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From the Baltimore Sun.

The follewii.g stanzas present the reader with a ve-

ry thrilling narrative which appeared in this paper a |

few Jays sinee, m a new lorm, They will be read

il deligh the beauty avd harmony of the yerse im-
| ' 4 o an wincident, certamly mos
hus commemorated.

 “THE HELMSMAN OF LAKE ERIE.Y

BY

&

5. B. FRENCI.
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At mormn
O'vr Ervie’s emerald wave,

rallmt vessel swept

She bore a hundred souls along—
The beautitul—the brdve,

_Huh”}' she plonghied the ocean-lake—
A power that knows no stay

[:'l‘a;!'ai her along with iu*u‘.‘litg hl"f'il”l,

inr 11."
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All day she held her onward course,
Her piloUs faithtul eye
Marked, as the evening fell, her port
Beneath tie western sky,
And joy, and hope, and happiness
In many a bosom burned,
As o'er the rolling waves, bright eyes
With eager gaze were turned.

For on the distan! gtrand were seen
Full many a howme ol bliss,

And lips already yearned 1o give
The

And beaang nearts and heaving sighs

{* |I~|.|1-'1I.|l 1~.i-"'~:

E'ull many a bosom moved
I.l""” ]1]{- I,HHH-.‘ Y ose o H|'|¢.H.!-Zl nol !!-"il['
Their cherished, tieir beloved.

But Dll, in hile how =oon the cup
... Of joy 1s drugged with gloom;
How soon the shadow of despair
Follows the flesh of bloom,
ik " The sunlight glow on bheauty’s cheek,
A moment may o'er cast,
As sweeps, belore the light of day
The w ild siroecd’s biast,

*“What, ho? that smoke!”—the captain cries,
As from the hatchway roll’d

The curling volume’s graceful wreaths,
Up lrom the vessel’s hold;

The answer needed yot a voice,
For 1o ail eyes it came,

In the most terrible of torms—

A 5[""'1 '”I :“IHI H;!rrr.‘\!

And there she was » ship on fire,
Blazing aganst the sky,

The most sublime, terrifhe sioht
That meets the satlor’s eye!

And every art to quench the flame,

Fe

I e~ ———

will be no
medium character,—1 will either play a conspicuous
part on the world’s great stage, or I will sink into
nothingness,

would ring out her loudest blast for me. |

| have heen an obedient son to a futher
He has

kept me cooped up mm a counting room, lest as he

who means well, but judges wrongly of me.

have
borne it silently, although 1t galled me to the quick.—
God torbid that I should have pained his heart, before

says, I should become a simpleton or a poet, |

| had a man’s right 1o act in ireedom,—10 cut out my
own path in the world. And
young man’s Lip curved bitterly as he paused a mo-
ment, **lie has d tawn the rein alinost oo iz ., { have
not been a lowed the chowee of domng what 1 like.—

yel,—~
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| Money—mon2y—, when will the time come, that it

f e + . :
wiil not be worshipedZ I hate it. I hate that grasping

alter gold. How can an immortal soul s far forget
its high destiny, as to make the clutching of golden
coin the great aim ol existence!

But there are thou-

sands who scewm it for nothing else.”

Arthur Griswold seated himself on the sofa, passe.!
his hand through his hair repeatedly, sighed prolounds
ly, muttered something about the generality ol people
being such idiots, then with a “*hewrho! heigo!” he

leaned s head back against the wall in silence.

“But movney 1s a fine thing after all!”” he said hall
thougut. *“Itis well I can clutch a hale just now; I
tear father, when he learns my resolution, will request
ine to keep my distance from his coffers. Let it be so!
—I think I can get along.
shall soon commence, and then—what shall my glori
ous tuture be? —Grear as a poe’s dreqan —thore 8 a
power within me, but alast it s a simoulderimg  spark
which -may never burst forth into a flawne, and hght up
shall not be indulged! T will. ‘I'hose 1wo little word
shall be the beacon siars, 10 lead me lorward 1o ti.e ac-
complishment of my Ditheulties
vanisih belore the might of a sirong will. To resolve
and 10 accomphish, shall be one thing with me.”

purp ses shall

“Why, A thur, are you alone?” said the solt musi-
cal voice of Lucy Griswold, as she entered the room.
—=he seared herself on the sofa next to her brother,
and rested her lovely head confiding!y upon his shoul-
der.

“I was all alone, dear,”” he repiied.

“Indulging in beautful imaginings I suppose?”’ sug-
gesied Lucy.

-

“*Not remarkably beautiful.”

“Well, then, come stand by the window, and look
Liis poetic sky. 1f fancy does not wave her
wand for you, and wake up imaginings, sweet and
dreaming, you are no poet., Just banish earthly
thoughts, aud rove any where, and every where as |
do, at such a lovely hour.”

out vson

“T will, 1o oblige you,” answered Arthur, leading

her to the window, and kissing her pure brow, with a
kind brother’s deep affection.

was the only one 0 whou ne poured

Her
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ing aspirations of his soul. sweet  Inlluence

into qhietness. She was almost an dol o him; she
understood, appreciated and sympathized with him,
while all her actions seemed to be a living prayer that
he should become pure and good. And yet she was
rather a wayward, mischievous being, when she took
it into her head 10 beso. The spirit of mirth peeped

smiling, as after a long pause he resumed his train of

breathed over his spirit ke a balmy air, and hushed it |
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and yet”—ihe |

Y MORN

let hope cast her halo around us, still let her be a gay
intruder, but chasten her gently if she be the wild de-
luder of earlier days. DBid her not tell thee of selfish
visions. Ask her to breathe a fond spell over all thou
lovest, over every breaking heary, over the whole
broad earth, which bears not a soul that thou lovest
not. T'ell her, the whole world is thine, that all God’s
creatures are thy brethren and sisters. W hisper her 1o
raise her throne m every downcast bosom, though she
should Will she lorsake thee? Ol
no. Thy heart shall be more hght than when thy
guileless childhood was most full of inneeent joy—
more happy s_l:}l&ill_in_ul!m, than when earlier youth
was filling thee ihits gushing gladness.  After long
indu'ging in réserie, Arthur ruum‘t imsell and rela.
ved all his p'ans and projects to his sister. He was to

lorsake thine.

' break ofl ail connection with his father’s business, and
Center college immediately,

“But, Arthur, what will father say? This thing is
very sudden 10 himy; he is not prepared for i.”
*“That I cannot help, Luey. If I had spoken of it

before, it would only have taken from his enjoyment.”

Yes, my life of close study |
10 business, as |

clearly the ‘chambers of mi e unagery.” Such thoughts |

'with au eflort,

yearn- |

“Well I dont know what to say about ity | think you
ought to be a student, and 1f you think you are doing
nght, don’t be checked by any thing or any body. 1

L will do my prettiest to solten father’s displeasure.”

“] know that, Lucy.”

The nextmorning, with a firm, butslow siep. young
Griswold entered his father’s counting room. “Well
Arthur,” exdlaimed the merchant, **you are 1wenty-
Y ou have not as much ambitien 1 reg.rd
had. You don’t seemn to
care whether vou become one of the firm or not, but

one now
wish yvon

you have always perionned your part prowmptiy,”’
I have no wish 10 becoine a partner,”
“Why n?” questioned Mr, Griswold in a disap-

ponted tone.
“] am of age now, father,” said Arthur, speaking

] never intend to be a merchant.”

“Arthur!”

““] am sorry to disuppo.nt your wishes, sir, by the
rourse | have decided upon; but you are aware, that
the idea of being a merchant was always repugnant to
me.”’

“I thought you had overcome that boyish notien.”

“*No sir.”

“1 must say, Arthur Griswold, that you have acted
very unzemerously; very little as I ever thought a son
ol mine would act,”
stern silence; My, Griswold,s lip was firmly compress.
ed, and the deep severity of anger was in the steady
gaze which he nvetted upon his son’s countenance.—
I should at least have thought you could have been
frank enough to have prepared me for this,”

“It was from no want of frankmwess, sir, that I did
not speak of it. I knew that your. views and mine
Mffered on many points. My future couise was firm

lv deciled upon, I was fully aware that you would not

That fair young girl | APProve of it1; 1 had failed 100 many times n trying to

chanoe vour opinion. My on'y reason for nt telling
my plans, was to avoid opposition, and any uneasiness
on vour part, until ‘he time actually arrived.”

““ am d eply obliged for your tender care,”” said
Mr. Griswol!, bowing, with a curvinz lip. “I sup-
pose a longer conference is not necessary.”’

2

““Not if it is unpleasant to you, father.” Arthur
Giriswold possessed a true puet’s soul in one respeet,
at least, his heart was warm with strong affections, he

There were a lew moments of
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harsh reproach to his son, sinee the disclosure ol his
determination, but there was a measured politeness in
his manner, that fell chillingly upon the warm heart
of Arthur. The hearty joke, and cheertul, approving
laugh had been banished fiom the family circle, du

ring the past week. The sweet, glad eyes of Lucy
had pot wandered around witii ‘a «gl@ce of merry
mearing. Mrs. Griswold was an affedfionate mother,
but she was not remarkahly tenacious of affy views ol
ner own; she thought just as her husband did, and,
theretore, sighed proloundly over Arthur’s strange
whim.

“Lucy,” said Arthur, in a low tone, “have there.

never been tines with you, when you felt as i' there
was an immensity hanging upon a present. moment,—
[elt as if there was coming a change, a turning of your
destiny?”

“I have felt s0,” replied the young girl, ““and chan-

ges have come, but perhaps no outward changes,— |

Eixternal changes are nothing to the turming of the
spirits desiny.  Arthur, dear Arthur!”” and she elasp-
ed his hand with fervent teeling, ““you are going from
home now, you will have no mother and siste r 10 bless
you, and awaken your gentlest sympathies, Would
to Heaven my prayers cculd change you!”

“Change me!” said Arthur, almost starting, “how
Lucy?”

**You are entering hfe as millions do, full of amhi-
tious dreains, eager to bind arouvnd
wrea'h of lame. It seemns a glorious thing 1o you to
be called great. But your aims are far below the dig-
nity ol an ymmortal spirit.  Be great, Arthur, whether
any one knows it or not. Rule your own spirit wiih
the stern, steady rod of truth. Shrink (rom no ordeal
that may develop and try the streagth within you.—
Turn every incident of your life to some good purpose,
believe and trust that Providence will guide vou better
than you can lead yoursell, Let your le'low ereatures
have cause 10 bless you, whether their pra ses meet
your ear or not,”

“God grant I may become all yon ask, my own Lu.-.
cy!"”? Arthur answered solemnly. “If I do not realize
your hopes, it will be no fault of vours. You have
been a protecting anzel to me, you have been always
ready to bear with and comfort me, when others bla-
med. You have been the only human being, who
¢ver sympathised with me fully and frankly.”

““And what have you been 1o me, Arthur,” asked
his sister affectionately. “You have always bheen a
lion in my cause. I kaveolten thought you took my
part when I deserved a scolding.”

““T'hen we arrive at the evident fact, that we are
two wonderfully excellent beings,” suid Arthuu, laugh
mngly.

“Exactly so,” was the smiling reply. Hour afler
hour glided by unnoticed, for Arthur and Lucy were
too deeply engaged in serious conversation to heeq
the tlight o time. They dwelt upon their childish
days, and then turned to the deeper and stronger 1m-
pulses which had been developed as each suecceeldine
year rolled on.

your brows the

A hzall’ regrettul tenderness was in
their hearts, as they realized that they were indeed
entering hife,—though 1ts cares and strong resposibil-
ities should sink heavily upon their spirits, there
could be no shrinking hack to childhood. For every
wrong action committed, th »y themselves were res-
ponsible; they could not with lighthearted carclessness
throw the blame upon older persons, or pass it idly by.
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ful lessons.  Biuer trial had lﬁ_ught him to _!uckulzlpon
the world, upon men and things as they are, not as
they seem. Lucy was still the same fond sister, his
mother’s smile was kind bus wemulous, for she thought
her poor Arthur was sadly changed. His father ney-
er reproached him; he was sometimes pleasant and
cheerful with him, but it was not the frank echearful.
ness of other days. T'ne warm, hearty grasp of the
hand; the cheering words Irom a father’s lips, **Well
done, my hoy!” were no longer his own. Sirce the
day he left home for college, his father’s house had ne-
ver been his permanent rsidence, One soft evening,
attwilight, Arthur sat alone m his chamber, watching
the laiut stars, as they cameout in the pale blue sky.
A hight, caressing breeze lilied the hair from his white
lorehiead, as he leaned bYack agaiust the window frame,
in deepmusing,  His thoughts were somewhat sad,
and yet there was more strength i hus heart than he
had koown ina long ume. He had that afterncon
been m the society of lus sister, and the influence of
her gentle soul was still upon him. She had married,
but old allections were as dear to her as ever. She
had stronfily urzed upon him the necessity of an ac-
uve and usetul hife, and he was glad to hear her speak
thus, for hisown views had been changing fast, of
late. It was live long years before the dazzling bubble
ol worldly fame had lost 1o him its hues of radiant
hght.  With something like a smile playing over his
ltp, he mused half aloud, *“1 have indee! been pursu-
ing a bubble, even il had obtained it, it would have
burst in my grasp, showing—emptiness.” He leaned
tis head upon his hand, and over his thoughtful fea-
tures a deeper shade fell: he cast a retrospecuive eye
Upon tie past, 1t seemed almost a waste; with a sigh,
he murmured,—

“I tear I have been self-deceived—I have not looked
my motives in the face. I huve endeavored 10 delude
mysell with the idea, that | was trying to benefit oth-
ers, by the outpourings of my brain, when at the bot-
tom I most deeply yearned for applavse,—~it was that,
which my selfish soul eraved. Such dreamns shall no
longer be nine”—and bowing his head, the poet strug-
gled in silence with the feelings within.

About an hour after, he arose [rom his seat by the
window, and hghting a lamp, he placed himselfat his

writing tabie, and opened his long-neglected journal.*®

Betore writing, he breathed forth a deep and »
prayer. s eyes were upraised, full of light, and
rich glow ol beautiful thought upon his countena
was tempered by the quiet reposeon his closed li
Taking a pen, he wrote as follows:—

“June 20th.  Whatsatisfaction n a dying hot b
be as substantial as the remembrance of a well-spemt
life? We must combat with ourselves, and 6
aid others. What s life’s lesson? To s
are and then toconquer. Oh God! Giye M@
spirit to go forth unflinchingly, developing
thou hast given me. Aid meto trample on th
ing reveries that twine around my heart==i -*
almost inll‘n-'t':'t p'.lh v, and !ike links in a
will not be broken and parted. Banish irom my’
the enervating weight of ille, brooding feeling!
that I may be frank with my own heart; wail it o
last grow pure beneath thy searching eyes?
thy good Providence over me now, guiding |
minute action and llll:'m;j.i;Ill--—nm],r I realize il. __
trust in Thee, Guard me from wandering from. #
fold! Give mean earnest love of usefulness—a il
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lingness to labor mn any thing that duty hads!  Fill g
wi h humilty and heavenly charity==may I exert @
pured fluence!  Would that my spirit was stroug f
martyr’s and meek as a babe’s.” o n

L2 LS

—Though the brother and sisier were hoth naturally
gay, and perbhapsa little wild, still there was a vein of
deep thoughtiulness in the characters of each, which
often called upon them to pause and reflect. “I'he right
influence of that loving sister was feli; it was with ho-
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was as sensitive as a woman in feeling. After one
long, eager look at his father’s face, he slightly inclined
his head, and left the counting room.

“Do n’t look so melancholy, Arthur!” execliimed
'Luecy, running out in the hall to meet him on his ye-

And all the seamen’s shill
“'vn* 'E'flill.—:l thousand !ir'r",‘ Inngueh

out of her laughing eyes, somewhat too often, as her
grave grandrother ofien assured her.
silent now, as well as Arthur.
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But she was
I' was, mdeed, the
hour lor faney to give reins to her darling reveries,—

Seemed wocking heman wi .

And while despair rang o’er the doep

Alfier thus briefly notung down his though
1

-

In aceents wild and loud,

While the last hope seemed to have fled
From all the maniae erowd,

MW here was the brave old pilor then,
When everything seemed lost?

Standing, as duty bade, unmmoved,
And calmly at his post!

One hand still held the wheel, as on
She madly swept the tide,

The other hung, a blackened thing,
Yet seethine, at his side—

And onward—onward still she strove,
Sull shoreward rushed her keel,

Sull stood amndst the h'azing mass,
Her pilot at the wheel!

And boats came rushing trom the shore,
And reachied in time 1o save

Al the devoted vessel bore

" From a dread and watery grave—

Nout all=not all=<that helmsman, bold,
Whose hile al else did save,

Now sleeps, amid that blackened wreck,
Neath Ene’s rolling wave!

Build high a monument to him,
Let not lus humble name

Perish, for he has nobly won
The richest meed ol (ame!

Ye give THEM monuments who send
Their millions to the grave!

Then give Joun May~Narp one, who died
A hundred lives to save!

— — -

From Arthue’s Ladies Magazine.
THE MERCHANI"S SON.

BY MISS 8, A. HUNT.

A young man vl prepossessilig appeaiance was pa

cing slowly thoughtfully up and down the parlors ol

his father’s house. ‘I'ne clear, softened hght ol the
full moon streamed in upon the furniture, and reveal-
ed occasionally the expressior ol s countenance
which was serious. Once 1in a while a sile broke
over lus features, as he appeared briefly 10 yield 10 the
play ol lancy.

“So | am indeed twenty-one,” he sad musingly,

¥y

[ bright destiny!

for tne wilchery ol romance 10 sieal into the heart.—
You could, under 1ts power, have rolled back the tide
of nme, and have planted your footsteps in great Rome
—you could have gazed up at her softly brilliant sky,
revealing her thousand sp endors. You could have
revelled in the once sunlit streets of ancient Pomnpen,
or have trod the classic ground of Greece. T'he pasi
might have been belore you, or the sunny fu ure,
with its rainbow hopes, 1s
flowers ob love and gladness flung at your feet. Hope
delicious hope, the gay witruder, the wild deluder, she
would have stolen on the wings of the soflily-dreawr ing
air,—ehe would have poured her laughing light upon
your bosom, as the zephyr plays over the unlelding
petals of the sun=kissed rose. All this might have
happened il you were young, dear reader! for people
strangely forget these romping fancy flights, il care but
press her good-for nothing fingers upon the bouzding
heart.  Youth! how blest thou art, with thy fIresh,
glad thoughts, thy witching dreams, breathing their
spell over the untranuunelled heart, How

glorious dreams, its

doet 1thon

All
things happy, will be possible 1o thee,~<all things
wished for, will surely press into thy service, beoging
o twine around thy brow the garland of a proud,
How dost thou laugh, when the aged
lip of experience would foretell thee a tale "ol thine
own blighted hopes. Clouds and sunught thou bast
known, but the April smile even hul back the nnpetu-
ous tear, and bade thee see how the shining drops
freshened the beauty of the earth and sky.
1s tree, and 1l ever the mist eomes, it looks upward and

bright with the wuch of thine own farry wand,

around and smiles to see the sunshine breaking, and
bringing back to thee, ail thy ciusiening joys.
may not the heart be always young, though wrinkies

hiow, and

drive away the smoothness from he take

AWy ae Ilp s J1usy Hu'-"‘-“IUU:.f'H Sl ||.11.r.|ll.; Lhit
shining locks, and beauty depart from the wastng
leatures? May not the undying soul retain its youth,
=0 long as we are blessed with vur facultes? May 1t
not grow stronger and grealer as it nears ils everlastiog
goal? May not us capabilities for happiness increase
by a proper use ol the gilis which God has bestowed,
by a carelul eulture, by refreshing from the dews ol

Heaven? Surely, surely 1t may be so! We drive

|

roam over every sunny sjot, and make all things |

Thy heart |

Why

turn. She had been watching for him, to hear haw
her father received the unexpected and unpleasing :n
elligence of his decision.

«[iven worse than I expected—worse than I expee-
ted,”” said Arthur, entering the parlor, and throwing
himsell into a chair. He remained some moments
lost in deep thought, his [ace bent forward, and resting
on his hands. Luey eyed hun,and bethought herself
that it would never do tor hun to yield to discouraged
feclings. Dropping on her knees belore him, with

playful grace she drew away his hands, and looking up |

in his eyes with a smile, at once arch and tender, saui
“Jive’s curiosity—Dbrother mine, Tell me all he said,
and all you said.”

Arthur r-fated every word of the brief conversation,
that had passed, and then with some biterness he said,
“I knew that father would be both disappointed and
displeased, but I certainly had no idea that he would
think my conduct unworthy.”

A slight, quick Hush of indignation passed over
Lucy’s face, but she replied geantly, ““He don’t un-
derstand you, Arthur,”

“And never will.”

““He shall understand you in one respect,” said Lu-
cy with an expression of proud deterinination, as she
rose froin her koeeling position, “He shall undere
stand that your heart 158 as worthy and generous a
one’—she paused, for she was not in the hablt of
teliing people their god qualines, when she thought
they already possessed as much knowledge on the
subject as would auswer thew purposes.  She resumed
cheertul y, “*constant dropping will wear away stone,
sO b will drop a good woird tor you in father’s ear, at
The st propiiious omenis, and never lear but what
his o spleasure wil be displaced by deeper affection
than ever.  You will be thought of more leniently 1n
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you an instant,  When shall you leave us?”

“In about 2 week.”

“So soon?” and the young girlimmediately descen=
ded Irom her elevated position, as comlorter. She
burst into tears, and then it was her brother’s turn to
cheer and consele. It was on the tip of her tongue, to
say, **Don’t go!’ but she held back the words.

The evening before young Griswold’s departure ar-

huuu&ul-l Rl el bl S

lier emot.ons awakened in his besomn—wiih pure and
hizh resolves—that the young votary at the shrine of
Fame parted from his sister that night,

“Farewell, Luey,” said Arthur, turning 10 his sis
ter the next morning, after he had bidden his parenis
adieu. He clasped her hand tightly in his own, and
spoke in a choked voice, She cast hersell in lus arms,
and the sobs she had tried hard to repress, under ihe
stern eye of her father, burst forth unchecked. “Weep
for me when you are alone, darling, if you will, and
pray for me,”” whispered Arthur, [ will yvet become
all you desire.  Father shall yet know that I do not act
from the idle whim of an efleminate boy. Luey, dear
Lucy! tell me once more that you bless me before I go
forth into the world.” 'T'he young man had comman
ded himsell by a strong effort, but now he bowed his
head upon his sisters shoulder, and wept like a child,
—An expression, radant with aftection, flitved biiefly
over Lucy’s lair young face, as she replied in a
tone of tremulous sweetness, “I do bless vou, Ar-
thur, I shall always—QOh, may our Father above
smile upon you!” :

It was with a strong heart and a determined will,
that Arthur Griswold engaged in his studies. But the
ways ol Providence are not like our ways. Ofllen our
most arduous efforts bring butlittle to pass; yet we
should not repme, for i we have done all we can do,
that litle is just as much as it should be. Not so felt
the young student, ¥ .ve years had passed over his
head, since he had begun to walk in the path marked
outhy hinseif. W here were his dreams of ambition,
—hisvisions ol philanthropy? Where were the thoughs
he had sent out into the world, hoping to make deep
echoes a a thousand hearts? "T'hey had gone forih
indeed, the chenshed iwdols of his nmaginaton, but
where was the sympathy he was . meet with? He
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poems were possed by, did he realize the value he

had placed, aimost unknowing to himsell, upon the |

smiles of a thoughtless mulutude. He had entered
into no profession, and as each slow year had traveled
on, the young poet had haped with all the ardor ot an
enthugiastic spirit, that fickle fortune woull yet re-
ward his muse., His habits had greatly changed since
he had left the connting room lor the study; his time

[ TR 1

sought the repose he needed alter the exciterd
lie was strengthened by
what he had written, for to bring out good thoughts in
atangible form both soethes and s'rengthens,

Ten years more rolled by, and our poet wasa law-
He had entered the profession and

deep and strong emotiion,

yer ol eminence,

he Lad lubored faithfully; he was,~what 13 rarely *

seen, a lawyer at once successiul, upright and useful,
One cheerful-day in autumn, 2 multitude was hasten-
ing to the eourt-house n our city, to I'sten 10 a case
which bad exeited much interest.  Justice wason one
side, wealth on the other. Griswold bhad given his
services, where he could hope for but hitle reward =
to the weaker party.  With generous uprightness he
had turned aside from the tempting ofiers by which
the rich man had sought to gain his etforts in a bad
His reply was, “I am goveraed in iy actions
by truth, not money, sir.”

Cause.

But il there was not a spirit of truthfulness on the
'ont

ent and elo=
quence, and over the mulutade they had their sway .—
The deep hum of applause that arose as Arthur’s op~
ponent seated himsell, with a somewhat triumphant
air, caused a shadow to fall upon his noble heart. Ha
slowly arose, witha dignified manner, and a calmn
strength expressed in his countenance, At first hig
words were somewhiut measured, but as he proceeded
he gathered might and torce; his large, dark eye kin
dled brilliamly, and lus usually pale cheek glowed, an
he poured forth with burning eloquence, the words ot
truth and justice. There was a living power in all
he uttered, that caused that breathless assembly to lean
forward, and listen witn a thnll, Truth 33 always
powerlul; if el quently supported, it is irresistable
with those who have one spark of honesiy in their nas
ture 1o be appealed to; and thank Heaven there is
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cmating spell of the former speaker was broken; the
plain, culing words of sober truth had torn away the
veil arranged with such skilfalart, Suffice it 10 say,

sile opposed to Griswold, there was 1a
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that Griswold gained the case,  He relred aldibet ex-

hausted, andamii many enthusiastic congratulations,

he hurried on, 1o leave th ded con
5 -"i"'" W .J--,';".'--_
“Arthur!” exclamned a t* dhvioss he had
-.-_f

nenrly "‘I‘“,‘, the door, e
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s
was ot meihodically cployed; hie was olien sad.and | oid man grasped his | d :'* ”
parlor, sitting by the window. It wasa calm starlight | depressed. And yet he raised his heart upward, and | tears of joy rolled dow 4 ’
evening, and there was a sad quiet in the hears of | endeavored to do well. Apparently he had not impro- | noble boy! Gad bless yol

both. The merchant had wot spoken onme word of | ved, butin reality he had been l.arsmng good but pain lth.t burst from his | |
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“this 18 the day | bave looked lorward 0, from boy-| from usour youth ol soul: storns come but 1w clear | rived, wie brother and sisier Were again alone i the
hood, as the period when I should be free as the wind. | away the darkness, and to show us depths within,
W hat are my objects of pursuit? What have they  that Heaven may fill with joy. ‘Then let our course

been? Oh! Fame! I could die if thy silver trumpet | be onward. Still be our dreams bright and joyous; sull
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