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Deal Gently with the Erring.

BT JULIA A, FLtTCUBR.

'Think psntlv on the errincr ! '

1'Yes.'Manv months passed away, and yet
the mother ancLson remained as before

unreconciled. He had kept himsell
accurately informed in regard to her

that is, as accurately informed as it

was possible for him to be. During
that time, she had never been seen, a
broad, those who had met her, repre-

sented her as being greatly' changed..

All the soilness oi cnaracter mat hum

been assumed in her intercourse with
the world, had been laid aside. . She
was silent, cold and stern, to all; who

j " Ye known not of the power

- With which the dark temptation came,
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the world saw, with a purified vision?
.

rom that hour she knew the worth pf
pure heart. . . -
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; . '.Slwemaklng." '.'
Professor Ingraham thus nmnhiaa lhV

describes the town of Lynn, Mass., the s

seat of shoemakers, and the vast cord- - -

wainery.of the whole Union. . r ,
The very pleasant and thriving town ....

Lyrio is the Paradise of ihoemakeri.
us young men early transferred from .
the cradle to the fo, cut their teeth and...
iel"eX fWW ney time; nnd. it pretty
uiaiuciis icani 10 mna snoes with thenn- -
troduction ot their a, b, abs. Lovers
exchange hearts over a kid slipper, and
swear eternal fidelity over a lap stone.
If they would get married, thev ask old
Dr. Waxend.the parson, if he will ttilch
them together, and thev will nav him in
shoe mending. , Whipping their chil-
dren is called tannin?, and the rod thev
use is a cowhide. The little bovs swear
"by hides and leather," and play at
games whieh they call "high and low
quarters, and toe." A child newly bora
is a lapstone, and the age of their chil-
dren is known by the number of shoes
they wear. Boys are called rights,
and girls leftt an old maid is an odd
slipper, an old bachelor is an odd boot.
Their street doors to their dwellings
are insteps, and a man in an overcoat
is foxed. The fields about; the town .
are called yatches, and a fellow half--'
seas over is half-sole- They never see
an oak tree but they directly calculate
how many pegs it will make, and when
they behold bees to work, they reflect
that the only end of wax is a waxed
end. They look on all cattle and sheep
as only leather growers, and believe
that hogs were only made to produce
bristles- - Its Iap-ston- would pave
Broodway, and its lasts, if piled togeth-
er, would make a monument higher
than that of Bunker Hill.

Patrick's Colt. A gentleman who
favors us with some reminisenpoa .
specting the early settlement of this
place formerly old Derry field r-e-

anecaoie.

Goffstown'and DerrDfield. then sptilo
oy tne insn, he hired a wild sort of an
Irishman to work on his farm. One dav
soon after his arrival he told him tn
take a bridle and go out in tha field and
catch the black colt. 'Don't come home
without him,' said the old Brentlfimnn.
Patrick started and was cone soma
time, but at last returned minus the
bridle, with the face and hands badlv
scratched, as though he had receivtd
rough treatment. 'Why, Patrick, what
is the matter what in the nnmA f
wonder ails you?' 'An' faith, is n't it
me, your honor, that never'll catch the
ouid black coult again? An did n't he
all but scratch my eyes out o'me head?
An' rnteU Iluiui, us irue as my snoul s my
own, I had to climb up a'three after the
coult! 'Climb up a tree after him? Non
sense! Where is the beast? 'An' its
tied to the three, he is to be sure, your
honor.' We all followed Patrick to the
spot to get a solution of the difficulty,
and on reaching the field we found, to
our no small amusement, that he had
been chasing a young black b$ar, which
he had succeeded in catching after a
great deal of rough usage on both sides.
auu ntiuuiiy iiea ii wun tne bridle to
an old tree. Bruin was kept for a Jong
while, and was ever after known am
'Patrick's coll.' Manchester Amer.

Be and continue poor, voung man
while others around you grow rich by
fraud and disloyality, be without place
or power, while others beg their way
upwara, Dear me pain ot disappointed
hopes, while others gain the accomplish-men- t

of theirs by flattery; forego the
gracious pressure of the hand for which
others cringe and crawl. Wrap your-
self in your own virtue, and seek a
friend and your daily bread. If you
have, in such a course, grown grey
with unblenched honor, "bless God and
die."

Have a care every day that nothing
put you into a passion: do nothing with
an over eagerness of mind; and be ev
er on your guard against sudden acci-
dents. And this can never be obtained
but by committing yourself and your
affairs into God's hand and care every
dayjbelieving that He governs all things
wisely, and will ever do that which is
best for you.

L7Evils in the journey of life, are
like the hills which alarm travelers up-
on the road: they both appear great at a
distance, but when we approach them,
we find they are far leu insurmounta-
ble tbao we had conceived

wh!(t 1 have wronged.sheiaid,. with
s'1 rilv formed resolution.

ida rpused up instantly.
Y it objected,. . "Not now. Ypii

shu. ve..doue thiij. before.. It is loo
late: I i ny Will not believe you sin- -

cere. Mli ;.
' '

A ' ;iTul Conflict, ensued, which
90m, 1 yfritlrJncrcasing violence, to

tiaeqtwrfoe pf prolonged men-ient,"al-

tai ' "nervous lever
loo. i ,'Mj'sV .LinSen's- - Dhvsical

'4 fft'tf; shoft, vi rn c; reduced

William, but from some cause or other,
neither himself or wife visited her.
A.I the end of a week, she was so low
as to be considered in great danger.
She no longer recognised the person of
ner attendant, or appeared to be con
scious of what was passing around her.

A letter from a friend, through whom
he 'was kept informed of all that oc-

curred to her, appraised Charles Lin
den of his mother's critical situation.

'r lorence, ne said to nis sister, in
reading the letter to her and his wife,

i think you and I should go to P
immediately. You can be mother's
nurse "Until she recovers, and then it
may not be hard to reconcile all that is
past.

Ellen looked earnestly in the face of
her husband; something was on her
tongue, but she appeared to hesitate a- -

bout giving it utterance.
JDoes not that meet your approval.!"

asked Charles.
Whv mav I not be nurse?' was ask

ed in hesitating tones.
'You?' said Charles, in a voice of sur

prise. 'That should be the duty of
Florence.'

And my privilege,' returned Ellen,
speaking more firmly.

'What good would be the result?'
'Great good, I trust. Let me go,

and be the angel of her sick chamber.
She is too ill to njatice any one. She
will jjot, therefore, notice that a stran
ger 38, ministering to. her. As she

I have an inward
assurance that sh? wilj, 1 will bestow

wiinnsptre her heart with grateful
affection lor one whom she knows not;
and when she asks for my name, I will
conceal it until the right moment, and
then throw myself at her feet, and call
her 'mother.' Oh! let it be mv task to
watch in her sick chamber.'

Neither Charles nor his sister said
one word in opposition. On the next
day they all started for P . Charles
Linden went with his excellent wile to
the house where his mother was resid-
ing with an old friend, and opened to
this friend their wishes. She readily
entered into their plans, and Ellen was
at once constituted nurse. For the first
few days there were but few encour-
aging symptoms. Mrs. Linden was
in a very critical situation. At the end
of a week the fever abated, leaving the
patient as helpless as an infant, and
with scarcely more consciousness of
external things. During this time El-

len attended her with something of the
feeling with which a mother watches
over and ministers to her babe. Grad
ually the life current in the veins of
the woman became stronger. Gradu
ally her mind acquired the power of
acting through the external senses, bl
len perceived iins. imow had come
the ardently hoped for time. With a
noiseless step; with a voice low and
tender; with hands that did their office
almost caressingly, she anticipated and
met every want ot the invalid.

As light began to dawn upon the
mind of Mrs. Linden, she could not but
notice, first, the sweet faced, gentle, as
siduous stranger, who had become her
nnrse. Her first feeling was one of
gratitude, blended with affection. Nev
cr before had any one been so devot-

ed to her never before had any one
appeared to regard her with such a re
al wish to do her good.

What is your name, my dear?' she
asked one day in a feeble voice.

A warm flush came over the checks
of Ellen. Her eyes dropped to the
floor. She hesitated for several mo-

ments. Then she replied in a low
voice,

Ellen.'
Mrs. Linden looked at her earnest

ly, but said nothing in reply.
w no is mis nurse you nave oeen

so kind as to procure for me?' Mrs.
Linden said to her friend, a few days
subsequent. She had gained much in
a short time.

'&he is a stranger to me. 1 never
saw her before she came, and said that
she heard that there was a lady here
who wished a nurso.

She did?'

It was not long before the mother's
eyes were fully open to the folly she
had committed. Reflection on the un-

gratefulness of her children aroused
her indignation, instead of subduing
her feelings. An open rupture ensued,
and then came a seperation. Mrs.
Linden left the house of her son and
took l&lgings in the family of an old
IriendaJfilh a heart full of bitterness to
wards her children. In Antoinette she
had been miserably disappointed. - A
weak, vain, passionate, selfish creature,
shf had shown not the slightest regard
for. Mrs. Linden,.bx bad liibUedXo
Wrds hera most unamiable temper:' '

"When it was communicated to An
toinette by her husband that his moth
er had left them, she tossed her head
and said

"I'm glad to hear it."
"No, vou must not say that," was

William's replv, with an effort to look
serious nnd offended.

"And why not? I'ls the truth. She
las made herself as disagreeable as she
could ever since we were married; and

would be a hypocrite to say that I

was not glad to be rid of her.
She is my mother, and you must not

peak so about her," returned William,
now feeling reallv offended.

How will you help it, prav?" was
the stinging reply; and the
creature looked at her husband with a
curl of the lip.

Muttering a curse; he turned from
her and left the house. The rage of a
lusband who is only restrained by a
ear of disgrace, from striking his wife

impotent. His only resource is to
fly from the object of his indignation.
So felt and acted William Beauchamp.

Fearing, from the knowledge 01 his
Broihcr's character and disposition, a
result, sooner or later, like that which
had taken plrcc, Uharies Liinaen, al-

though he held no correspondence with
any ol his lamily, had the most accu-

rate information from a friend, ol all
that transpired at F .

One evening on coming home Horn
business, and joining his wife and sis
ler, between whom love had grown :n
to strong union bond, he said, ,

I have rather painful news from P--.

What is it, was asked by Jiillen and
Florence, with anxious concern on both
their faces

"Mother has separated herself from
William and his wif'fc."

What 1 have been expectingtohear
almost every day, l'lorence replied

Antoinette has never treated mother
as if she had the slightest regard for her,

As to love, she has but one object upon
which to lavish it that is herself, fche

C ' .1 -- I

cares no more lor vvimam man sue
docs for mother, and is only bound to
him by external consideration, but
where has mother gone?"

"To the house ot Mrs R .'
"An old friend?"
"Yes. But she must be very unhappy.'
"Miserable." And tears came into

the eyes of Ellen."
In the end, it will no doubt be best

for her, Florence, said the brother.
"She will suffer acutely, but her false
views oflile, let us hope, will be cor-

rected, and then we shall have it in our
power lo make her last days the best
and happiest of her life.

"Oh, how gladly will I join you in

that work!" Mrs. Linden said, with a
silow of pure cthusiasm on her lace.
"Write to her, dear husband! at once,
and tell her that our home shall be her
home, and that we will love her with an
unwavering'jlove."

"Not yet, dear," returned onaries
Linden, in a voice scarcely audible
from emotion, turning to lllen and re- -

sardin her a moment with a look 01

loving approval. "iNot yet inetimc
for that will come; but it is not now.

my mother's heart is full of haughty
pride.and she would spurn, indignantly,
any overtunics wo uiignuuanv.

Mnr.h. conversation passed, as to
what should be their future conduct
in regard to the mother. Ellen was
anxious to make advances at once, but

the husband and his sister, who knew

Mrs. Linden much better than she did,

objected.
"Time will indicate what is right for

us to do," her husband said. "Let us

only keep our hearts willing, and we

shall have ti e opportunity before many
years pass by."

"Years?"?said Ellen, in an earnest,
doubting voice.

"it may be only months, dear and
vet it may be vears. It takes time to
"break a hauty will to humble a proud
heart. But you shall yet see the day
when my mother shail love you for your-

self alone."
Heaven grant that it may soon cornel'

was the lcrvent response.

. 'She must be an angel in disguise, v

then.' ::. a
'So I should "think,' returned her

friend. . 'I have never met a lovelier
person, Her face ris sweetness itself;
her manners are full of ease and grace;
and her heart seems a deep well of love

an
Who can she be? " Where did she -

come from? I foe! towards her as if she of
were my own child.'

But she is only a nurse, said the
thatj : noj vour

UtaVionlii - socjety? V- -
ivirs. Linden shook her head, and

murmured
I have never found one like her in

the highest places; no, not even in mv
own children. Station in society! Ah!
my friend, that delusion has passed.'

As Mrs. Linden recovered moreJind
more, Ellen remained with her, wait-
ing only for a good opportunity to
make herself known. She did not
wish to do this until she was sure that
she had awakened a feeling of affection
in her mother's bosom.

Mrs. Linden had been sitling up for
two or three days, so far had she re
covered, and yet Ellen did not feel that
it would be safe to venture a full decla-

ration of the truth.
Up to this time neither William nor

his sister had visited her, or sent to en
quire about her. This fact Mrs. Lin
den knew,-fo- r she had asked about it
particularly. The name of Charles
was never mentioned.

In order to try its effect, Ellen said
to her

'You are belter now, Mrs. Linden,
and will be well in a little while. You
do not need me any longer. I will leave
you tomorrow.'

Leave me! ejaculated Mrs. Linden
'O, no Ellen, you must not leave me. I
cannot do without you You must stav
with me always.'

'You would soon tire of such a one
as 1 am.'

Never, my good cirl. never! You
shall always remain with me. You
shall be not my .oarse. but mv pin n.'

Ellen could hardly help throwing
herself at her feet and declaring that
she was really her child. But she con
trolled herself and replied,

'That cannot be, madam. I have oth
er duties to perform.'

l'ou haver Where? What7 To
whom'''

'To my husband and children.'
'Gracious heaven! What do you

mean? Who arc you?'
One who loved you before she ever

saw vou. Une who loves you now.
'Speak, child! Oh, speak!' exclaimed

Mrs. Linden, turning suddenly pale,
and grasping hold of Ellen with both
her hands, 'Who are you? What in
terest have you in me? Speak!'

'JJo you love net asked Lllen in a
husky whisper.

'Love you! Yes! i ou have forced
me to love you! But speak out. Who
are you?'

1 our daughter, was faintly replied.
'Who?'
'The wife of one who has never ceas

ed to love you. The wife of Charles
Linden.'

Airs. Linden seemed paralyzed lor
some moments, at this declaration. Her
face became pale her eyes fell to the
floor she sat like one in a dream.

'Dear mother!' plead the anxious
wife sinking on her knees, 'will you
not forgive your son? Will you not
forgive me that I loved him so well?
If you knew how much we loved you

how anxious we are to make you
happy, you would instantly relent.'

My child! Oh can it be true?' This
was said in a choking voice by Mrs.
Linden, as she threw her arms around
Ellen, and held her to her bosom. In a
few moments she withdrew herself,
and fixed her eves long and earnestly
upon Ellen's face.

'Ah! what a loving heart have I
wronged!' she murmored, putting her
hand npon the brow of her new found
child, tenderly. Then she drew her
again almost convulsively to her bo
som. -

All that was passing within was
heard without, 1or Charles and his sis-

ter were at the door. They entered
at this moment.

My motherl' exclaimed Charles,
springing towards his mother.

Mv son mv dear son! God bless
you and the dear child who has watch-

ed like an angel about my pillow.'
The mother and son were in each

other's arms in in a moment, AH was
forrriiren.

From that hour the proud woman of

V

?!

' Tn some unguarded hour.
IYe may not know how earnestly

They Bjtuggled,.or how well,
' Until the hour, oweakness came, '

i4

And sadly thua. they fell. tV . J

Oh. do Hoi thon forget, -

tHoweei daily stained by sin, .

c He Is thy brother yet. . : r
t Heir of the ee'lf-sam- e heritage! .

i Child of the1 aelf-sam- e God! ,

'' He hath stumbled in the path,
-- ; Thou hast in weakness trod.

Speak gently lo the erring!
For is it not enough

That innocence and peace have gone,

Without Ihy censure rough?

It sure must be a weary lot
That sin crushed hea rt to bear,

And they who share a happier fate,

Their chidirigs well may

Speak kindly to the erring!
Thou yet ninyst lend them back,

With holy words, and tones of love

From misery's thorry track.
Forget not thou hast often sinned,

' And sinful jei must bo,

Deal gently with the erring one

As God hath dealt with thee!

&tttt ale.
THE DAUGHTER-IN-LA-

B Y T. S. A RTIIU K.

CONCLBDI.B.

Tn .oittmu unnn her son William tier
in ivii.-'-- -r- --

psthte. with the small rcscrva

tion before mentioned, Mrs. Linden
ave up to him the splendid mansion

in which she lived, with its costily
nnd the entire control o; u,

Manv months hadto his young wile.
not passed before doubts of the propri-ei- v

of what she had done began to creep
inir. ihn m nd o Mrs. I.inucn. ner
pride of family had Lcen gratified, but

already had the pride of independence
pd. ll was plain that she

wna not now of as much importance
ii,oupanf her son as before. As to

Antoinette, the more bhe became inti

mately in contact with her, the les

shfi liked her. She found little in Dei

ihn shfi p.ould love. The scheme of

marrying Florence to a young man of

'one of the first lamiucs was nennm
entered into by this worthy trio, and

while there was a prospect of its ac-

complishment, they drew together with

much appearance of harmony. The
end united them. But alter Florence
had biokcn away from the coils they
had been throwing around her, and they
became satisfied from the strong kide-lotte-

which she sent home.

ihnt oil hnnn of bcndinsr her to their
wishes was at an end, the true charac-io- r

nf mp.1i heffan to show itself more
fully.

Mrs. Linden had an imperious wi

She had always exercise over her
children a rigid contiol, at the same
time that in their earlier years she had

won their affections. 1 he Irecdom o

mature vears. and the sense of individ

ual responsibility which it brings caus
edall of them to reuei agamsi uwf
iinen.tial exercise of parental domina
tion. In the case of Charles and I' lor

, ence, the effect was a broad seperation
William had sinister ends to gam ir

. appearing to yield passive submission

in kia mnthpr's W ill. When the bulk

r.i npr nrnnertv was transferred to him

;. the ends were gained, and ho felt no

inrmf.r rlisnnsed to suffer any encroach- -

.' ment upon his freedom.. In one act of

obedience he had lumuea aiiouuguuuua
of filial dutv. and was not disposed

trouble himself further. He had con
aonterf to rrive un his iatlicr s name

nrl to marrv a woman for whom
. hA no affection, to please his mothe

nnrl rfot n larffe estate. The estate set
these balanced the ac

. muni: and now. there being nothin;

moro to eain,.he had nothing more to
: vibid.' - When; therefore, after the de

sien of marrying Florence to a man or

"good family" had failed, the first ef--
- fort on the part ot his momer to

ii case control oyer him, was met in a
His wife, like-,- rvery,. decided : way.

(iso showed a disposition to make her
.'.keep! in her own placq. She was

" tress ia thehouse now, and she let it be

elearly seen, . ,

Charles; and he yearned to draw near
his mother. But he feared to do' so,

least, m ner nauiy pnue, sue siiouiu
throw him off again, and thus render a
reconciliation still more difficult, if not
impossible.

VVhile in this state of doubt, affairs
assumed a new feature. Charles re-

ceived a letter from a friend, stating
that the banking institution, in the stocks
of which her entire properly was in
vested, had failed, and that she was pen
niless.

Oh! Charles, go to her at at once!"
was the exel amation of Ellen, the mo-

ment her husband read her the intell-

igence.
" "It is time now. All else has

failed her."
"I do not know," he said doubtmgly.

"This circumstance will make William
sensible of his duty, he will, no doubt,
restore her a part of the property re
ceived from her hands. This is the least
he can do.

Florence differed with her brother.
She did not beleivc that cither William
or his wife would regard their mother
in any way. Both were too selfish and
too unforgiving. Much was said all

around; but no clear course of action
was Derceived.

"1 tell vou what vou can do!"
spoke up Mrs. Linden, her eyes spark-

ling. A thought had flashed over her
mind.

"What is it, Ellen?" asked her hus-

band.
"You can send her, under a blank en

velope, a thousand dollar or more, anfl

thus keep her above the; bitter
nf HonnndGiice., More can, be scfn

when more is required.
"Truel true!" was the husband'squick

reply. "And I will do it."
When the news of the falure of the

Bank in which the little remnant of her
property was contained, reached the

ears of "Mrs. Linden, her spirits shrunk,
Dride had kept her up before. But now,

her haughty her indig-

nation, her bitterness of feeling towards
her children, gave way; and in con

scious weakness she bowed her.head and
Draved for oblivion. She felt deserted
bv all: but indignation at this desertion

was not the feeling that ruled in the

heart. She felt weak, and lonely, and

powerless. From a high position which

she had held with imperious pride, she
had fallen, almost suddenly, into

desertion and dependedce. A
week oassed. and she began to think
of her children. None of them had yet
p.ame near her. or inquired for her.

The thoughts of William and his heart- -

ess wi c. caused old leeungs 01 inuig
nation to awaken and burn. But, when

the image of Charles and Florence
came up before her mind, her eyes
nrprA rpndv to overflow. It was now

that she remembered, with changed
emotions, the cruel manner in which
slio snnrnp.fl Charles and the wife of
his bosom. A sigh struggled up from
hnr hpnrt. nnd she leancddown her
face uDon the table before which she

was sitting. Just at this time a small
spnlnH nackaffe was handed to her.

She broke it open carelessly. But its
contents made her heart bountl, cow

ing as they did just at that crisis. Un

der cover was a isam; Din amounting
to one thousand dollars and this mem
orandum.

"It is yours."
Quickly turning to the direction, she

read it over two or three times before
satisfying herself that there was no
mistake. Then she examined tne wrt
ting within and without, closely, in or-

der to ascertain, if possible, from whom
the timely aid had come.

The incident caused a new train of
thoughts to pass through t he mind of
Mrs. Linden. It brought before her,
she could not tell why, the image of
her son Charles, with greater distinct-

ness than ever; and, with that, came
thoughts of his wife, and regret that
she had ever thrown her off with such
cruel anger. Acute patn of mind suc-

ceeded to this. She saw more clearly
her own position in that act, and felt
deeply the wrong she had committed

'I will write to my son at once, and
ask his forgiveness, and that of his wife

s
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