, You do not know pers
haps, that my aunt kecps me here from
charity.’

—————+—-know you have-oftended-your fath~

or,’ she auswered; but you are a man
scaicely thirty, nnd it is cowardly to tulk
of despair at your age.

Her words cut him like a whip lash.
Thedark blood mounted to his forehead

*as he repeated:

‘Coward ! I might fight the whole world
vet, but," and here his tono . was bitter,
and yet strangely pathetic, ‘the battle is
scarcely worth, winming. What would I
guin? Mouney ! I do not value it. Posis
tion! I have thrown it behind me, I
have played the fool and must -take Lg
fool’s wages.,
¢ 41 will nut have yon say so,' she _cried,
roused by.an earnestness she could never
bave intended to betray. ‘You shall not
uselessly throw away your life.’

A new hope sprang to his eyes, new
therey Jighting them _to dazzling radis
-ance.

‘Miss Cmneron—Loouie,’ he eried,
‘were tliere a prize to win, 'were onc’s
hicart’s hopes centered upon me, I would
trample down these demons of temptas
tion, I wounld prove ovyself & man if 1
had any molive.’

There were no mistaking the pra)or in
his'eyes, the pleading in his voice, *"

Only for a moment, close to tha low
window. before a Land like a snow
flake fell upon his shoulder, a voice
low aud sweet, murmmyed low iu his
ear:

‘Be a man for my sake.’

She was gone before he spoke again,
end he wandered off to the woods .to
muse upon the posslbility of this new
lite.

+ The next day Mis. Tollman lost her
summsr boarder. Society, languidly
contemplating Miss Cameron for the next
thiee years.

She was gav and grave by flashes, fass
civating in either mood, but she was
mysleriously unapproachabie.

The bravest suitor found himself met
at the point where friendly attentions
merge iuto lover’s devotions by a wallof
icy reserve that was impassable. She
never flictéd, but she had the reputation
of a flirf beeause she was pcpular and
admired, and remaizied single until twen-
ty-seven. She was known to be truths
ful and she had  distinctly told several
iuquisitive lady friends that she was not
engaged, so there was not even the spice
of romance in the gossip.

8——— knew her not ip those three
years, but Mrs, Tollman, the reeipis
ent of various hampers of cfty delicacies
from her, and would acknowledge the
same by letter.

One ot these, dated three yean after
the beautiful Miss Cameron left S.
after elaborately thanking that yo
lady for a hamper of dainties, added :

‘Do you remember my nephew, John
Furber? lle left me the day after  you

did, and I fretted more than a little. But
he took s turn for good. Heayen be
thanked. He worked himself up, and
to-day he writes me he has made friends
with his fatber again, and is to be taken
partner in & commercial house. His
father is to buy it, but John esrned a
place, too, by hard. honest work. Ob,
my dear, I'm bappier than {ever thought
to be. Perhaps you've heard of the honse
in London Johu is in. But I'll tire you
writing about my- affairs. 1 wounldw’t
ounly I thought perhaps you'll remember
John.?

‘In London,” Leonie murmured; ‘so
near e all these years, and yet never
seekingme. Was [ too bold? Did 1
drive him away by showing him my
heart'foo phiuly? Well, even 80, 1 am
glad. I gave him the first start towards
an honorable mavhood. Remember

him? Yes, Mrs. Tolimaun, I do remember |-
- John,”

Sbe had fold«l the letter and wu
ressing for the opera, when &- visitor
was announced.

‘What a bubuvm hour,” she mur«
mnnd.nothoiintum omt." 'In 8

few moments J

& case before him,

B8 | decency by refusing to proceed with a
init]

od diamonds o throat and . wrists, and
in the little cars, when, ns she took the
opera cloak from the maid’s hand. she
looked at the card—

‘John Furber,’ )
. A great heart-throb sent the blood over
her brow and neck ; then it faded, leav- |
ing oniy a soft tint-upon the fair cheeke,
and in the dark eyes a light of happi-
ness harmonizing well witk. the smiling
lips. .

Sho Jooked like some visitant from ans

1hiose spUOLS.—

Ben Hill in Georgia® ¢
that the Democratic

other world, in the radiance of her bean- | killed

ty, as she came across the wide drawing
room-to the-window where he stood.

He had not heard her slight step, baut
he turned when shie was near, showing
the stamp ot Lis better Jifs in his ‘noble
face. :

He held out his hand, looking earas
estly into her face. and secing she only

’

said:

‘I am glad to see you.’

‘Leonie,’ he said, ‘yon gave me a hope
three years ago that has borne me ahove
temptation and suflering to a position
where I am not ashamed to look auny
man in the face. Leonie, you bade
me-=’

Bloshing brightly, she took up the
words as he paused—

“I'o be a man, Johu, for my sake.”

*And 1 obeyed you, my love, my dul'~
ling. I have come for my reward, Leos |t
nie, loving you with alliny heart. daring | ©®
now tosusk for your love in return.’:

8o, society had a ripple ot sensation in

a fashionable wedding, when John Fur- |5

ber married Miss Leonlo Caneron.
But ounly you and I, er, know the
romance of the Summer in 8— —, of

how Joan Furber redesmed bhmbood 23

for Leonie’s sake.
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Mn. Lincoln, of Booton. has two tame ‘W

lions—great, tawny, hmidsome
abort two years am‘ a Ialf old.
tcok them when they were first born,
and has brought thein up as
pets. Until very lately ¢
rurlor, and went about the
v as a dog would, but the city
ties requested that they should:
under some restraints They now
a room back of the
into it by a grated door, which is said
!l)!e -trﬂng, l;ut whiich lcdonel‘t" open, :
re. Lincoin nand out
playing with the lions, petting m
making tbem do their taicks, ‘When
saw them,’ says a correspondent of tho
Worcester bpy, ‘Willy, as the lion is
called, was eating his breakfust and did
not like to be disturbed. However, at
Mrs, Lincoln’s command he stretched
upon bis hind paws. to show how bi

s,

free-
authoris

i

was, rolled over. and did other lnl.i‘nilq Whei

tricks. Mrs., Lincoln then opened the
low ﬁnrlor window and called pleasant=
rtha, little girl, coime here,’ and
nprlrottod the lioness. who wﬁ
ber morning walk in the .Sn
lions kissed Mrs. Lincoln, a
fear of them. The( secin to her so thors
oughly tame. in spite of their hearry diet
of raw ment, that she cannot undonhud
how any visitor can be afraid.’

he had o

AJUDGE WHlO PUTS ON AIRS,

the Chicago Legal News.]
Judge even carried his whim of
professional propriety so far as to
hibit swearing in court, and is uiJ to | o
have a lawyer who swore at a vit-
ness duriig bis eross-examination. An.
other peculiarity of tlm,;umnh a dis-
like ot‘ seeing -ttorny',

of whiskey, and he is -xd to liu Vio.mly

law trea the jury to|
opposed to lawyerg treating ;u‘ e

drinks while a trial is in p
* | Beck is said to have common
case until the the attorneys
should put out their pipes; and a com-
munity once rose in indignation when he.
ordered a lawyer-to move his feet M
the judges desk.

THE HAPPY ONES IN NnEMPIIS,

[Avalanche.]

The happiest loo people standing
up to-day are the otk::nnv‘dnoenu, who are
;bletoukenmlnﬂumthe meridian

our. As this reporter hurriedly passes
upand down a the street v’n “busi-
ness intent, he them on every
corner, screne and smiling. The dread
future has no terrors for them. They
hn gh and jest with a freedom from

care that sounds ghastly to very

fewolu'holuvoyenoplu - fiery |
ordeal. If these self-satisfied
deign to notice us at all they gaze at-
with a pitying eye, and all kno
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