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ENOUGH FOR ALL,

BY JAMES LUMBARD.

ba ereeds that ])Gr\'lf“d the Holy One fled,

And man learned & truth that he knew not before,
When Christ, in his prayer to the Infinite, uli."

My (od and my Father is yours evermore !
(sn you prezs the foul chalice of sin to your lips,
#th  sense of the fervor pervading that prayer ?

<ur ertor, nor darkness, its glow can eclipse,

"fot the tide of confasion ebbs fnally there.

Thisaorid would become one of gladness intense,
4 refloction of that whose enjoyments endure,
[f msn would give ear to the dietates of sense,
And eherish the feelings that render him purs.
Then life would be spent in the sorvice of love,
The fiag of contention be evermore furled,
sd angels approvingly smile from above,
And peace like a halo encircle the world.

1

fhe pride of the forest and wealth of the mine
Would for ench form a dwelling with elegance
fraught,
[i Art i » brother with Labor would twine,
Asd viold to the guidance of Lové as they wrought.
Agd the fruits of the earth would supply every home
With the comforts-and blessings now known to the
fow,
[ithe idle and thoughtless to duty would come,
Azd work a5 their Maker designed they shoald do.

¥hile yenrly the Earth is renewing hor youth,
To supply every physieal want of mankind,
Toate is wisdom enough in the volume of Truth
To light up the temple of every mind;
ied Love st the Fountain sufficient to fill
Erery beart with the rapture that words never told ;
Asi sdejuate Grace, with a generous will,
To bring evi 7y soul to the heavenly fold '

Wheo all who have strength shall apply it with eare
To that which s poaitive good will secure,
And they who have more than ehough, and to spare,

Shall freely dispense of their goods to the poor;
When tho veil from the eyes of the selfish is drawn,
And wealth is no longor devoted to sin,
Tuen, then shall this era of blessedness dawn,
Theu, then shall this day of salvation begin '

Utica, New York.

LITERARY NOTICES. -

“Tustarta: A Book for the Bea-Side.” Boston:
Ticknor, Reed, & Fields.

Under this title, suggested by & passage in
\enophon’s Expedition of Cyrus, where the
imy climbed the hill and looked out upon the
w, throwing up their arms sod shouting
‘Thalatta! Thalatta!” we have herean admi-
nble collection of poems, mare or less inti-
mitely connected with the ocean and its ad-
juncts, The writers are of all ages and locali-
tios, from Homer to Longfellow—from Spain to
Musachusetts, The selections have been made
with good taste and judgment, and will be
found pleasant reading, not only by sojourners
ol the sea-side during our hot season, but aleo
by those who are compelled to forego the pleas-
ure of & ride on Nahant, or a bath at Newport.
Totheselatter, sweltering in their inland homes,
we would especially commend this little vol-
ume. It is redolent of the salt sea breezes. It
oan sourcely fail to transport ite readers from
ht prairie or dusty city to the cool margin of
great waters—making everything about them,
w4 on Prospero's island,

" Saffer & sca change.”

Among our old favorites in this volume s
what Coleridge has well called “ The grand
ballad of Sir Patrick Spens”” Nothing supe-
rior t0 it ean be found in all the quaint old bal-
lad literature, and no modern imitation has
ever ¢qualled its simple grandeur, pioturesque
deseriptions, and dramatio energy.

"The ladyes wrang their fingors white,
The maidens tore their hair ;

A for the sake o' their truo loves,
For them they'll see nae mair '

Oh!lang, lang may the ladyes sit,
Wi' their faces in their hand,
Lefore thoy see Sir Patrick Spons
Come sailing to the strand !
"And lang, laog may the maidens sit,
Wi’ their gold kames in their hair,
A-waiting for their ain true loves,
For them they'll see nae mair ' "'

Here are also Goethe's * Fisher,” Uhland’s
wierd and beautiful “Vineta,” snd Shelley’s
Pothetic lument at the Bay of Naples. Among
the novelties may be mentioned two or three
Jure gems from Allinghatn; the' gifted young

Milesian poet, and two remarksble little ses

‘ketches from the pen of Charles Kingsley, au-
thor of Alton Locke. The following song, in
& simple reality of pathos, might well have
%0 sing around a fisherman’s hearth on the
tire of Dee, to the drear accompaniment of
e growing rosr of the evening tide, over-
'¥eeping the sands with its “oruel, bupgry

foam -

Ub* Mury, go and eall the eattle home,
Anil enll the eattle homo—
And eall the eattle home—
Arrass the sunds of Dee;
T8 Westorn wind was wild and dank wi' fogm,
Avd all wione went she.

The croeping tide eame up along the sand,
And o'or and o'er the sand—
Auvd round and round the sand—
A% far na eye could see ;
The Llinding mist eame down and bid the land,
And nevur home came she,

Ob' s it weed, or fish, or floating hair,
A tress of golden hair—
O downed maiden's hair—
Above the pety at sea ?
WS nevep “Mmon yet that shone so fair,
Among the stakes of Dee ' .

Ihi

W

.‘:_l--w-dhrhun.-lhmlhlu-.
lhamd,o!whfu-—
Tho cruel, bungry foam—
bT"i'rmnb-thuq
mmm.mwn«ummm
Attow the sands of Deo!”
Ve cannot resist the desire to copy the fol-
"10g sea-side picture by Allingham :

H' THE CHAPEL BY THE SHORE.

By the shore & ot of ground
u.;...nudat:.lroni.

Buttressed with o grassy mound,

4" hero day and uight and day go by,

“d bring no toush pf human sound

o Vushing of the lonsly sens—
Shakingof the guardian tress—
Firity of tho satted broese-

Aud day and night and

rnm““‘dlﬂho

Ur when winds and waters

A buy llmluli-'whh
torns to stiller ovenings erecp,

Iy

And day and night and day go by .
Hore the stillness is most deep.

 And the ruins, lapsed again

Into Natare's wide domain,

Bow thomsolves with seed nad grain,
As night and day and night go by,

And hoard June's sun and April's raio.

* Hibre frosh funereal tears wore shed,
But noy; the graves are also dead ;
And suckors from the ash-tree spread,
As dny snd night and day go by,
And stars move calmly overhead '

The book is got up in the usual good taste
of the firm by which it is published. [t will be
found a pleasant travelling companion, and &
seasonable addition to warm-weather readings.

J.G W,

Crry axp Country Live ; or, Moderate better than
Hapid Gaine. By Mary Ide Torrey. Boston :
Tappan & Whittemore. Pp. 318.

This is a well-wgjtten story, with a fine moral
running through it. Apert from its practical
sim 94 & moral and religipus tale, it has a good
deal of artistip merit. The writer is the widow
of the late Charles T. Torrey, who died in the
Penitentiary st Baltimore, s martyr to his un-
compromising abolitionism, which refused to
recognise a8 law enaoctments for holding man
a8 y. We wish her volome abundant
SUCCess. LG W

Tur Inpvarniar Resovrnces, eto., of the Southern
und Western Btatos: embracing a view of their
Commerce, Agriculture, Manufuctures, &e., with
an Appendix. In 3 vols. By J. D. B. De Bow,
Professor of Political Economy, ete., in the Univer-
sity of Louisinns. Published at the office of De
Bow's Roview, New Orleans. For sale by Franck
Taylor, Washington, D. C.

In the hope that time would furnish oppor-
tunity and space for & careful and lengthy no-
tice of these volumes, we have suffered them to
lie on our table through week afier week; but
time has disappointed us, and we have been
able to give them only a hasty and limited ex-
amination. From this, we are inclined to re-
port favorably. The work is made up of a se-
ries of historical and statistical sketches of the
different Statee and cities of the Union; statis-
tics of their commerce and manufaotories from
the earliest periods, compared with other lead-
ing Powers; the results of the different census
returna since 1790, and returns of the census of
1850, in population, agriculture, and general
industry. Many of these are contributions
from eminent Southern men. They are ad-
mirably arranged, and the statistics, in most

ral spirit of the work, except when the “ pecu-
liar institution” is touched upon, seems to be
impartial, liberal, and conscientious. We have
glanced at but one of the articles upon Slavery
that seems to be a re-hashing of the old argu-
ment of the constitutional inferiority of the ne-
gro race, containing nothing new in substance,
but done in a style of grandiloguent Aigh-fa-
lutin. 1t was suggested by an obsolete work
called Negro-Mania, of which a Mr. John
Campbell, of Philedelphia, is the author.

Mr. De Bow has lately been installed by
President Pierce as Commissioner of the Cen-

aus Burean of the Depa t of the Interior—
& post for which we should judge him to be
eminently fitted. *

Tur ComrLeETE Wonks or SamveL Tavror Covs-
RIDGE, with an Introductory Eseay upon his Phi-
losophieal and Theological Opinions. Edited by
Professor Bhedd. New York: Harper & Brothers.
For sale by R. Farnham, Washington, D). C.
Volumes five and six of thif work are before

us, Coleridge in both his eharacters of poet

and philosopher must always hold a high place
in English literatore. No mind has ever
sounded deeper deeps of religious philosophy,
or given clearer reports than his. This is the
best edition of his works that has yet appeared

in this country. *

Tie NEcroMancEl ; or, the Mysteries of the Court
of Henry VIIT. By Georgd W. M. Reynolds. Phil-
adelphia: T. B. Peterson. For sale by Shillington

Washington, D, C. :
Those who admire Mr. Reynolds's books wil

find thia equal to the best of them, in graphic
deseription and startling incident. *
Harrer's Maoanine. June, 1854,

The beaatifal style in which Gray’s immor-
tal “Elegy” is gotten up in this number, is ful-
ly worth the cost of it. The table of contents
shows a goodly array of goodly articles. *

Tux Kxickgrpooker. Juns, 1853

The Knickerbocker opens with an article of
unusual excellence (even for ifs dainty pages)
this month, styled Orientalism, by S. H. Cox,
Eeq., of Ohio; but we are rather surprised to
find another, upon W ebster, of such unqualified
eulogy. A hoet of good things, in addition to
the above, make up the number, which closes
the forty-first volume. In the next volume we
are promised sixteen additional pages. *
Manco Paur’s ApvenTones 18 Bostoy. By Jacob

Abbott. New York: Harper & Brothors. For sale

by R. Farnham, Washington.

This little volume will be hailed with de-
light far and near. To one who has read Mr.
Abbott's writings for children, and felt the in-
expressible charm which they poesess, there is
nothing marvellous in their vast Mulprity.’

Burax Houvse. No 16, New York: Harper &

Brothers. For sale by R. Farnham.

This is a fine number, containing.s spice of
both tragedy and comedy. The story is very
evidently approaching its denouement.  #
Tur Bonzovic Menicat. JouryaL, March, 1858

R. B. Newion, Editor and Publisher, Cincinnati.

This number eontaine Tully's Materia Med-
ica, by W. Bard Rowell ; Introductory Lecture,
delivered before the Eclectic Medical Class, by

Edectic Physicians, by G, W. L. Bicklay, M.

cases, are well suthenticated; while the gene- | 80Ty

G. W. L. Biokley, M. D.; Review of Report of | o

For the National Fra.
STORIES FOR CHILDREN AND POETS
BY ELIZA L, SPROAT,

CHAP. 111
The earth grows hush ; the flushed heavens
sober ; the clouds that recled in wanton orim-
son, stalk the skies in repentant gray; the
children experience their weckly surprise, at
discovering that even & whole Saturday after-
noon. ust sometime come to an end. The
boat is contad to land, and the , DOW Ta-
ther quiet, patter along througnshe-darkening
woods, out into the stubble field, across that
to the barn-yard gate, where all three have to

ttle, for the lateh is somewhat stiff,
and won't raise easily; then through the barn-
yard, where Jolly rolls barking out of the barn-
door, and after some feats of e tine pup-
pyism, stalks off with Will on his back ; then
through the back garden gute to the kitehen
piazza, through the kitchen, to peep in at the
lass-windowed door of the sitting-room, and
Emn gits mother, on her short nuiing-ehair -
she sees thew, and puts her fioger on her lip,
for Totty is ly‘i# her lap, with his shoe
in his moath, %e}u are shut, the
slightest attempt to a t the shoe elicits
instant demonstrations of consciousness. Sd
the three stand in sudden arrest at the spell of
her raised forefinger; and after flattening their
three noges for an instant ngainst the glass, the
counter-charm of the supper-bell canses them
suddenly to dissppear.
Day i8 over; work is oyer ; supper is over.
Totty has been swindled out of his shoe, and

is gone to al in earnest ; lights are not yet
brought, for Mr.and Mrs. B. have their chairs
out on the piazsa, and Emma, Willy, and Eu.

nice, are on the door-sill, besieging their elder
brother Alfred with their new- enthusissm
for stories. Alfred is & lnn&boy, of that age
when boys are always either conceited or
sheepish ; ke inclines to the latter, which he
evinces on this occasion, by declaring that he
“don’t know anything; couldn’t tell it, if he
did ;Hml.d.n’t bowm use, if he was to,”’ &eo.

“Ho,” quoth Willy, “it's as easy as gram-
mar, wil.hq the book 'Zpen;jnct n.:lytn up any
kind of an original beginning, ‘once upon &
time,” or something of that sort. Now for it,
Captain. Ladies, gentlemen, and fellow-crea-
tures, Mr. Alfred B. is ready to tell & story.”

BCHOOL DAYS.

When | was & young boy, | used to go to
school to Mr. Sh _Smith, st th&o old
eight-sided scheol-house by the creek. Mr. 8,
was a smart man and a just master ; but the
fellows that went there had been smubbed, and
cuffed, and brow-beaten, and neglaota&, 80
long, that when at last thoy did get a gentle-
man for & teacher, they hadn’t the slightest no-
tion of how to treat him. OF the first

: 8o———oh, now, I can’t tell a
‘b; ou hno:: 1 nave;;didjl;;: my life.”
“Strike out, Captain,” eaid the patronizin
Will. “] think playing tricks is a very goos
baginninmddeﬁng‘ When [ went to the
Creek achool, last sommer, didn’t the fellows
play tricks on that long Yankee master! He
used to make & business, when be came in the
morning, of calling out two or three of us little
fellows, and caning us, just to get the big ones
to order; but [ rather think we circumvented
him once or twice. | never went to that school
without a lumg‘:f rosin in my pocket; for, if

umﬁnmur ds well before he canes you

may w away a8 hard as he likes, an
won’t hurt anybody much, but himself; and I
wish every l.u:;‘y.l in the whole world knew it.”

“But why did he cane you!” asked Emma.

“Oh! just because we quizeed him o little—
makers’ wax on his chair, and when he sat
down it was a little inconvenient getting up
again ; and sometimes wo greased the th -
board, snd in the fall we off the smoke
in the chimney, and put gunpowder in the
stove, and rubi bitter aloes on the head of
his cane, (he used to suck the head when he

t bothered,) and fastened hop-toads in his

at, and wrote things on the school door—sush
aé¢ ‘ Down with the tyrant, and so on; and
once we put & bumblebee in his desk—ah!
don’t | remember that afternoon? It flew out
and stung him a little, and he ocalled four of us
boys right out from our seats, where we were
sitting a8 quiet as kittens, and not doing a
thing but getting up our sams for the class.
The first fellow he whipped was me; but he
only caned me on my hands, and they were
rosined. The next was Booby Bill—you know
Booby? He’s been going to school these thir-
teen years, and he understands all sbout schools
except the lessons. Well, he took hold of
Booh{&y the collar behind, and whacked, and
whacked ; and the perspiration rolled down his
flﬁ and Booby equirmed and whined, and
made believe to b in swful pain; but with all
his wriggling he kept his body always one
way, with his back to the master ; and when
at last he went to his seat, he walked s0 queer
that the master called him back.

“!Take off your coat,’ says Master Gamble.

%] don’t want to, whinea Bill.

“LOff with your coat, sir, roars the master ;
and Booby rolls up his oyes like a very unhap-
Py ealf, and off it comes.

“First, there was a jacket; then half of an
old’ table cloth wound about his shoulders;
then a whole sheet of wadding cotton ; then,
bound round his waist by an old T,
two thin shingles, reaching up nearly to his
shirt-collar, and s far down as they would go.
Then it was Booby’s turn to feel the ira-
tion rolling down his cheeks; and if ever o
master wanted to revenge himself on n poor
boy for having a little fun, Yeokee Gamble
had his revenge that day.” y

“Well, but was it you that put the bee in
his desk ¢ ” snid Emma.

“Why, yes, we two did it; a bumblebee’s
sting don’t hurt much ; J've been atu:i man
a tim ﬂﬁ:.un them‘, but | never made suc
an u?ul about it.”

“But what fan could it be to plague the
poor teacher ! 7 still queried Emma.

“(0h ! the fellows didn’t like him.” -

“ Why?"

“Oh!'T don't know; he was so long, and put
he:tnher-olm and his joints cracked so
when he walked about.”

“Mr. Will, you sre a naughty boy,” said
Emma, imii,;unﬂy; “how could he help his
joints eracking "

# Oh, well—but he waa so freckled”

“ Willy,"” said Mre. B. to her son; and ax the
little hoy stepped close to his mother, and look-
od up into the grave, sweet depth of her eyes,
it struck him all st once that the story he
been telling was not exactly a thing to be

of.

its any harm—all the bi

gtop and put their shoulders under the top bar, | *¢
n:xlin apri'

thing they undertook to do was to play tricks | Dinah
on him; and

shinny stick in an vating manner ; ‘ any-
thin el you'd like to fail in this hvienag o
“*Whatever you dare,’ says soarling Tow.
“‘Whatever you dare,’ sa Mm‘f"““' L
“Tom’s holhupﬂvﬂhn by this time his
blood was up to boilin
_““Ye're & wonderful boy,’ hisses he, leering
like & umke.h‘ Oh! yes, yo're & nice brave boy
st a pretty little game b, yes,
and ye're 8 hero at shinny, too ; but I'll fix ye
in a place yot, that'll make yo turn the cow-
ard side out. Pl know who 18 to bo the head
fellow in this school.’

“ I Whatever you * says | nen-
t!nhl}y : and just then :’I:.'bdl :q foor‘x:;:-{uing
ool .

[To BE conTINUED.]

For the National Era. .
LAST WORDS.
BY HARRIET N. NOYES

I watched to-night the sunset
Adowu in the golden sen,

And the deepening night shadows
Boubroud the slent fon.

I shall never seo thewm more, Mary,
+  For when the parting day
Shadows the pleasapt vale again,
I shall be far away.

You must bury me close by Lianel,
Under the old elm tree,

Where the brown thrush and the robin
Will sing their songs to me

And we shall hear there pometimes
Bird-voices wild and free,

As they used to carol, years ugo
To Lionel and me.

To-night T heard him eall me,
In the twilight gray and dim—

Remember and bury me, Mary,
In the shadows elose by hin

For the National Era.
A STORY FOR CHILDREN
BY ALICE CAREY.

[eoxcrLupsD. |
It was a blustery morning in November—
it was going to be snow, everybody said. Mrs.
Fl was not well, as, indeed, she had not
been lately; she had had too much to do, since
Aunt Caty didn’t come to help her any more.
True, she had often sent for Dinah, but she

come. “The corn is pot half in,” said Mrs.
Flagg, “and it will gnow before to-morrow
night. We must have a dozen men in the
field to-day.” And Oliver was told to mount
Sultan, and lead the old mare, and bring

Now, Oliver had never ridden Sulian but
onco before, and would much have preferred
to ride one of the old work-horses, lre hesita-
ted, and had a mind to say so; but when John
ala his hands, and called him a coward,
and his uncle said he thought he did lock palé—
but he didn’t know, for he was white, at
any rate—Oliver said he was not afraid; for
though his uncle hgd =poken in jost, he felt it
to be a bitter jest; and, mnﬁn‘g the gns
Sultan, he rode away in a style that woul
have dona honor to John hi who was not
a little proud of his horsemanship.

Th:ed“;ll‘ld hblow hly in his zi;:ﬂe, and it!:

ui is stren, tan wit:
m hand, and with the aﬁ?& up the
old mare, who was ,.and conl wides.
rom e st 'uww
rheumati ' to
h;.ﬁ?n the circumstances of-h a8
n 88 she was asked how she did, wes stand-

Wwas 8 Food way off, and could not always | all

away alone, and Dr. Livingston, without his
hat, running as fast a8 he could. She followed
quickly, and saw Oliver lying among the loose
stones at one side of the gﬂ&ﬁ He was quite
still, and seemed dead, though the blood was
oozing from & cut on his forchead. He was
carried to the house of Dr. Livingston, and
when she came away, was quite come to life,
and was crying, with the dreadful pain he was
in, for it seemed that the horse had fallen on
him, and brokgn and shattered one of his legs
terribly—they dido’t know how badly, when
she came away. When this was told, there
was great sorrow and great consternation in
the houso at Mr. Flagg's. gohn went first to
madoormdthmhtﬁ ,and looked first
at ond pez* and then at another, saying to
himse! , 13 it were, that he Mﬁ he had only
told Oliver not to ridle Swiau ; he wished he
knew just<hat minute how he was; and that,
if he got well and came home, he would be
sure and tell him never to ride Sultan.

Mr. Flagg seemed to grow ten years older in
& few minutes, and after folding his arms and
sitting in silence for a while, he put on his hat
and gloves, and drove towards , taking
®are to stop on the way at_the shoemaker's,

Oliver, to see if they were finished. [t was
easy now to remember Oliver's needs.

Mrs. Flagg took off her cap, and Iaidl it on
a chair beside her, and, with the towel in her
hands, rocked to and fro, reproaching herself
for the accident, and telling over just where
she saw Oliver last, and what be said that
morning, and what he said the day before, and
what she had intended to get and do for him,
and what she would do yet, if he lived.

Nancy cried out heartily for s little while,
and then she wiped her ayes and went to work,
for the house was all in disorder, and Dinah
ropeated the same again and again, and
Aunt Caty said it was justss if o hranch
had been broken off, to lot the light of Heaven
down upon them, and she hoped now
would all see how foolish.they had been, to let
a handful of hops, and such trifles, make them
enemies,

And then Mrs. Flagg asked what it was
about the hops; and when Aunt Caty told her,
she said she had never heard of their being
sent for ; it was strange that Oliver should not
have told her.

“He told me” said Billy, “that Aunt Caty
sent for something, and said that in the whip-
ping he got for being there, he forgot what it
waas"”

So the two women oried together, for they
had not known before about the whipping st

Towards night it began to enow, and Mrs.
Flagg brought from the drawer, where it was
put ecarefully away, the finost and best shawl
she had, and wra it all warmly about
Aunt Caty’s shoulders, and so the{ sat by the
fire, and talked of all the mournful accidenta
they ever knew of. You would have thought
they were sisters, so lovingllg they talked to-
er. It seemed as if the old olock had
never ticked so slowly, and at nightfall the
wind grew bitterer, and the windows rattled
a8 the snow drove against them in gusta. It
will be a bad time to bring Oliver home, the
#aid, to encourngge each other, for both f
that he wounld not be able to come, and that
indeed he would never come home alive.

They kept the fire bright, and made s soft
bed close by it, and Billy was sent to Mrs.
Martin’s, to milk the cows and lock the doors,
80 that Nanoy and her mother remained with
Mrs. Flagg.

Eight and nine, and ten o’clock eame, and
there was a growl of the wateh-dog, and then
a soft sound of the earrisge on the snow. The
women almost held their breath from fear and
anxiety; the door opened, and Mr. oame
in, alone, edvered with snow, and looking al-
All turned to him inquiringly,

. tly N s witg

him to stop ; prosently out,
u white woollen com ! she had
knitted for him, and which she wrapped two
or three times about his neck, and a
blue mittens, and two hot jumble cnkes, which
she put in his pooket, and said would keep him
warm, if ho could not wait to eat them,

Aunt Caty lifted the window, and said it
was 100 that he should have to ride so
far in tho cold, and that she was determined
he should have comfort and mittens, for that,
even with them, ahe expeoted he would freeze
to death, one of these

“Poor boy!” she eaid, when Nancy went
in, l:l I"thonght I would encourage him all I
asald?

And the huskers went into the fiold, and
Mrs. Flagg bestirred herself as well as she was
able, about the dinner, and Aunt Caty sat down
by the fire, and tried to card = little woo

ough she could but illy use her hande ; an
Nancy pat up the table and began to cut
apples, and look into boxes of apioe and sugar,
now and then mending the fire, that both li
and skillet might be nudl;y to bake the first
pie; amusing her mother all the time, by rela-
ting how such and such and such a one made
pies, and how she had & way of ber own, that
lh;qthnu;hl best of all.

ADcy Was a irl; not g nor pret-
ty, only s goodﬁlzﬂund [ mﬂmp&
make sny one pretty. She could not have
heen loas than twenty-seven, short and chubby,
and with & voice #o kind, that you wanted her
to say something ;undlh:h _ﬁno-;.:;dd:hhm
saYy & t many ki r them,
too. m her mother said that the
were as proud and hateful as they could
whe answered—" [ expect, mother, we are al
s little to blame ; ’ for she would not lose sight
of all their excellences, because of some things
that were not quite right. ,

So with talking wor the day wore
into noon, and Oliver and Dinal not come.
Mrs, the dinner, aa hest she

was o loud knock st the , and before an
answer could be given, ianw.M“.
tin, her sleeves lha; ,;kndmmon_ia
her face. Sultan, harse, was pawin
nm-ﬁ:.thbﬁdhm bo-,u’
the tihizntl under ‘
dashed past house furiously, s few 1
and she was sure some dreadful thing

sppeved. There was blood on the rein, she

"hh He was and

. He
m:lldrin‘:n-uab; but after & sip or two,
would

ing at the windo in’ & ‘shas I most .
snsing b, nppod ou oo/t sad heshmad | but. withoe

pair of

. | Doetor inquired who made the

thought, though she could not tell, dry
"gbhhﬂ! dear !” exclaimed Mrs. ;

but without speaking; and John, who was

knee. The father’s hand shook, a8 he put his
arm sbout him, and drew him close to his
bosom, and his voice shook, too, as he said—
“Your poor little cousin Oliver is only just
alive!”

I will pass over that night of sorrow, and
all the other days and nights of suspense, dur-
ing which there came news, now of his heing
& little worse, and now a little better, until the
clear sunshiny afternoon, when the snow lay

rkling over all the hills, and a lively jingle
of bells at Aunt Caty’s door caused her to drop
her knitting suddenly. There was a bright
little sloigh, with a great brown buffalo robe
in it, and n stout, relinble-looking sorrel horse
befure it, and a man, whom Aunt Caty had
never seen before, coming into the house. Half
an hour afterwards, Nancy went awndy with
lhim, dressed in her new olive merino and green
silk bonnet; and, wrapped in her blanket
shawl, Aunt Caty was trudging as fast as she
could go, to tell tia news at Mra. Flagg's ; and
while she is on_the way, we will go hack a
little with our story.

Oliver, as you have boen informed, was car-
ried to the house of Dr. Livingston, where he
had every care and attention ; but after ten
days of great suffering, & consultation of physi-
cinns was held, and it was determined that he
could not recover without tho amputation of
the broken and injured leg. At first, Oliver
eaid he would rather die and be buried alto-
gether, than to never be able to run about the

n hills and meadows any more; but when
sufferings grew so intense that he knew he
could not lr:e much longer, he told them they
might do as they pleased ; and so & great sur-
geon was sent for, and the broken leg was
taken off above the knee.
From this time he did well, and in a few
days had his head raised on pillows, and talked
with Dr, Livingston quite cheerfully.
It wos on ono of these oconsions that, more
to amuso him than for any other purposs, the
retly comfort
and mittens which lay on the table.
Oliver eaid it was Nanoy Martin, and that
she was the best person in the world, except-

ing Aunt Caty.

The Doctor wound the comfort about his
neck, and said it was nice and warm, and he
was sure Nancy must be o very good young

ls%u :
Oliver told of a great many
which N had done ; and mm::'m
hot cakes which she had given him the day he
got hurt, and which he had never eaten, he
wok them from his pocket, but they were very
Doa* you thisk 1 fresh
“Don't in ocould eat some
onen 17 aaked the Dostar,
Oliver said, if Nancy were there to make
them, he waa sure he could eat them
“Well” said the Dootor, “I will send the
sleigh, for Nancy to come.

And it was to tell all this, that Aunt Caty
hurried »o fast to Mr. Flagg's.
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her bustling out and in, for we could do noth-
ing but look at her house
At last it wus time to get ready, and st last
itmﬁmtﬂgo. We had on our best dresses
and shoee, and were about as happy as ohil-
dren oan be. -
Aunt Caty had on her black silk dress,
never knew her to wear before, ex-
to ; and when the cap was erimp-
ed, and she Fn‘l that on, too, we thought Mra
Flagg hersell could not look finer, [n the front
room all was in nice order ; two wax candles
were burning st onoce, and three pots of red
snd yellow rg:nthcmmn stood on the table
in full bloom. Oun the mowy cover of the stand
lay the Bible and hymn-book ; the settee had &
new chints cushion, and the rocking-chair; the
bome-made carpet had been carefully swept,
sod looked almoat as well as new; the brass
andirons were scoured white, and far out over
the snow and through the white cutains of
te windows shone the red firelight. Bat the
kitohen, after all, wits the-mest aitractive phace;
for there two tables were set er, and over
them were spread two of the finest linen table-
eloths Aunt had ; the blue dishes-and the
white-handled knives and forks were in use ;
‘and there was the roast tarkey, and the minvsd
and the custard, and a great pound-cake,
ides many other nioe things that I don’t re-
member.
The tea-kettle was steaming by the fire, and
the bright tin coffee-pot was on the coals, and
the blue tea-pot close beaide.
Befure seven o'clock, all who had been in-
vited were there—all joking, and laughing,
and happy.
Only wr a minate the mirth grew still. when
the door opened, and Oliver, limping on his
crutoh, came in. He was smiling, but he looked
sad for all; and when his Aunt Flagg went
forward and said, “ Why, Olly, is it you ! and,
kissing hor cheek, he answerod, “Yes, what
there 18 left of me,” some of us wiped our eyes,
I remember.
. But smiles followed quick upon the tears, for
Jjust behind him came Nancy, leaning on the
arm of Dr. Livingston, They were married;
and when Oliver whispered to his Aunt Flagg
that Nancy had already woshed the faces of
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MARK SUTHERLAND:

oR,
POWER AND PRINCIFLE

BY EMMA D, E. N. SOUTHWORTH

CHAP.XXII
You were not meant to struggle from your youth
To skulk, and creep, and in mean pathways range
Act with stern ng. large faith, and loving will

Up and be doing.— Lowel!

Four years had passed away since Mark
Sutherland and Rosalie had taken up their
residence in the village of Shelton. In this
nEAoa of time many changes had passed over
the village community and the individuals that
composed it. The Territory had been ereoted
into & State—new towns were incorporated—
new cities founded—old ones throve. Shelton
iteelf had more than doubled in population ]iml
Limportanoe. Where there had been but thres
or foarStores, there were now a dozen; whero
there had been “ut two churches there wier®

the site of the old log tenement, whence tho
law, if pot justive, had once issued its decisions ;
an excellent market-place, well-attended, add-
ed much to the edmfort of the citizens; a ly-
ceum—nan incipient library and museum, per-
haps—lent ita attractions to the town ; an ele-
gant and capacioos hotel replsced the rude,
olap-boarded tavern of Colonel Garner. Tho
country around the village had become thick-
ly settled, and many, many improvements,
which it were tedious to enumerate, had added
to the importance of the place.

Ouar frienda Mark and Rosalie, had grown
up with the villtﬁo, Their paper “ The Trus
F’Jj'uman"' and their school, had both greatly

rospered. But no one in the world, excopt
th himself, knew how much of this prosper-
ity was owing to the cheerful hope, the firn\
faith, the warm zeal, the untiring perseveranco
of Rosalie. And at timea he wondered at tho
power of that pale, fragile creature—for sho
was still very delicate and frail.

His professional business had increased very
rapidly. He oould not have specified any day,

the little Livingstons, and made them new
dresses, she said that a better girl could not
bave done it.

I need not linger over that happy night—you
can imagine it. | will only say that Mr. Flagg
actually kissed the cheak of Nancy, and called

him that Aunt Caty might want a little more
silver for the supper, and that he could bring
the napkins while he was about it.

Of course they were brought, and a great
dish of honey beside, though Aunt Caty had
enough without it.

Mrs, Flagg tied on an apron, and poured the

ooffee at one end of the tlEla, while Aunt Caty
sorved the tea at the other.
True to his promise, John told Oliver never
to ride Sultan m'h“e he slipped into his
hand a pretty of pictures and stories,
which his father had given him at Christmas,

Oliver’'s uncle sent him to college, and he
became n fine scholar, but of all the thin
that he was able to do, he preferred to tenc
the village school, and™to live with Aunt Caty
and tend flowers, and read books; which he
does to this day, for aught I know.

This life-long aflliction mi{ht have been pre-
vented, if all had been as kindly considerate
before its oocourrence as afterward; but the
rainbow comes in clouds, and good feelings
spring out of disaster.

EXTRACTS FROM OUR CORRESPONDENCE,
Scottsville, New York, June 28, 1853.—1 ro.

number throughuvut

days of Washington and Franoklin?

ingendiary. Verily, Democracy is progrossive.

idle, though making no great outward demon-

of Democratic truth, trusting in the future to
reap o harvest. It is not probable that & tho-
rough organization will be perfected this season,
a# circumstances seem inauspicious to s vigor-
ous effort. There are no State officers to be
chosen at our next election, but members of
the Legislature only. The great subject that
will engage the attention of the cleotors is that
of Temperance. Free Democrats are, so far as
my scquaintance extends, without exception,
M’lina Law men, and desire to cast their suf-
frages in such a manner as most speedily to
secure the ensotment of a statute prohibiting
the trafic in ardent spirits. In counties where
there ia not a probability of electing candidntes
of their own, by making no nominations they
can seloot from the old parties men who are
friends of this measure. [# it not wisdom to
adopt this policy ?

futare action of the Whig party is proh-
lematioal. In this county (Monroe) the two
factions of said party can never mot together
again in good faith. Their jewlousies have
turned to sn inveterate hatred—they regard
onch other with an animosity at once bitter,
implacable, The Hunker Whigs pathise
with, and doubtless intend, eventu yh.:o co-
salesce with the Hunker Demoorats, y re-
main in the party, and retain their distinctive
name, beoause it gives them s power to distraot
sad weaken the party, which abandonment
would deprive them of. The Administration
encourage this foud by retaining in office the
Silver Gray post-master at Rochester, and Col-
lwlmatlicpoviofﬂm. The future is
Mlofprom"a. Wae can afford to bide our
time. ours, &o,, 8.

Coshocton, June 25, 1853 —Plense send me
Facts for the Pwrlo for the dollar enclosed. Wa
bave & hard field to work in hers, The
slavery woeds bave got the start of us, we
want some of the Facts to out them down ; and
Samuel Lewis will be here before long to di
them out by the roots. We hope to give &
good account of ourselves this fall. 2 Wi

Brunswick, Maine, June 28, 1853.—~Send
wuo?-ofmrubrmhoph. Theso are
just what is wanted, and it is my opinion that
thap.rrllldo;rulpodhtham The
most of the above copies will be distributed in
this town, snd our vote for Hale and Julian was
Mlﬁl-—ﬁhhﬂh‘u&oqhmdfm
our voto some. *E.H.M.

Berlin Centre, Ohio, June 28, 1853, —En-
olosed plesse find threo dollars for Facts for the
Pnﬂ-& I notice in your list eftbu::m B:'J
press that there are some papers aro
cidedly Free Soil that are omitted: Homestead
Journal, st Ohio, Aaron Hioksman edi-
tor, $1.90; the Christian Press, Cincinnati, |
to be right on that question.

would ot forbid it, [ would like
to know who “E” ia, LFEP .
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her cousin, und that Mre. Flagg whispered to

gard the Facts for the Pcoffe us o valuable doo-
ument for all tlasses, partioularly for that large
e North, who, at the late
Presidential el:::i?u, voted wit]:l 't.l:w'1 pro-alave-

id his parties for ast time; and who, wore it
e e e e o B e, his | mox for the fusts placed betore, and reflsoted

upon by them in their calm moments, might
be inda a8 the election comes around, to
vote with their parties just oyce more. Has

not the pablio sentiment of the South, upon the
slavery question, materially changed since the
Would
Jellerson and Madison bo recognised ns lead-
ora of the Demoeracy in Virginia now? Or,
would a deliberative body, giving utterance to
their sentiments, be tolerated in any Southern
State! Some of their teachings appear rather

The Free Democrats of New York are not

stration. They are silently sowing the seeds

“E" ia Dr. Willism Fider, of Philsdelphis. |

or any suit, from which his success had taken
ita impetus—all had been so gradual, so pure-
ly the result of application and perseverance,
rather than of aceident or fortune. He felt
thut ltere too there was an outward influence,
an external power, to which bLe owed muel,
very mueh, of his persistent energy—a power
living by his side, that continually threw itself
with all its ardor and force into his purposes—
into his soul—warming and strengthening him
for effort, for endurance. His success grew
wonderful. He was already the most popula:,
the busiest, as he was also considered the most
able lawyer in the West. Though but twenty-
five years of age, he was no longer only Ly
courtesy, “ Judge '—he was the presiding Judge
of the court, by the appointment of the Execu-
tive, He had been elected to the State Senate ;
he had been named as a candidate for Gov-
ernor.  And he felt and knew that from the
quiet, fair, and fragile being at his side, he drow
continual strength, and light, and warmth,
that, in addition to his own, he absorbed her
life—her life, that she gave freely to her love
Her form was frailer, her face wanner, but
more beautiful, more im ive than ever—{ir
her eyes were brilliant and eloguent with en-
thusiasm, and her lips “touched with fire.”

“Not only for you—not only for you—but

tain power and place. You will attain them
and——1I shall not die till then she would
mentally add.

At the end of the fourth year of their resi-
dence in Shelton, Rosalie having attained hor
majority, it became necessary for Mark Suth-
erland to go to Mississippi-—to Cashmere—co
the part of his wife, for the purpose of making
n final settlement with her guardian, Clemont
Sutherland, and taking possession of her eplen-
did fortuno. He wished very muoch that Rosa
lie should aceompany him to the South ; but as
the nocessity of her personal attendance might
be dispensed with, and a8 nt home the inter-
eata of their household, their echool, and the
paper, seemed to require the presence of one of
them, it was decided that Mark Sutherland
#hould depart on his journey alone.

It was on o cool, pleasant day of Septemboer,
that Judge Sutberland set out on his journcy
for the South, Roealie had accompaniod hiia
on hoard the boat, to remain ns long as sle
might before the steamer should leave the
wharf. It waa their first separation since ther
mnrrinﬁu, and, upon that sccount alone, per-
haps, they felt it the more sensibly. And ns
the bout was gotting up her steam, Mark Suth-
erland blessed and dismissed his wife ; ho feli—
how wan, how fragile, how spiritual, was her
nppearance—he almost felt that at any me-
ment she might be wafted from his posscssion
from his sight, forever. The idea transfixe:
him with & sharp agony ; but only for & littls
while.

The boat was on her way, and Lis thoughis
turned from her ho was leaving behind 1o
those he was hastening to mest. This way
too, was full of anxiety, Nearly a year had
assed since he had beard from any of Lis
riends in Mississippi. Although be liad writ-
ten to his mother regularly, he had received no
letter from her for several monthe, and the
vigue roports from Silentshades were not eatis
factory. Six weeks had intervened since h's
wife had attained her majority, and thoy had
advised Mr. Clemont Sutherlaad to be preparcd
to give an nccount of and yield up the property
left in his care for 8o many years; yet no ai-
swer had been vouchsafed. Rumor also spoke
of Clement Sutherland as a suspected, if not a
ruined man, Full of suxiety ns to the truth of
these injurious rumors and the causes of this
ominous si Mark Sutherland paced the
deck of the steamer as it pursued its couna
down the river.

1t was om the afternoon o;p:la sixth day of
his voy that the boat sto at the wharf
of the - I bamlet of C——, and Mark Suth-
erland debarked, and hired s horse to take hiia

to Cashmere. * He loft his antesu in the
oare of the landlord of the tavern, and sct
out on his ride. Leaving the low bankn of the

river to the wostward bebind him, he rode cn
towsrds the interior of the State, ascended s
line of hilla, and, deecending the other wide,
entered once more the “ Beautiful Valley of the
Pearl” Here, then, be stood once more upon
the scene of his youth’s tngody! With ﬁo
profoundest interost he looked around. But all
was, or seemed to be, changed! Had it really

. ever been 8o heantiful ns it had once seemed (o

him, and bad age and decuy passed over it?
Or had ite benuty been m’l the glamour
thrown over the soene by youth, and love, and

7 Tt might have his ¢ and
purified vision; for much of imsgination, en-
thusinam, idulil-‘v, had passcd away with the
“";‘_"‘ Mark’s life, even us the silvery miit
of sunrise pnseos away before the full broad dey;
or it might have been the w. senson, for it
was now Iate in & dry and burnin

P

and gorgeous magnificen tamn had not
come. Anhwtwmudmu
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dry and parched in
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now five. A handsoms court house sedvd ail

for humanity, dearest Mark, | wish you to at- *
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