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A PRAYER IN SUMMER.
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"We worship Thee, Spirit of Love and Power™>
- Amid the glofies of the Bummer Ume, . -
From mount and doll, 1%m forest-glon o¥fd bower,"
Como whisperings fraught with wisdom's lore sublima,
Tho leaping Walers, the deep, azure sky,
Enfold Thy glory-~give Thy love's reply.
Father, *noath the Summeralr . -
. Bow Thy children’s hearts in prayer]

‘Wo worship Thoe, Bpirit of Lovo and Truth!”
Soul of the Beautiful, tho Grand and Froo!

With all the ideal longing of first youth .
. For the velled splonders of futurity, ST
W worship at Thy wildwood's hidden ehrine,
And drink of . knowlodge st & fount divine.

8pirit! ’ricath tho sunlight thero
Bows th' adoring soul In prayer} = -

’
R

Tho woary soul bathes in the Bummer rays
Of Joys supernal ; freed from carth's alloy,

It socke Thee in the world-aparted ways
Of eoliwudo dud peaco; there wakes tho lyre,
Tospending to tho heart's intenso desire;

‘Boul of tho Universe! ablding there,
Wo bow to Theo in cesticy of prayor!

‘We worship Theg, Bpirit of Love and Peacel
Tho tokens of thy bounty fiil tho'world
‘With wealth and beauty ; enrth’s dire phantoms cease
To haunt its hemes; tho Bannor is unfurled;
It waves from mountain height and turrot spire—
‘With Proedom's watchword bids the soul aspiro.
Ali-Mereiful | boneath Thy. fostering caro
‘Wo yleld tho Inoense of respounsive prayer!

‘Wo worship Thee, Spirit of Lovo and Life |

o bask in.sun-rays from the Etornal Heart.
Thoe angel smilos amid tho worldiy strife,

.
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And leads the woary, wandering soul apart . '+ s
From thorny pathst=from suffering and pnlﬁ;"_‘r. . '
Unto tho realms of Bummer's endiess reign, ‘- ot

Tnspirer | tho sweet flow'ret's breath—thdnir— . '
Thrilis our spirits with tho might ef prayer!

‘We worship Thee, Bpirit-of all that 11
Fathor and Mothgr of all worlds that bei ;
The earth’s deep reveronce and the soraph's bliss,
fFho ocenn's anthoin and tha gongstor's gloo, .
The muele of the chiming spheres, at) Thtno—
Soul-offerings nt Thy all-pervading shrine.
.Infinite §plrit! Thou art ever whoro
Tho heart-strings quiver 'neath the breath of pl:nyerl

PHILADELPHIA, June 5, 1858,

 Splendidy  Bomunee!

Written for the Banner of Light,. !
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THE TWO __QRPHANS.

_ BY MRS, ANN E. PORTER.

CHAPIER VL
«They take relliglon in thelr mouth,
Thaey talk of mercy, grace aud truth,
For what¢—to gle tholr malice skouth .
Oun somo puir wight." —Burxe.

It was o fino Scptember morning. The sky was
cloudless, élfe air sweet with- the perfume of ripen-
ing frui'ts, and the woods gloricus in their nutpmn@l
foliage, which one or two. slight frosts had tinged }
wWith crimson and gold. S

! .

Mr. Spicer's white houso, (very white indeod, it |,

was, with its fresh coat of white' paint, ‘and very
green, too, the blinds, for the pale painter had not

 spared his stook of gay Parjs-green in painting them,) |

looked as if it were deserted, for jt was closely shuf
up, nor & door or window stood -open.; nothing indi |
cated that life within had auy symipathy with thoy
rich lifo of nature without. There was o small yard
in font, but no vines twined about the door.way,|
and no shrubbery clustered beneath the windpqu!'_gg
was seen insido tho white paling, There were two
maple trees well trimmed, and -their trunks white.
washed, an improvement, Mrs, Spicer thought,tipon
the patural browy which the Great Artist ohoso as
contrast to the green foliage, The grass was
froshly cut, and the stone walk lending to the front

- 1ooking anxiously at this mother, not daring to move

| ¢ "# Come, Johnnie,” said his uncle, * tho grays' are
rimpatient—they like stirring this morning, as well as
-1 the rest of us,” ' , :

"o May I go, mother?” snid the litt}e fellow, in & | -

{ M. Bewall, glancing with o .compassionate look  at

|\ anybody step inside of it.” -
© @Oh, the®, it -is best to 'scrub away. Ready,

The Bewalls are o queer sot; just beonuso-Jerty is
“I'going away, the old folks must act like boys and

-] declare.the glory of God.’ !

1 broken jar, and the mass. of jelly upon the ficor.

.foﬁhhié ' h!{d dropped his rﬁbbing oork, aﬂd'_ wns'I

until he had obtained hor permission.

low volce, .
* Yes, I supposo so, if your uncle wants you.” .
- Johanie Was jot. long in putting on’his olean
olothes and smoothing his soft, brown hair, ~
# And is ‘this the girl that you gent for 7" said
the half-defamed and homely Martha. - . -
4 Yes,” snid Mrs, Spieer. . . .
.“Well, Jet her go,too; young folks must have
some morry days ; there is plenty of room.” -
. Mértha did not stop' her work, neithor did-she

" “Why, Mr. Sewall, I could n’t think of it—there’s
80 muoh work to do. The Sewing Society meets here’
in two or.three days, and I waut to put my housoin
ordor: * 1t Jooks 80 now that I am ashamed to have

Johnnie ?'. Goed morning.” . .
«1 never did see anything like it ! said Mrs,
Spicer, s the spirited greys trotted away, with their
heads up, and their bright harness glittering in the-
sun. % How in the name of common senso that
family can waste their time gadding about the
woods, and carrying their dinner, too, I don’t sce.

girls, and go romping in tho woods! I’d rathor eat
my _ineuls under a decent roof, than beneath the.
open sky.” :

#Perhaps they like to look at God's works some-
times,” snid'Martha. The Biblo says, ¢Tho heavens

-Mra. Spicer.dropped hor scouring-cloth, and looked
at -Martha in porfect astonishment. It was the
longest specch which she had made sinoo she came,

< s Moctbow; v WIGE W RIBLR (Seriptute; Fau’
must come to Mr. Spicer or myself to explain it to
you. For the future, do n't think David was talking
about the sky when he wrote that pussage. T aint’
o it likely good old David went gudding about the
woods, and spending his time gazing at the sky.
Now, mind your werk, and see if you can finish those
tins before dinner, 1am going Into the stord-closet
to clean, If the baby wakes, you may bring him to

me.” . ‘
Martha made no reply, and was working in a slow,

don’t-care way, when she heard Mrs. Spioer’s voice
in loud exolamations. . S
" uMartha, come here, quick 1” , .
Martha obeyed, but at her usual gait. -
wSee there,” said Mrél ‘Spicer, pointing to the

«Do you know who did that ?”

" «I never saw it before” said Martha, about to*
return to the kitchen. .

uBtop, girl, net 80 fast. I know someboedy has
been here, for the door wasn’t fastenéd ; some one
put the key in the lock, but it did n’t catch, for the
door was n’t shut close.* I will look and seeif the
key is in its usual place.” " o .

In vain Mrs, Bpicer-scarched her drawers—no key
was to bo found, and her temper, which had with
diffioulty been ‘estrained, now rose to fever heat..
«Tt is clear somebody has.taken the koy tp the.
closet, and “whoeser hos, had better - confoss: it, or
they will' suffer the consequencca; ~ Now that jelly
has been there for six months, and, until you came,
has mot been disturbed. . Now tell mo the truth—
havo you been hero? Now' stop before you think.
1f I ontoh you telling a lio, I'Il keep you all day, and
night,’ too, in the little dark cellar,on bread and
v'vater,.” N . i ‘ . o
.. Not a'mnscle of Martha’s face ‘moved, nor.could
the least emotion be discovered in- her face, as she
distinetly and - slowly said—+ I have never been {n
your closet, ma’am.- N T
Mrs, Spicor crosgexamined her, bnt could elicit

the brass knooker shone 8o bright_ that-one almost
fanoiel 1 it could speak, it would say, « Hands off, I
am ‘cleaned to be looked it Perhaps Mr. Bewall
fanoled it did thus spoak, for, as he sprung from his

stood at the gate, he did not wait for ceremony, but
s#alked in, and not finding any one in the front part
of the house, mado his way to .the back kitohen.
Mrs.- Spicer was_ cloarlng ‘cupboards, Johnnie was
goourig knives afd forks, and Martha was gorut-
bing tins, - -,

- é@Good morniig, Mrs. Bpicor,” his .xioh, mnsical

« How do you all do, this fine day ?” "

u As well a3 we can be, with go: ‘m'uplrx hard work
to do. 'The hot wonthor and fiies do make such work
‘with & house, it keeps & woman oloaning 'gll the
time.”‘ : B ‘ N ‘ ; Rk

s Well, well, put by your work for to-day; aud join
usin our pienic. Our family are “gotivg"to Bocth

-Grove to take dinner, and we would like 1o have 'y'gu
Jjoin us, Tt is Johnnie's birth-dny, you. knew, and
Jorry is going to leave, ug’ 8o soon that we thought
we-would improve th'ls. fine day, Qnd"‘sge“_ho_wl huoh
ploasure we can take in the flolds aud woods? !
WO, dear! Mr. Sewall, I iad no time for such
things ; and If ' did, T should n't enjoy {i—taking

' dingor out in‘the woods with snakes, tonds and all
such things? . Uk
. wiat you ‘can’ spare the children, I kuppoio?

' Coige, Johnnle, run and dress up ;. where is Billy?”’

Tothing more than the “same Témark Tepeatéd—H T
have not been to your oloset.” She thorefore sent
her back to the kitohen, thinking she should solvo
the mystery when the ohildren returned, - -

William oame home bofore long, and was summbned
to & privato conference. . C :

» Have you searohed her’ roomt ‘for the key 2 he
asked. _ . ' .
Why, no, child, I did not thin‘kAof thot—it is
very strange I did not. Well, 'go and dress yourself;
and run down to' Beech‘ Grove. Unole Bewall’s
family are having a pio-nio, and you will be in time,.
‘I guess, for tho dinner.” T

Martha was still sorubbing -at- the tins when Wil-
Jfom pnsscd through-the kitchen, co :

"« Going o' the Grove, Martha ; I'll bring you home
some oake,” - o .

" Cake do 'nt agree with me,” she‘answered drily ;
«laintused it 0
" «'Martha Gaggy,come hero!” orled o stern voloo
from up sfaivs, . S
" "Marths_obeyed, slowly, a3 bofore; Mre Spicer
‘stood, polnting ot the key in the wash-stand drawer.’
**  Now confess thiat you broke that Jar, or Il whip
You till the blogd runs.” - )
" *$When Marthia saw the koy, sha divined in a mo-
ment how it came thero—but sho merely roptied—*1
did ot go-to your oloset, and I did not put the key
there,” pointing to the, drawer. D

4 X 'tell yon thas it will be' better for.you to con-
ont of all liara” ...

Ly

| white, livid cirsle; heindull, brown:coyes glared ter-

raide Bor' eyes fo express her own wishes m the mat- |

you « mottiér; but all I 'can Safy 18- “})Om'sr must Subidue

| membor how he managed the little boy ho took out

choose to do so to-day, and 80 fphull not sy 1 opencd
your closet.” o LR
“ Go down into the oo!lar, you deceitful hussey !
... Martha again obeyed diveotions, but she was hard-
ly thero before her mistreas;;whose step was the
quicker.: , RS
“ And 80 you hid away that key in your own room,
that you might ipdulge your': appetito at leisuro?
Pretty return yougare making to mel You forget
thatI took you naked and homeless.” B
For'the first time emotion- was visible in Martha’s
face. She was pale, and around her mouth was a

;rihly for an instant, but she made no reply.

i Confess, aud T'll not punish you,” said Mrs.
Bpieers” o,

« 1 have nothing moro to say;” Was all tho answér
.she received. " Mrs. Spioer raised the whip, and was
about to strike, when Martha sprung, threw her long
arms around her mistress, ahd forced the whip from
hor hand. Mrs. Spicer was 1ike a child in her grasp.
She dared not venture the experiment again, but re-
solvod that her husband’s stronger arm' should in-
fliot the ohastisement.” ST

It was near ‘midnight” when Mr. Spicer, finding
that meithor his' blows nor hig-exhortatipns could
elicit any confession, permitted Martha to go to her
bed. But carly in the evening, when Johmnio re-
turned from the pic-nic, he stole down to the ccllar

oor and whisperéd—« Martha 72 : o
Jonnie, is it you?’ - _

*Yes, Martha ; did you break mother’s jar 7

#No, Johnnio—I wouldn’t tall you a lie any more
han I would an angel. - Bill did it.”

# Why do n’t you tell father 27

o Never I” . “

«Shall 19” .

«If you do I'll dever take the picture down again.”

Johnnio slippéd somo caudy and cako through the
dogr, but ho couldn’t sleep thinkinjs of Martha. No
punishment could elioit any confession from Martha
~-and Aunt Polly was called’at last. *~ consultation
upon tho subjeot. {Ja £ ‘

‘ T 5, .
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children’s wills, any way.”

#1 don’t know about this subduing the will,” said
her sister, Miss Betty, 1should say regulate thom,
or rather tench children who have violent tempers, to
control them. This is better than to govern by fear.
Now there is Mrs. Willis manages-her children to &
oharm when they are in her prosence. It is & word
and o blow with her, and they know it, and thoy oboy
with fear and trembling, ¢If a ohild said, I will, to
me, I would knock him down,” I have heard hor say,
and have seen her do it. Go intoker house, and her
little ones are like so many aytomatons, save that
they fove her as the oaptive m:}fl her tormenter, the
eat. But see those children away from hemeo!
gtars! how they behave! Thoy are like young gdlts
let out of pasture; yes, worse—Bedlam runoose.

en thero is Mr. Sewall’s family is just tho re-

orse. There is Simon, the red-headed one; he hes
an awfil temper, quick as & flash of lightning. 1.
have known him when a little fellow-to throw him-
self down in a_fit- of passion, and knook his head
about s if it 'were o stone, and he would actuall

foam at the mouth in his fury. : o

His. mother does not say & word to him till' it is
over, and then'she takes him alono-in her own room,

oalm tatks to. him about tho wickedness of indulging
Liis passions. He used to get angry Wwith the dog,
boat the cat and get vexed with the cows. DBut now
just look at him. -Hoe is fourtcen years old, and o
real gentleman, and they oall him the peacemakerin
gchool. His hair doesn’t look as red now, and T
really like the color, boonuse it-is. associated in my
mind with his goodness. ' Like all 'quiok-temporedl
muoh as to see how much his passion tried his moth-
or. e was subdued by love, and I think that is the
bestmethod” |
" wLa, Botty, how you tdlk! just as if all ohildren
could be managed in that way:" For my part, I
" have n’t-muoh-notion- of - this-* moral sussion.’.. We..
must havo the terrors of tho law thundered qutl
gomotimes, and this Martha is-a desporate hard |
oaso. Bhe’s got to bo subdued, and I guoss old Dr.
Norris’ punishment will suit bor case, Do you re-

of tho poor-house " -
~ «Managed him Jo death, sister!  Tho child died
in fits.” o e
« Fiddlestick! Tho fits were natural to him.- No-
body could dé anything to the ehild ° tor
took him. 'One of his punishments was to put the
child down collar, and throw watet upon him, ‘This
cured 1itd obstinnoy when nothing else would.”
This plan seemed to strike Mrs. Spicer very favor-
ably, and she dotermined to adopt it to wake Mar-
‘tha’s stpid conscience, o
Bat Martha, moanwhile, was_plotting . how sho
conld rouse another conistiende which’ sho know to
bo rather hardened, With some difficulty sho ob-
tained ‘a picco of phosphorus, and wrote certain
‘om lines pn the walls of ‘William’s bedroom,
Willkm was a saporstitious, child, ‘afraid of, the
dark, afraid of his own shadow, and in mortal fear
‘of ghosts, Whon ho went to bed that night, he first
stopped to’cat & few oarly apples which he hed
‘stolen from & neighbor, hiding othets under tho bod.
But soon after extinguishing his’ light, a soream
from' his ‘room rung through’ the ‘house. A tall,
ghostly figure, ll in white, scoméd to rise up Bt the.

", W6 huig gone fishiog” said his mother, *

LU S . ’ ’ e e

foss it—9il Kho the punlsling S
- T am-iricked encogh to tell & le, but I do ot

' "

people ho is affectionate, and nothing grieves him so .

*Confess your lio, or the Dovil wiil carry you off.”

I broke the jar! I broke tho jar!” he exclaimed,
whilo great drops-of sweat stood upon his face, and
his whole'body shook as }&in an ague fit. '

His father hastened to him with a light.

% Oh, fathor, whore 18 1t9 Did you see it? I
broke the jar! I broke the jar!”

“You rasonl,” said his father, «I suspeoted this
bofore; and you have been frightenod into telling
the truth. 'l whip you row as I nover whipped
you before.” ' S .

8top, stop, Mr, Spicer,”” said his wife, who had
followed her husband; « the ¢hild is sick.”

“Bick with' wickedness, I guess ; I'havo been won-
doring this very day how tho boy knew. so woll
where you would find the key. And ece. thore!
Look under that bed. ‘Those are Mr, Johnson's early
apples.  He was telling to"mo to-dny that somnébody -
had robbed his tree. No, you go down stairs, and
loave the boy to me” . - e

Mr. Spicer’s word.was law, and his arm strong, a8
William found to his cost. Bore and angry, but not
made better, the boy orept to bed, not daring to blow
out his light.

No acknowledgment was made to Martha —no
sympathy.expressed, save by Johnnie, for the wrong
done toher, T
"4 You nced n’t mind about it, Johnnie. 1 'm used
to pain and cold and hunger. I supposc I was made
to be knocked about,and starved and abused—I
always havo been, Iwould kill myself, only I sup-
pose I should bo just as bad off in another world;
they told mo so irf the Asylum, Tonds and snnkes
were mado hateful, you know, and so was I, and I
enn’t help being wicked and miserable.”

Poor Johnnie did not know how to answer, save
with tears. ‘

“ D'o ‘hush up, Johnnic; you’ll die and go to~
heaven, ono of theso days, and be a little angel, and
see your mother all the time; you are so gentle and

nard, tho alleged conspirator. The Emperor Napo-
leon himsolf was in reality on trinl, and fow in that
court but folt that tho despot dosorved the roughest
handling, when ‘they were oalled upon to remember
tho * thousands that he had sent to prison without
trial, and tho thousands more transported to tho arid
plains of Algiers, or to tho deadly marshes of Cay-
enno.” That English court boasted of their country
as the homb of tho exilo—that exiled kings, priests,
and nobles had found refuge there from oppression.
Wo admire the noble independence of this English
advocate, who thrust aside all the pomp and prido of
place which surrounds Napoleon, and bade him look
at himeelf as n man among men—as a usurper, who, *
in elevating himself, has crushied the happiness of
80 many, and paved his path to power with broken
hearts of brave subjects. T
‘But. thero is auothor country in Iurope where
despotism with its iron heel has crushed the masses
of the people for centuries ; and so firm, s0 powerful,
has been this pressure, that, save in one provineo,
there has been no organized resistance, and that was
guelled -by the strong arm of military power, till
sume of tho noblest hearts thutever breathed a prayer
for liberty were left dead ou tho battle-field ; othors
inmured in dungeons, ¢r banished as exiles. Of all
the despotisms in Europe, the government of Austria
has tho longest aud blackest record to be settled in
Heaven’s court of chancery. Wo kuow less of the

people are so theroughly subducd that thoy are al-
most hopeless in their submission, and are kept in
ignorance, that they may never know the freodom
whioh other countries cnjoy. Uutil Kossuth came
among us, we knew littlo of an Austrian prison, or
the storn cruelty of the government. Stung by tbo
oppress\%n of their tyrants, there arose many years

creed was revenge for the laund crushed by tyrauts,
and freedom of religious worship, Bad and design-
ing men havo no doubt beon numbered as members

good, and don’t feel spitoful as I do.when I am
Martha”

abused.”

?u‘; .uw:l_n:’!ﬁ'u we tfo..!.y w, 1 the people %ox.
cuﬁ'guod here on earth are going too. Yeur mother
is certain she is golng, and the man whe took my
dog from me and drowned it, belonged to tho church
—und the woman who took Lotty was called n
Christian, (but you do n’t know about /tlmt), and now
if I should go-to heaven they would despise the
homely, wickod little bound girl there just aa theydo
hore. No, no, Johinnie—pearly gates and golden
strects are not for mo.” :

#DBut the thief on  the oross, Martha, and poor
Lazarus—they arc both in heaven” .
#Yes, I have thought that all ovor, Johnnie ; but'i
guess Lazarus was good before he had the sores. Io
was n’t wicked—only sick and poor. Angels loved
him because he was good; and tho thief—he was

‘pear to Jesus Christ, and suffered, with him. Now,
|

Johnnie, I have read all about Jesus Christ, and how
the lame, the sick, and all sorts of poor, suffering
people camo to him, and he never turned -away from .
them ; no, ho wasn’t afraid to touch them aud call
them ¢son, and *daughter” Now I know I shouid
have gone to him if I had lived there. I would have
crept up and touched the hem of his garment, just
ag.ono-poor-wonitn did who dared 1ot speak. Butl
oan’t pray. to him now that he is on the great,
white throne, all surrounded by angels. I would bo.

reads the Bible and prays with him, and when he is G:illing to bo crucified, if I could onco hear such

ind words spoken to mo a8 the SBaviour spoke to the
thief.. - Yes, I would n’t mind tho nails, if they
pounded o hundred into me. But Jesus is o great
way off from mo now. Once when a littlo baby sis-
tor died; T tried to pray. It was ip the cellar whero
wo lived years ago. I was kneeling in n corner; my
father came in, and when ho saw the, he kioked me
over with his foot. 4

« Nono of your snivelling here,’ said he; *go out
and beg, and if you do n’t brifig home faoncy, I'l
beat your crooked back for you.””

 But, Martha, you can pray now—and don’t.you
know you won’t bo a *little bound girl,’ if you go to
heaven. If you are good, you’ll be o beautiful an-

! gel there.”

w No, n6, JoNTaI6=ZHot 1f “thiy teld mo right~You~
géo, I was' thinking of it one day, and I asked the
matron of the Asylum if our bodies would all bo
raised at tho lnst day.’ - .

* «Why, yes,’ said sho—¢haven'tI taught you that.

before? . : S .
'« But, said I, ¢will they-bo tho same bodics 2y

. 1Yes; evory bone shall meot its fellow-hone ; they

{will be gathered up from the dopths of the sen, and

tho tops of tho hills, and the separate parts of every
body reunited, till they shall .be formed again as
they were before, The trumpet ghall sdund, and tho
dend ‘arise !’ : D & . "

. Now, Johnnlo, of course I'shall ‘ ugly and de-
formed thero, and nobody will know me. If I was
altered, then it wouldl not be me.”

Johnny was puzzled, and ‘determined to. consult
Unole Bewall. Ho always had some comfort for the
doubting and sorrowing.

' _Thot night, when Martha passed the door.of John.
nie’'s room, she: heard praying for her.,’a'ngl »
stopped o moment to listen, - - s :

i No use, no. use,” she muttered to ‘herself, and
went on. . :
| ., GHAPTERVIL' o

“ olitles, both st homo and abrond, Austrin has
mor{)ninlmlcggo tﬁ:'n an o:hol' State In Europe, iu suppress-.
{ng liberal opintons, an roslsting the o Mma of :l;o' :n.' .

‘Within tho pu;sft:,'fdw weeks, the l}e'utt of every
American has thrilled with pleasure at the elogtent

s

foot of his bed, and point to the words of fire on the'
"'&11;4—“ ) ‘ RS v L 14 ,_..'V‘.

| plea of Mr. James, of Esigland, in hindefenoé of Ber:”

|1 1ift my eyes, whero one star shines

of this society, but it has had also someof tho purest

he intel i D ., Tho Acst=inn
g%‘\*’é?’n%ﬂﬂ.!’ ?3‘.;““1‘.%“‘?.‘&.}5,“5‘?}’ meiuber of thi

socioty to etter its territory, ond whou one is found
there, death is the penalty. A few have found refuge
iu America. :

This explanation may assist a little in understand-
ing some parts of our story, for if Mr. Jumes oould
say of England, #it is tho home of the exile,” with
how much more forco may we claitn that houor for
Amorica ! .

But to return to our little exile, Alico. She was of
course invited to the pio-nic, a8 was. Ada Grace, who
was not Bo exclusive but sho could enjoy herself,
oven if the kitchen-girl was to be her companion.

« There, now,” said Mr. Sewall, whispering to his
oldest daughter, Lizzie—* is n’t mother happy ? She
has poor little Johnnie on one side, and Alice on the.
other. Every once in & whilp she strokes his hair

her a8 I have scen devout Cathelics guze at the pic-
ture of the Virgin Mary. 1t is Johnnie’s kingdom
come to get under tho shelter of Aunt Sophy’s wing.”»

« Father,” said Lizzie, * don’t you think Alico i8
looking better and prettier thau formerly 7"

« Yeg, she will, a8 the.story-books say, *blossom
juto benutiful maidenhood.” Whenever I look at her
1 do net wonder at the strange interest we have tak-
en in her, I wish she could be taken from her pres-
ent place.”’

time, camo and touched Alice, and whispered in hor
car— ‘

¢ Did you bring,the letters ?”

« Yes, you may be suro { did not forget them.”

# Woll, there is a nioc placo in the shade where wo
will be ali by outsclves, and wo can read them at lei-
sure,”

Perhaps my readers will like to follow, and learn
more of Alice’s parents, and if so, we will llsten
while she reads :— :

. Ox poanD sHiP * EspERANCE,” JaN. 18,

My Diki-Wire—A few hours only have passed
since I bade you adicu, and kiseed with a sad heart
the soft oheek of our child. And though wo nre hut

weak heart, that would fain linger in sight of some
tall spire or oheerful light-house, something on which

our oyos too can gazo. Each wave, as it rises with
its curly erest,scems to be forming another link in the
swlengthening ohain® which - binds, but parls us_too,
When I last stood as & traveler, upon o ship's deck,
you and littlo Alico were by my.side, and we had
many pleasant hours ; those moonlight nights, when
we sat upen thg silent deok, our child asleep, and we
breathing the 48ft air, looking upwards to the image.
of the infinite, and blessing God for love and free-
dom.- Now, how different! The air is cold and
keen—a gray mist is settling down upon us, and:T
feel as if it broodod over my own spirit too; 8 senso
of undefined danger, & fear of coming misfortune’
opprosses me. 14t mo not yield to it. Iam sivotig:
in the consclousness of doing right, and though I go
back to Fatherland o prosoribed and dangemus
man,” nocording to the terms of the governinéut pa-
per in Vienna, yet I go on a pious mission. Burely

moments of an aged gnd griefstricken father. No;.
no'; I look up to tho fing at the mast-head, bearing
the sweet word * Esporance,” and 1 hope ; higher yot,

the mist, and I trust. Blessed bo God for that faith
which is now an anobor to my soul. You, dearest,

* | were the angel that with goldon key opescd the door?
You led mo- -

and gavomeo this glimpse of heaven.
from tho cold, cheerloss valley of scepticism to the;

ehild n tho samo way.
know what it i8 to doubt tho holy truths of the Bible.

at. the foot of Jesus, than what - the oalls &

yoasoning, oavﬂ!lng." .

oppression there, in our own country, because tho .

ago tu Italy, o secicty called the Carbonari. Their |

aud calls him her darling, and the child looks up to -

1annah, who was never in ono place long ata -

fow* leagues - from - shofe,-yot- we - go-to0-fost for my———— -

-| they wilt not wolest a son who goes to soothe tho last .

aintly, through. *

clear, sunny heights of - Beulah! Lead our dear .
‘T wish she might never -

I would rathor she would ever bo like Malr!, sitting
Wor, .
wgtrongminded woman,” an intelleotual 'Amazoh, -

ot
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ey SAVETCA. £08Y - chain,-Mra, Sewall. was. resting from tho..

weel chnld' lnmiclpqte muach plensure in open-
lngs to her thp Jiidden wonders of acionce—Jn training
_‘her rich voice to make true melody, and teaching her
tho wonderful’ m,slerioa of natural sclence, Youg-
province must bo to mako bor like yourself. Lake

rself.  Yes, my highest ambltion for my da.ughter‘ .

15 that she shall be like her mother.

I hope, on my return, that you wijl have full lel- "

sure to devate yourself entirely to her,andmy great.
et trinl now is 1hat you must labor for your support -
while ! am gone. “Your skill in musiowill, 1 am con-
fident, secure yua more pupils, and 1am told-that in
Boston, efiicient teachers are apprecinted, and well
well paid. nuﬁrmn not be long before 1 ehall re-
turn, and my hi¥rt is never 80 brave, oy my arm so
strong. as when wrestling with the world, to win
gold for thos: dependent. upon me. .Gold! Dross,
worthless dross, in itself, but, oh! how I covet it for
the comforts it might command for my wife and
child. When [ left my father’s castle und broad
lands, enst nway my title as a worthless thing, nnd
all for the sake of freedom, and the hape of niding to
win it for my country, 1 little thought 1 should ever
value warldty comforts as | now do.

Nor dy'} value them so highly as to retract one
step I have tuken,  No, [ would rather be nn exile
in Awerica, to. Iln ¢ for my daily bread ina Jand of
freedom, than the tool of n despot, the pampered
minion of a we ll\ r\u!(llllll llll)lllll‘(.h

But, gl night. my dearest.  lo-morrow 1 will
write more, and will daily talk wuh you whilesthe
voyage lusts.”

Then fullows a journal kept at” gea, more interest
ing to Aligo than our readers. We will omit it
-One letter remained. This was stained with tears,
and worn with rending,

“ b'l\' Deanest Osp—My Wirg.—All my saddest
fears are realized, 1 am under urrest, and surronuded
by officers of ;.uuxnment commissioned to convey
me to pricon! | found my aged father upon his
death bed.  1le furgave what he called wmy yonthtal
indiseretions, (1 did not tell L that my manhool]
sapproved those deeds,) apd blessed me befare hedied,
Hix will be had revoked, if government does not
forbid, I gun inberit his estates. Butal s! Iama
captive, Without hope of respite orlife.  An Austrian
dungeon, anl a felon's death, but not a felou's erime,

arc mine. They |u riitted me to bury my hlhcr,
but seized me ax | refurned from his tomh?  Fare-
well, oh, farewell ! my wife, my sweet -chikl!  Fare-

well, the bles-ed light of heaven, the faces of loved
and loving fricnds?  Farewell to all of earth, but
freedum of thonght, and hope of a blessed immortal-
ity, and a reunion with my wife and-child, where
the wicked ceuse from troubling.  Gol give you
strength ! Gl give you courage, my dearest wife,
to bear this great sorrow and struggle with the world,
Go to your Lruther; be will cherish and —— My time
is out, they can give me no wore.  Well, let tyrauny
do its worst. my unfettered spirit seorns to sue for
merey at u despat’s hands. Farewell! oh, farewell !
my cherishod wife —dearest, now when the dungeon
am death pyrts us”? —

Alice read this letter with many tears, and when
she finizhed, Hannali drew the pale face close to ber
bosom, and said—+ Oh, Aly! [ love you better than

ever. You Yave a rich legacy in the memory of
your parcuts,  But do yon suppose your fatber really
died? Derhujs he was saved.”

“Nu, no, my mother used to call me her ¢ poor,
fatherless child’  Yon will not blame me now for
wizhing sometimes that 1 could go to heaven and be
with thent.  But 1 have been happier sinee | have
bad’ these letters and journals; when | am tired and
worried I rea I them over.”

o Awl this Lelps you o be patient 7°

“ Yes, thése :xnd my DBible.”

Whije the girls talked togsther.d ry and the
young Gerfman, Mr. Sehmty, in town,
making some arringements connec bed with the rail-
roud, were rambling over the woods,

“ Bewall,” said the German, rather coufidentially,
and in 4 low voice, * that Alice is a charming girl.
1 wish to edueate her. I have encugh, aud would n’t
it be benutiful to see the intellect expund itself, as
the body is likely to do, into beautiful symyyetry and
grace? . Aud, when educated, ——but | must nottell
my thoughts—though the truth is, the little fairy
has quite bewitched me. Do you see anything im-
proper in the plan? 1t is an odd notion, I know,
but-1 was thinking of doing it all.throagh your mo-
ther, and not ler ing Alice know who advances the
means. What say you?”

The evening shadows concealed Jerry's face from
his companivu. Had they not, his expreﬂg"lon and
answer might have been seen to be at variance.

“1 wish she might be taken away from Mrs. Shut-
tleworth ; but is n't the trith always best? “Et*her
know from yourself you wish to educate her, and then
there will be no unpleasant developments to nrake in
the future.”

¢ | believe you ave right, and I will write her a
note this evening.”

Jerry walked away, looking as-if hehad swn.llowed
s pill, aud it choked him.

The next Gay was Saturday. Now the Sewalls
roeverenced the customs of their ancestors, and, there-
, fore, this day was with them as with the Puritans, a
preparation day for the Sabbath. 1n tho morulng,
the large oven was well hoated and filled, and in the
afternoon the boiler full of hot water was made

: 1!\\-\ wnn*

ready. for the weekly ablutions of the children, and*

the clean clothies were laid out to be don'fied the nest
.morning. At sunsct, labor was suspended—the pot
of baked beans stood simmering in the still worm
oven, beside the huge loaf of bread, and the jar of
baked pears, while tho cleanly fresh look of every-
-thing within doors harmonized with the calm, sweet
tmlight without, -In her own room, seated in her

\ fatigues of the day, when a gentlo knock was heard -

.t her door, and in angwer to her cheerful *come in,’
Alios enteted,

“Come, my child, I know you havo somothing to
‘'say, by your loohs,—t.ell me all your troubles.”?

K There is n note that [ received this morning, and

~ Twant you to tell me if you think I have decided

right;"” ehe 8ald, whilo eho handed the followmg note
to Mra. Bewull' . '

My DEAR LITTTE Amcs—l?rom the Tetle whioh I
havo learned of your history, I know “your fatheris-
from Fn.t.herlnnd. I have leurned, too, of your'gﬂnls
—far uwuy om kindred and home, Let me be a;

+ brother to'you, and give me the privilege of o brother
in taking caro of you. You would, no doub, like an .
‘education, £nd I proposo to éend you for- four years
to H—— Beminary for young ladics. Give me your
- consent.to this plan, and wo will then mako definite

. arrangements 288 to the future, consultlng, of couree,

your friends, Mr. and Mra. S8ewall: .1 hopo you will -

assent o this plan immediately. .
_Your friend and brother, . Kum Scuxior, .
Mrs. Bowall read the note, and' thon 16oked earn.

 eatly at (Alice, as if she would’ read hor thoughu

The latier did not epeak. = .-

. «Well, my - ohild, this hvory genmnl in Mr.,
" Bohmidb! s 10
“ Yoo, | n'nm." R

homem 1pd iy =t -,l P
“I,mmt hsppy ehero. Mm Bewell."

“Isuppobe you wm bo ¢lld to lesve you} Brese t,

' Bupposed you would; hsve you nny doubt a,bout a0
chpting 6?7 !

“Yes, Mrs, Sowall, - Icn n't tell yon:'}
something:tells me it f8 not bost. - I wonld ralher
not be dependont on nny onc in that way. Perhops
I am wrong; and if 8o, will you tell mo 9"

Mrs. Sewall was surprised at the declsion of Alice,
and balf regretted it, for she longed to see her re-
Toased from her present bondage: * And yét,” she
#aid, »just g9 [ would lme a daughter of my own to
do in like circumstances.”
8he prowised to see Mr. Sohmide ‘hersclf, and tell
him how grateful Alice was for his kindness, and rén-
der her refusal ns gentle a8 posslble She kissed
Alice and bade her  Guod nlghe—God bless you, my
ehnld—p«.rhupﬂ a brighter future wili open before
)ou » ‘

Hannah mect Alice ns she camo out of her mother 8
room, and they spent some time in plhﬁnut chat,
forgdtting ll\lntcncss of thehour. The clock struck
cight as Alice started for home~—her old path agross
the field. 1t was a bright, moonlight evening, and
the walked slowly, half sad at her decision, and half
pleased with herself that she was able to wake it
The crooked elm was about half way, and Alico al-
wost alwnys stopped a woment there.  But sho was
surprised, and a little startled, at this time, to see
tho spot already occupied;nnd was ubout muking a
cirenit when o familinr voice snid—* 1t is only Jerry
—come, sit dowu a moment. 1 aw taking.amy leave
of this plensant spot.”

In the valley lay the furm-house, vrlth its cluster
of barns in the rear; it was a large, old fashioned
farw house, painted a light stone color. Two tall
poplar trees stoud at the gateway, while nearer the
houé n venerable elm threw the shadow of its giant
branches over all the south-western side. Cherry
trees, climbing roses and a variety of ornamental
trees ang thruhbery ncearly filledthe remaining space.
The l.nr;:c Kitchen garden behiid the housé, and the
thrifty orchard beyond, were also to be scen from
where Alice sat. | Jerry's fuce wore a very sad ex-
prusion s he looked round and repeated :

« The orchard, the meadow, thgdeep, tangled \\llduood +
And every loved spol which iny infancy knew.’

I cannot leave them without regret, perhaps I should
be wiser not to leave themn at all; but Alice, I want
to sce something of the world—to be other than |
am now—to do something worthy ofn man.”
Alice smiled. !
13 that wrong, Alice ?” .
« No, Jerry; I was thinking if I'wpre o man I should
feel thus,.”

Jerry wwas only half pleased ; he had hoped to hear
sonte cnl\Qg_ion of regret at Lis-absence.
« I shall not see home for some years, Alice. The
gentleman who employs me will go to Burope before
long, and wishes me to accompany him:  We go to
inspect some railronds and steam boilers.”

Alice's blue eyes sparkled.

* Oh Jerry ! how delightful!  You will cross the
ocean ; once, I believe, I crossed it. I cannot retnein
ber it, but 1 think it must have been very pleasant

will be better than remdic 2 a hook.”

a letor fom over the ocean.’

when I learn to write well enougly, I will answer it.

I am taking lessons of Hannah now.”

 Alice, I'nin sorry to leave you at Mrs, Shuttle-
worth’s ; something better will turn up for you, I trust.
Perbaps you will leave Mupleton before | return 2”

#1 am afraid Mrs. Shuttleworth will go to Boston,”
said Alice.

« You will be sorry to leave Mapleton 2

“ [ shall be sorry to lu\ve your famnily,” said Alice,
« they are so kind to me.

“W¢ have all learned to look upon you asa slsu:r,
Alice, and this remiuds me of a little gift I brought
here to-night, thinking you might return home this
way. —Lmade it for you, and hope you will like it,
though it is one of *Jerry’s notions’ ‘as our folks
sny.”

It was a little work-box, very ingeniously made of
rose-wood. with various compartments, and finished
with great skill and taste. Alice was delighted and
expressed her joy with alt the eagerness of n happy
child. Of course Jerry was pleased and delighted—
“but,” he said to bimself, #she’ll throw this aside
when Schwmidt sends her more costly presents ”” Poor
Jerry; the very incident that opened a path to busi-
ness for him, had taken away his little friend. The
cducated, nccomplished German was too formidable
a rival for the rough codhtry boy, so ho walked home
with Alice and bade her good*bye, with o sad heart,
blaming herself all the time that ho.could not rejoice
in her good fortune. Alico, meanwhile had gone to
her chamber and kuelt down to thank Geod: for the
kind friends Ile hnd raised up for her. A happier
worshipper did not egter the little meoting-house
than Alice the next day, and if she felt sad at Jetry’s
departure, the sndness-was tempered with "plemiure

for mechanical knowledge.

She was sure Jerry would bo a famous man some
day.—She thought of-him-n-good-deal-that day;-even
to tho neglect of the sermon, though that could be no
fault of the ‘preacher, who was young and tnlent.ed
and just settled in Mapleton, and of course populnr
with old and young.  Fortunately her Sabbath School
lesson had been learned tho week before.  But n word
about anleton meeting honse, to which we have not
et introduced the reader.. With a spirit of - olassifl
cation, too common Nas! in more aristocratic tem-

But a8 the barber was the only ocoupant of the latter,
his little girl # Cynthy ” was classed in the’ Sabbath |,
8ohool with Martha (Gage and Aliee, abd - Aunt Betty]
Wood was installcd as toacher. But sho had no eoon-
er accepted ber office than Hannah Bewall, who in
herited & good deai of her father's independence with

by Cynthy, . ' ! L
“ May I bo in your olass, Mlss Wood 7” ’ ’
“ Yos my dear, glad to see you” -

u Ugh 1" whisperéd Martha to Alice, edging s.ufu'
88 she could ‘fromx her  colored’ olussmeto, “Ido n't
want to eit by o nigger Prr -

. wOhshefsa niee lmle glrl » euld Aheo—“ and
very neat” - _ . ed
-4 But she's a nigger, though . S

n

3

whm teeth, a8 He,nnah seated herself She feu quite
onored. ‘

ing Boripture verbailni., The book of Job lisd

Met\le}suhow'you ‘oould’ bé »
/o)et ‘am;hmu thepiupoot’of .qﬂ.w,' I

M ‘_Alltheohn were ldrprhed'

that ho had now the opportunity to gratify his taste

ples, there was the “poor pew,” and the nevlored pow..|:

her mother’s bcnevolenee, cameo and’ sented herself |-

OJMhy showed the whites ‘of her eycs, and hor

1+ 1 thought I would go out,
Thoy had the good, but slmost obsoleto onstom- of @

gone thropgh Yhe book, had timo permittcd, ‘bug! her

A“Q Ol)lmpcn
your beart by troubled ye bulieve in God, beheve 'also.

perfiime and beauty.

exerolses.
- Ol Ilenrned thefn long ago at ‘the Asylnm'
We' were; -made; to learn na]xptcr in the Bible as o
pumshment, ,whenever we did wrong, and 1 hs.d 8
good many‘ts: lenrn, of course.” :

* A gentle punishment,” said Alice.

“ Well, I.don’t think we liked the Bible any better
forit. Aren't you an Asylum girl 2”

“No,” snid "Aljco, 1 wish 1 had been; I havo
beard about themn in Boston, and what good care
they took of orphan children.” - R

“ Yes, you'd like it—you ure just the sort; pretty
girls, with soft blue eyes, get ulung well enough, but
I was n’t bappy.?

“ Why not ?”

1 did n’t like the exhibition, for one thing. “We
were taken to some church, all dressed - in uniform,
and placed where we could bo tcen by overybody.
Then Dr. B, or seme other distinguished wminister,
preached a sermon, and then we all stood up and
were addressed- by the miuister, who told us how
much we were indebted to the goul lndxes who had
taken ns from thc‘pdverty and filth of our wretched
homes, and taught us to be useful and virtuous. It
was all sport to-the pretty girls, and they would
look snfiling and happy, but I was so tall, and awk-
ward, and homely, that they always put me back,
and out of sight as much as possible; yet I was
scen, and only to' mortify them, The lady mana-
gers took the girls for house servants when they

and I was kept on ‘hand, liko a picce of damaged
goods, ready for the ﬁrst bidder.”

“Why, Martha, [ know you are good help; you
can do a great deal of wark.”

4T have done g great deal; just look at my hands;
don’t they look like elephant’s feet beside your little
puws? DBut thoy wero large before I wentcto tho
Asylum, aud no -wonder. We lived in a cellar in
Ann street. My father and mother used to drink.
Did you ever live with anybody.that drank rum ?”
Alice thought of » Nap,” as he was now called,
and how he looked after his midnight sprees, and
she felt sick at heart; but as her companion did not
wait for an answer, she went on.

“ Why, Alice, when 1 't more than four years
old, iny father and mothtr ould be, ail day, dead
drunk upon the floor, and I took care of the baby as
well s 1 could.  Sometimes when there was nothing
to eat in the house I would tuke her and go out and
Log, :The first cent I received, 1 always spent for

to me, for whonever I saw the water, or the vessels milk to feed the baby, for if I did n’t, father would
cowing in and going out, when wo lived at Boston, 1 t

longed to step o board.  And then you will see in 1
the old world so much that we love to rcad anboat. a
You will write it all to 3our sister, | Buppose, and itf,

ake it for rwm. I wasp't always quite as ugly as
am now. Oneday my father came homo drunk,
nd was going to beat ny mother who was sick; I
un between them to prevput him, when ho seized
 and wn fhe stone side-wall

» Why, Aliee, if you w ,u.l P i T will write you T'M,L, tmt'1 ",u,n:? ﬁ:}l AGIpIeS i great Whille, e
got well at last, though I\
Ui jes, Jurry—1 should like it of all things, and | remember my father by. Some fathers lenve their

jave this crooked back to

children mgney, you know- some give them a good
cducation, aud some that have nothing else, & dying
blessing. My fnther left me this humped back.
My wother took in waghing when she could get it to
do, but people did not like to trust her, and it was
seldom wo could get cuough to eat. One little baby
sister died of hunger, 1 guess ; I was sick at the time,
and mothér li§ drunk a day-or two, and one morn-
ing the child was fourd dead- on its bed of rags.
Our next baby, Lotty, was a beautiful child; 1 was
older and stronger then, and took all the care of her;
but I found it-hard to get clothes enough to keep her
warm. I remember how happy I felt one day as I took
home some clothes that my mother had washed; to
alady. She was in her nursery,and told me to
come in for the pay. Her own. buby lay in a rose-
wood oradie, dressed in lawn and lace; a blue silk
quilt was thrown over her, and a coral necklace, &
silver rattle, and all sorts of playthings were scat-
tered upon the floor. I looked at the sleeping child,
wishing Loty was a9 plump and fat. The lady no-
ticed me, and asked if we had any babies at home.
When I told her about Lotty, she gave me a par-
cel of little dresses dnd. aprons, and a pretty straw

of Loyfy when [ dressed her in them | .
She'was enly threo years old when mother died,
and everybody that saw her used to say—* See the,t
beautiful child
I ueed to go hungry to feed her, and all the money
I could beg or earn I spent upon hen One day fath-

the blood was running down his face, and he was
shockingly bruised. 1fo threw himgelf upon an old
straw bed in the corner, (we had.no bedstead) and
called for somo water. I gave. hjm’ a drink,”and

Murths reolee : she went on, verse sftor yerse, rapld-f
1y, Sosrectly, and for aught they conld see would have

voloe waa harsh and her mannor dry and-oold. - It:
wu like. &mythe over tho frgsh grass ; nsshe pwed }

JOa “fell{drooping aud lifeless, o the earth.:
~glowly aud roverently—" Leg not:
In me* Bes' gathored flowers were fresh and full o .

" Wh.Yo Marum, how do you find tlmetolenrn
suoh 1°"8 lessons ?" ‘suidAlice, at the close. o( the'

were cleven years: of age; but nobody wanted me, .

hat with a blue ribbon round it. How proud wasI_

er came howe, just able to staggor into the house;

then I washed tho hlood. Arom: his face, and dressed -1
his bruises as well as I oould. Ihad afew cent.e,,

very; H}tle bf-the pky ! ‘n\*our smull wind?)w. I
tried to keo .1y’ futl}er’f‘ fnha, ‘but cotild- not ) ‘he ap-|”
peared o straggle ; T heard s rattlin in his'throat;
hls he.nd dropped from my arm, and then all was
still. * I'1ald my head down olos to hjjs nd l{stened-
1 conld not hear him brealhe, ind-then 1 thought he
must b6 dead, " Tt was ncw- midalght”and J dared

breathing, I should have - felt ~worse t.hn.n I dld.
That was a great comfort to me. o

I'did n’t'shed a tear, Allce, nor did I try to’ prey.
Good folks, Christians, passed us hy ; they would n’g
listen to us, human, dying orenturcs llke ourselvos,
subjeot to pain and death as we were—,why then
should God caro for us ¢’

- I'sut down upon the straw.and lenned my head
upon’ the stool ; ono hand was under my head, and
ono arm lay upon tho straw where father was. All
at ouce soniething cold touched my arth and crawled
up to .my shoulder, I started, and & cold shudder
ran over me. I soon found it was only a rat.

I don't know why 1 should be so frightened by a
rat—they often ran over us in the night. DBut just
then it made me feel horribly, and cver since the
sight of one makes mo siok. I was not sorry that
Lotty waked. 8he could not sleep because she was
8o cold, - Itook her in my arms, wrapped an-old
shawl about her, and sat till morning. Then I went
up to the chamber whero an old woman lived aud |,
1 told her my father was dead. '

‘He’d better be in the ground than above it,’
sid she; *he has dono nothing but abuse you since
I canie into tho heuse,” and she went on drlnkmg
her tea out of o tin mug, and eating a picco of
bread. ¢La! child, don’t you know ? There are those
who would rather hury folks than take care of them
when they are alive, Policeman Brown lives aoross
the street—call him, and he will attend to you.’

1 did s0, and then I thought I woull go to the lady
who gave me clothes for Lotty ; for when I asked the
old woman if she could n’t help me prepn.re my fa-
ther for the coffin, she replied—

‘La! no, child; 1 am naterally afeard of dead
folks, and could n’t touch .one, no how.’

I had a cracker and some'cold ten; theseI gave to
Lotty, and then I took her, and walked a mile to the
lady’s house. Then I waited a long time in the
kitchen before I was permitted to go up stairs. Her
husband was with her, and whenhe heard my story,
he shrugged his shoulders and said—
¢If one would stop and listen toall the tales of
suffering and misery in this oity, they would do no-

| back with the children, and see to them for a few
hours.’

The-lady was kind, and gave me some warm
breakfast, and then she sent’Bridget with us; and
when sho found how far it was, she gove Bridget
semo money and told us'to ride in the omnibus as
far ag wo could. If it had n’t been for this lady, I
should have believed there was no kindness in this
world, She did not forget us afterwards, but found
us places in thc Orphan Ayslum. Idid not'want to
go thero, but'I went for Lotty’s sake, for I knew she
could have food and fire und shelter.”

« And where is Loty now ?” said Alice.

A giravgo -onpro pasagd. aver Aartha’s fan,
tures as she spoke. It was a cold, hard expreesnon,
half hatred, half despair, i
“1 have told you Lotty was beautiful, Oh, how
bard I tried to keep her 50! I went hungry that she
might have bread ; I suffered cold that she might be
warm; Ihumbleu myself ts beg from door to deor,
that she might not need; I worshipped Lotty; I
would have died for her; she always slept in my
arms, and I thought she loved mo. But one day a
‘beautiful carringe stopped at the Asylum. There
was a gn.‘yly -dressed driver, and a colored footman.

asked to sec the children. The moment her eyes
fell upon Lotty, she oalled her to her side. I had
Just finished dresging her hair, It hung in natural
curls over her ‘shoulders, brown we called it,-but in
the sun it Jooked lighter and goldlike. Her skin
wa8 very fiir, and her eyes blpe as the sky.

¢Oh, what a beautiful creature’ exclaimed the
lady, o8 she playedwith her curls; ¢I must have
her” 8he took out some sugar-plums and gave to
Lotty, and said: * Will you be my little girl >

*Yes, ma’am, ifs you *ll.take sissy, too.’

The ln.dy looked at me, shook her hend and turn-
ing to the matron, said in a low volce—

*No, no; that cannot be. If you will be my little.
girl, Lotty, I'll give you a new doll ‘dressed in blue
silk and gold spangles.’

‘And may I have a silk dress, too?’ snld Lotty,
‘with gold spangles ?’ :

' Yes, yes,” said; the lady, lnnghing, and klssing
‘| her, ¢and a pretty’ straw hat with a'blue rrbhon, s.nd
some gloves and ‘some gaiters.” ' ’

Lotty ole.pped her hands wlth dellght.

‘I go! Tlgol: -

I went and took Lotty nwu.y from the lo.dy nnd
held her tight in my arms. '

‘Oh ‘Martha, you hurt me; let me go to the lndy.
4 +Do you want to leave sissy,” I said. - .
41 want the pretty things, Mn.rt.hn shan't T look
Jike, 8 Qoll myself?,. oo tho. lndy.mlsn’t she beautis

some - tea, 4nd boiled it in an:old tin dipper over o

bed, and watched bher”till she: slept. It grew.very
dark and I had no cnndle. “Isat- down on an'old
Btool, the only.seat we lind,ito’ watch fnther, for ho
groaned and tosséd ahoit as if he was very axok. k
groped my way to hig sides=r. 1,0

"+ Father, cad I do anything for you 7’

““Holl and damnation P he” dricd,.  get:out of my
weyl Twent diel I wont;, diel BUTE have my re:
venge on Tom Brown heforg I g0, to the. devil?

Then I kncw he had been - ﬁghllng, and I thought
he would get over it go.il; sat very “still, aud he
seemed to doze. Boon he, wnked and was very rest-
less. .-
+Therd'she ts} there she uf Do n't’ you sce hor?
I see hér at the foot of the bedl Snlb'. wat, wmt,

o do'n’t torment me yetp? |
| ‘Mis mind was wandenng. “he thonsht he saw my
of his {1l treatment to’

Inother, and his remembrant
her haunted bim, Ha, “"“Y' off the bed qullt, and
| tiled to raise himself upoy *Hia feot, but fell baok
exhausted and groaned deeh]y. It was 80 durk I

oould not see him, lnsed L0 wlsh that we could

nﬂ'ord to have lamps, I qudered, sometimes, that
the. rich do not think of ghﬁ swhen they aro glving
to the poor. Light js 3 lnxury with thom,

q peg a enndle, but he-

leeml'

and~he~looked 56" sick that'X Went out and bought”

few coals. e drank it engerl 73 then I put.buuy to.

elutched my, urm ﬁeroely-—'pp a't; lee.ve fuel don’t
I knelt down elose totlfo hld etriw bed, and heil

Yhed

ful, too? IHow white her hnnds aro, nnd how the
rings shine ¥

' Oh, you dnrling, smd the le.dy, 1 I must hnve
youl |

It was was all nrranged between the matron and
the lady. The latter said she lived at the South, but
would gtay.in Boston'a féw days. fer husband was
' at the Tremont House, and there ghe took Lotty.

I held Lotty in my nrms, u.nd seid whlle I trled to
keep baok: the teers—

i And will you lee.ve me, Lotty ?’ -

" Bhe kissed me again and’ agaig, but heér hnnds
woro full of _oranges and oandy; and the ‘lndy hud
promlsed to ‘stop. and buy her a doll on the way.
| Bhe was too happy to ory, and so. willlng to go, that
I helicve it made mo crazy. .My hoad seemed ofi fire,
e.nd I hud no tears to shed. 1 eried when they killed
my dog—I didn’t tell you nbout -that, but no mat-
ter; he gave me sich a ‘sad, pleeding look, when
they dragged him from mey that' I never forgot it;
but Lotty—Lotty that Iwould have died to make
happy, went away, from o lsughing and happy!
That nighe when I was sent o bed, I could not stay
thers, I was so- louely and wrewhed. Hardly know-
Ing what I did; X took my bonnet ' and rushed out of
the house. . iwe.lkod o 'and on till I sow wlarge,

gentlemhh and 'ladiés woro going in and
d every‘hing looked ' gay and lively, Isow|-
ord," ont’ ln s transpnront shn.de,ve.nd
theq I lmew f w&a nea.r Totty, -

windo
out

-

ﬂéht' b\" we 00':16 see; s fu

not go'into the street.. ‘It was cold. and durk, nnd il
it had not been for thegonnd of. Lotty’s regular]

thiug else; but perhaps you better send Bridget |

A lndy ressed in velvets and furs came in and|.

: oonversnhon. . '
K Oh no! I find 80 muoh to do, Ihnve no timo o e
be tired and then, wlth my mother, I hever ‘eould be

stone’ ;ulldin where the lights shone from -every |

Iwentin t.hehe}l o

Ewujust goingmp,stmrq I
"+ 1o Lotty hepg®' .
Lo I.ot;y, ‘Lotty, who 5 Lotty ”?” "
v +My. 1mle slst.er, sir, mlne—my own,’
‘ Dotty, Iatty l: ‘why, that js_the name ¢f 3 my wife's
new pet. Did. you want t,o see her ?’ v
'+ Yes, ,eir—-yes, sxr-—-plenee ‘tell me where she is.?
‘Walk up & stairs—first:door on the rlght -Ne. 102
I went on, opened the door, e.nd saw.a lady in a
large ensy-chnu'. . A nice little orxb .Was near her,
and init lay my Lotty. Sbo was aslecp She wore
a ce.mbrio -cap with a lace frill, wlth blue rlbbon-

beside her; and she)ooked very happy. ’Ah, she was

.forgotung the old’ oeller. nnd her-poor,. derormed sig-

ter. I -stood a moment,- kiased her, : end tried to

speak to the lady, but. my throdt was’ so dry and, |

husky that I eould not say one word,
« Poor ohlldl poor child!’ said the ld.'dy. 1 Wl“ be

vory good to. your sister. I can do better.by her .
_ . Her name is not Lotty now—it fs’
1idith DcIrlelo my husband has named her for me.

than you can.

This was tho last drop in thevhltter cup.” Lotty
was dead to me. Thero was.no Lotty more,

{Poor child! don’t take on so!' said the lady.
‘Wo go to-morrow, -Kiss your sister and go. Here

large gold piece.
I kiesed my sister, but I flung the gold piece cn

*| the floor and went away. What did I want of money,

now that Lotty was gone? -It was only for her sake
that I had ever wanted money.

TO BE CONTINUED IN OUR NEXT.

Written for the Bnhnor of nght.
DEATII

“BY OUB JUNIOIL

Closo sofuly tho _doorl
* Trend lightly the floor!
A fow momonts mare, .
. And the couch will give plnco to tho tomb§

Yes; Mon'ry appears,

Revealing the yoars

‘When sho smlled at our fenrs. T
In the momlng of liro nnd"’ler bloom, ~

\ Tho brook bv the hill—
: © . Bweet, musical rill,
Rolling undor tho mill, .
Haunts of her youth, aro with ue agaln.

The rich mound of flowers,

‘Which won her for hours,

‘Will havo lost its glad powers,
‘When tho dear one ne more shall remaln.

The desolate l}omo !

Where, whore shdll wo roam,

O'er our life-sen of fonm, -
‘When the mossengor robs us of light?

‘We may not concenl
How deeply wa feel, ~
For our sorrows reveal

‘In lifo, a8 stars beam forth in tho night,

- Ah1 gasplng for breath,
Mankind's doomed to death—
8o oxperlence ealth.
Pross bor lips ere the splrit hath fled !

" Bigh not for out pain;
‘Wo 'll moet thee again |
Foll our tear-drops iiko ratn~—
Dark was the home whero the casket lny'desdl

THE LIFE LRSSON,

BY GRACE LELAND. '

«In tears, Lena! why is this?”’ And a hand was
laid gently on my hend, and my aunt asked, « What
can trouble our happy Lena this bright- afternoon ?”
«0Oh ! nothing, Auntie, only I’ve got_the blues 1" ”
« And is that all, my child ?”
-4 Yes, I feel Just like crying, and you know I hn.d
nntlolpntod cousin Minnig’s visit so much, and now
she can’t come; and then, Edward is away 80 long,—
two months more before I can sce him !
I have a greas deal of trouble, Auntie]”
A Well, my poor afflicted child,-I want yon to send
back those tears, bathe your oyes, and walk out with
mo; I wish to make & few calls, and would like your
company.” .
I could not feel angry at the' momento.ry satire of
my kind nunt, 80’1 got ready-to accompany her,
® But, aunt,” I said, after wo hnd walked & fow
moments in silence, I do have some vory severe
trials, and I sometimes feel g0 lonely, lately.”
#Lonély, Lena! with thoso long epistles you snatch
80 engerly ‘from  little Willie’s hand so regularly
every week? It was only Tast nxght one onmo, mak-
Ing a cerfain nﬁilohed . young Indy dance abont the
room to some polku not found in ‘the composer's
lists”
« Oh, aunt! now you are me,kmg fun of mel Well,
I was glad to got it, and 1 guess ‘you would o
‘I'pausid suddenly, for Aunt Luoy hed worn 8
wldow 's garb ten long years | o
cious are letters from the absent andthe loved, | But
we will cnll here, on Mrs, Stewnrt and her‘ dnughter.”
e Oh I'm 80° glndl Ido love Bweet Mu.rie Stewart,
ghe is dlways 86 happy.”

had onco b\een & school'mate of mine, s0 wo were qld

mother was sitting,

...........

{iresome fn our country vllluge, aftér’ being s in
oity 80 long ?” I asked Marle, xn the eourse of th

lonely. C e

& gentle reproof I could. not forget: L

We disoussed tho merits of the lost leeture, the
books we had Ie.wly read, and the iast Snbbqth e
preaching; and then M¥s. Btewnrtnnd Ty nunt en-
tered into cotiversation on religious topiee, i wld ol
Maxie joined with evident inferost. "

“1 wonder if ehere ever was nnother such ‘haj
girl ns Mnrie Stewq,rt " I snld to my nunt, whe
hnd regnlned the' street. ,

"4 Maric has lenrned the seoret, of hnppin
is o Christlan” ™. '

“’And the she hes everything to meke her R
w1 mpllell ‘

M,y annt sn;lled. “ We will talk

strings tled’ nnder her chin, and a night—dress vmh .
ruffles rounid ‘the’ throat' and wrists, Her doll lay

is something for you,’ and she Landed me a bright, .

s

Oh, I think -

. Yes, dnrling, I know from experience hy W ‘pre- *

e.oque.mte.ncos. I had met wnh her only once, lntely, ’
however, as she “had been absent from home some N
"|months, - S
Maria herdel? answered our ring, and oondueted Lo
us’into’ Qhe tastefully furmshed ‘parlor, whcre he L

"«Don't “you, find' these bleak winter do.ys very

Unonnscnously to Mnme, these words brought !.o me ,' '
e

~mWe-had-lived-in-Wasiee but-a- short time; but Marjg-—rr-r-wmr






















