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-Pest, patriot, in death’s dark shade;
Thy task is finished, thy duty done,
Thy trideat on the altar's laid—
Frcodom, justice and the righta of man.

Rest with thy long departed peers,
Whose lives were wed to liberty;
“Whose names, throngh unforgotten years,
Come back with sweeter melody.

Where e'er the song of freedom is sung,
Or sculptured shaft to genius reared,

Cr lisps the praise of human tongue,
Thy long loved name will be revered.

Frienl of humanity, farewell to thee,
Grand are thy triumphs, and eo nobiy won,
Wed to virtue and to liberty;
Peace to thy ashes, nature’s nobleman.
May, 1874,

CAPE HORN POSTOFFICE.
[From the Overiasnd Monthly.| o

We had grou around upon the fore-
castle pwpa‘;ﬂn;:odtako things eazily, Eight
vells had struck, our watch was over, there
was no special work to be done, and it
cccmed that at last we should be able to
smoke our pipes in contentment. Suddenly,
however, from the quarterdeck came the
order to heave-to. We started up, and, as
we tock our stations, gazed ipquiringly at
each other. To our minds 1t was the place
of all others where we should not tarry. At
open &ca, indeed, it mishtbe eafely done;
but here, with the land lying low and dan-

gerous oali two miles uuy.‘n scemed a
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frightened expression. A stranger would
have eaid thatbe had been. king too
much; and, for the moment, I was
opinion. Bat, after all, there
was something different in this from the
look of a drunken manp, and I saw that in
reality he had never been more scber in all
his life, and that Lis manner was rather
owing to some distorbing mental influence.

“Star y Jerry !” he said, as he threw
back his glance again. ‘There is a little
cove around youder bend into which the
boat will just tit.” "

“Then you have been here befure, Bill 1"
1 asked.

“Did I eay 8o !” he retorted. “May not a
man guess that there is a landing place not
far off, without having been there himself?
Well, yes, Jerry,” he added, after a moment,
during which the momentary heat with
which he had spoken scemed to die away,
or rather to become stifled by some strong
inner effort, “I was here, indeed, many a
year ago. For where will not an old sailor,
at some time or other, turn up in thirty

ears ! Well, weil—a little to the star-
Koud—lnd 80 bere we are!”

Turning the projecting point the small
cove opened upon us—just about large
enough, as Bill had suggested, for our boat
to fit closely in. Resting for a moment, we
caught tbe next sweil, and so with one pow-
erful sweep rowed in safely, jumped out
and haoled the boat up in security from
tide or roller.

Before us in plain sight was the postoffice.
Au old epar had been set up between two
boulders, and by it hung, by a stout chain,
the little cask. It was canvas-bound and
well pitched upon the outside, and at the
top was a circie of eheet iron, fitting close
and working on a stout leather hinge. The
whole hung low enough to escape, in some
measure, the temppst's blasts, yet sufli-
ciently raised to avoid impediment trom
tllm “n:“l;“ snOWw. Wlxmever had tlllrs‘{

aced the apparatus in position ha
grnnged all things with a kindly fore-
thought, for though the cask had hung
there for so many yeara that the traditions
of the oldest seaman went not to the

greater risk than any gency
would warrant. The air was warm aod
balmy, for it was the commencement of the
Antarctic summer; but the wind was
light and bafling; the sails at times

cel

'y and the cLain was already half
rusted away, the whole was satill firm,
and would probably do good service for an-
other gemeration. That is, if any service
continued to be made of it at all. “A¢ pres-

scarcel drawing, at other
idly ﬂY-pplng against the masts, and,
with our best we could get

exe
out of the brig not more than three or four
knota. Ben?a‘lh the surface of the water,
#0 smooth and glassy, were unknown cur-
rents that might drits s into destruction at
any hour, and far off into the south wasa
long low bavk of dark clouds that might
stand for sudden squalls or for three days’
gale, but, at the least, portended rough
woather. Therefore, it was not without
apprebension that we ‘f-ud askant into
cach other's faces, wondering whether the
«captain had gone suddenly mad, or, on the
contrary, might be up to some trick of sea-
wanship beyond the best of us.

“Cape Horn postofiice, hackoﬁ" owled
forth it’ll: Gb.:l h'l" he ‘woﬁ: ltﬂehli:g
around the -pin, jerking his he:
toward the |hor2 ‘!!fn been and married
@& young wife, has the old man, ard, asis
natural, ] suppose he wants to send her a

illy doo.”

*"['o be sure—in course,” chimed in the
others, eeeming satisfied with the explana-
tion. As for myself, I was at first a little

uzzled about the matter, but in & t

recollected having been once told of the
chained cask upon the Pata coast, in
which outward bound v s would deposit
their letters. There was, of course, a very
great chance that the letters would never
reach their destination; but still, a possi-
bility that homeward bound veasels, run-

near the coast, might visit the ecaek
and carry away the precious contents, thus
at times enabling anxious wives and moth-
ers to hearnews in advance of the more
regular yet more distant mails from China
aﬁ the Sand wich Islands. To vessels from
California or the South American ports,
this extemporized postoffice was of little
value; but for whalers, with no especial
orts marked out for them at which tostop,
it often proved of very timely service.

“See here,” said the second mate, approach-
ing we as soon as all things were made fast,
and the old brig was lying with her main
topsail flat to the mast, riding easily on the
long swell, “get into the starboard quarter
boat, and be ready to go ashore. Aud you,
Bill Askins, go with him.”

Bill Askins was the oldest man on the ves-
gel, and bent and wrinkled as it would seem
only a long course of life betore the mast
ca&ko aman. He was a silent sort of
fellow, seldom breaking out in the least ap-
pearance of sociability, and caring little tor
enjoyment ol anf kind, excepting bis drink.
This was his failing, and several times al-
ready be had been brought up with a rope's
end for drunkenness. Apart from that, he
was & first-cluss seaman, mever shirking
duty. 8o thatit was with surprise I saw
bim turn away, as though he had not Leard
the order. y

“Do you mind, Bill Askins?” said the
second mate, eycing him sharply, and with
no good will. For the two were not exact-
ly friends, and moreover the second 1ate
was a rigid disciplinarian, and would not
have stood much hesitation from even his
twin brother. “Do you mind, there?”

“‘Seeing that my hand is sore for pulling
a beat, Mr. Skippy, couldn’t some one else
goin my place — 1"

Upon that, without waiting 1o hear the
end, Mr, Skippy jumped thrice straight uF
and down the deck and opened upon Bili
Askins incontinently, consiguing him to the
lowest possible regions ot woe; sending
thither, also, to keep lum company, his
father and his mother, his brothers and his
sisters, and, incidentnily. all the rest of his
relati with a r ary of
uncomplimentary suggestions abeut the ori-
gin, hn‘:lu, gsnerul career and expectations
of each, and all bocause Bill Askins had
hinted that some other person who had not
a sore hand might prove a good substitute
for him at the oar. There was nothing
further to be said. consequently, and Bill,
with his usual furtive, hang-dog expres-
sion, and, as it secmed to me, a glauce of
apprehension toward the shore, repaired
with me aft and took bis place at the quar-
ter-boat.

Here the captain—or, as we called hiw,
the “old man"—handed we some lotters for
the post, and bade us be speedy, as the ves-
eel could not wait long. 1le wasnot an old
Tuan, bg the way, being scarcely thirty-
five, and good looking enough to havea
handsome wife at Lome, anxious to hear
from him at every ospomnity. His own
correspondence was doubtless the real rea-
sou_for delaying the vessel, though with
his letters were those of three cabin pas-
sengers for the Sandwich islands, sad hence
he could easily muke of & desire to accom-
mogdate them a pretense for serving hiwm-
self’ Taking these letters, I drop into
the boat, and in a moment more we were
lowered and on our way to the shore.

It was not an easy matter. Tranquil as
seemed the sea, there was a long rolling
swell which greatly embarr: our ef-
forts, while at first we failed to pull in
proper unison. Bat after awhile, by my
watching Bill's stroke, we did better; and
as the afternoon was warm for that lati-
tude, and the situztion a novel oue, I soon
got into the spirit of it, though regretting
wmy interrupted smoke on forecastle.
It was a queer thing, indeed, this slipping
over the glassy rollers toward an unknown
and rock-bound coast, the cape pigeons
circhng round our heads with pipin
screaws of dismay at the intrusion, an
bere and there u great white albatross
asleep with hia head under his wing, so
close that we could almost have touched
him with the outstretched oars.

Gradually we left the brig farther be-
hind, and svon the shore loomed up
close before us. A flattened running
back in an irregular series of undulations,
covered at that time of year with long
tough moss, sud an onal scraggy
bunﬁ—not green, but ,,{"’ at the distance
and in contrast with the far off backgrou
of peaked mountains with their perpetual
coating of glittering ice and enow, giving
the scene a semblance of fruhnu; “lln
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ent it d talling into disuse, for there
were no letters in it. Possibly its lack of
service at that moment was a mere acci-
dent. Itis certain that we, at least, broke
the spell; and as I dropped the package of
letters inside, and saw them lie white and
glistening at the bottom, I wondered
whether they would ever reach their des-
tination, and if so, whether it might not be
only after years; and how that they would
then be dark and discolored, and many of
the persons for whom they were destined
be dead and gone. In fact, I thought over
all those commonplaces that so naturaliy
would arise upon such an occasion. look-
ing at the many chances against any real
benefit coming from thie, it was the proper
thing for the captain to run the risk of —
‘*See here! are you never coming?”
broke in Bill Askins. *“It's roughening up
already, and if we do not hurry we'll hardly
get back at all.”

I left the post and ran back to ihe boat.
Bill stood there, having never made more
than the first step on shore, or turned his
eyes away from the disiant vessel, In
silence we pushed the boat off and pre

to tumble 1n; but before we could do so, it
was lifted upon a heavier roller than usual,
and hurried back, throwing us both sprawl-
ing upon the shore. Raising ourselves, we
gazed around, taking more minute notice of
the scene. In every direction the swell
was increasing, and the smooth surface
of the rollers broken into little caps. Even
as we gazed, the waves increascd in size
and irregularity, and the whole scene be-
came a seething, boiling mass. The eky,
which bad been so clear, except for tie
distant line of cloud, was now almost
completely overspread, the cloud having
worked up with startling rapidity—not
creeping up slowly, as a storm will gather
in more temwperate climates, but rushing
forward, wilaly and impetuously, with
jagged, rifted edges, momentarily chang-
ing their figure, as though brokea squad-
rons of cavalry were plungisg acroes the
sky. It was no settled storm, in fact, but
a sudden squall, which might last an hour,
and, on the other band, might lead to pro-
lougea galea. It had seemed to come in an
instant, without preparation, as though it
were a train of mischief kindled by the
sudden dropping of a spaik. Atone mo-
ment we saw the gentle rolling and un-
broken sea, and the pure, clear sky ; at the
next only the wild trolic of wavcs and the
fierce scud of angry vapor.

We gozed halt petrified into each other's
faces. The situation was not a pleasant
one. The sun was already behind the dis-
tant snow-tipped mountains, and the dark-
ness had commenced to fall. With that
troubled surface upon the sea, we ecould not
hope to ride it in safety were we now to
launch the boat again. The frail shell
would not have lived two minutes outside
the point of shelter. And even had we
hope of navigating it securely, whither now
would we go? For, locking across the gath-
ering gloom, we saw that foresail and jib
bad been set, and that the littie brig was
standing out from the land, with intent to
creep away irom the dangerous coast as
apeedily as possible. We remained on shore
deserted.

“They will run in again to-morrow, will
they not, Bill?” I said, ina vain atteapt
to re-assure myself. My face certainly ex-
pressed affright. Icould feel it imprinted
in every feature, and my Leart seemed to
stand still. As for Bill, there was now less
of apprebension than of stolid tortitude in
his expression. He seemed rather like one
who, having had forebodings of some ap-
proaching fate, now knew that it was close
at hand, to be met as an_inevitable thing,
not to be avoided. This was the face of
one who had nerved himself with despera-
tion for a hopeless contest.

“If it were not for me, Jerry, it might be
they would come back and you would be
safe,” he said, at last. “‘Bat being with me,
you &ee, why, of course, yon too must suf-
fer. It was meaut from the first, I suppose.
From the very time of it I have never been
on avy ship that was likely to touch hers,
and 1 thought that I mever should. For
thirty years I have been to England and
to the Mediterranean, but pever to the
cape. But this time, even in New York, I
felt the power behind driving me on, and I
could not help it. Then I thought, perbaps
wo might go outside the islands and so
avoid it. And when I saw the samo old
shore again, just as on that morning, and
heard the order to heave-to, I knew as well
asif I had been told that it had all been

awhile silently before him. Then
:;:lll:‘, drew nb‘yme from his ket.
“We have this, though,” he , with

satisfaction ef one who has prudently
L‘:da good provision for the future. ‘“Come,
we will enjoy ourselves while this lasts, at
least.”

Where be had procured the liquor I did
not ask. It was remarkable, indeed, that
he could always succeed in smuggling it on
board where others failed. However this
might be, I felt that it was not a bad thing
at present to have that bottle of brandy;
and at the first sip it seemed as though the
liquor not only warmed my body, but also
inspired me with new courage. My only
fear was that Ackins might yield too com-
pletely to the temptation, thus incapaci-
tating himeelf from the operations neces-
sary for our relief. And this seemed about
to l{l pen; for, after allowing me a gip or
two, {:e beld the bottle firmly, as though
jealous of further partocrship in it, and
took drauzht after draught. His eyes be-
g8n to grow. his whole mauner became
reckless, and he soon had evidently reached
the stage of his drunkennesa which always
preceded stupid imbecility. I expected
that this would follow; but all at
once he scemed to fall into troubled reflec-
tion, during which the bottle slipped from
bis band, and, to my relief, emptied itself
upon the sand. Then suddenly he seized
we by the arm and put his face close to
mine. Somehow his excitement was now
greater than usual, letting me feel his keen
old eyes blazing into mine like a balf-sup-
preesed fire. The brandy, the wildness of
the scene, and bis own manner for the mo-
ment appeared to foster delirium in myself,
and the air secmed filled with shadowy
forms. These disappeared almost as quick-
Iy as they had gathered, leaving only one
figure—clothed in a sailor's dress, and
standing against the post that eupsorted
the little cask. The other figures had been
acknowledged deceptions, but this appeared
80 real that I turned to poiut it out to
Askins, At this, the figure seemed to shake
its head, and almost immediately faded
away into thin air as the others had done.
Then my hand, which had been partially
raised, fell, and the vertigo, if such it was,
passed off, and I recovered myself, finding
Askins still clutching at my arm.

“It was thirty JFears ago,” he corumenced.
“‘See here, Jerry! there was a minister once
who told me that when one has a secret in
hia n’zind it were better to Lave it out. Is
it so?”

“That depends upon what the secret is,”
I answered. *If it were a crime @

“Crime or no erime, what matters itl’
was the somewhat angry retort. “And
since we are never going to get away from
here, why should I not out with it all before
we starve to death?”

“But, Bill,” I urgred, “don't tell me any-
thing you wonld afterward wish you had
rather not, We may get off, after all.”

“Not we, Jerry. Do you suppose the old
man will come back after two forecastle
hands—one a boy, at that—when he can
ship as many as he pleases at the first port’
Not he. Bat he will leave us here to eat
our own fingers off, while he goes on with
his good wind. 8o here's the story. = cup-
pose it may ease me at the end to have
told it.”

Forced into %ueiseont assent, I listesed,
while he, with his grasp still upon my arm
and his eye blazing into mine, went on:

*Thirty years ago, Jerry, I was not the
battered cld hulk I am now. I was a slim
young fellow, good to look at, they said,
and meant to be captain of a liner some
day; and might have been, I suppose, only
that the drink got the control over me, an
it came from the one thing that blasted all
my —. Well, bt that too, will come in
course.

“And naturally, I fellin love, acd I be-
lieved that little Mary Warren thought
well of we, too. But I was mistaken, it
seemed. I had ashipmate and she favored
bhim. What could I do when I found it out?
There was only one thing, of course. I
gave it up and tried to swallow down my
feelings, and we went off to sea together,
did Hoskins and I, and I shook hands with
her, and she said she would always be my
friend, and I saw her say good-by to him
with her arm about hLis neck, aud so we
sailed for the South seas.

“If there is a God who rules the world,
Jerry, there is also a devil who bas consid-
erable to eay in it. For if not, hew did it
bappen that on the same voyage Hoskins
and wyself were sent ashore to this point
with letters just as you and I have been?
And when I saw him go to the cask yonder
with his clear, wkite letter in his hand, and
I nothing to send to anybody—why, then
the temptation all at onee came over meo. I
stole up behind with a stick of timber, just
like those with which we Lave made this
fire, and—"

“Bill Askins, don't tell me another
word !” I bere cried out, just begiuning to
get at the gist of the story, and, horror-
atricken, I tore myself away and escaped
three or four yards off. “You have told e
more than enough already. As sure as you
live, you will feel sorry when we got away
that you have gone even 8o far.”

“Easy, easy, Jerry,” he whimpered out
in a half maudlin tone. “And why shouldn't
Igoon? Buat you have guessed the rest,
haven't you? And after all, if you let me
go on, you would see that it didu’t do me
any good. For when I got home and told
little Mary Warren the story 1 had made
up about his having fallen from the rocks
and been swept away, thongh she believed
it all, yet somehow she would have nothing
more todo with me than before, so that

“Not another word! Not another word !"
I screamed out again, holding myself ready
against an attack; for I did not know how
soon his mood might change, and I felt that
it would be for Lis interest now to destroy
me, also, and again bury in oblivion the
story which a moment of weakness or re-
pentance had exhibited. His mood did
indeed change even at that moment, but
not as yet enough to lead him to attack me.

*“Why should I not go on ! he repeated,
with a defiant air. “And who are you that
tells an old hand like myself we sball ever
get away from here. Don’t I know that it
1s starvation for us now, and that the brig
will never come back again for us? And I
tell you, Jerry, that if she does ever come
back, it will be as bad for you, for I will
twist your neck mEself rather than have
you get away with that story. I have come
out with it all; but do you think I was fool
enough to teli it to any one who could ever
live to briog it up against me ?”

Again I thought he must be coming after
me, 80 defiant was his manner; but it ap-
peared that in his assurance of onr apeed‘;r
i]es'truotion, by ab t, he d d it
to

my fate. For his out-

brought about for me. Aud, of »
ought to be the one to sutfer. But as for
you, Jerry, whatever had you done?”
“And what is all that you are talking
about, Bill Aekins?” I exclaimed, “and
what does it all amount to?”
“Nothing—nothing, Jerry. It is alia
dream. Old s2a dogs will taik, you know.
Come, let us make ourselves comfortable,
since we must remain here all night, at the
least.”
Thera was no especial present danmger,
indecd. As 5“ the nights were not so cold
that we could suffer, and fuel was plenty.
There were a few old broken drift logs
ecattered along the shore, and the long gray
mess was dry and inflammable. Soon we
had a bright fire, serving not only for
warmth, but cheering the gioom .{ime.
and also indicating our safety to our friends
ngon the veasel, it not by that time too far
off. Then, dragging the boat still far-
{)her gnt. we turned . it over and
o up one gunwale &0 that we
uﬂ)e be with our heads beneath the shel-
ter, fully protected from the wind. The
real misery of our rituation laid in our ap-
prehension about the future. We were ut-
terly provisionless; and, supposing that the
bad” weather were to cullinate in a pro-
longed gsle which would keep our veasel
away, not many days would elapse before
we would starve to death. Even could the
brig return before the week was out, the
captain might refuse to do 8o, taking the
b that we might have been alread,

front the thore-line sloped al
lav:l of t;u ‘water, bnl:e the outline was
rdered with

notohed and irregular, and bo:
tting of black rocks, 8o that
oron Bin %mun

noise of ﬂ“ full.
. vlﬂlgd'bon down, noﬂlﬁ‘n:l.. n'::h',

bntw:‘lﬁnﬂl hh:,hﬂlcnu
e'h:’ purport of which [moonld m;t° gather.
f::‘:';::;'-'&x our ntlomnod!

E

something ht
a divergence
captains not uncommonly thus

r consciences in favor of contin
their course, when it is only the matter
o “A‘:l?rhkln, he seemed to bave already

ve

made up his mind that there was no rescue
for us, and his face still wore its expression

the situation with a sort dazed,

of b and of nerving himself
e o amavoldakie fie. " Proppe) Serinns
the rounding sides of the boat, he sat for

stretched arms fell, and looking at the
ground Le began kicking the empty bottle
to and fro again in a desaltory, purposeless
manner; and 8o, his flerce mood passing
off, he sat down against the upturned boat,
and 80 seemed gradually to fall asleep.

Maintaining my own guard, I stood for a
long time with my eyes fixed upon him.
Then, as I heard bis deep breathing and
knew that at last he was asleep—since if he
were counterfeiting slumber he could not
have put on those sudden starts and mean-
ingless ejaculations which accompany un-
easy rest—I suffered my vigilance to relax.
Not sufficiently, however, to admit of ap-
proaching him. For the whole world, it
scemed, I could not have come mnear the
shelter of the boat and laid down beside
him. But I threw myself down where I
then stood, and pulling up the long moss,
made a rough pillow for myself; and eo,
still resolving to wateh my compauion, soon
fell into a doze.

When I awoke it was thres or four
o'clock in the morning. Full of the one
subject, my waking thoughts endured no
gradual transition from the confusion of
elumber. At once I felt full perception of
my situation, and glanced toward Askins.
He was yet asleep, rolled over upon his
back, nmi muttering disjointed fragments
of meaningless ejaculationin the pauses of
i eavy breathing. So far, all was
en, looking sbout me, I saw with
delight that what had threatened to ripen
into a lasting tempest, bad passed off in a
dnaple squall. Already the wind was down
and the sea had subeided into its old
unrufiled, gentle swell. was
clear of clouds, and right “before
me, bright and lustrous, gl the
Southern Cross, seeming to look down pro-
w’:{’.}.m came, at the east, the t
of the g moon; and as it rose out of
wnt«er.t {huv Gl: vessel c!
agains @ bright surrace—again within a
few miles of land, and etill slowly standing
in. This cheering vision lasted only fors
moment. In a tew seconds, indeed, the
moon had 80 far risen that the vessel was

‘searching for his knife.

no,lnnget in its line and visible to me: but
those few seconds bad been enough. Dur-
ing their I had ized the bat-
tered old m.gyond any doubt—even the
clumey set of the fore yard—and saw

at the mainsail was set and drawing.

There could be no doubt of cur speedy
relief.

At any othertime I would have awakened
my companion to share my hopeful assur-
ances. Now, however, my sole thought
was to keep him asleep until our reecue
might be accomplished. - Even on board
again, I knew that I should not be entirely
safe. I must even there be watchful against
crafty surprises, which, causing my sudden
disappearance, might be attributed to acci-
dent—the missinz of a foot-rope or the
like. But there was now the present pros-
pect of suceor, and I could scarcely be too
careful not to awaken him who lay so
few feet from me. Therefore I remained

uiet and almost breathless, awaiting
the coming of day and gazing alternately
upon the Southern Cross, now paling
under the light of the moon, and the
smouldering fire near my feet. Gazing
intently at the latter, there was a mowment
when I thoaght I saw a eingle figure stand-
ing at oze sise in a meditative posture—ap-
parently the same figure in sailor's dress
which I had previously seen beside the

ost. Again I rubbed my eyes—not be-
ieving in the reality of the apparition, but
attribating it, as before, to my unwonted

nervousness. Hardly for an instant did I
connect it with the story that Askins had
told me, or, it so, in some confused manner
that made no real impression of the super-
natural upon me. Rather did I look upen
it as an evidence of again approaching
dreamland, and more than ever I deter-
mined to arouse myself from that danger.
But as before my tired nature gained con-
trol over me; and while I imagined that I
was keeping wyself awake, my senses again
uliw)od away from me and I alept.

hen for the second time I awoke, the
tull dawn ot day had commenced. The
Southern Crosa bad entirely faded away,
and the moon was Ligh in the heavens—not
now radiant and golden-hued, but with di-
minished orb and lack-lustre lifelesenesa.
The sky was cloudless, and the distant
snow peaks were tinged with sunlight; the
brig was not in sight. There was a thin fog
upon the water, not rising high, but still
deep enough to ehiut out the vessel, however
near she might be. But I heard not far off
the gentle, well-turned stroke of oars, and
my heart bounded, for I knew that our
triends were coming with the other quarter-
boat in search of us.

1 gazed around at Askins, and saw that
he also was awake. Ile was sitting up,
with his head resting upon one hand, and
an air of troubled thought u bhis face.
Evidently he had not yet caught that regu-
lar beat of approaching oars, and I devout-
ly prayed that he might not. But he heard
we stirring, and raised his head and gazed
scarchingly into my face.

_“I was drunk last night, was I not
verry ¢’

“Lather, Bill,” I answered.

“And did I talk any nonsense, Jerry 17
‘*ou did not taik at all, Bil. You slept
like a top all night.”

Still the puzzled look of inquiry, like one
who has indistinct recollections of mischief,
and is not half satistied at what is being
told him. Then for the first time that beat
of oars struck his ears, and with it the muf-
fled sound of outer converaation. He quick-
ened bis attention, and his power of appre-
hensien seemed to be revived. One look at
myself, in whose watchful and scared face
he seemed to read everything—one gleam
of revivitied recollection—and then he arose
and staggered toward mo. Not with a
quick spring to take me unaware, but
rather with the delibrate pace of one who
prepares a eacrifice. I knew at once by his
steadfast expression what was in his mind,
and he read as surely my comprehension of
the situation and my instinet of defense.
There was, therefore, nothing to be said by
either of us. In mute determination he ap-
proached and I awaited him. Then coming
near, for the first time he [made his spring
upon me, feeling for his knife. 1 gave one
loud ery fcr euceor, and with that, borne
down beneath his weight, we rolled over
and ovet in a deathly grip.

Round and round in that life and death
grapple, I was the younger and more
active; but on the other hand my opponent
was tough as a bull—indurated for conflict
by a thousand hardships, Ia less time than
1 now take to tell it, ha had my arms
pinioned to my side. I felt his knee upon
my breast—I knew that he was once more
I almost gave up
all hope, with his fieree glare and heavy
breathing within a few inches of my face—
then, suddenly, I iaw a third persou stand-
ing a few paces off.

One of our own crew, was my first im-
pression ; but when the form turped its
iead I beheld one who was not of our ves-
sel. A strange face—youthful, well fea-
tured, though sad in expression, and not
yet bardered by toil or vieious indulgence,
There was a bloody bruise upon the side of
the head; but all else, in person and cos-
tume, was unusually neat and proper. At
once I felt it borne in upon me that this was
the face ot no living man, and I ecnnected
it with the fleeting shades that had already
twice appeared to me. Those were secm-
ingly evanesecent and impalpable, to be
sure, while this one came with al!l the
reality of life; yet I knew that it was the
same. And then it approached, not with
mortal step, but with a vague motion that
can scarcely bs deseribed. At firat it stood
at the side of the letter-post, and at that
moment my opponent had his fingers
around the handle ot my knife. Before the
knife was Lalf drawn, however, the ghostly
appearance stood bebind him, having not
50 much approached by regular gradation,
as having merely disappeared at the one
place and reappezred at another. Then it
seewmed to lay ita hand lightly upon Askins’
shoulder. In the man’s fierce assault upon
me, it was hardly to be supposed that the
clinch of strong men behind could prevail
upon Lim to relinquish his grasp; but now,
at the very lizht touch of this spectral
shade Lehind him, he turned and sprang to
his feet in a paroxysm of terror and dis-
may.

It was all over in a minute, but it left
upon my brain a picture I can never forget.
In the center, the ghestly shads with the
bloody wound upon the side of the Lhead—
not revengeful in face, but rather sombre
and sad—slowly gliding along by some ua-
explainable motion as it faced the murderer.
He, with unutterable terror imprinted upon
lus face, slowly retiring before the pursuer,
one hand over his eyes as though he wounld
shut ont the dreadful visitant, the other
arm thrown wildly into the air—so ever re-
ceding until the limit of the littlerocky pen-
insula was reached, and then unresistingly
falling beadlong into the swift ourrent
below. At the other side our men, clam-
bering azhore from the quarter-boat, with
loud and boisterous greeting. Then I fell
back, and for the time knew nothing more,
until awakening I found myself lying on
the moes, with three or four of the men
grouped about me, and at a little distance
the second mate, jumping up and down on
the bare rock as he had jumped upon the
brig's deck, and swearing in a blue streak
against everything—at the wind and tide,
at the sk'{ and the sea, at the men and the
boat, and more particularly at the unlucky
ghu::iee that bad robbed him of a first class

and. X

“And all becanss he couldn’t keep the
bottle away from him !” stormed the second
mate, interding his speech with a copiens
vocabulary of oatha. “In course he would
some day get the horrors and kill himself
or spoms one else; but why couldn’t he have
waited until he got into port again? And
he might better have killed you outright,”
continned the mate, glaring at me, “and so
saved himself slive, than to have given it
up at the wrong time, and walked over-
board himself.”

“And did—did any of youn see snything
else 1" I said, accepting for the trath what
after all was the only rational explanation
of the scene that the crew would sgmit.
“‘Another gerson——t;l!—with blood on the
side of his head, and—"§ 4

“Why, Jerry,” put ia Bill Gallard, helpin
me upon my feet, “‘what is the matter wi
you?! You haven't been taking too many

nips out of the bottle yourself, bave you {”
%ith that the conversation ceased. The
men set to work launching our boat again,
and Istood by to recover my as yet
dered faculties. Was it all true? Wasany
of it true ¥ Was it not all a delusion of the
senses ! There were the men, but Bill As-
'kins was mot among them. There was
Bill's knife, however, lying at my feet just

where he had dropped it. There was the
empty bottle on the ground, and was
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:h post wi t iron-rusted ok, doleful
creaking e freehe reeze.
Iake pastraven sere sure, I staggered to

the t and lifted up the sheet iron cover ]
of the cask. There lay the snow-white | bringet
lett the in and ust

tunln" awa
nities.” Pa

to,bless you in
one of you from his iniq
of his epistle, *For the grace of God,
salvation to all men,

d, teachin

of P P
as I had deposited them on the evening be-
fore; but directly on the top of them lay
another letter—Dblack, mildewed, and leath-
er-stained; yet not so_ discolorad that I
eoulynyl not read the addrees, “Mary War-
ren.

I did not touch it. I should mnot have
dared, if I had wanted to, and I reftly re-
closed the cask, and stole away to the boat.
Nor did I ever learn the fate of the myste-
rious letter. Was it merely a ghostly
epistle, like its writer only visible to my
eyes. and after a moment fading away fo}’-
ever? Or was it a real letter, detained in
the spirit world for thirty years, and then
brought back to earthly reality ! If the
latter, did it lie for years until the storms
of the Horn had destroyed 1t—or did it
reach its destination after a while? And
did it there fiad awaiting it, some lonely old
maid, still full of concealed sentiment for
the writer—or some happy wife with plen-
teous children and household cares, and not
& memory left for the long dead lover—or,

erchance, only the white tomb of a broken-
earted girl, upon which cold stone could
be laid those {J’lackened lines? I do not
know. At that time it was in my mind
some day to search it our. Bat along
whaling craise made me forgetful of many
things, and when I again reached howe,
though I recollected the name, “*Mary War-
ren,” I could no longer recall the little
village where the letter credited her with
haviug lived.
. R —
THERE IS NO DEATH.

There is co death! The stars go down
To rise upon some fairer shore;

And bright in Heaven's joweled crown
They shine for evermore,

There is no death! The dust we tread

Shail change bsneath the summer snowers
To golden grain or mellow fruit,

©Or rainbow-tinted tlowers.

The granite rocks disorganiza
To feed the lmngly moss they bear,
Ths foreat leaves drink daily life
From out the viewleas air.

There is no death! The leaves may fali,
The flowers may fade and pass away;

They only wait through wintry hours
The coming of the May.

There is no death! An angel form
Walks o'er the earth with silent tread;
He bears our best beloved things away.
Aud then we call them *‘dead.”

He leaves our hearts all desolate,

He plucks our fairest, sweetsat lowers:
Transplaated into bliss, they now

Adorn imvmortal bowera.

The bird -like voice, whose jo yous tonea .
Made glad these scenes of sin and strife,
Bings now an everlasting song
Amid the tree of life.

And where he sees a smile tco bright,
Or heart too mro for taint and vice,
He bears it to that worla of light,
®  To dwell in Paradise.

Born unto that undyicg life,
They leave us but to come again;
With joy we welcome them—the same,
Except ia sin and pain.

And ever near us, though unseen,
The dear immortal spirits tread;
For all the boundless universe
I3 life—there is no dead.

WHY WE PREACH.

A Sermon Deilivered in the Church of the
Messiah by the Paster, Rev. G. H.
Deere.

Buy the truth and sell it not.—Prov. 23:23.
The fundawmental thought in the later
ministry of the Rev. Theodore Clapp, the
revered founder of this Church of the Mes
siah, and which to-day bolds the foremost
piace in your faith, was the dectrine that
all men will ultimately become holy and
happy: or, stated in his own words, that
“uh mankind are brethren, equally dear in
the sight of God, and will eventually be
saved.” This grand and hopefal view of
human destiny has also characterized my
own ministry of over a score of years. Of
all the great truths of the Christian religion
we deem this, which the Church at large
for mors than thirteen hundred years Las
rejected, as the keystone in the areh of any
system of theology which will bear the
pressure of the reason of the nineteenth
century. I state our cardinal tenmet this
morning, and point you to the high place it
eccupies in our regard, for the purpose of
noticing an objection which, more frequent-
ly than any other, has been made to it dur-
ing my mnistry in this city. The objection
comes in the form of two questious, the first
of which is:

1. If it be true that all men ara to be
saved, what is the use of preaching?

It may be well to remember here that
this question of the use of preaching has
not been urged alone against cur faith, but
has been pressed with no little force
against the only other views of man's
destiny which have prevailed in Christen-
dom. Besides our own, which sees good
somewhere in the fature for all, there are
two gloomy outlooks, each of which con-
template future blessedness but tor a part.
They are precisely alike in results, inas-
much as they both end in a division of the
race into the bopeless victims of misery and
the subjects of beatific redemption.” Bat
they differ in that one makes God respon-
sible, and the other endeavors to shift the
responsibility upon man. One shows a part
saved by divine decree; the other, a part
saved by accepting and complying in this
life with offered conditions. To those who
hold the first it may be said, if men are
saved by divine decree, and the number of
the redeemed can not be changed, what is
the use of preaching? Why rack the elect
with doubts of their election? Why tor-
ment ti.e reprobates in this world with an-
ticipations of the endless agonies from
which they can not eseape?! And it may be
said to the larger class who entertain the
second view, logically you must believe
that these to whom Chriss has never been
preached in this world (infants, idiots and
the millions of heathen in all ages) are
either saved or lost. If they are lost, then
God dooms more than nine-tenths of the
race to endless woa by giving them no
chance in this world to bhear and ac-
cept tha terms of salvation. And if a
single soul that hias not heard and complied
in this life with the prescribed Gospel con-
ditions is saved on the ground that it had
no opportunity, would it not have been
better to have withheld opportunity from
all, and so eaved all? What is the use of
preaching ! But turning the queetion back
18 not answering it, which is the epecific
purpose of this discourse.

Were I to say that preaching is one of
the instrumentalities by which all men are
to be saved—though true, and a sufficient
reason for the use of all the *‘means of
grace’—1 should not touch the difficulty
existing in the mind of the sincere inquirer,
for the objection grows out of an erroneouns
idea of the natare of salvation.

In the minds of those who can see any
force in the guestion, salvation means deliv-
erance from eternal misery and security in
after-death felicity. To save man from
everlasting perdition and get him into
Heaven appeara to them the central object
of the Christian religion, and tke only one
worth working for. The end for which the
church and its ministry exist, as they see
things, is gone if there is no endless holl
from which man is to be saved. To have
suck faith in Christ and such love as shall
save us from sin and transform us more and
more into his likeness; to follow him in the
loving service of God and map; to walk
with him always and everywhere in the

resence and under the care of the Infinite

‘ather and be in Heaven even while on
earth, is not enough for them. All this
appears to many comparatively worthless
except as a means to escape from the pun-
ishwment of sin and of obtaining ssion
of the comfortable seats which they think
Christ has purchased for them in Heaven.

But we do not believe that salvation con-
sists in deliverance from the just punish-
ment of sin. God “will "render to
every man according to his deeds,” and
“will by no means clear the guilty.”
He *“will bring every work into judgment,
with every secret thing, whether it be good,
or whother it be evil;” and “though

in in hand, the wicked shall not go unpun-

bed.” For every sin which a man com-
mits he will be punished, either in this
world or the world to come, and there is no
reapect of or way of escape.

uch being the uniform testimony of the
sacred writings, and wholly consonant with
right reason, we believe the nature of sal-
vation to be indicated in the announcement
of the nql, “Thou shalt call his name

Jesus, for he shall save his le from
their sins.” Peter, in the r of

Acts, says, “God, baving raised up his Son,

soberly,
1 rld.” He says Ch
Emlif fo;wu- that he might redeem us

chapter of his tle to the Eph
it o king to the very (point we are dis-
cussing, i. e., the object of Christian preach-
ing and ministry, he says, “And he gave
some apostles, and some prophets, and
some evangelists, and some ‘pntors and
teachers, for the perfecting o the sainte,
for the work of the ministry, for the edify-
ing (or building up) of the body of Christ,
till we all come, in_the unity of the faith
and of the knowledge of the Son of God,
unto a perfect man, unto the Ieasure of
the stature of the fulness of Christ.” Much
more might be quoted from the New Testa-
ment o{ the same import, showing that
salvation is not from deserved and righte-
ous punishment, but from those moral and
spirituul states or conditions in which our
sins originate. Y

To be saved, then, according to our un-
derstanding of these highest Christian au-
thorities, isto be made morally and spiritu-
ally whole; to be brought into’the pos-

to Titus, in the last of the second ﬂ‘:’?:;

bath u;E
us that denying -ungodli-
ness and worldly lusts, we should live

righteously, and godlily in this
t ‘‘gave

from all iniquity.” And, in the.fonn.l:

find in the thought

my fature misery, x

mortal wi diffuseth itself into
:vaq of‘ny life, rendering society

that the fear of hell hath
made some mad and others melancholy.”

It is not strange, then, that the records
of insane asylums have shown so large a
nrumber bereft of reason by religious causes.
The wonder, rather, is that any man can
smile, or tolerate a glad impulse, or reason
retain its throne. ‘ere all men consistent
believers, and capable of realizing the hor-
rora of such beliefs, the race would sink into
hopeless ness. Un! f and mental
shallowneas alone save the world from this
gulf of blank despair.

Our faith, on the other haund, is in bar-
mony with eve?,puro and innocent joy. It
is in unison with all that is brightest and
most h-}?y in buman exfpelience; and over
all the dark ph of our exi e it
pour the light of hope.

4. And finally, for we have no more
space, if it be true we need it that we way

ve honest consolation to all earth’s
mourners. “ Bl are they that
mourn,” said the divine teacher,” for
they shall be eomforted.” Not many

away, as she who went lust week
rom our own household of believers,
full of grace and ripe in Christian faith.
BLy fa{ the gr.«ter number—so the common

session of the Christ life; to 1
perfect men, having “the meeasure of
the stature of the fullness of Christ.” And
does it not seem absurd for a sane man with
this seriptural idea of salvation in.mind to
say that if this blessedness will in the ful-
ness of time be shared by all, there is no
use in employing means that men may enter
into the enjoyment of it now ! Let us sup-
pose that some ona believes that in a far off
other world period of existence, all of the
race of man will have perfect knowledge of
everything taught in schools, who would
think of asking what, then, if all are ulti-
mately to be thoroughly educated isthe
need of teaching? Or suppose one should
say that in a future time there will be no
sickpess, all men will be well, wouldrit not
be absurd to ask of what use, then, are
medicines, and bospitals and physicians ?
The kingdom of heaven comes through
Christ into this world to subdue men to its
benign spiritual laws, and illumine the
enrtl’:z with its supernal light, and bring
men the “peace which passeth understand-
ing.” Jesussaid to the Nazarenes betore they
drove him from their city and would bave
cast him headlong from a precipice, “This
day is this Scrigtum fulfilled in your ears—
*‘the spirit of the Lord is upon me, because
He hath apnointed me to preach glad tid-
ings to the poor; Fe hath sent me to heal
the broken-hearted, to preach deliverance
to the captives, and recovering of sight to
the blind; to eet at liberty them that are
bruised; to preach the acceptable year of
the Lord.” And we may reverently say
that the work which Jesus came to do is
ours also, according to the measure of our
ability. i

But the question is sometimes put in
another form, and made to relate to the
doctrine of the universal extent of salva-
tion itself. It is asked: If it be true that
all are finally to be holy and kappy, why
preach it? For, whether we know it or
not, it will be as well with us all in the end.
We answer:

1. Truth has intrinsic value. “Bay the
truth and sell it not,” eays our text. Itis
the glory of ecience to buy it at any cost of
life and treasure, even though it may have
but little apparent practical value. And
“ye shall know the trath, and the truth
shall make you free,” was no meaningless
utterance of Him who said, on the morning
of Ilis crucifixtion, *to this end was I
born, and for this cause came I into the
world. that I ehould bear witness to the
truth.” He prays that the apostles might
be sanctitied through the truth, and prom-
ises them the comforter, which He calls
“the spirit of truth,” which should guide
them into all truth. We think, therefore,
that if this article of opr faith be Christian
truth it is a suflicient Teason for proclaim-
inF it, and especially as the spirit of no
other is so perfect a comforter. For—

2. If true, and clearly revealed in the
Bible, a8 we are sure it is, when that much
abused book is rightly read and interpreted,
1t should be preached, beeause it relieves
the Christian religion of responsibility for
the horrible dogma of endlesa hell  tor-
wents, and return that natural offspring of
heathenism to its own mother. This mon-
strous exaggeration of the fact that God
adequately puunishea sin, if ever instru-
mentally serviceable in moulding human
minds, must be expelled from thought at a
certain stage in the growth of the soul, or
be a source of untold evil. Gar

teach or imply—go hope-
leasly out into the solemn mysteries of the
other world. The oclergymen even in Chris-
tian lands must often stand beside the
coffin of him who has given no sign, and
over whosg future (to his church taught
mind) stretches infinitely worse than end-
less night. Can he in such cases honest!y
comfort the mourners! Ought he not im-
partially and fearlessly to admirister the
doctrines of his creed, if he believes them,
and warn his hearers not to follow the lost
soul into the abyas of everburning flames?
Ihave known it to be done with some
unction where the departed was little
known, friendless and unloved. Bat ean
he ileehte}he whole oounsel of God as he

and p it on Sundays;
can he speak plainly

such thoug ta

a8 bis creed teaches him where the
m are pl infl ce, parish-
ioners and Imost brok hearted? He

dare not do it! The whole community
would be shocked and moved to resentful
indignation. Yet, why should be not do it,
if his is the truth and he believes it? And
why should society be indignant? O, my
friends these cruel thoughts of God's in-
finite vindiotive wrath can not live in the
presence of bleeding loves! When waves
of grief from the en hearts of those
we love come flooding us throngh sympa-
&.J' all partial and woo-burdn:s plans of
vation are washed away. Minds are
alive them with th:.nsbh. springing from
suffering affection, lips speak truer
things from God than creeds ever knew.
Then, whatever the professed belief of the
er, he is ei dumb, or utters
thoughts that are in chord with our great
truth alome. He mhipovorfnlly and elo-
quently p d i irom the
Bnlpiz ; but, standing among the mourners,

o must let the tears of despair drop unre-
strained upon the faece of the dead, or bor-
row something from a mneighbor's cor
demned faith. While we on.the contrary
in the consistent use of our own, leave non«
to weep o'er hcg):dhu graves.

Therefore, “having made know
unto us the mg_omry of his will (Ephesians
i, 10), according te his goed pleasure,
which he hath p in himself, that, in
the dispensation ot the fulmess of time, Lo
might gather together in one all beings in
Christ, both which are in heaven and which
are on earth, even in him,” we preach it,
that the intellect and heart of the world
may bave its help. And we trust that the
few reasons which we have ehosen from
among the many will be found sufficient
answer to the queations of the ohjector.

Seuthern Ladies’ Reilet Society.

An appeal to the citizens of New York for
help to relieve the distress oecasioned by
recent inundatious in the South, is mow
being made by an association of Southern
ladies, under the highest sanction. The
whole of Louisiana and Mississippi, and
parts of Texas, Alab and T 8500,
are in a condition, well nigh, of ruin. The
loss occasioned by the floods has been
eatimated at the lowest as mot less than
eight millions of dollars. Thousands of
square miles of once flourishi lands are
under water; and numberless families are
destitute and dependent for subsistence
upon aid which may be vendered them
irom time to time by their neighbors.
They all bave the strongest elaim upon

human nature progresses in goodness nntil
it knows itself to be better than any being
who could create, or allow to come into ex-
istence, immortal lives for such an unthink-
ably awful doom. It comes at some time
to have the courage to sit in judgment on
any theory or scheme that makes God less
good and just than man. And a religion
that attempts at once to carry the thought
that God is Father of men, and infinite in
goodness, power and wisdom, in connee-
tion with a view of human destiny that is
an eternal contradiction of that thought,
must inevitably drop from the faith of those
who attain enough of Christlike goodness
to know what goodness is, and learn to use
independently the reason God has given
them. One may confess that, being finite,
and unable to see what means are neces-
sary in the production and perfection of un-
dying, Godlike souls, man can never be
judge of the divine methods. But Le is
competent to weigh and determine the
moral qualities of the ends proposed. He
may reasonably believe and put trust in
the goodness of Gud, though looking at the
multiform evila of ths world, acknowledg-
ing himself too ignorant and limited in his
faculties to judge whether this dark eg
perience be necessary in the mnature of
things to the formation and development
of ultimate, joyous and blessed manhood.
But he can not, without stultifying
bis reason and patting ocut the lght
of Dhis intellact, believe that a good
being, having the power und wisdom
to prevent, would even permit, much less
originate, a scheme of creation from which
evil would ba developed as an end. End-
less evil, especially such forms of it as the
condemned soul—according to the theology
descending to us from the k ages—must
hopeleesly endure, could be permitted only
by a being who either has not the power or
wisdom to prevent it, or else whose

our ation. Many of them suffered
severely from the ravages ot the vel-
low fever, which too frequently carried

off the male members. of the families, and
left women and children dependent upon
their own resources. These have now lost
everything. Their homes are swept away
and their lands inundated. Many were
working on oapital borrowed on mortgage,
and if the o ing the claims fail-
ing due are not forthooming even the titla
to their lands will pass from them; and thus
people who have been aceustomed in former
t‘:ll:l:fu bt:fl;vg l;:esomﬁ)rt, perbaps in luxury,
ndered not tem i er-
manently destitute. B
The society, therefore, has the stropgest
claims for sympathy and support. Its offi-
ce;lt mﬂ E. Booth
r3. H. E. Boothe, of Texas, president.
eﬁ‘t". M. A. Ware, of Tennessug, vice Presi-

Mrs. H. C. Hodges, of Alabam treasurer,

Mrs. M. L. \'Jh?{ney, of Louis?;ma, assist-
ant treasurer,
tagm‘ D. C. Achiord, of Louisiana, secre-

Mrs.J. E. Shaw, of Missouri,
secretary.

A committee will be seleoted from thefive
States for the purpose of disttibuting the
funds that may be collected €quitably
smong the most needy, so that donora and
subscribers may feel that the whole of the
money is reaching its destination, and not
being wasted in  unnecess expenses.
Three of the ladies forming or interested in
this association, are now exerting them-
selves in the &ood eanse in this city—>Mrs.
Ware, Mrs. Whitney, and Mrs. Carlin, one
of the direetors. Mrs, Whitney, the assist-
ant treasurer, is duly authorized to receive
all contributions that may be made to tha
fund, and in order that there wmay be na
9?"""“{{ itlllx placing the most implicit cca-

assistant

is essential malignity. And if this black
dogma is not sepurable from the Christian
religion, ohriatianity instead of being, as we
honestly think it, the religion of man's
highest civilization, must fall back among
the things which the race thought as a
child and, becoming a man, put away. But,
though it may not be taken trom the old
systems of human theology without de-
stroying them, we believe it forms no part
of tho truth as it is in Christ. And if his
truth survives, we can well spare the theo-
ries born of half converted barbarian brains
in by-gone ages. One of the most prolitic
causes of infidelity is removed, therefore,
by our recogrition and lamation of the
doetrine that **God will have all men to be
nv:: and come unto the knowledge of the
truth.”

3. If true, we would preach it that man
may think of human destiny and at the
same time ocnsistently be happy in this
world. No one can do this, taking the pre-
vailing views. The thoughtless and shal-
low may sing through life, making esch
day bright and musical with smile and
laughter, like careless birds, and yet pro-
fess faith in the ancient creeds and treat
with scorn all who are not after their own
notion soundly orthodox. But 1rdr:lp°r na-
tures, who have migde to be sti by the
great problem of existence, feel the unut-
terabls discord between life’s joys and
their professed ideas of I destiny.

Iselect from among msny the case of
Saurin, an eminent French divine, whose
words, old as they may be, express what
has been the experience of multitudes of
his own gloomy faith, and if they do not
:l]nuk your mind it is either use you

o not belisve or donot realize the appall-
it.‘ proepects ::.itlhohma h{ :‘:i:h bgom-

0DZUS MAY 80 y have pro ief.
In a sermfon on the miseries of the lost he

s

o ! u; awful weight
of my subject; and I declare, when l%u
my relations, the of my

my
oh.Ta. this whole ;W 1
think that I, that you, vo-rzudl
threatened these torments; when I
see in the lukewarmness of m &Mani
in the lan, lwro!n&ylovo,h levity of
my resolu and designs the least evi-

dence, though it be only presumptive, of

e sympathy of thi
in behalf of her lnﬂ'an{ng nei:h%onli.nht%z
South, we are enabled to state that she has
credentials of the highest and strongest
character from a large number of our best
citizens. The President warmly indorses
the mission, and testifies to her claims up-
4‘35‘ :ulrol?o“!"hnﬁ; ang smong the many
ow President

oo 1 ﬁnd“ rant in the recom-

. Mr, Se. i
tlt:o gnvy; . W. A. Rlehrdn:,” l':cray gg
the JreuuPry; . Harvey, Sena
to;‘:h.. ?Jllo.w‘iﬁ:mh' and George E. French.
H:-.\Vhil.nov'-‘ln.::i‘u?‘ g

g ASHINGTON, March 21. 1874,
ol’L g::mhndh‘ that Mrs. M. L. Whitney,
- a, I'nilllllt treasurer of the
. ent mi‘? msomu?y. is about to
funds of that luooi.ti:l, llt s

whom she may apply. 1
::rﬁu & most estimable, intelligent and

vated lady, whose explanation and ad- Y

vocacy of the benevolent objeet for which

she is engaged must win for i; the approval |

of all good people to whom ske .
Pel‘le.onour I“IP%ERT 5 SCI;ENE“' i
i W £ SHERMAN, General.

to give more than this-
There need be no doubt th ¢ all
intrusted to Mrs, Whimyiw.ill Iiem::r?g;

Iy devoted to the objects for which

one otf the grea

urgent needs that has

sympathy. 'l’hdiﬂnu“" umulhi:g.‘oil:.—‘:
bo fres f inundation. .
then be availed of i e

—
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