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phase succeeded to sohool girl life.
6, ir yon can," she wrote, " your fitudagirl at a fashionable party.a
inhering of the grace, beauty, wie

)ily, of the upper tendom in D.
L as given by a friend of Grace Conmy

echool ma'e, who had lust reUNewport, sent us cards of insitei
special wee note to me, begging

Reappoint her. (
ras a dilemma
,ot go!'I exclaimed, unconsciously
oud in Augusta's presence*. 'I have «'
snob an assembly.'
importef said Augusta, careleasfy.
of Pet's: you will find a doren in

i *'
f cheek, tluflh. as I was meditating
Sine the hooor of Pet's proffered
hen Air. Lemoyoe very opportaneandlaid his broad hand upon my

ttle girl.' said he, turning me
I to maka her entre into society in

finery nor tinselry whatsoever, or

er! Wear your simplest white
and the curls Dame Nature gave

I t ape the fashions of fine ladies!
I ista! have you forgotten the old

auty unadorned, adorned the

face kindle again. Mr. Lemoyne
tly, as he turned, saying.
gbt. Eulalie .' let the warm blood
is always be as quiok to reprove 1

i as almost indignant at my per- 1

I would wear no ornaments bat
c odd borrow from her oooservaatat ten, P. M. Is it not ridicurngnight into day ? It was thor- '

plisheri, though, thank? to the '
ie ga«
d bewildered, I passed through 1

jitter and grace, dinging to the
»rm of Mr. Lemoyne. He took ^ity on me, and 1

drew me into a half-shaded recess. A gentle-
man had Lund it before cs. I looked up, to
em.- jnter the searching gaze of a pair of keen '

eye*. over&rch"d by a rugged but commanding
brow. He * a prinoe among men,' was my
first inn predion.

1 Ah. frend Atberton ! just the man for !
us'' said Mr. I.emoyno, and introduced me.
' Can you tell me, he added, ' whether your
" bright particular star " has arisen upon this
gty a«embly: and, if so, where the light of 1
her eyes is dispensing itself ?' <

if I mistake net, in the east parlor,' re-

plied the gentleman, with a smile. ' Leave
your companion with me, sir, while you tr%ck
the wandering star 1' I

"It is a happy chance, Mis? Lincoln, that i

has thrown us together,' said he, with a digni-
fiel ca«e, that banished half my confusion at J
finding myself tete-a-tete with a stranger. 'I
bare long wished to meet the friend of my
ward. Graoo Conway!'

Grace's guardian? I glanoed up again
into that noble face.

" Grace swept to my side at that moment.
so radiant, so queenly! diamonds flashing in
her hair, adoration enveloping her like an at-
mo*^here ! 1 could have shrunk into nothing-
D«*s

' 'But her eyes, looked the same frank de-
light they had spoken in school days, as she
caught my hand.
-' So you hav9 found out my Eulalie already,

rroiessor Atnerton, saia pne, throwing aomiahkesmile into her l>6aatiful, upturned face.
Then she whispered, earnestly, 41 begged her
to come, that you might see and know her.'
What followed, I could not hear.
"Prof. Atherton seemed determined, as

Grace had requested, to 4 see and know me,'
for he established himself as my attendant for
the evening. I soon found that he was once a
friend and classmate of poor Eben . that
brother whom I learned to lovo and mourn
for. long before 1 s.iw your face. I could haye
listened for weeks to Prof. A.'s eulogies uponhis noble course; bat Augusta must come, to
insist upon leading me into the danoing-rooin.In vain 1 pleaded that I never had danced, and
never should dance; that 1 chose to stay with
the conversable part of the community ; she
drugg-d me <.11'. a most reluctant captive.I never will forgive that insufferable hus-
band of mine,' she angrily exclaimed, 4 for pinningyou to the sleeve of such a bore ! Athert*nis one after his own heart! with learning
enough to crazo forty common brains! But
what pleasure can a young girl find in hearinghis long disquisitions ?'

"41 ouuld have assured her that one younggrl had f und a pleasure, such as she had sel>1*oi known in life; a delight that wiuld he 4 a
joy forever." in listenine to his choieelv-worded
*}DtimentH but it would have boon a waste
uf words. So I held my poaoe, and followed
her to the b Ui-room, to be bowed at and chatter.J to by beings whose gift of language was
their only token of an immortal mind ! Grace
«ao\e4 among them like a being from a better
world. She swayed theui at her will. ' What
pleasure can it give her ?' I could but ask
myself Ye* she was in the highest spirits.It was so lato as to be decidedly early, whenMr Lemoyne at last bundled me in my shawl,and placed me beside August* in the carriage.'Well,how uid you enjoy the evening?' wasof
course his first query.
"Augusta took the answer from me. "Tie

a bensibie question to ask the child! Enwyher-olf. torsooth ! tied to that prosy Professorof 1 zard and-beetle-ology ! She saw alittle gayety alter I forcibly took het away!'Mr. Lemoyne caught my half-suppressedsmile, as a street lamp throw its passing gleamupon my faoe, and observed,1 If 1 am a oorrectjudge, that was the only part of the evening'sentertainment she did not enjoy! Eh, Eulahe? Confess frankly !'
" 1 like to (Wlife in itu varieties, sir,' I answered,with fl.me trepidation, for 1 fo&red aninterminable wrangle upon a trifle.
"'Spoken like u eensiblo girl! quite right!responded Mr. Lemoyne, elowly and emphati-

....j, iijq ne wanarew into his Mackintoshand into silence."
Home of Al'nt Tryfhxna, .

'' Here I am at last! I really felt that I owedthe d.^r old soul a debt of gratitudo; and hearingthat she had been ill, I hastened my visit.red farm-hour-c is still in a state of excellent preservation, with all its appurtenances,even to Zeb, who was the first familiar fixturethat greeted my viei >n. It was long before Ieould make him identify ma with the littlegirl of long-»leeved-apron memory. Zeb, whotppeara to have out-grown all his mischievouspropensities, is aunt's chief stay in theseyears of feebleness, and bids fair to becomea useful member of society. I found auntsitting in the corner of the huge fire-place,*h:ch she never ^mtld suffer to be ohokedwith a stove, wrapflw in flannels from head tofoot, to keep off rheumatism and the east wind,pow, as ever, her deadly enemies, with that^terminable blue stocking in her hand. Poorold aunty 1 I never thought to see her so delightedas she was upon recognising her proofold. She is growing mild and subduedin her socond childhood, as befits onewho draws near the shore of Eternity."So many associations hang around this oldfarm.the whortleberry bushes on the hill,the chickaberry knolls under the pine trees, inthe edgo of the woodland; but I will not wearyyou with these.
This evening I was sitting upon the frontdoor-step, with an arithmetic in my hand,teach ng Zeb how to compute the interest on

a note of Aunt Tryphena's, soon due. He sat
on the grass near me, clumsily fingering his
Pencil, and pondering every figure he put down.
" heels rolled down the hifi so softly that Idid not hear an approaohing carriage until it
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bad nearly reached the gate. The slightlybaldforehead of Mr. Lempyns peered fnjm
the window; and beside it wae a face never to
be forgotten by one who has ever seen it, that
of Prof. Atherton. I felt a momentary confusion,aa I glanced over the tout entembU presentedto these fastidious members of the aristocracy.Bat trae nobility carries ite own ease
everywhere, imparting as well as maintaining
it.

M Mr. L. seemed grave, bat only told me that
he had come to take me home. Prof Atherton
was in bettor spirits, and rallied me on my pupilin a way that oalled oat my opinion of the
prejudice against color,' which disgraces our

free States. He smiled in a manner that rather
annoyed me, and only repliad:

M 'You ought to go South.'
" 'That I mean to do,' I answered. ' I shall

teach there, and take notes with my own eyes.'
"' You to try a teacher's life -sad afar from

jour friends!' He did not say it seornfully,
jms mere wm KumeuuDg mi uiq ojo hmv pustiedme. .

*

" Ob, brother, would that you were hoe! An
age seem* to hare rolled over me nnoe I wrote
you last. Our mother.how shaJLl taU-ii yea }
We hare a mother who "know u now .in
heaven!
"They did nol tefl m« that she wu UI; they

did not tell me why they had ocme for me, untilwe reached the Asylum grounds. Then for
the first time 1 learned that light had flashed
up in that long-darkened lamp of reason, at the
loosing of life's silver oord!

" She was yet alive, thank God ! I found
her sleeping; and, brother, you know how I
watobed for her waking. She raised her sunkeneyes, at length.the veil was lifted that had
hung between us so long. I was a little ohild
again, and Bhe teaching me to say, 'Oar
Father!'

" ' I have been dreaming. a long, strange,
dream,' she faintly said, fixing her eyes on
mine. ' Lady, will my children corns before I
die 1.my noble RalDh, my little Lulie ?'
"' Mother,' I triea to say, as 1 grasped her

wasted hand, ' don't you know your Lulie ?'
"'Can it bet So many years!' she murmured,doubtfully, shading her heavy eyes with

tier hand.
"'Yes, it is yonr father's look! Come to

my heart, my child!'
" She spread her hands, and a gleam not of

sarth lighted her eyes. I lifted her in my
wins, and with her heart olose against mine,
ind my lips upon her oheek, 1 struggled to
gain calmness.

" Suddenly a thrill shook her frame and mine;
the heart against my own fluttered violently,
then stood still.forever! The shook of exsitementhad been too sudden; the ' wheel was
broken at tho cistern,' and the ' spirit had returnedto God, who gave it!' Mother.mother!
"I know not what I did, or bow they tcok me

From her; but I found myself lying on the
* 1_: .lL D A mi
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my side. Mr. Lemoyne had romaioed at the
Asylum.
"'Yes, weep, my child! it will do you

good !' he exclaimed, with tenderness a strong
man rarely shows. 1 begged him to take me

baok. ' Be calm !' he replied; ' I am taking
pou to Grace.' He lifted mo from the carriage
m his arms, and laid me, weak as a child, in
those of dear, sympathizing Grace.
"This is a strange world, dear Ralph! It

begins to seem to me a very sad one ! Yesteraset sat for hoars, with my hand resting on
an open letter. My head swam.my heart
was sick! I knew not what to do, nor wher§
to turn for counsel. I did not hear a light
footstep behind me; and Graoe Conway had
glanoed over my shoulder, and unwittingly
caught a glimpse of that outspreat^age, before
I could ehnt it from her sight. w

" She started baok. ' Forgive me, Eulalie!'
The tone was so forced and husky, that I lookedup at ouoe. She stood at her full height,
deathly pale. A spasm, as of pain, was contractingher features, but it instantly passed.
"'You are busy,' she said, cheerfully; 'I

will not interrupt you!'
" * No.stay!' I cried, springing to her side.

' 1 am so unhappy! would that 1 could tell you
ichy, dear Grace!'

' You need not,' she gently replied. ' Your
beart is its own best counsollor.let it speak
the truth, my friend!' and, with an earnest
pressure of the h&Dd, she left me.

" I have no such restriction in regr rd to you,
dear brother; I am' at liberty to share with
you the contents of that letter. You will wonder,as I do, that the fastidious Prof. Atberton,
with his well-earned laurels, should ask a timid,
ignorant girl to share his world renowned
name! Perhaps you will wonder still more

that abe declines the proffer.
" Yes, brother, I have taken counsel of my

heart, as Grace bade me, and have followed
the leading of its instinct. I know that such
a treasure comes to few, even onoe in a lifetime.Disparity of years would, in the opinion
of the world, be a thousand fold overbalanced
by the rank, wealth, ricbee of intellect and of
heart, that have been offered to my keeping.
I know, too, that I am almost alone in the
world, and ought not to.will not.cling helplesslyto your arm any longer. But can 1 make
the happiness of a heart like his? Can I
arouse the impulses slumbering in its depths,
fur God and for humanity ? Alas! richly
dowered as this prince among men has been
with the choicest gifts of Heaven, his pride
takes little note of the Giver; feels little of the
fearful responsibility that is thrown upon genius! ( cannot trust my heart to the guidanoo
of such an one. I should be in his hands but
a petted child, a mere automaton, following
hia steps with dazzled, blinded eyes.

" ' My artlessnesa and simplicity'.' the bud
with the dew fresh upon it.' Ah! he deceives
himself in thinking be has loved me. It is
only as a novel specimen of the genus girl that
I have pleased his artist eye; and his pity has
prompted the rest! There are heights and
depths in that heart that I oould never touch.
On ) being alone oould do it; the proud, strong,
self-willed spirit that never submitted to any
guidance but his, yet from childhood has been
silently shaping itself to his wishes. He has
so thoroughly moulded the oharaoter of Grace
Conway, that he doos not appreciate the work
of his own hands. She is to him as light or
air ; too indispensable, too much identified with
his being, to be an object of note or of thankfulnessto Urn.

' But it will yet be ! mark me! Grace worshipsintellect above all earthly gifts. She
would wear a lofty name as naturally as a

queen her coronet. She is meet to shine at his
side.not to sit in shadow at his feet! But.
proud Grace will never bo pitied.
"Tonight, under the veil of twilight, she

leaned her arm upon my lap, and told me how
he, too, had longed for that far, sunny region,
where care is a dream, whore the past and
future melt into the luxuriance of the present.
' Let us go South together, Eulalie,' she said.

" Brother, do not oppose me! I have determined"

" Never !" I exclaimed, vehemently, flinging
the letter from my hand?.
Mary, who sat by my side, listening, raised

her calm eyes to mine.
" Why not, Ralph? Let Hfo work oat its

own discipline for our preoious sister! It is
selfishness that would prompt us to make her
the automaton she has rightly refused to beoome;let her >ct her will!"

" Anywhere else in the wide world, Mary !
But the far South.that grave-yard of preju-
dioo and of pestilence : "

" The Hand that guides can guard her there
better than we!"
And Eulalie went to the South.

A Nebraska MsrnNo has been held at
Cincinnati, at which George E. Pugh, the newlyelected United States Senator from Ohio to
uceeed Mr. Chaee, declared himeelf in favor
of Senator Djuglaa'a bill, lyhen the resolutionsto the same effect were put to vote, the
noes were as numerous as the ayee, although
on the eame evening a great Democratic meetingto oppose the bill was assembled in another
part of tne city.
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RECOLLECTION07 *TGRANDFATHER*HONECHAPTERVIII.
~The Sabbath.

" How st&l the morning of the hollowed day!Hate is the roieo of rural labor; hosh'dThe pldhghboy's whistle and the milkmaid's song.'*
The Sabbath! How suggestive that singleword.suggestive of quiet relaxation from toil,of hen enjoyments.day of retrospect, of forethought,of calm aspiration, of holy pursuit.who doss not lore the Sabbath? As the thirstytraveller tarns aside, in his one day's journey,to drink from the cool spring by the wayside,

so do we all, in our lifelong oouree, each seventh
day, torn aside oar wayworn foot, and set us
down in some qoiet reeting-plaoe. Surely, the
Sabbath was made for man, and God blessed
the day. Pity its hallowed influences bore us
not more manfully through the succeedingstsceof our joarney..
We wake up with the glad sunlight of Sabbathmorning, and drink every beam into our

oare-frse souls we feel the spirit of the day j
we move gently round; percharoe we quietly
Open the easement. Lo ! Nature seems to feel
toe spell, and the Sabbath etiHaeas reignsWMiylism Are we -a oity dwsltei .tfae ahntqpwarehouses and silent tWeets have a gratefulsignificance. We lean out to catch d
glimpse ofthe belt of blue sky overhead, whenoe
come the sunbeams that dance so lovingly on
our floor, and it seems never to have looked so
blue and otoodlesB before. Anon a single foot-
fall echoes on the pave; it jars on our nerves;there is a sense of dissonance with the taood of
the hoar; bat nevertheless we look kindly on
tho decent air of the passer-by, for we see that
the day's spell is on him likewise. The birds
seem vieing with each other in warbling their
Maker's praise. Every note comes, clear and
defined, to oar ear, in the reining stillness; welisten, and, wrapped in the harmony, we seem
to soar aloft with the winged songsters, and,
nearer to God, we forget the little, stifled worldaround ns.

So speoulating and dreaming, the morning
wears way; whet suddenly every steeple sends
up its voioe, and the oity resounds with the
cry, " Let us worship God." We start op; to
us, the Sabbath rest and thb Sabbath stillness
are gone. The footfall echoes no longer on the
orowded pave; the warble of birds is lost in the
murmur of tongues; we are with the world
again. To be sare, there is an elasticity of
step, an impulsive earnestness of manner, as
we near the house of God; and we put on a
subdued mien as we enter its portals; for, if
we are true Sabbath lovers, a few moments'
jostling with worldlings cannot wholly darken
the sunbeams that came with the morning.Moreover, the sight of the well-clad, well-bred
multitudes, hurrying to the same goal, stirs upwithin us a heavenward impulse, and our hearts
expand with love to all mankind; we recognise
the principle of univereal brotherhood ; we bethinkourselves that the wide world over, whereverGod's Word has been, that same cry is
going up, 11 Let us worship God." So, as we
stand upon the portals of the sanctuary, we
feel
" That there is nothing in hearen, or earth beneath,
Save God and man."
We enter; tho word, fitly spoken, reaches

the ear, but the gaily dressed, listless crowd distractsthe attention. The organ peals through
the solemn arches, enraptures us with the
sweet concourse of sounds, but while we watch
through the melodious windings and turnings,for the simple words of some well-known Sabbathhymn, we are wont to exolaim, better
the voioeless melody, of the heart, than- such,mono! Nevertheless, we leave the sanctuary,_;u ..r d..i h. J.

ttw «fu^ -» ucfcww. wm kilo uMgr win
oot yet ended.and ah!

t
we would draw a vail

betwixt the morning hours, full of sunshine,
and silence, and bird melody, and that part of
the Sabbath, so little recked in a great city!But, go to the oountry, ye Sabbath lovers.
to the country, whero is sunshine, and quiet,and bird-sqng, the whole day long. Here, too,
we are wont early to opetv the casement, to
breathe the spirit of the hour; and here, too,Nature sends up her thanksgiving to God, bat
how much more deeply, how much more thril!lingly! Instead of leaning out, to catch a

glimpse of a little strip of Heaven's mirrored
blue, there lie*, spread out before us, the whole
canopy, o&lm and cloudless; instead of the
dwarfed tree, with its single warbler, music-full
forests stretch miles awsy. No hollow footstepechoes back the world to us; but the lazyherds on the hillside, the loiterers at the spring,here and there a gazer-out, like curselfj all
speak of rest and peace. No merry chimes of
bells peal out their orison*, but, ever and anon,
there comes up from a distant valley, or down
from a little mil top, the echoed call of some
village spire, low, sweet, and melodious. Oh,
there is beauty in everything, seen through the
pastoral light of a dear Sabbath morning in
the oountry.

Such were the impressions left by the by;gone Sabbaths at my grandfather's. What a
I panorama lies spread out before me, as I close
my eyes on the present, and look back on those
tranquil scenes of the past.I am once more
in the old farm-house, with sunshine, and Sabbathstillness. The mill has stopped its clatter,and the freed brook gurgles gently on ;
the slightly-stirred leaves waver their shadows
on the mill pondthe horde lie laxily on the

Seen knolls; Molly, the millers daughter,
ters with her pitcher at the spring, her

heart filled with simple gladness; while the
very house-dog gives up his watch, and idly
suns himself. There is rest and so-called silenceeverywhere, but not slumber, for there
ever comes, to the listening ear, a low murmur
of busy life. The grand chorus is hushed, but
from evory moving thing, full of glad sunshine,
there breathes a gentle adoration. Tho murmurof insects, of brooks, of leaves, of every
moving thing, all unite; and there goes firth
alow voice, which eays, " Let as worship God."

Beyond the mill-pond, down in a little valley,from out a forest, shimmers to me now a

village spire; from the poroh door another is
seen, shooting up in the western horison. from
the speck ofa hamlet; while on the other side,
half a mile away, our own little ohuroh crowns
a hill-top.
There was a picturesque beauty in the situationof old churches.parishes were large,

pastors few, villages small, and, in those Sabbath-keepingdays, a central position, easy of
access, was generally chosen. Thus utility
naturally coincided with beauty, and in many
towne of New England may still be found the
isolated, forsaken old church, with all its uncouthadornings, perohed on some wayside eminence.'Twas a beautiful custom, this of buildingthe sanctuary of God away from the
haunte of men. Always the contiguous objects
favored the spirit of the place.a grove, or a
little pond, or a babbling brook near by, a
wide prospect, ana ever toe soucaaeot in Mare.
Then there vu also a significance in the

appended churoh-ysrd, where the noon hoars
were soberly loitered away. 'Us strange, but
few are indifferent as to their burial place;
and 'twas a ray of comfort on a deathbed to
think of laying one's body to rest beneath the
shadow of the old chnroh, where, one .day in
seven, the daughter would breathe the odor of
the roees she had planted on her mother's
grave; and the mother might drop a tear on

the little stone that marked the grave of her
lost one.
The "meeting-house on the hill," with its

quaint devices, passed away, with its whilom
proprietors; but the churchyard is there, full
of mossy, rough-hewn atones, making oblique
obeisances to Time.
The first stroke of the morning bell stirred

up a bustle of preparation in the old farmhouse.The chaise was to be thoroughly dusted,for the reception of my step-grandmother's
brocade; the week's accumulation of dost was
to be brushed from mv grandfather's Sabbath
suit; tiie luncheon to be pat ap, and a host of
little chores attended to, suggested byay carefulstep-grandmother. " When the matter and
mistress of the mansion had been equipped,
the subordinates were to be,pntinfcfibeih
trim. The conscientious plainness of Hen0

#
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WASHINGTON, THUB
n&h'e toilet oooeumed but little time; bat
aloe for the waste of momenta and solecisms
in taste, doe to my leas modest adorning*! As
for JoQathan, be was ever a laggard, always
stepping back a second time to give an extra
brush to bis hair, or additional poll to his longcollar. And why shoaldn;t rough Jonathan
court the graces once a week? Was he not
always sure to encounter Molly, the miller's
daughter, at the end of the green lane, who,
by some providence, always emerged from her
hiding-plaoe under the hill, just as Jonathan
shambled past the end of the porch ! Sorely
Jonathan must bars execrated inwardly the
ohildish fancy which kept me so pertinaciouslyST the side of the blushing damsel, while
annah was left to trudge alone. Molly was

a buxom, rosy, good-natured lass, who showed
her sense in her kindly appreciation of Jonathan'shomely virtues. Here, perhaps was the
sympathy between us. I understood the postureof affairs, though Jonathan dtfdom spoke,
tor the.silent language of love has strayedfrom Barnaseus.
There was romanoe in those cburoh-boasd

walks; and the honest, well-to-do eountry
farmer, who tidied up to the pretty lass, wss
sure to meet with a blushing welcome. Ayes
and there was more than remsnee. The crowd *

of neatly-dreeeed meeting-goers gave to the
landscape life and pastoral beauty. Every field
was a picture. Hitheraway, round the door
of a farm-house, stood the " gudewife," with a
host of little ones, and a " wee-hit" in her
arms, waiting for the honest farmer to bring
round the lumbering market wagon, in which
the vounkers were to be geometrically stowed.
When fairly started, the unooath vehicle,

with 'its over-charged seat and third-score of
flaxen heads arrayed behind, with twioe as

many dangling little feet, looked oomioal
enough; hut the "gudewife" was carrying
her little ones to the house of God, and reverencesuppressed the laugh. Hers a starter in
s.l__ SJ *.*- k!- f-1 1- -1 .XJ
trie worm, wiiu ma oareiui oeipmate, sieppeafrom a wayside cottage, with looks brimful of
trust and happiness. The highway was
thronged with earnest pedestrians, all bound
for the little hill; while, through every field,
by short paths, were pressing on eager churchgoers.fathersmid mothers; lads, eyeing askancetheir new home-spun suits; lames, fresherthan their well-kept ribbons; and little childrenscampering for butterflies. All were full
of buoyant life, and hope, and rest.ail were

answering to the solemn oall, " Let us worship
God." The crowd reached the sanctuary. The
fathers and sons lingerod round the porob, the
former to exchange friendly greetings, the latterforsooth to stare at the pretty lasses, who
tripped blushingly in.
'Twas a quaint old building, that meetinghouse; yet a fair specimen of the buildings of

its class, of those days, whose inner architectureis ever the unique of bygone reminiscences.
We had the ominous, cylindrical soundingboard,high pulpit, with its trap-door, altar
fenoed in. broad galleries, double row of windows,and square, railed pews; all constructed
of plain, unpolished wood. I should love to worshipin one of those old churches once more.

But, ah! I should nit now wonder to see the
pastor's head emerging from the trap door; be
awed by the deacon's nasal dictation to his
choir; should not now tremble at the oscillationsof the ponderous sounding-board, nor yet
play' bo-peep" between the rails cf the tquare
pews. Ah, those were roomy pews, just like
all the constructions of our oomfort-taking ancestors.pewsto lounge in, pews to be dined
in, pews big enough to take in " the Squire's "

arm-chair, with room enough for all the "gudewife's"flaxen heads.pews in whose seat arrangementsthe modern belle would particularlydelight But thoee, nevertheless, were

days of eermbnixiug and sermon listening. No
genteel, showy service dispelled the morning's
ennui; but a naif day's length of home thrusts
oame thundering down from the high priest of
the sanctuary, so many anathemas for his aweBtruokaudience.

In those days of simple love and reverence,
no aged, worn-out shepherd was ever east off
by his flock. He had ted them well for many
years; and, remembering this, they looked with
loving eyes on the short-obmiogs of feeble age.
So, when I entered that sanctuary, the white
head of an old man of eighty years emerged
from tho trap-door. His limbs were palsied,
his voice broken, and h's hands fell feebly on
the worn covers of the Bible; yet, with that
broken voioe and feeble arm, there was reverence,and silence, and bowed beads, for the
once strong arm of that shepherd had led many
a father and many a mother there, into the
straight and narrow way.

There is, indeed, no elcquonce more effective
than the simple appeals that come from the
loving hearts and truthful lips of those welltriedpastors. They showed an aouteneeB in
selection and adaptation of texts which often
proved the seed of great revivals, and gave evidenceof their Godlike inspiration.

Said the gray-haired pastor of my grandfather'ssanctuary, as he bowed over the ocfSn
of an aged patriarch, named Jacob, who, in
the enjoyment of a healthful and honored old
age, had died suddenly in the night-time: "And
when Jaoob had made an end of commanding
his sons, he gathered up his feet into the bed,
and yielded up the ghost, and was gathered
unto his people."- A deep silence fell on the
assembled multitude. The after-coming sermonsank deep ipto many hearts.
At another time, while he pointed to the

shrouded form below, of a strong man. stricken
down by the wayside, he exclaimed, in low
and searching accents, " Who among you will
give ear to this? Who will hearken and hear
tor the time to come?" And for each time
Jthose solemn words were echoed over the cold
clay, we have evidence that a soul was gained.
In those days, the moral of death was pointed
over the coflin, in simple, heart searohing eloquence.
The gray-haired, eloquent old man was gatheredto his fathers. He was greatly missed.

Even little children mourned him, and for a

long while the mention of his nam# brought a
tear to every eye.
A strong hand here fell on the cover of the

Bible, and a strong voice eohoed through tho
sanctuary, but there was less reverence and
less silence. Though there was the same attitude,there was leas an air of devotion. There
was an audible flutter of ribbons.the rustic
belle perchance began to study the advantages
of her position in the square, open pew.
The new minister wss earnest, fervent, fearleas,noble-looking, and withal a bachelor.a

bachelor he came, ana, aias, a bachelor be
went, despite the unwearied pains of tattling
Hepsy. and the allegiance of devotional damselsHe never usurped the place of the old
pastor in the affections of the people; bat there
was room enough for him also in their great,
honest hearts^ and they loved him. A questionableambition took him early away, and
ho found elsewhere a wider sphere for his talents,and, what was better, a companion for his
parsonage.

Both those pastors hold a conspicuous plaoe
in my gallery of portraits. Nor is any mean
place allotted to the nasal-twanged deaeon,
with his long queue, tied with black ritboo,
muff-colored ooafc, and sharp eye for the yonnkere;though, in my youth, his presence gave
no saeredness to the altar. Nor is the little
hunch-backed fiddler, by any means forgotten,who drew out such lengthened harmonics from
that scarce then defamed instrument, his fiddle.The poor fiddle, alas! has sines fallen
from the companionship of psalm tunes, and
withdrawn its melodies from the village choir.
Indeed, I can this moment recall every personagewont to amemble in that old churen, from
the well seated "squire," and his Mpiriegdaughter, to the palsied pauper, in the oorner
of the gallery, who used to share the younkers'noonday lunch.

Ah, those noonday lunches! they had a relishto them. How many loving hearts maynot the hour's intermission have drawn towardsthe sanctuary ! How many travel-worn
fast may not have been turned hitherward bytattling HepsVs gossiping propensities! Bat
ah, in those days of sunpla habits, how many
oame indeed to worship God in spirit ana
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troth, albeit Ae ample epaoe given to ohat and 1
gov8' $ ! \A* noon, the mothers, with their " wee-bite," 1soatt *red themselves aiu«:^t 'mm n<wnM farm- 1
hoo^a, while! the sturdy tenners lolled laeily 1
on tt watching the nanL< of their <

nois* little ones. The lade and laeeee eddied <
into he fields, here and there true lovers halt- 1
ing 1 eneath the shade of an oak tree, or sit- 1
ting'down under the willows by the brook t
side, forgetful of their lunch and the other i
loites era. Now and then a sober maiden, like 1

Hannah, or a tottering old man, would turn <
into he little ohorohyard, whither each Sab- <
bath noon I turned also, to spell out the time- i
rubbed inscriptions on the mossy stones; and,
what gratified my childish ouriority still more, 1
to watch the other lingerers there. They had 1
most of them some precious little spot in that i
earth. One old man, who could soaroely totter 1
on bis bending staff, I remember well. Ho 1
used to ait, bowed down, mumbling and chat- <
tering, on a little mound in the corner of the 4
enclosure, marked by a singlo stone, on which i
had been rudely ohiselled this simple inscrip- i
tkn, t: My Daughter." I used to watch that 1
mourner with brimful eyes, though his raiment i
MM thai of a beeirar. and ho was now m. wit.
iaas eU men.for he mumbled and chattered
ft painful atory. Ho had been a kind father
onoe, but be was sordid and ambitious, and
had given his child, in her last yean, b«tjittle
joy oo rtarth. Now the onoe proud man mum-

'

bled, a witless pauper, over the grave of her
broken heart.

In another oorner, was, one summor, a verylittle mound, over which, while yet unmarked,
a young: mother oame, each Sabbath noon, to
weep btterly. There will soon be a longer
mound beeide that short one, thought 1, with
welling heart. Short-sighted child! Little
blades of gran began to peep out between the
pebbles and while they were yet tender, I
mined nhe mother from her wonted plaoe. She
will some soon, said I. Anon, green tnrf coveredthe pebbly mound, a little white stone apEeard. Surely she will eome now, thought 1;
ut i las ! sh6 never came, and I turned away

from watching the short mound. So it was.
ever; season some new mourner played their
part on the narrow stage. Only the witless
old rtan was ever there. All who bad aught
to life for, went back to thoir earth's idols.
Who can be irreverent in the presenoe of

the buried dead ? We always tread softly, as
we pan between the storied stones, amidst
which age and grief always love to linger.
With what beautiful propriety Lave the homes
of the dead in great cities been made fit baunts
for the living! No less a Sabbath resoTt was
our olden village church-yard, where was alwayfa colcmn presenoe. Now and then the
merry laugh of a child might be heard within
tbe wall, and sometimes a rosy maiden would
steal away from Hepey's farm-house coterie, to
indulge her evanescent grief; but they only
pointed the moral of tho spot. Those churchyardlessons were never forgotten.
Nor are the homeward walks less cherished,

where lovers loitered, and Puritanio fathers
looked len austere. The long day's service had
sobered exuberant spirits, and the subdued air
of declining day waB over all things. Then, at
the end of every green lane, there was a firm- c
nam in the pressure of hands, and an earnest- c
ness ia the many gcod-byee, that bespoke tbe c

bettering Influence of tbe hour. p
Woald that the path of every church goer i:

lay through green fields. No accessory to t
Sabbath worship can be more soul-refining, t
sool-elevating, than such communion with na- a

turn. Do you remember, dear M , tho Sab- i
bath, ohurch-eoine walk we onoe took through 1
the grew fields ? la memory 1 go again down i
with you the wfcrrew. winding patti, over the c

stile,, through the fields,-%nd*into tne little for- t
est, Wdorent irith honeysuckle und sweet- i

scented bloesome, so gushing with the melody c

of bird*. There was a very luxury of glad- 1
ness is that woodland path. Beneath us, the
earth exhaled a refreshing coolness, damp c
from a wayside brook, on whose banks the f
shrubs, like adorned brides, showered their I
white favors. Above us shimmered, through s

the overarching trees, the glad sunlight ; and i

over and arouud all was the deep Sabbath k
stillness. Then was my heart full, and I ex- i

claimed, with the Gorman poet, as I gated on a

the "gloriously unmoved" blue sky, " O that £
ome inner creative spirit through my soul I
swelled!" c
When twilight had oome to the old farm- c

house; when Hannah, having lain aside her u

Sabbath garb, had performed the necessary
household work, and J >nathan had stolen out t
of the porch door, to make bis weekly visit to e
the little house under the hill, then was the a

old Bible again brought forward, and, soothed i

by its wonted influence, I would review the 1
scenes of the day, which have clung to me so a

firmly through all after years. a
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THE TUILERIE6. 1

Dear Friend: Louis Napoleon has endeav- l

ored this winter to revive all tye glories of the f
old Empire. This effort has a double object in a
view.to give an air of courtly splendor, oon- e

sidered incident to imperial government, and a

create work for milliners, tailors, hair-dressers, a

and the great body of artists whose genius and s
efforts pertain to the outer human. This last 1
is the most important; for the old nursery i

rhyme of " Satan finds some mischief still, for i
idle hands to do," is well appreciated in Paris, 1
where tailors, hatters, and shoemakers, not en- i

gaged in getting np Court dresses, go to pull- t
tog down Governments. This sounds strange i

to American ears, who, educated to self-do- s

penden ce, see nothing in a Government but a i

political game, in wbich he engages for amuse- k
meat only, and feels himself quite as well t
without as with it. But in France, the great t

body of the people consider the Govervmcnt J
in the light tH a parent bound to provide for .1
all; and the moment snoh provision ceases,
they oonsider the parent an imbecile, and pro- s

oeed to destroy. Nothing oan be more pitiless J
than a Frenoh mob, unless it is an American s

ask It makes little difference how earnestly J
the statesman may labor, or what lore the pa- i

triot may exhibit in administering public af- 1
fairs, the first failure in crops, the first distress ii
manifested, will see barricades go up. and the e

earnest and faithful will be butohered without c

question or delay, unless, indeed, the governing ii
power has taken the precaution to hedge itself t
about vrith bayonets, and make fear the gov«min<ralAmont ThrM nf the mildest and Dent (

Governments France ever experienced, were t
the most unfortunate.Louis XVI, Louis Pbi- p
lippe, and the Republic. Now, Louis Napoleon c

gallops scowling along the Boulevards, and the s

dense mass look back in sullen anger : bat be-
tween them stand three hundred thousand t
armed men, and their positions will remain un- 1
changed so long as the troops we true.woe to 1
the Government the moment the bayonets be- h
gin to fret. After all, one should not waste t
any sympathy upon a Government destroyed a

in this manner. The powers reap what they v

have sown.they educate the people to this, t
Louis Napoleon has now over one hundred o
thousand men in Paris, engaged in pulling d
down, rebuilding, and improving the city. This g
cannot last always, and after a while the hun- s

dred thousand will build barricades. There is I
a dish of politics fbr yon, and I trust you will
give the proper credit t

Impelled by curiosity, I determined to risk h
some health, and secure various lectures by r

visiting one of the Court balls at the Tnilsries. e
No one can tell how long thia pageantry will u

last, so one cannot wait on good health for t]
that which will not probably wait for as. D. n

held out strenuously. We had of oourae to don v
the. Court oostume, and he protested that be- n

ing made reeemble a stout butler out of (dace t!
was a thing oat of question. Bat we prevail-1 tl
ed, of ooaroa, and the eventful night saw us ti
gloved, ruflcd, and ooiffees, in a style that
wouM have made stare our respected relatives u
in their unsophisticated homesm the valleys of tl
beautifol Ohio. I had a nervous laugh, as the fa
thought sfaruok me, how one, full of sge and u
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lonors, who regards 41m calm evening of life
irith more dignity than a crowned king would
ook at our little party, and could almost hear
lim eay, u Bell and D. are certainly losing the
ittle sense nature has given them." I will not
rrite how we appeared. Suffice it to say, wex>uld have passed for fashionables of Franklin'sand Washington's day. Hancock could
bare put his arm though D.'s and sauntered
ilong, without feeling ashamed of oauBing remark.Those were very simple folk, I am sure,4 and why not go to our first Presidents for
>or drees, as a late Administration proposeddoing for its principles," said 1)., relieved oonuberablybv the set of his velvet ooat.
At Pont Neuf our modest voiture fell into the

line of carriages, that stretched its length from
;he palaoe doors up through various streets at
in astonishing distance. Indeed, had we have
>een justly dealt by, time enough would havo
>een given for various eerioue reflections. We
lid not properly put ourselves at the end of
iheee carriages, but our driver made various
royages along the line in scareh of an opening,without sucoess, however, until - an omnibus
broke upon the arrangement, and our whiprushed in with a dexterity worthy of all credit
ind some oseh. As it was, he nearly upset a
delicate little ooupe, from which issued a delisatelittle scream, and, after a while, a delicate
ittle head, which, near as I could make out in
.he starlight, regarded haok 782 in great scorn.
Two very aristocratio horses snorted and pawed
lirectly behind, and I had some nervous feelngsabout a carriage pole being introduced to
iur party. The fact is, we were bringing a very
bahby establishment into what Carlvle calls
;ig society, that looked as if it might have
erred to take Nebuohadnezzar and family oat,
rhen that gentleman went down to his counryresidence. What cared we for that, rude
epublicans as we were? We drove hack 782
letween the wind and this nobility on oonsidirationsof "Bunker Hill, Fourth o* July, and
>ther great principles, and we left the oonse[uenoeswith Providenoe.

1 had a protracted view of Pont Neuf byitarlight, for the long line moved slowly od.
Pont Neuf, where Sterne wept over the poornan's dead ass.Pont Nenf, once thought the
inest bridge in the world.the oentre of civlizationand power, for on this isle Paris first
existed. Here Richelieu's carriage, like ours,
oiled slowly or rapidly along.oyer this bridge
same Raviliac, tracking, like fate, the stops of
-lenry IV.here Charlotte Corday, Madame
Poland, Danton, Robespierre, and almost thoulandsof others, wended their way in heavy
carta from prison to death." the bridge of
lighs," indeed. Looking op, I could sec dimly
he statue of Henry IV; to my right the Louvre
ihone iu light; while on the left, where once
itood the dark Tour de Neele, the college built
)y Mszarin lay in shadow, the Seine flowing
iilently away between. But all things, includinga novel by Dumas, and a speech in the
Senate, must havo an end. Tho end to our
itarlight view of the Seine terminated about
tleven o'clock. I can believe others saw the
lay dawn at the palace doors. Wc entered at
ast, threw off our oloaks in the so-called dreesngroom, and ascended the noble stairway beweenranks of gorgeously-attired guards, who
>ocupied every step, standing as motionless,
clasping their muskets, as if they were carved
>f marble. The great stream of gay life
coured, chattering along between these unfeelnginstruments of death, as if thoy were not
here. It is a trite reflection, I know, but coninuallycomes up before me here, where the
ound ef the drum is scarcely ever out of hearng,that men and women should consider this
tilling in the light of a thing graceful and ortamental.I thought, while slowly passing
each motionless guardsmen, that I looked in
be very face, at the very muskej whioh fired
ipun the Boulevards on the day of the Coup
PEtat, and left some wretched widow deeoate.They were not so beautiful in that light.

I cannot give you on paper any impression
rf what I experienced on entering the bcautiulhall. It was like some dream of fairy land,
never expect to see the like again. 1 he same

cene, repeated, would not be the Bamc thing.
ranting the novelty. I stood for a second, totingat a glance tho dazzling lights whioh fell
ipon the multitude in the gorgeous dresses of
i by-gone day. Add to this the music of the
irst orchestra in tho world, led by Strauss
limself, and at that moment pouriDg out one
if his delicious waltzes, and you may appreliatethe exhilaration that for a moment came

ipon me.
Our first duty was, of oourec, to be presented

o the boat and hostess, who were ro kind a?>d
lonnderate as to invite us to their festivities;
end, finding our minister, Judge Mosod, we
vere soon in train for a presentation. The
i'miurnr »n(t fmnpOM vurn lnt\A in kUpnrl.

ince, or we should not have been honored with
m introduction. It seems.and I give jou, for
>noe, some Court gossip.that the head-dressngt>fthe Empress is superintended bj the Em)erorin person, and her Majecty never ap>earsthe seoond time in the same robe. On
his occasion, she was somewhat disappointed,
ler dress not arriving in time, la the meanvhile,when it did at last appear, the Emperor
bund that the arrangement of hair did not
uit and all had to be done over again. It is
laid that the Emperor expressed himself very
trongly, in German, French, and English. He
irrived at the moment we did, and Judge Maonformed our party of Amerioans in two
ines, down which the Government passed, our

epresentativo walking backwards, and callngtho names slowly as he went. In this way,
was introduced to the late Louis Napoleon
tnd present Emperor, and the future somehingelse. Judge Mason.kind-hearted old
nan, loved by every one.did his part handomelyand well; but, I must say, the Emperor
vent through his in a sullen, queer way. I
cept thinking of Victor Hugo's terrible Benence," He has the name of Napoleon and the
alent of Silenoe." He does not much love the
Americans, and the Americans see no love lost
>etween them.
Let the love be where it may, tho most eonpicuouspersons at the entertainment were

(merioans. One young lady created a great
ensation, as being far mere lovely than the
Sm press. Another, a married lady, carried
aore diamonds than a dozen French or Engishdare dream of.and all were remarkable,
n some respect or other. Judge Mason was
ouch commented upon, for the severe simplilityof his ooetume; although eut in what
b called Court costume, it was without em>roidoryor ornament of any kind.

It is singular to read at home the severe
omments of some of the press upon this genleman,and know how unjust they are. I
iresume our Administration does not seek to
ontrol the social oonduotof the Minister; and
ocially it is customary, when a Minister or

my official is invited to a dinner or assembly,
o wear some mark of his position. If he disikosto do this, he can remain at home; but if
te attends, let him respect the wishes of his
tost. It is very democratic to go a la Moee,
iut a gentleman appearing with his coat on

.rtn, and hat on head, at an evening assembly,
rould not be v«ry polite or respectful, to say
he least. Judge Mason, as representative of
ur Government, was presented in oitisen's
Iress, and, as Minister, is always seen in that
>arb. But at parties and dinners^ custom has
ettled the feet the! he muit appear d la
''raoklin.
By the by, there ie quite an error at home as

d Franklin's Court suit. We are under the
npreneon that this good old man, while repBoentimov ooontry at this Court, wore the
very-day drees of an Amarioan oitisen. Sooh
i not the faot Mr. Soole wears at Madrid
be style of drear worn by Franklin, aad it was
ot then, any more than now, the ©very-day
rear of our citwena. The truth is, the old
tan's mind was on move important matters
ban the eut of his ooek While he dealt with
be destinies of nations, he left the ooosideraionof dress to lesser intelleets.
I soon wearied of fight* and moaie and the

nmeaning crowd, differing in no respect from
be tHimrsnds end thousands which have flitidUnnagh them came halls. 1 looked around
i vain for on# person whose name ooold serve
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to hold it in memory.Lamartine, Victor Hugo,
Sue, Pumas, Lamenais.
" The king* of thought, who wage contention with

their time's decay,
And, of the past, are all which will not pass away."

Even Louis Napoleon want* everything to
make one sustain an illusion. There is nothing
in face or figure of the Bonaparte. The ohiselledfhco, the clear, luminous eyes, all the
marks of genius which gave to horrid war iie
fascination. We returned, wearied, to cur little
apartments, about two o'olock A. \1., and I
fell asleep to dream of danoing at the house of
Secretary C , in Washington, with the Emperor,while our vis-a-vis were the Kmpross andthe razor-strop man.

for the National Era.
10 THE HON. JOHN M CLAYTON.

I inscribe to you a scries cf papers, which
you have principally moved me to write.
When, in 1844, you were laboring, with dis-

tiuguisked zeal and eloquence, to raite HenryClay to the Chief Magiatrecy of the nation, 1
was employed, with humbler meanr. in vindi-
eating tbe Whig party, and Us leading men,from the oharge of subserviency to Slavery.a 1
party proclaiming itself; at that time, the'true
and only adequate antagonist of slave-eztcn-
sion, and of the ambitious and capacious pur- <

poses of " the-Slave Power." I Bought to ao- <

quaint myself with the past lives and testimo-
nies of those meD, that 1 might bear witness i
before the People of their sincerity and worthi-
nesa of the public confidenoe. Among the resultsofmy inquiries was the following: 1
A young man, born and residing in a slave

Oi.i. 1 -I ! .1 1-1- J L!_
otitic, unving juoi» uuiupievou iub preparation
for tbe bar, had the unhappinecs to lose hie
father, who died involved in debt, leaving a
considerable number of slaves. The ordinary
fate of those unfortunate beings, under such
circumstances, neod not be described. Happily,a generous friend came to thoir reeoue.
The noble-minded youtb, on the tacit pledge of
the future achievements of a powerful intellect
and a great heart. better security than a
sealed bond.raised the money to discharge
the debts, and gave freedom to the slaves.
That young man was John M. Clayton.
Knowing this proud and beautiful antecedentto be yours, and thinking that I had discernedmuch of a corresponding nature in your

subsequent career, in spite of the corruptingand hardening influences of politics, I saw,
with unfeigned surprieo, your name among the
thirty Senators who met in caucus to decide
the fate of a deeply-interesting measure, now
before Congresa, but at the time of that meet-
ing scarcely beforo Congress, and not at all be-
fore the country.

1 can regard that meeting in no other light
than as an attempt to paralyse public sentiment,arrest inquiry, und chain up tho free
action of The People, by a tyrannous and contemptuousannouncement of the fatal "foregoneconclusion " that, struggle as they may,
their doom is fixed, and they must submit to it.
It is a rare refinement in despotism, to extinguishhope before taking away rights.

If this novel mode of legislation be not a directaggression upon tbo time-honored usages
of tbo Republic, upon the spirit of the Constitution,and the spirit of Liberty, then I have
mistaken them all. If this eager attempt
to trammel up consequences does not betoken
a tremulous fear of them, then I have badly
comprehended human nature.

For ono, 1 protest against this transference
of legislation from tho Senate House to the
cabal; and I cannot conceal xaj chagrin at
finding John M. Clayton on tho list of "Thirty
Tyrante." ^I propose to present for your consideration,
and that of others who may yet be willing to
hear reboot:, some thoughts on the great measurein quostion, and on the positions and argumentsof its advocates. Strike, but Hear.

THE NEBRASKA BILL.NO. L

have the united states power to prohibitslavery in their territories?
The first question is, whether the People of

the United Stales, by their agents and servants
in ^ongrcBi assemnieu. navs r.no constitutional

power to prescribe to their Territories a rule
excluding Slavery. This is first to me, because
up to the present moment the grossest deceptions
and the miscrabloet delusions prevail in respectto it. Seeing what 1 see in the Treasury
presses, and hearing what I hear of the effects
of their impostures upon uninformed and uprightmen, 1 am intimately convinced that it is
perilous to slight this point, notwithstanding
that tho authority m question has been establishedby innumerable precedents, during a

period approaching a century; and was never,
until very lately, seriously questioned. I do
admit, also, considering how often legislators
and judges have erred, that honest and intelligentmea may feel reluctant to take anything
on mere precedent. It is always lawful, -and
sometimes necessary, to try precedent at the
bar of principle.
That it is indispensable to do so in the presentcase, is proved by the constant, and by no

means ineffective, reiteration, throughout all
tho land, and with all the imposing trickery
OF TYPES, that FOR CoNURKRS TO prohibit

Slavery in the Territories, is a violation of the
great and fundamental principle of the sovereignlyof the People, and of thtir right of selfgovernment.
An objection so boldly blar-oned, and in its

application so grave, is not to be despised, be it
well or ill founded. .

The Territories of the United States have
(been, and mu*t be, either cessions from States

of the Confederacy or from foreign States. A Jcession of a country is a grant from one Na- s
tion or Government to another, of the right of
soil, where that is not already appropriated,
and of the right of sovereignty everywhere,

unlessthe aot or treaty of oessiou contain some

express qualification of one or both of these
rights. Hence it follows, that the People of !]the United States, in reoeiving successively from
Massachusetts, Connecticut, New York, Vir- s

ginia, North Carolina, Georgia, the Indian v

tribes, France, Spain, and Mexico, cessions of 6

territory, become invested with the full rights E

of sovereignty and noil, subject to previous ap- F
propriations of the one, and to express reserve £tions of the other. We shall find that in all
these oases there was but one instance of the >

reservation of a right belonging to the sovereignty,bat in many of them, of rights toach- r

ing the soil. Neither class of reservations has v

any bearing cn the present stage of this inquiry.In the cessions of Fiance and Mexico,
there was no reservation or qualification whateverof the right of sovereignty. It was all
conveyed to the People of the United States.
Were the United States competent to receive

these grants of sovereignty? This cannot bo *
disputed, for if thoy were not thas oompetent, *

then full sovereignty, or perhape any part of "

sovereignty, was not conveyed nor is now poe- u

seated by ta, but remains in France and Mex- ^
ioo.
The United States, therefore, did receive, in n

the case of the Frenoh and Mexican cessions, R

the full sovereignty and supreme dominion
over the territories, which were the subjeotB of a

thorn cessions. Do they still hold it? 11

They bold it still, unless it bus been wrested h
from them by force, or voluntarily conveyed ^
by them to some other Power. A large tract u

was ceded to Great Britain volnntarily, or from u
fear of the ooosequenbes to Slavery, viz: all H
that traot lying between 49 deg. and 54 deg. ?
40 min. of north latitude, containing about »

300,000 square miles, beside Vancouver's and *

other islands oe the coast thereof, and on our h
present coast, amounting probably to 50,000 »

square miles more, or 350,000 in all. All
this a Slave President on a solemn occasion
declared from the throne was " by right un- 7
questionable" ours. All this the same Prcsi- tt
dent, with the approval of the Senate, ceded to
Great Britain. No Southern man ever denied, tl
or will now deny, the validity of that treaty, ft
In all probability, that treaty saved the Sooth tl
from a visit of a British steam squadron, and si
a British army, including certain regiments It
from the West Indies, heralded by a procla- b
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mation of the established policy of Britain in
relation to blacks. Vancouver's Island, and all
the re~t, tbo island appertaining, in fact, to that
part of Oregon which remains to ua, are gone
from-our grasp, never to return, unless the
slave States should give us leave to annex

Canada, which they will probably do some

day in the Greek kalendOf course, the Uni
ted States must have had full sovereignty over
this territory, or they could not have cedod it,
and Great Britain would nover have treated
with us for it.

Perhaps it will be answered, it is very true
tbe United States have full sovereignty over
their Territories as against foreign sovereigns,
both when they receive and when they oede
territory, and, in fact, at all other timos; but
then tbey have not that sovereignty as against
the sovereign People, who are settlers, owners,
and occupants, of soil within the Territories
Seine distinction of this kind is constantly insinuated,of course, in the vaguest manner. It
is timo that this hocus pjcu$ were sifted, or
<ooutcd from the field ofcontroversy.drummed
sot with those who employ it. The use of it
is as disrespectful to freemen as it is inhuman
to tbe slave. It can be intended for no purpose
but to mystify; which, in this case, is aa good
as to oonvince, because in honest minds it'
equally paralyzes resistance. The advetsary
iesires no more. Inaction, acquiescence, arc
sis valuablo to him as concurrence and support
Let the free States be passive, and leave the
slave States alone; and, like the weird siaters,
They'll do, they'll do, and they'll do."
The settlers and inhabitants of any Territory,if citizens of the United States, are in

uomrnon with all other citizens of tho United
States, partakers of tho common right of sovereigntyover the Territories, which resides to
the fullest extent in tho whole body of the *

People ; but they do not, by becoming settlers
of tho Territories, aequiro any additional or

peculiar right of sovereignty over them. If
they do, when and how does that right attach
to them, and at the same moment detach itself
from the whole People of the United States1
for it is plain, that whatever sovereign rightothe former aoquirc, must be in dorogation of
the previous and completo sovereignty of the
latter. Is it when one settler enters, or a dozen,
or twenty, or fifty, or a community large
enough to form a Government? If it attaohe*
to five hundred, or five thousand, it attaches to
fifty, to twenty, or to ono, the moment ho enters.He may make laws, subject only to that
general jurisdiction which belongs to the UnitedStates, but whioh would apply in this case
only in a limited sense, as it applies to the ,

States. Sovereignty would descend upon the
single tcttlcr, ju&t as certainly as upon the heir
apparent in a hereditary monarchy, on the
death cr demise of the reigning sovereign, and
rather more mysteriously. Tho first squatter
would he a king. This is too absurd; hut it is
precisely tho absurdity, stripped of mystificationand delusion, which is urged with effect,
as sound reason, by hundreds of prestosthroughouttho country.
The right to Territorial self-government attachesto the settlers only when the United

States grant it, by defining tho boundaries, entotinglaws, and appointing officers, or authorizingthe inhabitants to elect them ; but evcai
then they have this right only so far as the
United States think proper, out of its full storehouseof sovereign rights, to impart it. Thus,
in organizing the oarlieet Territories, they proridedfor the appointment, by the President of
die United States, of a Governor and Judges,
nvesting them jointly with legislative power,ind not giving to the inhabitants the election
jf one of those important officers, nor of any
>fliocr, even of a town, parif-h, or school district,unlets the authorities, thus constituted t
thought proper in thoir legislative capacity to
sonfer upou them tho right to elect them. At
\ later period, Congress instituted LtgtsJatu*
Councils in the Territories: but the appointmentof tho members was vested in the Presidentof tho United States. Lastly. Legislatures,
sligible by the citizens, have been wisely substitutedin tho Territorial acts. But how far
»re any of these systems from conceding to tin;
people of a Territory the fall right of sovereignty,even in tho somewhat limited sense in
which it belongs to a State ? In all these cases,
md at all times up to this day, Congress has
eserved to iteeif the right of 1 'vising tho aet<
>f the Territorial Legislatures, and vetoing or

nodifying them as it deems expedient; and it
las exercised this right in various instances.
We 6«e, therefore, tho people of the United

>tates bearing, from tho first moment of the
requisition of territory up to tho end of its
lerritorial existence, tho most undoubted
cadges of full and complete sovereignty over
t. No lpgal Government can exist in it, but
n virtue of their acts, and no legal Government,when created, can do anything contrary
a their will. They can at any time annul its
laws, and abrogate its existence. And where it
ihall have attained a population which may en
Jtle it, if erected into a State, to two Senators
ind a full Representative in the House, it can
jsoapc from pupilage only by the consent of ihs
people of the United States, expressed through
heir agents and servants in Congress.
If these things do not demonstrate the exist

snoe of oomplcte sovereignty, supremo dctninonin tho people of the United States over their
Territories, s> bjcct to no restrictions or limits,ionsexcept thoso imposed by conscience aud
>y God, then there is no such thing as eover'lgnty,actual or ideal, in the world or iu
works of political science.
The States within their respective jnrisdic

lone poseens this tamo sovcre:gaty,»with tho
ixception of a few of its highest and most comtrehensivoattributes, which the People have
bought proper to exercise, not through their
<tato officers, hut through the instrumentality
if the Government of the United States.such
>s raining a revenue by taxing imports, ooinDgmoney, raising awl sup porting armies and
lavies, regulating commerce, and making war
md treaties of peace, friendship, and commerce
Thus full or integral sovereignty is divided aud
listributed by tho People bltlNIU the i-evcrwl
Hates and the United States, the latter posesaingits most important, and the former its
cost numerous, attributes.each having a

k J L..1L A kl it- ..1.1. .1-
i»rv, mm uuui mgcuicr me awn. » uui iney
oth together poeoooa over the States, the Unt- i
ed State* alone possess over their Territories.
But it ifl admitted that every State has power

o prohibit Slavery, or to abolish it, if it aleadyexists. Then, may not the United Slates
rithin their Territories prohibit or abolish it '

Strire, but Hear.

Mr. Douoj.asRebukingthf. Preachers!.
Tie New York Evening Post says:

v

"In his long discourse to the cleTgy of New
England.a paper about three times as long
s an ordinary sermon.Mr. Douglas, borrowiga topio from the newspapers, is very Bevere
pon them tor protesting against the Nehrnsafraud ' in the name of Almighty God'
" Mr. Douglas is too fastidious. In whose
amo would he have these gentlemen protest
gainst a bad measure ? If they had said, ' in
as devil's name,' it would have been used as
n argument for the bill. We often say : ' in
tie name of all that isfcood,' 'in tbs name of I
umanity,-' 'in tho name of common ser.se,' &
'he signers of the remonstrance in question
ed a lorm of words which naturally seemed

a them to include all these, and one which
bey deemed suitable to the gravity of the oeaaion.In doing this, it was oleaily not their
itention to arrogate to themselves a special
uthority in the matter, any more than if they <

ad used the phraao, 4 In the name of juiticond humanity.""
New Orleans, April 11.. The s'eamer

'exa» has armed from Vera Ciux, with dates
)the 11th ult
Several skirmishes had taksn placo between

be forces of Santa Anna and Alvarts, and a
;w of the latter had been killed. Alvarca
irea'eaedxto kill the prisoners in his poste*.
on, if Santa Anna killed those be had taken,
i was believed that the revolution would soonquelled.
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