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“ Let Sound Reason weigh more with us than Popular Opinion.”
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ABIJAH BEANPOLE:

THE STOREKEEPER.
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*Go ahead, driver ; don’t wail
no longer for me,” said | lo the con-
ductor, as | stepped aboard the

train. 1I'd seen my trunk safe on,
shook hands with father and a lot of
the neighbours, and kissed Kitty
Caraway right in the face of the
whole crowd. As the whistle veli-
ed and the locomotive took a good
start Jwaved my new red banner at
Kitty and settled back in my seat
with a feeling of satisfaction only
equaled by the occasion. 1 had on
mv best boughten suit, and also a
smile which I make no doubt would
have passed me off fora bridegroom
on his bridel tower it there’d been
a purty girl beside me, which there
wasn’t. But | knew Reub Lummins
was a feeling worse than sour apples
from seeing me kiss the one | did
when I come away, for he’d made up

his mind he’d cut me out in that
quarter. And so he had till the
things happened which was the oc-

casion of my present journey.

It was of a Tuesday | started.—

Wall, the Tuesday betoro I'd come
of age. I’d been out all day, break-
ing ground for corn and potatoes,
and thinkin’ to myself that | was
twenty-one at last, and wondering if
sorry
she’d give me the mitten, and gone
home with Reub from spellin’-school
the last time it kept ; likewise if
intentions of givin’
me part of the faim to work for my-
o f.
When | washed myself dt the
pump and went in to supper, |
thought at first mother had company,
the table was set so nice, with a
white tablecloth and custard pie and
preserves.

«Come, ’'Bijah, sit by ; the bis-
cuits is getting coid,” said she.

«Who’s here V says |I.

‘You be,” says she ; “you’re com-
pany to-night, ’Bijah. We’re a
pteping your birthday. Come hun-
band, sit by.”

So we sat down. First | went

round and give mother a smack,
cornin’ nigh to breakin’ the china
teacup she was sitting in its saucer ;
but I believe if I’"d broke it out and
out she’d oniy have lauahed, she
and father was in such good humor.

Ploughing hadn’t hurt my appe-
tite, and | pitched into the chicken
fixing in the same style that I'd
pitched into the work. They didn’t
say much till | was ready to push
imy chair back, and then father he
leared his throat, just as he did in
Ihe Sunday evening exhortations,

Iﬂe RK(IKE for he was a deacon, and began :

‘How would you
store, 'Bijah ?

like to keep

IILL,

FIIID At,

Now, if thera was anything in the
world I’'d had an ambition for, it
was to keep store ; I’d never ex-
pected any such good luck, though,
and | just stared at him, without ex-
actly knowing what he was driving

‘Beeause,” said he, ‘mother’n |
have talked it over. You’'re the
only child we've got to pervide for ;
you’ve been an obedient, dutiful son,
and the long and short of it is, if you
like storekeeping bettern’ fanning,
you can just pack your duds, go
down to York, buy your stock, and
begin for yourself.”

“Jeru—sha I said | jumping up
so sudden as to knock my chair over,

and cutting a pigeon wing ’fore |
stopped.

‘ Bijah,” said mother, mildly.
“don’t swear.’

‘1 didn’t come within gunshot of
swearing, mother. But what am |
going to buy goods with, father, I'd
like to know i’

1Casli, mv son.’

‘ Where s it to come from V

‘From a certain linen bag iu the
bureau drawer,’ said mother, speak-
ing before she’d thought, for she’d
meant to let dad tell the story.

‘We hain’t spent all we've made
in the last twenty year,” father went

on ; we’ve had your futur’ in our
eyes ; we’'ve—’
‘ Yes,' broke in the old lady again,

‘ I’ve had that futur’in my eye every
pound ol butter | churned, every
egg | laid up to carry to town. A
good many of them hard-earned
dollars were put in by me, my son-’

‘How much is there 1’ | couldn’t
help asking.

‘Guess,’ says mother proudly.

‘Two hundred dollars?’

*Two thousand,” said both of em’
in the same breath.

*Je—mima!’ hollered 1. cutting
another wing.
“And a hundred more,” went on

marm ‘that I've laid up myself to
pay your expenses to York and back.
And we have hired the store down
to the Four Corners, that Job Hig-
ginson has gone out of, and you'll
have the post-office with it, and
there’s great need of a store there,
folks say, and you’ll be sure of our
custom, at least, ’Bijah, and Aunt
Susan and a good many of the neigh-
bor’s. | shall buy all «iy 'malicoes of
you, and the kersimere for your fa-
ther’s pantaloons, and our tea and
groceries ; and you can trade for
my butter, which is always snatched
up ; and we’re sure you’ll do well
if you don’t go in debt, or trust too
much ; and | want you to bring on
some first rate tea, ’Bijah, and be
sure and don’t buy fadey calico.”
The old man had leaned back in
the chair, and let mother tell the
hull story, for the’d got started and
couldn’t stop, and when she was

through, he went in the keeping
room, and unlocked the bureau
drawer, and took out a bag. and
come in, and put it down on the
table and says.

‘There’s our birthday present,
my soon.’

Well, | hugged ’em both till they

was out of breath ; and | couldn't
help cry a little, as well as laughing,
and marm cried, of course, and we’
had a great old time, and | didn’t
sleep a weink that night. And that’s
how it happened ) was on the way
to York, feelin, about as contented
as human nature is ever allowed.

It vvas on a Tuesday | started.—
Wall, the Sunday night refore, |
concluded I’d try my luck with Kitty
Caraway. Id pietly much made
up my mind she favored Reub the
most ; but I knew the reason of it—
Reub’s father’s house was a two*
story brick, with a piazzar in front,
and he kept a farm hand lo favor
Reub, who lazed around, and he
had plenty of lime to bo perlite to
girls ; while tny lather’s house was
a stoiy and a half frame, and |
hadn’t no partic’lar time, "cept Sun-
days and evenings. | was better
lookin’ than Reub, and smarter by
long sight, and Kitty knew it, bu’
she thought | wouldn’t bo so well
off. Girls, as a general thing, are
mighty romantic, but the:r romance
allers settles on a new coal or a big
house, like a bee on a holly hock.—
Kitty hadn’t heard of the rise in life
I'd experience, and | calkulated once
on a good share of enjoyment in
letting her know of it at the right
time. 1put on my best suit, and a
dandelion in my buttonhole, for it
was too early for other posies, and
set out about sundown. When
come to deacon Caraway’s there
was Kitty, ali alone in the keeping-
room, looking considerable ashamed
of the mitten she’d give me, and
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prettier than ever, with blushing and
looking down. However, she soon
picked up her spunk, and began be-
ing as saucy as a spring wind. 1
didn't mind her independence much,
not even when she twitted me slyly
atjout,. the spellin’school and the
sugarin’ off, when she- accented all
Reub’s wax hearts and egg shells,
and none of mine. As it got along
towards nine o’clock, and | knew
the old lady would be calling out that
il was bedtime before long, | hitched
my chair close up to Kitty, and took
hold of her hand.

‘1’'m of age, now, Kitty, and I’ll
be ready to get married next UU ;
will you have me V

«'Bijah Beanpole, go long I

“Can you hiteh horses with me—
yes or no ?

+No, ol course not! | didn’t
s’pose I'd give you encouragement
to make so free.” And Kitty snatch-
ed awav lier hand, and flashed a look

at me out of her bright eyes that
wvas orfully bewitching.
« Wall, good-by then, Miss Cara-

way,’ says |, standing up and hold-
ing out my hand ; ‘you’ll at least
shake hands with me when I'm go-
ing lo be gone away so long V
‘Where arc you going,
Beanpole V
“On. toNew York to buy goods.”
‘Bny goods!” murmured Kittv.

‘Yes, ali sorts of fixings for my
new store. Didn’t you know | am
going to be a storekeeper—on my
own hook tool Father give me a
couple thousand dollars oil my birth-
day, to begin on, and the store’s
rented, and the sign painted ; you
ought to see the sign Kitty—

Mr.

ABIJAIl BEANPOLE
in great gold letters, on a blue
ground. It’s splendid. | s’pose il

aiut as pretty a name as Reuben
Lummins, but it looks very weil in
gold letters.”

‘1 didn’t know you was goin’
away, or maybe | shouldn’t hive
spoke so short,” murmured Kitty,
drooping towards me like a four
o’clock towards the sun. ‘How
‘ong will you be away, 'Bijah 1’

*Oh, two or three weeks. I'm
sorry j can’t pick out the wedding-
dress, Kitty. 1'd had an idea, that
lhe next time | went to York. Id
have a bride hanging lo my arm, all
dressed in white walking up and
down Broadway, and goin’ to the
Museum.”’

‘0, 'Bijah T she whispered, melt-
ing like maple sugar.

“1t’s right handy to be lhe wife
of a storekeeper—nothing to do but
to pick out the handsomest patterns
when the goods come. Always]
plenty of pearlash and tea, and white
sugar when company comes, and a
bridal tower to begin with.”

A pair of arms stole around my
neck and a pair of lips were turned
up in a dreadful provoking way.

‘1 don’t care the snap of my finger
for Reub Lummins, and | can’t see
what makes you throw him at me.

‘What colored calico do you pre-
fer, Kitty, pink or blue ?

* Oh, pink,” with a litlie sob.

‘How many yards of ribbon does
it take to trim a bonnet'!”

* Abou-bou-bout four, ’Bijah.’

‘You’ve got a breastpin, | see,
the one Reub Lummins gave you
last New Year’s.’

“It’s brass,” said Kit'.y, pulling it
out of her collar and throwing it
into the fire-place.

‘Did you tell me how many yards
of white mull 1’ says |I.

‘*What fori’ in a whisper.

‘Tiie wedding-dress.”

‘ Well, ’Bijah, if you must know,
| s’pose about ten. yard wide, will
make il. Swiss mull, recollect.”

It’s a wonder | did recollect, con-
siderin’ what came next. 1 ain't a
going to distress my own feelings
studying what Reub Lummin’s was,
when he heard | was goin’ to York,
and seen me kiss Kitty in the face
of the crowd, at the station. | rec-
kon il’s altogether probable he gave
her up, in spite oftlie pillows in ftonl
of the two-story brick.

“ Fee! happy V asked a fellar,
sitting on tho seat in front of me,
with a pair of moustachers sharpen-
ed to a point, and kid gloves on.—
He’d been siltin sideways and ayed
me lor some time.

«| reckon | do, stranger. | feel
too happy to contain myself. | feel
like a thrashing machine when the
wheat’s out ; and if you’ll oblige me
by stepping out on the platform to
the next station, I’ll set myself in
operation.’

He pretended to smile, but was
evidently sceart, and subsided into
about a dozen little finified capes
that he called an overcoat, and re-

= ttc
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Imained there lill;<.he got an excuse
for taking a seat in another car.—
It’s a free country ain’t it, where a
feller can’t grin when he's enjoying
himself, without being taken up for
it-! | sot out with the intention of
having a good "igie, and included in
the bill was the"privilege of larfing'
as much as | wanted to. Now I've
never been troubled with being bash-
ful, like so many country boys.
calkilate to keep my eyes open, and
if I can find out what | want by
asking questions, | generally ask a
few. Some people, so stiff and sot
up that they can’t answer a civil
question, calls me inquisitive, as if tt
wasn’t desirable to be of an inquir-
ing turn of mind. [I've found out
pretty much all I know in that way
—easy and cheap.

There was some very obliging
little boys come round in the cars
and gave us picture-papers to amuse
ourselves willi ; but just as 1'd get
interested in ’em, they’d come along
back and take ’'em away. We was
tearing along tremenjously, about
three o'clock in the afternoon, when
all of a sudden the engine gave a
yell, and we pitched into the dark
quicker’n no time. What had took
place was unknown to me ; | couldn’t
see, ind there vvas such an awful
crashing and roaring | could’nt ask
anybody. | didn’t know but the
engine had pitched into the Black
Swamp, and was making downward
for a place I’'d always been warned
against to go. | held my breath and
grabbed hold of the rim of my hat
and you’d better believe | felt nowise
unwilling when | saw a streak of
daylight ahead. In a minute more
we was all right.

‘What’n thunder was thatVv |
made free to ask of a person on the
next seat, who sal there looking as
cool as a cucumber.

*That (* said he, as if surprised,
‘oh that’s a great bore.’

“1 should ralhcr think it was,’ said

“My hair stood up so | had to
hold my hat on. I'm glad there
wern’t nobody hurt. | was afraid
my hat would get smashed. | set
great store by tiiat hat.’

‘1 should think likely,” replies he,
‘you seem to have had it some time.’

‘Going on five year. It’s my first
hat and only. However, I calkilate
on getting a new one when | get to

York. I’'m going down there to
buy goods. Can you tell me what
tavern 1'd better put up all |

don’t want none of your common
affairs. 1’ve got a hundred dollars
to pay bills, and | want none of your
cheap taverns. | want to tell the
folks when I get home that I’ve seen
the elephant.”

‘Theie’s several I could
mend. though maybe hone ol them
would be quite good enough. The
Fiith Avenue is tolerable, and the
St. Nicholas is quite respectable ;
perhaps llie latter would answer
your purpose as well as any. It’s

recom-

,jconvenient to the business part of

the city.’

As he was accommodating about
answering, | spent a very pleasant
two hours asking him about one thing
or another, and finally it got dark
and | fell asleep, and when | waked
up we was in the depot to the city.
Il was going on eleven o'clock; 1
felt dizzy with my long ride, and as
sleepy as if 1I'd been sitting up a
courting. 1I'd had nothing to eat
since an airly breakfast but a cold
boi’ed eg” and a dozen doughnuts
mother out in my pockets ; but the
idea tiiat | was actually in the great
metripolati waked me wup protly
thoroughly. | followed along with
the rest.

“1f you want the St. Nicholas
coach, there it is,” said the person
who’d been so accommodating in
answering my questions. *Good-bye,
Mr. Beanpole, | wish you much suc-
cess in your search after the ele-
phant, and that you may leave New
York witli as good an opinion of it
as you had whon you came into it.'

‘Good-bye, stranger,” said I, shak-
ing hands with him. 1 shan’t for-
get your perliteness in answering
a few civii questions.’

1squeezed into the coach with a
couple a dczen more, and had the
privilege of looking at the coat col-
lar of a fat man who had planted
himself on my knees during a pain-
ful and protracted ride of three
quarters of an hour, so that I didn’t
get much idea of the town, though
it was nigh on to as light as day.

When wo got out, 1saw we was
in front ofa big while stone tavern,
considerable larger than | expecled.
1 went with the rest into the bar-
room. and writ my name in the book
with a flourish that showed 1 wasn’t

ashamed of it. There ain’t a more
raising family in our part of ther
country than the Beanpoles, and I'd
given wrtttn"” lessorts to ‘a whole;
class of boys in the deestrict school j
so | made a good big B, and finished
off the pole with a quirlien that did
me credit. The clerk smiled when
he examined it. | was too sleepy
to care about supper, so I was took
np about forty flight of Stdiiv, tiH 1
finally stopped and £sked ttffrbo” if
he calkilaied 1 wanted to go lo the
next world ‘cause I'd come to York
for aspell. “Here’s your room, sir.” says
he. I confess | was disappointed to be
turned into a little room no bigger than
the spare bedroom to home, when .it was
snch an all-fired tremendous big house out-
side. 1 was follered by my “trur.k and
umbrellar, and was glad enough to lock
the door and go to bed. | felt uneasy
about my money, which 1°d carried in two
inside pockets mother had sewed in the
lining of my coat. ‘If any of them
rogues get in here I’ll play them a trick,’
thinks 1. So | took my pocket-book, with
some cents and quarters in ic, and my sil-
ver watch which hadn’t gone lor several
years, and put ’em conspicuously on the
chair, clus to the head of my bed, while |
tucked away my two thousand dollars be-

tweeen the tick and the bolster, and fell
asleep so sound that | never waked up
till long after broad day light. Wall |

found my watch and pocket-book safe, put
on my clothes, brushed my hair slick, took
a look out at the window and saw a biick
wall, and amused myself pulling a tossel
twas a hanging close by. ’Twasn't long
till a knock came to the door. 1 opened
it and saw a nice little feller; | thought
he .night be the tavernkeeper’s brother.

(To be Continued.")

ADOUt coi.ons.—Let the wise

men of Rcience say what they will,
there are only three primitive col-
ors, viz: red, yellow, and blue.—
Black is no color at all.  White isa
combination of all colors. Green,
orange, violet, etc., are but combina-
tions of these primary colors. So
says common sense, whatever phil-
osophy may say to the contrary.—
Colors are like tones on the ear, de-
pend for their character on the force
of their impression upon the retina

of the eye. This is why the blind
man said scarlet was, to him, like
the sound of a trumpet; for the

greatest force of color-impression on
the eye is scarlet, and the least is
blue. Green—a composition of yel-
low and bluo—is the medium force;
anj hence it is the most universal
color throughout Nature. Itisaco-
lor, by the way, which the photo-
graphic art cannot reproduce at ali.
Blue, under the photograph, comes
out white,but still can be chemically
developed, they say; but green is
obstinate (most ‘green ’things aro
obstinate,) and, like Lady Macbeth’s
blood-spot, wil! not ‘out” by all the
persuasive known in chemistry. It
seems ridiculous lo say that vve hear
colors, as well as sounds ; but prac-
tically we do, though the usual or-
gan of hearing js not employed for
the purpose. . these seeming in-
consistencies to us would be consis-
tent enough if we only had that in-
finite wisdom, in the eyes of whom
all is harmony because all is
understood.

Long Time Ago.— Nothing can be
more interesting to our judgment
than an opportunity to examine tha
houses, utensils, ornaments,domestic
conveniences, etc., of a people who
lived two or three thousand years
ago. How such an opportunity
carries the mind back to past ages,
and bids it revel in scenes and ad-
ventures for which we can find no
counterpart now-a-days! The ex*
cavations at Pompeii, in Italy, afford
just such aluxury. We have gazed
for hours at the unearthed relics of
antiquity on the site of that once
great city, and those relics are so
numerous as to satisfy the most ex*
citing curiosity. But they have re-
cently been increased, we see, by a
new discovery ; for a mill, in an ex*
cellent slate of preservation, has
just been dug out, and within it has
been found not only a great quantity
of corn, but an oven containing
eighty-one loaves of bread partly
baked. What a spectacle for a phi-
losophic eye ! Here is the very kind
of bread the Pompeians used to eat
A.D. 79, or nearly two thousand
years ago! Here is the shape of
the loaf placed upon their tables!—
Here is the grain from which, when
ground, tho loaf they ate was made.
And here, too, is one of the mills in
which they pulverized the grain for
the purpose ! Could anything bo
more wonderfully suggestive ?

Nol long ago, a youth, older in wit than
in years, after being catachised concern-
ing the power of Nature, replied, ‘ Now, |
think there’s one thing Nature can’t do.’
—*“What is it, my child?’—*She can’t
make Bill Jones’ niouth any bigger with-
out setiin’ his ears back.’

No Objection to Terms,—The landlord
of an hotel at Brighton entered in angry
mood the sleeqing apartment of a boarder,
and said, * Now, sir, | want you to pay
your hill, and you must; 1 have asked you
oflen enough; and I’ll tell you that you
don’t leave my house till you pay it!
‘ Good,” said the lodger, ‘just put that
in writing—make a regular agreement of
it; I’ll stay with you as long as I live !

The Chinese have a saying, that an un-
lucky word dropped from tne tongue can-
not be brought back by a ?oach and sin
horses,



