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& L From the Baltimore Sun.
© e The follewing stanzas present the reader with a ve-

F i irilfing narrative which appeared in this paper a

i =r J”.‘ .

would ring out her loudest blast for me. I wall be no | let hope cast her halo around us, still let her be a

medium character,—I will either play a conspicuous

part on the world’s great stage, or I will siak into
nothingness.

who means well, but judges wrongly of me. He has
kept me cooped up mn a counting room, lest as he
says, I should become a simpleton or a poet. I have

borne it silently, although 1t galled me to the quick.—

God forbid that I should have pained his heart, before

[ had a man’s right 1o act in freedom,—to cut out my

own path in the world. And yet,—and yet”—ihe |

young man’s lip curved bitterly as he paused a mo-
ment, *“he has d rawn the rein almost 100 ight. { have
not been a'lowed the choice of doing what I like.—

g uh Jays sinee, w a new form. They will be read

S itk delighi she heauty and harmony of the yerse im-
Bl et (0 an vincident, certam!

1y mos
‘commemorated.
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BY S. B. FRENCIT.

Avmorn a gallant vessel swept
O’er Erie’- emerald wave,

She bore a_hundred souls along—
The beautiful—the brdve,

sBoldly she ploughed the ocean-lake—
A power that knows no stay

Urged her along with heaving breath,
Upon her watery way.
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All day she held her onward course,
Her pilot’s faithful eye

Marked, as the evening fell, her port
Beneath the western sky,

And joy, and hope, and happiness

" | in many a bosom burned,

! As o'er the rolhing waves, bright eyes
With eager gaze were turned.

A For on the distant strand were seen
| EFull many a howme of bliss,
And lips already yearned 1o give
The pure pareutal kiss;
- And beating nearts and heaving sighs
Full many a bosom moved
Lest the proud vessel should not bear
Their cherished, their beloved.

ﬁl oh, mn life how soon the cup

@3 :

. Of joy 1s drugged with gloom;

low soon the shadow of despair
“Follows the flesh of bloom,

“The sunlight glow on bheauty’s cheek,

A moment may o’er cast,

As sweeps, before the light of day
The w ild sirocee’s blast.

“What, ho? that smoke!”—the captain cries,
As fromn the hatchway roll’d
¥ue curling volume’s graceful wreaths,

. Up from the vessel.’s hold,
The answer needed yot a volce,

Forto all eyes it cane,
In the most terrible of forms—

A sheet ol lurid flame!

po. And there she was » ship on fire,
Blazing against the sky,
T'he most Suh!lmo, terriflic i:l__r{ht
T'hat meets the sailor’s eye!
| And every art to quench the {lame,
~ And all the seamen’s skill
Were vain,—a thousand fiery tongues
Seemed mocking human wi'l

And while despair rang o’er the deep
In aceents wild and loud,
While the last hope seemed to have fled
From all the maniae erowd,
" Where was the brave old pilor then,
When everything seemed lost?
| Standing, as duty bade, unmoved,
And calmly at his post!

One hand still held the wheel, as on

| She madly swept the tide,

The other hung, a blackened thing,
Y et seething, at his side—

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

| Sull stood amidst the b'azing mass,

Her pilot at the wheel!

| And boals came rushing from the shore,
And reachied in time to save
Ml the devoted vessel bore

. %
© i From a dread and watery grave—

! Not all—not all=<that helmsman, bold,
Whose life all else did save,

b Now sleeps, amid that blackened wreck,
A |

- Neath Erie’s rolliug wavel

Build high a monument to him,
Let not his humble name
Perish, for he has nobly won
" "The richest meed of fame!
Yegive THEM monuments who send
“Their millions to the grave!
Then give Jou~n MAy~NarDp one, who died
A hundred lives 1o save!

—

From Arthur’s Ladies Magazine.
THE MERCHAN [”S SON.

BY MISS S. A. HUNT.

A young man of prepossessing appearance was pa-
cing slowly thoughtfully up and down the parlors of
his father’s house. I'he clear, softened hght ot the
full moon streamed in upon the furniture, and reveal-
ed occasionally the expressior ol his countenance
which wasserious. Once 1n a while a smile broke
over his features, as he appeared briefly 10 yield 1o the |
play of fancy.
~ “So I am indeed twenty-one,” he said musingly,
““this is the day I have looked forward 10, from boy- |
hood, as the period when I should be free as the wind.
—W hat are my objects of pursuit? What have they
been? Oh! Fame! I could dieif thy silver trum pet |

Money—monay—, when will the time come, that it
will notbe worshiped2, I hate it. I hate that grasping

alter gold. How can an immortal soul so far forget
its high destiny,
coin the great aim ol existence? But there are thou-
sands who séem fit for nothing else.”

Arthur Griswold seated himself on the sofa, passé..

[ have been an obedient son to a father visions,

intruder, but chasten her gently if she be the wild de-
luder of earlier days. Bid her not tell thee of selfish
Ask her to breathe a fsnd.w over all thou
lovest, over every breaking heary, over the whole
broad earth, which bears not a soul that thou lovest
not. Tell her, the whole world is thine, that all God’s
creatures are thy brethren and sisters. Whisper her to
raise her throne mn every downcast bosom, though she
should forsake thine. Will she forsake thee? OnR!
no. Thy heart shall be more light than when thy

| guileless childhood was most full of inneeent joy—
| more happy S!l

thoi®be, than when earlier youth
wggﬁ{illing th h™its gushing gladness. After long
induiging in réferie, Arthur rousel imself and rela-
‘ed all his p'ans and projecis to his sister. He was to
break off ail connection with his father’s business, and

a8 10 make the clutching of golden | enter college immediately.

“But, Arthur, what will father say? This thing is
very sudden 10 him; he is not prepared for 1t.””

“That I cannot help, Lucy. If[ had spoken of it

his hand through his hair repeatedly, sighed prolounds ! before, it would I.H’.lly have taken from his enjoyment.””’

ly, muttered something about the generality ol people
being such idiots, then with a “*heirho! heigo!”’

leaned s head back agamst the wall in silence.

“But money 1s a fine thing after all!”” he said half
smiling, as after a long pause, he resumed his train of
thought. *Itis well I can clutch a hutle just now; I
tear father, when he learns my resolution, will request
me to keep my distance from his coffers. Let it be so!
~—I think T can get along. Yes, my life of close study

1

*“*Well I dont know what to say about it; | think you

he | ought to be a student, and if you think you are doing

right, don’t be checked by any thing or any body. "I
will do mv prettiest to soften father’s displeasure.”

“I know that, Luey.”

The next morning, with a firm, but slow step, young
Griswold entered his father’s counting room. *“Well
Arthur,” exclaimed the merchant, **you are twenty-
onenow  You have not as much ambitien m reg.rd

shall soon commence, and then—what shall my glori- | 10 business, as [ wish you had. You don’t seem to

ous future be? —Great as a poe’s dream —there s a
power within me, but alas! it is a smouldering spark

which -may never burst forth into a flame. and hght up |
clearly the ‘chambers of mi e imagery.” Such thoughts |

shall not be indulged! F will. Those 1wo little word-
shall be the beacon stars, 10 lead me forward 10 the ac-
complishment of mv purposess  Difficulties shall
vanish before the might of a strong will. To resolye
and 1o accomplish, shall be one thing with me.”

“Why, Anhur, are you alone?” sajd the soft musi-
cal voice of Lucy Griswold, as she entered the room.
—She seared herself on the sofa next to her brother,

and rested her lovely head confidingly upon his shoul-
der.

“I was all alone, dear,” he repiied.

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

““Not remarkably beautiful.”

“Well, then, come stand by the window, and look
out upon this poetic sky. If fancy does not wave her
wand for you, and wake up imaginings, sweet and
dreaming. you are no poet, Just Banish earthly
thoughts, gud rove any where, and every where as I
do, at such a lovely hour.”

“I will, to oblige you,” answered Arthur, leading
her to the window, and kissing her pure brow, with a
kind brother’s deep affection. That fair young girl
was the only one to whom he poured lorth tte yearn-
ing aspirations of his soul. Her sweet Influence
breathed over his spirit like a balmy air, and hushed it
nto qliletness. She was almost an 1dol to 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
\t into her head 10 beso. The spirit of mirth peeped
out of her laughing eyes, somewhat too often, as her

grave grandmother ofien assured her. But she was
silent now, as well as Arthur. It was, indeed, the

hour for [3ney to give reins to her darling- reveries,—
for the witchery ol romance 10 steal into the heart —

|

!

You could, under its power, have rolled hack the tide |

of ime, and have planted yourfootsteps 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 Pompei,

or have trod the classic ground of Greece. The pas;

‘might have been belore you, or the sunny fuare,

with its  rainbow hopes, 11s glorious dreams, its
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 sofily-dreaming
air,—ghe would have poured her laughing light upon
your bosom, as the zephyr plays over the uniolding
petals of the sun-kissed rose. All this might have
happened 1If 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 untrammelled heart,

roam over every sunny spot, and make all things
bright with the touch of thine own fairy wand. All
things happy, will be possible 10 thee,~all things
wished for, will surely press into. thy service, beuging
to twine around thy brow the garland of a proud,
bright destiny!  How dost thou laugh, when the aged
hip of experience would foretell thee a tale “of thime
own blighted hopes. Clouds and sunight thou bast
known, but the April smile even hid back the lnpetu-
ous tear, and bade thee see how the shining drops
freshened the beauty of the earth and sky. "Thy heart
18 free, and if ever the mist eomes, 1t Jooks upward and
around and smiles 10 see the sunshine breaking, and
bringing back to thee, all thy ciusiering joys. Why
may not the heart be always' young, though wrinkies
drive away the smoothness from 'he brow, and take
from the lip its rosy hue,—~though silver ilread the
shining locks, and beauty depart from the wastng
featizes?: May nol the undying soul retain its youth,
so long as we are blessed with vur faculties? May it
not grow stronger and greater as it nears its everlastiog
goal? May ngi its capabilities for happiness increase
by a proper use of the gifis which God has bestowed,
by a careful culture, by refreshing from the dews of
Heaven? Surely, surely 1t may be so! We drive
from us our youth of soul: stormns come but to clear
awa\ the darkness, and o show us depths within,
that Heaven may fill with joy. Then let our course
be onward. Still be our dreams bright and joyous; sull

How dost thou |

h

care whether you become.ope ofthe firm or not, but
you havealways perlormed your part promptly,”

““I have no wish to become a partner.”

“Why not?” questioned Mr, Griswold in a disap-

pointed tone.,

“l am of age now, lather,” said Arthur, speaking
with an effort, “1 never intend to be a merchant.”

“A.l'lhlll:! ) _

““I am sorry to disuppo.nt your wishes, sir, by the
course | nave 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 litile as I ever thought a son
of mine would act,”
stern silence; Mi. Griswold,s lip was firmly compress-
ed, and the deep severity of anger was in the steady
gaze which he rivetted upon his son’s countenance.—

“I should at least have thought you could have been
frank enough to have prepared me for this,”

l,.

not speak of it. I knew that your. views and mine
(iffered on many points. My future course was firm
ly deciled upon, I was fully aware that you wou'ld not
approve of it; I had failed too many umes in trying to
chana'e your opinion. My only reason fof Dt IE"IIIg
my plans, was 10 avoid opposition, and any uneasiness
on vour part, until 'he time actually arrived.”

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

“Not if it 1s unpleasant to you, father.” Arthur
Griswold possessed a frue poet’s soul in one respeet,
at least, his heart was warm with strong affections, he
was as sensitive as a woman in feeling. Afier 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!” execlaimed
Lucy, running outin the hall to meet him on his ye-
turn. She had been watching for him, to hear how
her father received the unexpected and unpleasing in
elligence of his decision.

““Iiven worse than I expected—worse than I expee-
ted,”” said Arthur, entering the parlor, and throwing
himself inlo a chair. He remained some moments
lost in deep thought, his {ace bent forward, and resting
on his hands. Luey eyed him,and bethought herself
that it would never do for hum to yield to discouraged
leelings. Dropping on her knees before him, with
playful grace she drew away his hands, and looking up
in his eyes with a smile, at once arch and tender, said
“Eve’s curiosity—brother mine. Tell me all he said,
and all you said.””

Arthur r-lated every word of the brief conversation,
that had passed,and then with some bi.terness he said,
“1 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 flush of indignation passed over
Lucy’s face, but she replied geantly, “He doa’t un-
derstand you, Arthur.”

““And never will.”

““He shall understand you in one respect,” said Lu-
cy with an expression of proud determination, as she

| rose fron her kneeling position. “He shall undere

stand that your heart is as worthy and generous a
one¥-—she paused, tor she was not in the hablt of

teliing people their good qualities, when she thought

lthey already possessed as much knowledge on the

1

|

subject as would answer their purposes. She resumed
cheerful 'y, “*constant dropping will wear away stone,
0 1 will drop a good word for you in father’s ear, at
Ihe most propitious moments, and, never fear but what
his dspleasure will be displaced by deeper aflection
than ever.  You will be thought of more leniently in
your absence. So don’t let gloomy thoughts disturb
you an instant. When shall you leave us?”

“In about a week.”

““So soon?” and the young girlimmediately descens=
ded from her elevated position, as comforter. She
burst mnto 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 belore young Griswold’s departure ar-
rived, the brother and sisier were again alone m the
parlor, sitting by the window. It wasa calm starlight

evening, and there was a sad quiet in the hearts of _
both. The merchant had mot spoken one word of | ved, butin reality he had been I 4raing

‘F-
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gay | harsh reproach to his son, sinee the digclo‘sufe—o_f his

determination, but there Was a measured politeness in
his manner, that fell chillingly upon the warm heart
of Arthur. The hearty joke, and cheerful, approving
laugh had been banished fiom the tamily circle, du-
ring the past week. The sweet, glad eyes of Lucy
had not wandered around with aagfg

1

| . : ice of merry
meaning. Mrs. Griswold was an affe onate mother,

but she was not remarkably tenacious of alﬁ views of
her own; she thought justas_her “husband did, and,

theretore, sighed proloundly over Arthur’s strange
whin.

“Lucy,” said Arthur, in a low tone, “have there
never been times with you, when you felt as i' there

was an immensity hanging u n a present.moment,—

felt 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 chauges.—' had known in a long time.

External changes are nothing to the turn

spirits destiny. Arthur, dear Arthur!” and
ed his hand with fervent leeling, ¢

ng of the
she clasp-
you are going from

home now, you will have no mother and sister to bless |

you, and awaken your gentlest sympathies. Would
to Heaven my prayers could change you!”

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

““You are entering hife as millions do, full of ambi-
tious dreams, eager to bind arouvnd your brows the
wrea'h of fame. [t seems a glorious thmg to you to
be called great. But your aims are far below the dig-
nity of an ymmortal spirit. Be great, Arthur, whether
any one knows it or not. Rule your own spirit with
the stern, steady rod of truth.  Shrink from no ordeal
that may develop and try the strength within you.—
Turn every incident of your hife to some good purpose,
believe and trust that Providence will guice vou better
than you can lead yourself, Let your lellow creatures
have cause 10 bless you, whether their pra ses meet
your ear or not,”

“God grant [ may become all you ask, my own Lu..
cy!” Arthur answered solemnly. “If [ do not realize
your hopes, 1t will be no fault of yours. You have

been a protecting angel to me, you have bheen always
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m to lock upon
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 bu. tremulous, for she thought
her poor Arthur was sadly changed. His father ney.
er reproached him; he was sometimes pleasant and
cheerful witn him, but it was not the frank cheerful-
ness of other days. The warm, hearty grasp of the
hand; the cheering words from a father’s lips, **Well
done, my hoy!” were no longer his own. Since the
day he left home for college, his father’s house had ne-
ver been his permanent r sidence. One soft evening,
attwilight, Arthur sat alone 1 his chamber, watching
the faint stars, as they cameout in the pale blue sky.
A light, caressing breeze lilted the hair [rom his whits
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forehead, as he leaned back agailust the window frame,

In deep musing. His thoughts were smnewhal%'iad,
and yet there was more strength in hus heart than he
He had that afternoon
been 1n the society of his sister, and the influence of
her gentle soul was still upon him. She had married,
but old aifections were as dear to her as ever. She
had stroufily urzed upon him the necessity of an ac-
tive and usetul hfe, and he was glad to hear her speak
thus, for iisown views had

late. It was five long years before the dazzling bubble
ol worldly fame had lost 10 him its huyes of radiant

light.  With something like a smile playing over his
lip, he mused half aloud, “I have mndeed been pursu-
ing a bubble, even ifI had obtained it, it would have
burst in my grasp, showing—emptiness.” He leaned
bis head upon his haud, and over his thoughtful feg.
tures a deeper shade fell: he cast a retrospective eye

upon the past, 1t seemed almost a waste; with & sigh,
he murmured ,— |

“I fear I have been self-deceived—I have not luoked
my motives in the face. I have endeavored to 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 craved. Such dreams shall no
longer be me”—and bowing his head, the poet strug-
gled ia silence with the feelings within.

been changing fast, of

About an hour after, he arose from his seat by the . R
Wil]dﬂ\"f and hohtine a lam he pl d hi If v L

“ -
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ready to bear with and comfort me, when others bla.
med. You have been the only human being, who

There were a few moments of

i

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc6044_1

¢ver sympathised with me fully and frankly.”
““And what have you been 10 me, Arthur,” asked
his sister affectionately. *You have always been a

lion in my cause. I have often 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,”” said Arthu, laugh | be as'substantial as the remembrance of a well-

mgly.
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hour glided by unnoticed, for Arthur and Lucy were
oo deeply engaged in serious conversation to hee
the tlight ol time. They dwelt upon their childish
days, and then turned to the deeper and stronger 1m-
pulses which had been developed as each succeedin

o
=

yearrolled on. A hzlf regrettul teoderness was in |

their hearts, as they realized that they were indeed
entering hfe,—though its cares and strong resposibil-
iies should sink heavily upon their spirits, there
could be no shrinking hback to childhood. For every
wrong action committed, thay themselves were res-
ponsible; they could not with lighthearted carclessness
throw the blame upon older persens, or pass it idly by.
—Though the brother and sisier were hoth naturally
gay, and perhaps a litle wild, still there was a vein of

deep thoughtfulness in the characters of each, which
often called upon them 10 pause and reflect. The right

influence of that loving sister was fel; it was with ho-
lier emot.ons awakened in his besom—with pure and

hizh resolves—that the young votary at the shrine of
Fame parted from his sister that night.

“Farewell, Luey,” said Arthur, turning to his sis
ter the next morning, after he had hidden his parenis
adieu. He clasped her hand tightly n his own, and
spoke in a choked voice. She cast herself in his arms,
and the sobs she had tried hard to repress, under the
stern eyeof her father, burst forth unchecked. “Weep
for me when you are alone, darling, if you, will, and
pray for me,” whispered Arthur, “I will yet become
all you desire.  Father shall yet know that I do not act
from the idle whim of an effeminate hoy. Lucy, dear

Lucy! tell me once more that you bless me before | go |

forth into the world.” 'The young man had commans
ded himsell by a strong effort, but now he bowed his
head upon his sisters shoulder, and wep like a child.
—An expression, radant with aftection, flitt.d briefly
over Lucy’s fair young face, as she replied iIn a
tone of tremulous sweetness. “I do bless you, Ar—
thur, I shall always—Oh, may our Father above
smile upon you!” 2

It was with a strong heart and a determmed will,

that Arthur Griswold engaged in his studies. But the | air, caused a shadow
ways ol Providence are not like our ways. Ofien our slowly arose, witha dig

most arduous efforts bring butlitile to pass; yet we

| should not repine, for il we have done all we can do,

that litle 1s just as mueh as it should be. Not so felt
the young student. F.ve years had passed over his
head, since he had begun to walk in the path marked
outby hi nseif.  Where were his dreasss of ambition,
~—hisvisions of philanthropy? Where were the thoughts
he had sent out into the world, hoping to make deep
echoes ina thousand hearts? They had gone foril
indeed, the chenshed idols of his imagination, but
where was the sympathy he was . meet with? He
found it not, and r.ot until he saw how heedlessly his
poems were possed by, did he realize the value he
had placed, almost unknowing 1o himself, upon the
smiles of a thoughtless multitude. He had entered
into no profession, and as each slow year had traveled
on, the young poet had haped with all the ardoy ot an
enthugiastic spint, that fickle fortune woull yet re-
ward his muse. His habus had greatly changed since

—

writing table, and opehed his long-negiected journal.®

et

Before writing, he breathed forth a deep and s
prayer. lis eyes were upraised, full of light, and 't}

Npurr

rich glow of beautitul thought upon his countenane
was tempered by the quiet repose on his closed liptts
Taking a pen, he wrote as follows:— '

“June 20th. W hatsatisfaction 1n a dying hour

1&# -

B

life? We must combat with ourselves. and
aid others. Whats life’s lesson? To lepta
are and then toconquer. Oh God! Give me"
spirtt to go forth unflinchingly, deve!oﬁiﬁ?
thou hast given me. Aid me o trample on the e
ing reveries that twine around my hearl,.—-ltl"""'
almost impercepubly, and like links in a  cham,
will not be broken and parted. Banish [rom m
the enervating weight of 1dle, brooding f'eeliﬂafz
that I may be frank with my own heart; will it nél
last grow pure beneath thy searching eyes? I

thy good Providence over me now, guidmg‘f
minute action and thought—may I realize it, n
trust in Thee. Guard me from wandering ‘lm
fold! Give mean earnest love of usefulness—a 3

gl

lingness to labor n any thing that duty bids! Full “ |
wih humility and heavenly charity—may I exert @
F Iﬁ'l

x
s =

pured fluence! Would that my spirit was strong
martyr’s and meek as a babe’s.” |

Alter thus briefly noting down his though " ¥ .

sought the repose he nreded after the exciterts

what be had written, for to bring out good thoughts in
atangible form both sosthes and sirengthens.

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

he bad labored faithfully; he was,~what 1s rarely *

seen, a lawyer at once successful, upright and usefu],
One cheerful day in autumn, a multitude was hasten-

ng to the court-house in our city, to Isten 10 a case

which had excited much interest. Justice was on one

side, wealth on the other. Griswold had given his
i , ' :
services, where he could hope for but htle reward,—-

With generous upnrightness he

to the weaker party.
had turned aside from the tempting ofiers by which

the rich man had sought to gaw his efforts in a bad |
cause. His reply was, “I am governed in my actions

by truth, not money, sir.”

But il there was not a spirit of truthfulness on the
side opposed to Griswold, there was talent and elo= "
quence, and overemultitude they Rad (HeiF away .~
| The deep hum of applause that arose as Arthar’s op-
ponent seated himsell, with a somewhat trivmphant

to fall upon his noble heart, Hea

nified manner, and a ecalm
strength expressed in his countenance. At first s

words were somewhat measured, but as he proceeded

he gathered might and force; his large, dark eye kin.

died brillianily, and s usually pale cheek slowed, an
he poured forth with burning eloquence, the words of

truth and justice. There was a living power in alt

he uttered, that caused that breathless assembly to lean

lorward, and listen witn a thnll. Truth s always

powerlul; if el:quently supported, it is imislablﬁ

with ‘those who have one spark of honesiy in thewr na-
ture 1o be appealed to; and thank Heaven there is
much honesty in this wicked world of ours. The fage
cimating spell of the former speaker was broken; ihe

plain, cuiting words of sober truth had torn away
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he had left the counting room for the study; his ume .- s

was not methodically employed; ‘he w |

depressed. And yet he raised his heart upward, an : 0

-endeavored to do well. Apparently he had not impro-

good but pain
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deep and strong emotion. He was strengihened o
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