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Ihe Docloi’s Tamily.

Sy Buage had been buried about a
3[! month. His little girls, with

whom the first violenee of grief

was over, had wandered down to a din-

gle behind the hot Bessie and 1it-

the Nelly were sitt gother tnder
the shade of some tall old trees, while
Julie stood near them, leaning upon &
bank, picking up tufts of grass and

throwing them away, withont appear-
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w what she was doing.

length she «d her head sudder

and looking in her sister's face

of o thing.

I was o little
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to put me on hi

down to the bre

“ And how many pl

used to have with fatd

he would some

% and the whip, but dear

wouldn't stir till fatl

yvhim. P

very

st mamana sell bim, Julie ¥

poor
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“ Avg wot"
ly; and all that father had

was what he made by visiting sick

folks, nnd mother sys a great many

of these never paid him anything ; and

then you know father lay sick so long,

and we had to have o physician to sed

him; and altogether we have got to be
very poar.” :

“Does Walter know, Jalie "
mother told Walter and me

night ;

o us so

father was
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poor old horse would lighten mother's
troubles,”
“ And what did Walter say, Julie 7"

#0h, yon know Walter always says

just what is right about everytl
Bes He seemed to feel sad, of -
course, ot what mother said, for mother

has kept all this from him as long as
1d; but, Walter ag

'k must be sold ;

ghe cot
that Ju
seemoed to be, that he coul
dp mother, Poor Walter

at oneo

r

iy g

Julie's tears 1 n to {all on the

where they g 1 like dew drops,
“ And how is Walter to ride, Julie ¥"

“Well! T was thinking about that




after 1 went (o bed laet nixhl

lnow the long

r did her more goo




thing else,
“Oh! you need not make anyt

, Ndly

I dare gy we

al to do

I am going to leave scho

- and then there will be less

to pay; and among us all

ve cun save mother

ad been one of the most
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kind-hearted and noble of men, e
who did not gradoate his attentions to
his patients, by the length or weight
of their #0585 and who never «d
the q r he should bo
ing. It was

m, wh

pevid for what he

was |

1 for him to know that his ser-

nil neither the

vight, mor the worst roads, nor

were needed,

darkest

the stormiest weather, would kee P ]|.m
from bedside of the sick and suffe
no matter how poor or wretched

sufferer might be.

It wa msequence of his exces-

8 in o

L time

Blake's

and labors, d
that Dr.

sive fa ring

of unnsual sickness,
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health began to fail ; and as in his in-
te

give the nee

25t far others, ke was not willing to

ary attention to his gwn

health, he was soon beyond the reach

of medicine. His decline was gradugl

but sure, but his sick-room was made

& cheerful place, by the sure and ¢

vy everlasting,

tain hope of gl i
sustained and cheered him to the last.
Walter was the son of Dr. Blake by

rmer  marriage, and was several
years older than the other children.
But to Mrs, Blake nnd her children, he
was an jdolized son and brother, and

was regarded by them with peculinr

tendemess, in consequenee of his help-







Iy ride with

¢ Harry brought

s found to Jift

when once seat

of himself, and drive his mother {

whole afternoon. My res will now

understand why it 'was t trinl for

the family of ) k part with
1 Jack; 1i ere are any

who are inclined to think the children

to mourn so much for the loss of

a horse, T ke Ore are who will

ppreciate their feel-







fifty de
horse and gig. The sum appearcd li

fortume to her; she thought it would

be almost inexhaunstible. And it seemed

to her that it would be wrong to
fuse it

On consulting with Walter, she found
that he took the same view of the case

letermined

as herself

It was o

that J
sad day n, when the man

away. They

came to 1

clung round him, be to feed him

once more, They patted his n
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turning 1t ok at them,

ile the children called out, * Good-
bye, old Jack! pood-bye, dear old
Jack!

That same afternoon, Julie
to Mrs. Cary’

went over

, and a her if she
would lend her the long lov i

which Mr, Cary u

nd James Cary,
and another young man, went over with

her, to Mift Walter

into the wagon.




Jul

gome tespects than even old







Jack ;
places where

flowers

master ¢
ter in his hand. He said he shut the
Lorse up in the stable ot night, and the
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ke him throng

for sh

could not go,

Juck hed never stopped Lo gather wild
|
rl.. chililren we
by a whin
ly is old Jack!” they ¢

wakened the next

ad on leoking ou
gure, standing at the gate and beg
for ndmittance. In about an hou
puffing

ment he let Lim out, he

wid was off for his ol

For a week Jack paid tluu n visit
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every day, when his master eame

and took him o ain, there was the

same lamentation and the same sud

parting ¥
At length the children 1

ont

one morning on hearing Jack's saluta-

tion, and then they all rushed down to

their mother's door. “What do you
think, dear mother!” they cried, *old
Juck has come back, looking &0 niee

and sleek, with a ne

rness on, and

ig just like our old one, only it has

been painted up all bright and new !
The whole fumi

ter, now hastor

, except poor Wul-

ol to the te, and

while the rest were wondering how
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Jack came there in this nice trim, and
had tied him to the post, Mrs

ored o which was tied

seted to herself, and

by any means

il ho

ner mistre

n into her

kind friends have
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done this!" said Mes, Blake, o her

eyes, while the children welcomed old

k with shouts of delight.
Weeks and months pussed on, and

tin Mrs. Blake folt dhat tro

@ press-

ing upon her, which poverty alw

brings. A hund
will not last fc

and fifty e

ever, even with the

most geonomical, where | 18 a fam-

ily to feed and clothe,

the time

ne, when the

[ it was

d to her

ghe Tet

gone. In this sty

en done before,

* turns

lenf ear to the cry of those who trust
in him,




SILVER

T

thousand dollars i

The lette:

from o young

who hud forme livedd near Mrs, Bl
s fromily had 1

ad to Mre. Blake a cirenm-

that u

1 he was lying ill of o fover,

had

attended  him,
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brought him throngh, when all

others thought he must die,
“MWe refused

me, knowing

anything from

said the

young min his letter, “and when 1

told him that I was California,

he said, ‘ Yon may pay me when you
make your fortune,’ I am one of the
very few who have made somethi in

‘amd as 1 cer-

tainly owe my life, under God, to Dr.

Blal

e, I think his family will not pain
me, by refusing to receive what 1 can
very well
bly be s

Those were grateful

we, and what may possi-

eeptable to them."

garts which
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Ab, 8o it is with us, as hand in hand,

We wander sadly in a foreign land,

o’ Where'er wo rove, still do we seem to hear

Echoes mysterions whispering in our ear;
Muormuring, and murmuring,

Telling us ever of that land so dear.




n Captain Glen was a

ite nmong the |

ventures

came out, 1t
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CAPTAIN GLEN AND klj. Boye

was very easy to get o story out of him,
He was showing it to o group of boys
one afternoon, and deseribing to them
the different parts of a vessel, when Al-
bert Bell exclaimed :
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& 0Oh, how I wish I could go to sea!
I have begged and Dbegged my father
to let me go, but he s shall never
go with his consent. 1 mean to go
some day though!”

“ Never say that word again, Master
Albert,” said the old eaptain, “and the
best adviee 1 ean give yon is to busy
your mindeabout other things, and get

s BO0N 08

possible, or the worst of it is, that

no matter what hardships and trials a

gailor may endure, yet the kind of rov-
ing, unsettled life he leads, seems to
unfit him for any other, and he is never

easy on land, but always pining for the
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sea.  Oh, how often and how bitterly 1
have repented that 1 ever left my quict
home, and went to be g sailor !”

# How came you to go to , Cap-

tain Glen " asked one of the .
“Oh, like Master Albert heve, 1 read

a great many sen stories, and

gan w

think what a fine thing it would be to

vigit far-distant conntries, and to toss
about on the ocean. 1 thonght of this
by day and dreamed of it by night, and
at length 1 ventured to usk my father's
) to sea.  His answer
1 he eould

not bear the idea of it, and my poor

permission

was o decided refusal ; he sai
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bies "|'_']|| me
to give up the ides.
4 But it was not in my na
up an idea when onee it had
session of my min
wished more and more egrne
to sen. I kept recurring to the subject
when with my pavents, and beenme so
totally unfit for anything ¢
talking
mother deter
cherished
take one vova

ey v of my {osi thie

* But my father told me T must g

4 common & - i hefore the mast




42 THE BILVER LAKE STORIES.

he had not the power or means 10 get
me any other sitnation.  And he made
one more endeavor to induce me to
change my determination, by setting
before me gome of the hadships and
trials to whieh =such a life would sob-
ject me. But nothing of all this had
power to move me, My head was so
filled with the rumance of o sailor’s life,
that 1 could not take a look at the other
side of the picture ; and when I received
my parent’s reluetant consent to my go-
ing, T was as happy as I eould well be.

“The boys in the village looked at

me with wonder and curiosity, as they

whispered to one another, ¢ Harry Glen
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is going to s and 1 felt that 1
was quite an important chavacter al-
ready, just for what 1 was going to
do.

4 At length enme the evening which

was to be my last at home. My poor

dear mother, with her pale sad
went quietly round, moking
tions for my departure, while 1 tried, in
the bustle and excifement of the mo-
nt, to crowd out the sad thoughis
which would sometimes come in spite
of me, My unly sister Mary hong round
mo as if she coulkl not beat o lose one
moment of the little time left us in
which we copld be together. How T
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dreaded the last farewell, and longed
to have it over.

“14 was very late before we went to
bed that night, but us [ went {o kiss

mother good night, she put her arm

around my neek and walked with me
to her own room, where she koelt down,
and drew me down beside her, while
she committed ber darling boy to him
il the

who commandeth the winds
waves, and who holds the waters in
the hollow of his hand, When we rose
fll'”k {
i

name and & few words beside  She

knees, she muve me a pocket

'h she had written my

begged me earnestly never for a single
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r|.i|.\ to forget to read in that Bible, and

fo pray. 1 was very much affected
with this interview, and the pale sor-
rowful face of my gentle mother often
rose up before me, when tossing on the
wide decp sea, just as she looked on
that evening when she knelt with me
it prayer.

“The morni came, the last sad
parting was over, and in less than a
week T was out of sight of land) It
was not long before 1 began to experi-
ence some of the ||:|i||-iki'[h of the sai-
lor's life, my first voyage was a very
eventiul one,

“glr captain was a harsh, rough
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man, at all times, but particularly so
when excited by liquor, which was not
unfrequently the ease.  The men were
most of them from the Very refuse of
all countries, and, with very few ex-
ceptions, were profane and wicked to a
horrible degree; and the conversation
to which I listened was the very worst
a boy could hear,

“This wi
watchfulness and prayer were neces-
sary to-keep me from falling into bad
habits, and yet 1 am ashamed o say i

& place in which double

was not long before I forgot my moth-
er's entreaty that T would not forget to
read my Bible and to pray. I was con-
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gtantly in scenes of temptation, and I
did not pray for strength to resist it

and thus 1 kept going farther and far-
-

ther from God and heaven, und all that
was good.

4 Sametimes when the storm  was
loud and furions, and there seemed to
be but a step between us and death,
aanscicnoe awoke within me, and mem-
ory recalled the lessons of piety which
my dear mother had me, and
then ! would try to pray, and would
make some feeble resolutions to live as
I knew mother wished to have me live,
but when the storm passed away and

the ocean was again ealm, my de-




48 THE SILVER LAKE STORIES.
sires to be good all passed away like-
wise,

“But I can never {iirs(‘J'ih(- to you
what 1 suffered from fe:
from long habit accusto

111 became
ed to mount
into the rigging during a storm. To
those in the body of the vessel, the roll-
ing and pitching is sometimes fearful,
What then do you think it muost be to
Ahe sailor in the rigging, who is at one

moment hanging over the deep dark
WAves on one s

e of the vessel, and
then by & sudden Turch of the ship is
carrie

d through the air with o velocity
which almost takes away his breath,
and the next moment

5 hanging over
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the waves on the ather
nothing between Lim and the foaming
billows, while the wind blows so fears

fully that he fears to lose the

either hand from the
ghould be blown into the sea.
you ever, when swinging to a very

great height, el o tightening of the

chest, and o difficalty of breath
yout rushed through the air?  This will
in some slight degree

pelings—ibe feelings 1 ex-

stamd my

perien in my ewdy attempts to waork

in t

Btorm.

“There was o pretty little fellow on
board the vessel. He was theé young-

i
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est on board, and quite a pet with all.
He was an orphan, and having no one
to care for him or advise him, he had
thought he would try his fortune on the
sen.  Little Hugh and 1 were ordered
aloft one stormy night to reef the sails,

The wind rose to a fearful height, and

while 1 was busy, a sudden terrific
blast made me let everything go and

“eling to the first thing within reach.

Just them | heard o piercing shriek,
and gomething rushed by me, descend-
ing with frightful veloeity towards the
fouming billows. It was poor little
Hugh. The waves gathered over him,
the ship dashed onward, and a tear
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dropped by a few hardy sailors was his
ouly epitaph.

“There was one young man on the

vessel during this voyage, of whom I

huve not yet spoken, but in whom I
eould not but take a great interest.

The

because of his fearlesness and faithful-

ilors called him Parson Hurding,

ness in reproving them for their pro-
fanity and other vices. He was kind
and gentle as o woman, but brave and

less as the bravest on board,  Amid

the wickedness and recklessness

op pur vessel, he alone never for
‘to eall upon his God! His Bible

was ever close at hand, and in all
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his leisure moments he made it his
study.
“We touched at a sonthern port,

where a fever was il after we

ing

had been a few days at sea, we found
that the fever ws

nong us.  The men

were cub down like grass before the
reaper, and many a voice which had
been loud in blasphemy, was soon

stilled in death, and many an old sailor

launched into the deep. These
things frightened me, but they did not
lead me to look to God.

4 At length T too came down with the
fever, and as I lay in my hammock,
racked by pain, with no soothing hand
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to minister to me, oh how I thought of my
home and my mother! [ cannot even
now bear to think of those deys and

nights of intense s e, If either

of you have ever b ill with o burn-

ing fever and racking headache, nnd
distressing pain in e part of your
body, you probably thonght it was
enough, in yvour own quiet, darkened
room, with kind friends to o ter tos
vou, and do all that human aid eould
to allevi vour suffering. But
what think yvon must be the angnish
of the sick sailor-boy, swinging in lis
hammock, the sea tossing, the vessel

pitching, and nothing but noise and
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confusion, oaths and singing all aronund,
and no person near to hand him a cup
of eold water.

 James Harding, the kind, good sai-
lor, gave me all the attention in his
power, but owing to the death and sick-
ness of so many of the crew, we were
very short of hands, and there was much
more labor required of those who re-
mained.  And yet, when relieved from
o ¥, and the other men turned in,
Harding would often sit by my side for
an hour or two, reading to me or talk-
ing to me, us 1 was able to bear it, and

doing all that he could to relieve my

suffering.
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#1 think I should have died but for
him, and when 1 got so much better

that | could crawl round, he never for-
got me, but he would often come with
his Bible, if it was but for o few mo-

ments, and read a verse or two, and ex-
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plain it to me, and then leave me to
think about it.
=1 was still very weak after this ill-

ness, when one night, as we were off

the Madagasear coast, we encountered

n rful storm.. My own impression
is, that the captain was intoxicated at
the time, or he never would have given
the orders he did, for he was reckoned
#-very good sailor. However that

miight be, we soon saw ourselves drift-

and soon the cry was heand

that we were amoug the breakers! We
were soon obliged to take to the boats,

but one by one the boats were swamped.




THE SHIPWRESK,
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What happened through that awful
seene I cannot tell you. I remember
being in a boat, then in the water and
buffeting with the waves, and then I
knew nothing more. But while T was
jnsensible, I was cast like o weed upon
the shore, and when I came to myself,
1 saw the beach strewn with pieces of

the wreck, while not a living being

was in gight.  Those hardy old sailors

who had for years braved the tem-

pest, had all gone down and perished,
while I, the youngest and feeblest of
the crew, had been thus wonderfully
spared.

‘As T sat on the rocky shore, wet
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and weary and exhnusted, T put my
hand in my cont porket and there

was my mother's Bible, which T had
caught up as we were leaving the
vesgel, T looked at the fiy-leaf; there
was my name in my mother’s hand-
wriling, and underneath it these
words:

“iGod is onr refuge and strength, a
very preseal help in trouble.

“1The
the earth be removed, and though the
mountains be ca
the sea.

“iThongh the waters thercol roar
and be troubled, though the moun-

refore will we not fear though

o into the midst of

TE———— |
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tains shake with the swelling there-
of’

“EThe Lord of Hosts be with thee!
the God of Jucob be thy refuge!
Amen.'

“1 buried my face in my hands and
wept, and then kneeling on the rocks,
1 prayed from my heart that God would
enable me to devote the life he had
gpared to his serviee.

“It was years before 1 rveturned to
my nalive land, for the vessel which
toak me fram the port to whick I found
my way, was bound for the East Indies.
When at length 1 did revisit my former
home, with a heart bounding with joy
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at the thought of meeting the dear ones
I had left there, I found the old place
ocoupicd by stra . My poor fa-

ther and mother were iy Bieneath {he

god, and my sistor Mary was with rela-

tives oy a dislanee. 1 went immedi-
ately to find her, and she received me
ns one from the dead, They had read
of the loss of our vessel, and that all on
board had perished.

“ Yo will think I had scen enough
of o seq lile, even in my first voyvage.
But ne! as 1 told you, i enee you begin
this roving, unsettled life, in spite of its
dangers and hardships, there is a fusci-

nation about it which draws you baek
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to the sea again. I have been a sailor
for fifty y
‘perils in the deep ;' I have had a bit-

ter experience of the horrors of a sai-

; T have been in many

lor’s life, and again I say to you, my
boy, never encourage the iden of going
to sea; banish it from your mind, and
try to make yoursell a good and useful
man on land.

“But T thank God that amid the
storms and tempests of life, T have
learned to ‘look aloft’ gnd trust to the
arm that is mighty to *1\'9."

“ And will you ever go to sea again,
Captain Glen 7"
“Yes, the sea i8 my home; and it




THE EIL

will, most likely, be my grave. And
if g0, when “the sea gives up the dead
which are in it 1 hope to rise with
my faithfun) friend Harding, to a glori-

ous immortality.”




oW ) v

O, how I wish

I feel so strnge I cannot tell,
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To linve me

65




Ddelle Binelgin

I{ pELLE St¥opam was the most un-
i& popular girl in our school. She

was exceedingly haughty in her
manners, and very proud ; proud of her

fumily, of her father's wealth, of her fine
clothes, and of all hier

ich and fashion-
able acquaintances in the city from
which she cume.  These were hier chief
topies of conversation, of which all the

other girls were heartily tired of hear-
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ing. Her father was said to be very
wealthy, and this was his only child;
and from Miss Adelle’s dress and orna-
.ll.[.]}.

ments, and the very liberal qus
allowance she received, it was eyident
d to make

that no expense was sp
her contented and happy.

Her father's business had called him
to Europe to remain a long time, and
being well acquainted with Mrs, Har-
grave's character as an instructress,

and feeling the utmost confidence in

her, zht his daughter to Maple

Grove, to put her under this |:l']_\">- care,
with directions to allow her to spend

the Jong vacations which would ocenr



68 THE SILVER LAKS

TORIES,

during his absence, with her aunt in
the city; the rest of her time was t
be passed at Maple Grove,
Adelle was small and iil']it‘:l[1-|_\
| formed, and her face was undoubtedly
pretty, but its expression was com-
! pletely spoiled by that proud curl
which was ever on her lip, and her lit-
tle person was decked ont with so much
finery, that the girls used to call her a
' walking advertisement of the latest

hions.  Our school was not quite a

mile from the villoge, and it was a very

sunt walk to the church, to which

ple
[Il‘:l|]_\' all of us felt it

eat privile

to go; and that must have been a ver:




stormy day indeed which eaused many

of our mber to absen iemselves

from church.

But Mis

]Il:li!l‘."

ways |

and had never been obliged to take

step, exeept when she preferred walk-

Kate Stanley said the

f thongh Miss Adelle's feet

were so very small, yet she never had

a shoe that 1 I 1, and

that was the ro 18 S0 averse

to wall

other way of getting to and as

Adelle never missed an opportunity of
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displaying her finery, she was obliged
to get along as well as she could on
her feet.

One pleasant spring morning, as we

were all walking two by two to the

agre drove

chureh, a very elegant car
up to the church door, from which alight-

ed two ladies and a gentleman.

“Why, whose ¢arriage can that be?"
said Adelle to Clara Thayer, “1 certainly
never saw it before.”

4 0h,” said Clara, “that is Mr. Wal-
lingford's carriage, and those are Mr.
and Mrs. Wallingford, and Miss Emma,”

4 Walling

ford 1" said Adelle, “1 never

heard of them before, who are they and
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where do they live ? they must be very

ounidi

rich: and what a h r NAme

too.

rich,” an-

“Yes, I suppose they are
1 Cls
about them. They only spend their

WL 4, bt 1 don’t know much

summers here at that beautiful place,
Clarence Hill. There, you can just see
above the

the chimmeys of the bow

tops of those trees on the hill yonder.”

“Put why have 1 not seen them be-

fore, when | » been here all win-

ter?"

“Why, did 1 not tell you they alw:

spend their winters in the city, and

have only come up here last week for
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the summer. I bhave heard that they

have a delightful house, and it is al-
ways filled with company all summer
long,"”

By this time they had reached the
church door, and their eonversation
censed; but T am sorry to say, that
Adelle's thonghts, as she sat in the
church, were far from beine fixed on
the servic
could have written them down as they
d

would have been somewhat after this

ot the sermon.  If any one

passed through her brain, the rec

manner :
“Those ladies are certainly very gen-
teel-looking, though I must confess they
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are very plainly dressed for such rich

o be seen,

folks. Not an ornament
1 dec

to sho

v: but perhaps they don't care

w them off to the country folks,
1 wish T counld see their faces, and 1 do
wish they could see me. 1t is too bad
to be obl y with all these

irls; one per

fl Lo sit hep

can hardly he

distinguished from another ; and then

I am go short, too. 1 am sare if they

could only s figure and dress,

my fin

they would be strnck v it, and would

soon inguire who I am ; then they would
come to call on me, and invite me to
vigit them. T suppose they hardly ex-

peet to find a real lady here,”
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Adelle,
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1 the pay
ues Hil




invited

unswae

OF polirse

down at her little

n thev see me,







rtime
itiful spot; the

flight of steps led up to the




have s

wl her exg

rs which

tall old trées. every 1 neit

g5, to make sure that all




was right there,  Pros

delight, she ol lndy
ot fne of the windows 10 SO0TEE

perceived them than she left the
dow and soon appeared at the
doar.

“ Undonttedly that i

ing to i

and immediately she thonght over the

had composed bef

by which she was

astonish and

o rodnee hersell ar

delight the L

But what did the old lndy say, when

ghe came out on the steps?  Wavir







“NVery civil of Mrs, Walling
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omn walk back 10 Maple Grove, nev

ot us hurry

much, and then your fi




ol by o tremendous

1em that they to

refuge in n w

ther Willinm I







to do.
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s mude

puddles and litile s

rain, and in o fow minutes Agnes was
it Maple Grove

it poor Adelle

was so thoroughly

mid hers

frightened when ghi ne
in the old hut, that she very soon deter-
mined to follow after Agnes and her

brother; she did

taking them, |

ments after little s was sufe in the

house, Adelle, who was now completely
wly coming up
! apparent

mindful of the pelting storm. A pretiy

exhaust

rom the

figure was Adelle truly ! her pink erape

bonnet hung about her face “ as limpsy



Mt.vr.it

v and agitat
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little Agnes

not to mention to the other g

one

| of the re wey met with on

evening the girls

bl Il

their

the wh

fram the little girl, and Kate Stan-

ley said, “ laughed themse into
fect convulsions over it.
i » Little Agnes ended by saying, * Luck-

ily I 1

spoiled, a

on that could be

1 I am used to long walks

y, but I think if

le promised

1 rums in the o

1 me, it 5 pretiy w ned,'

After that, as long as Adelle remained

in the school, whenever she took airs


iY.cn

04 THE

SILVER

upon herself, or

| the e Hill,

and exclaim, © Oh, run away, little girl! |

which would ot once and |

ghut her mouth.

often hlized

while reclin

Marion

wns dearly loved by every girl in the

pt Adelle, who thought her
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¢, “Why on

companion of her,

hen, was Adelle's amazement,

n church one Sunday w

entrance of the
Murion Walton
m of Miss
led her to

come o an the

Emma Wallin

their g

tedl her comfort-

ubly in the corner, and placed o cnsh-




i lady who




“ Bocause they called for her, I sup-

pose,” answered her companion
w them zo well, then
Mies Wall
e Mt i

ML,

i DPoes shi
“ Why

often Comes

She seems to

snid  Adelle,
the carri
ool. At what

1 the aftornoons, w

at feisure; but she

when the weather is

“Then T suppose T must have been
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«d ; for though

appeat
were in the habit of v

ool hours, t

iarly out of &

first time Adelle had ever been in

room EX00)
Bt if Mg

young ]""]." in her room at all, still more

at recitation.

n wis nmazed to see this

was Ahe

surprised gl the vardiality of
her address

“How do

Marion,” she

my tear

Yol not

very mi your ride to

ohureh t

am very tired,” Marvion ar

“put it is such & delight and

ge to me to go to clmreh, that 1
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“Well, my o aid Adelle,
r, if the

next time you see Miss Wallingflord,

+ mé exeeedin

you would just speak to her of me ; as
n know ; tell
her who 1 am, and what sort of society
I have been used to, and that you think

if it eame from yourself, 3

it would be productive of pleasure to
both parties if she would call, or some-
thing of that sort, you know, 1 really
would like to know them, because 1
have been aceustomed to really good
society; the firsl, you know ; and 1 find
&0 few of that sort here.”

“1 will mention your name, if you
wish it, to Emma,” said Marion, *but
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of course she will do as she chooses

about calling,”

A few days after this Adelle had oe-

casion to go to the dressmaker’s in the

village; when she knocked, a young

girl came to the door, who said Mrs.

Jones had stepped out for a few mo-
ments, but would soon be back, and
Adelle walked in to wait for her. It
was a close sultry afternoon, but Adelle
had worn 2 new stiff silk,  As she en-
tered the dressmaker's parlor, which
was darkened to keep out the heat and
3 the flies, she p
there.  “One of the vills

ived a young lady

sitting

probably,” said Adelle to herself. *“One




104 rHE SIGVER LAKE STOR

ennnot be too ca

I how they make

acquaintance with this sort of people.

They might be enllivg and claiming

one's acquaintance in the city, which

would be very awkward.”

Adelle was too mueh ta

herself to t much noti

stranger, except to see that it was a

young lady dressed very simply in

white. So Miss Adelle wri

led about

the room, rustling her silk dress, ocea-

sionally taking a look at herself in the
mirror, and then looking over a book
of fashions, till she was arrested by the

stranger's remarking in o very sweet

voie

, 41t is an extremely warm da
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Adelle drew up, and regarded her with

anighment, as she had

a cold stare of o

seen fine ladies do in the city when

they are determined to [ dowen 1
presuming person ; and then iy ing
h
sumed her ocenpation of looking over
the book of fashions.

The young lady made one or twe

ghty and fashionable bend, ghe re-

more attempls conversalion, but

being a3 before, by a cold

e also took up a book
and began to look it over,

The dressmaker soon came in.  Her
first exclanmation was, “ 0Oh, Miss Wal-

lingford, ma‘um, | am =0 sorry to have
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kept you waiting;" and then turning
to Adelle, she said, “ Miss elair, I
will attend to you presently.”

Adelle stood ag if thunder-stricken!
here was the very young lady whose

acquaintance she bad so long Deen
wighing and hoping to make, and now
by her rude and haughty demeanor,
she hnd lost the only opportunity that
had ever presented itsell of becom-
ing acquainted with her. Thorough-
ly vexed with herself, she stood the

picture of awkwurd emburr
Ll

If, she thought
» an effort to mend

but soon recovering he

ghe would still ma
matters, and by the sweetness of her
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addeess to win Miss Wallingford's
heart.

So stepping up to her with an ap-
pearance of great condiality and frank-
ness, she said :

41 bey your ]::H"]lm, Miss Walling-
ford ; T really had no idea who it was,

or I should have met your advances
very differently ; T have long wished to
make your acquaintance, and shall be
most happy to see you at Mrs. Har-
grave's”

But it was now N

iss Wallingford's
} turn to draw up, which she did with
real dignity, as with an expression of
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contempt on her fine countenance she
said:

# [ thank you, Miss Sinclaiv—I wish
for no vivility as Miss Wallingford
which could not be paid me as o stran-
ger who spoke ecivilly lo you. My
friend, Marion Walton, spoke of you to
me, and asked me to call upon you, and
I had intended doing so.

Just then the earr drove up to

the door, and Miss Wallingford said

“Good afternoon” to Mrs. %5 but

before she left she twrned to Adelle
and said: “Miss Sinclair, you are
younger than L and perhaps will take

a word of advice from me. Remembap
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that true politeness springs from be-

nevolence and kindness of heart, and

a true fady is one who will never
knowingly injure the feelings of an-
other.”

So saying, she stepped into the ear-
\ riage and drove away, leaving Adelle
{ in o perfect storm of rage and disap-
q pointment.  “ Ml intended calling!”

said she to herself, as with tears of mor-

| tifieation still in her eves, she walked
! towards Maple Gro 1 suppose that
means she does not intend to call now ;
{ well, she may stay awaypdfor all 1 care;
I hope I am nol dependent on Miss

Wallingford !'
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Still she felt the disappointment very
deeply, and as she became increasingly
disagreeable, and more and more un-
popular in the school, she soon wrote
to her aunt that she was very unhappy,
and begged her to come and take her
away from Maple Grove,

This lady having received private
instructions from Mr. Sinclair to take
his daughter to her own house, if she

were not contented and happy, soon ap-
peared in her carriage to the great joy

of Adelle, and also to the entire satis-
faction of the whole school.

Whether Adelle profited by Miss
Wallingford's advice and improved in
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her character, 1 have never heard ; but

I hope it will not be entively lost upon
those of my young friends who may

read these pages.




i SR

I {1 Midom's 8o,

o you ask why poor widow Blane
i.{ is weeping so bitterly, with her
head on her ofd father's knee 7

She is weeping for her son!

“Is he dead, then ¥

“0Oh, no!" she would answer could
ghe hear vour guestion, “oh, no! a
thousand times worse than that! It 1
would be almost happiness to see him .

lying dead in this very room, and to

—————l
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know that he had died al peace with
God and man, compared to the anguish
of knowing that he is in the condemned
cell, awaiting the hour of execution.”
And not the least bitter drop in her
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cup of misery, is the reflection, that she
must blame her own fooligh indulgence,
for having brought him Lo this dreadful
doom.

Ellen Blane was only cighteen when
she was left a widow with this one
child. This boy was her idol and her
pride. She loved him so dearly, that
she eould deny him nothing. She
wounld stint hersell of ¢ven the neces-
saries of life, to boy him the toys and
sived.  OF course his sel-

dainties he
fishness in ed, 88 it was gratified,
till Robert Blane grew up to be the
most exacting, disagreeable boy in the

village. Everything was made to yield
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to his wish at home, and vet. as even
with all his mother's desire to gl':liif}‘
him, she could not find the means to
procupe him the Inxuries which the sons
of richer people enjoyed, he grew cross
and moody, and before he was twelve
vears old, Ellen Blane had known by
experience how *sharper than a ser.
pent’s footh it is, to have a thankless
child.”

By this time he began to wander off
in the evenings, to play with bad boys
about the village; and as his mother
had never exercised any proper eontrol
over him, bey wishes were now entirely
disregarded by her undutiful son. He

M
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ry result of wan-
rded, fell into

as the nece

thout thus ung

the worst company. He learned to

s he

smoke, and to drink, and to swe

was constantly seen hanging about the

lowest haunts of viee, while his poor
mother was waiting and watching for
him with an aching heart.

Sometimes he woulid stageer home,
and giving o p
her kind gre
into bed; at other times, he would be

ugh brutal answer to

he wonld tnmble

bronght home insensible. At length,

in a drunken frolic, he got into a quar-
rel with a companion, snd being mad-

dened by liquor, he struck him a blow




whitk m a few hours, caused his death,

For this he has been tried and con-

demned to e wants

helpless as
come o1 to be with his dunghter
the dremdful scene: and then to take

her home with him.  Who can im

the agony of their they sit

gilent and alone, t r of the fear-

ful scene to come!

My young |

restruints

ful every day you [i
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parents who try to guard you from the
snares which ave spread thickly around
you, and which arve no less real, because
they are not visible to you.

Follow the advice of those who are
older, and wiser, and better than your-

selves: and then you will grow up to

be a erown of joy to the declining years
of those who have watched over youn in
3 - 3 . - -
mfancy, instead of bringing down their

gray hairs to the grave, with sorrow

like poor Ellen Blane's.




The Eqpsi 0 Boaf.,

mue and Edward Stanton were

playing ene Saturday afternoen

on the gravelly beach of the lake-
shore, al the foot of their futher's
den. They had been amusing them-
selves for some time in throwing small
Hat stones, and making them skip over
the surface of the water; and in sailing
their little boats by a long string which

was attached to them,
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Philip and Edward wete generally
obedient and dy boys, and  thejr

mother did not st them to

play on the la 1 se when
she charged them not to get into a boat,
or to play npon any of the little docks
which jutted out into the water behind
the
het.  These two little boys were play-
¥ ]
on the lake-shore, when they wore joined

indens, they had always obeyed

one Satu

uy alternoon,

by & boy much older and larger than
themselves.  This boy's nume was Hir-

vey, and he was visiting at the house

of one of their neighbors,  Philip and

Edward thought it was very kind in so
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large a boy as Harvey, to stop and play
with them, and they amused themselves
yery innocently for some time together;
but at length, as they were playing
near the boat-honse, Edward exclaimed,
“Why Phil, see here! some one has
been taking the door off from father's
hoat-house, and has set it up again to
make it look as if it was [astened on.”
said Philip,

“that is too bad! but see, Ned, the

“Why so they have,

boat is all safe, and the oars and sails
seem to be all there.”

“T1 tell you what, boys,” said Har-
vey, “let us take out the boat, and take
a little sail.”

S — ahe
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“0h, no!" exclaimed Edward and
Philip together; “father never lets us
go without himgelf or one of my uncles;
we never think of such a thing.”

“But now see here,” said Harvey, “1
am as strong, I suppose, ns your father,
or cither of your uneles, and 1 have
been accustomed to boats all my life;
and what harm would it do to take a
little turn around in the lake, T should
like to know "

The little boys were very
go, for their father was away from home,
and it was a long time sinee they had
been out in the boat; still they hesi-
tated, for their father had expressly

anxions to
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forbidden them to go with any ofher
boy. But Harvey, who was
cunning boy, used n great many

L very

\rgin-
ments to induce them to go with him;
he said that wheve e lived, bovs as
old as Philip and Edward went out
constantly alone in boats; they would
think they were babies il they could
nob do that: that for his part e never
asked anybody where he should go; he
ad never met
1 just look

did as he liked, and he
with any aceident yet;

ot the water how smooth it 12" said he
“epme, now, Jam going in the hoat at
any rate, and if you've a mind to tell

your Tather of me, you may.” Bo say-
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ing, Harvey threw down the door of the
boat-honse, and drew out the light little
boat, and pushed her down the beach
into the water.

“Well,—will you go or not?" said
Harvey as he held the boat by the
chain, ready to jump in.

41 don't know,” said Edward, in an
undecided manner, “You don't mean
to be out long, do you, Harvey ¥”

“No, of course not, we'll row up the
bank a little way and back again."

SWell, 1 don't see any great barm in
that," said Philip, and Edwanrd who was
yvounger, always said the same that
Philip did.




ﬂ
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Oh! what a dreadful thing it is for
boys to take the first step in what they
know to be wrong; it is sure to bring
them into trouble in the end. As you
have probably foreseen, our little boys .|
at length got into the boat, and Harvey
hastily pushed her from the shore.

“Why, Harvey,” said Philip, “some-
body has left the sails in the boat,
hadn't we better go back and put them
in the boat-house #"

“0Oh, no,” said Harvey carelessly, “it

is not worth while to go back, now we

are fairly started ;" and he rowed away J
very vigorously, at every stroke taking
them farther and farther from home.
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The little boys did not feel very easy;
it was o new thing for them to act so
directly in opposition to their parent’s
wishes ; and they thought what if their
mother should send down to the shore
for them, and find that the boat was
gone; and know how they had dis-
obeyed her; their dear kind mother,
who was always doing so much for
them! and they felt very uncomfort-
able, and very unhappy, and wished
gincerely that they had let Harvey go
without thein,

“ Oame, Harvey, let's go back, now,”
said Philip.

“0h, yes, do, Harvey,” said Edward,




ﬁ
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“we've been gone a good while, now,
and Philip and I ought to be at home.”

“Well, T don't know how you ar

ing to get there, unless you swim,"” said 4

Harvey, who had now got the little boys

in his power. “There's a beantiful

ng,” he added, “and I for

breeze ri ne
am going to have a sail.”
“0h, Harvey! pray do not put np

the sails; this is & west wind, and it is

very dangerous,” said Philip.

“Don’t you think I know how to
, you little

oase 1

o out in a sail-

said Harvey.

boat every day at home.”

“Yes, but this lake is very different

#
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from other waters, and there are suyd-
den squalls of wind, which upset a boat
in a moment. Den't put up the sails,
Harvey, pray don't!" begged little Ed-
ward, wha was now rveally erving.

But Harvey laughed at them, and
called them little fools, and went on
putting up the sails. The wind was

EL\' this time rising very vapidly, and
the little boat began 1o toss upon the
waves, which were already tipped with
white caps.  As soon as the sails were
wet, amd filled with wind, the boxt be-

gan to dart like lightn neross the

waters, with the head peinted to the
opposite shore. The clouds came up
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black and angry, and the thunder was
now heard rolling in the distance.
vs were really to be

Our poor little v
pitied, althongh they had done very
wrong in yielding in the first place to
Harvey's s
tween their

icitations; but now, be-
fears and their troubled
l!l(‘l\' were 1\\'Ii as \\"I'I’.li‘hl'li

conseience:
little boys ns ever you saw. This is
always the way, let me tell you, chil-
dren, with sin; it looks very fair at
first, and it leads on with falschoods

and deceives with promises, and always
ends in danger and sorrow.
Well, on flew the boat, with Harvey

as captain, and poor little Philip under

AT — |
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his direction trying to act as steers-
man, and Edward crying in the middie |
of the boat.
“There, Harvey,” said Philip, “ don't |
you see that dark spot on the water?
| that is where o flaw of wind has struck |
down upion it. Youn cannof tefl when |
they are coming, and if they strike a
hoat, they capsize it before you can do ]
anything." |
Harvey now looked very pale, for he |
found he had undertaken fo do more 1
than he could accomplish ; and like all
J boasters, he was at heart a great cow-
ard. “What shall 1 do, Philip?" he
asked.

]
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lo, Har-

vey!” cried Philip and Edward in a

“Take down the sail,

breath.

we straek

fl:

» boat was aver

,and the litt

in g moment, and the three boys strug-

gling in the wat Philip became en-

tungled in the 1 wnd did not sink;

1 he soon saw something stru

near him, which he was 1

wans his little brothe
hand and drew him up
themselves astride of the keel of the

upturned boat; but Harvey they saw




no maore; 1

! N oW

vy
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41 um ofraid he is; he ought to have
risen by this time. We must take
courage, Ned, and hold on; there are
always people watching sail-hoats, es-

e is a little

pecially in n storm, The
boat now, coming this way.”

“Where, Phil, where "

“ Don't you see that little speck there,
over by the south pier? but it is not
coming this way,” said Philip in a
disappointed tone, it has only gone
ronnd fhe pier. Can you hold on,
Neddy 77

“0h, I don't know, Phil, I am so very
eold my hands arve stifl.”

Take courage, Neddy, take courage,
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I certainly see a boat now, with two

men in if, and they are coming this

way ; now if we can only hold on till

s I[:['l ]Il'r“.“

“0h, but they come so elow, Phil,
they do not seem to get any nearer;
it will be dark night before we gel
home, if we ever see home n! poor
mather!”

“Don't talk of mother now, Eddy, I
can't bear it," said I'hil; “see, the boat
eomes nearer ; 1 ean see the men plainly
now ; one ig Mr. Wilkes the fisherman,
I am sure.”

It was true, as Philip had said, that

when a sgil-boat was seen on the lake,
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rm, there were al-

especially in a st
ways those who watched it with inter-
est.  Wilkes the fishermnn was prepar-
ing to go out to spread his net, when

s of one of our violent

he saw the sig

snmmer storms comi

r up, and th

he would wait till it was over.
went up into a store-house, which was
it near the win-

near, and took his sed

dow overlooking the lake,
“1 de L lit-

tle sail-boat out, and whoever is in it

18

said he, “th

will be likely to eatel o dug

ing before

they get in, if nothing bt how

they " he pontinued, “they don't

know anything about managing n boat,

—
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Richard!” he ealled, “ Richard! please

=1
K

bring your glass up here, q !

The man he called Richard, and who
was one employed in the store-house,
came yunning up with a small spy-
glass, which Mr. Wilkes took, and
looked eagerly neross the lake.

“There arve three boy the boat,

and two of them very le fellows,"
said he. “There comes a flaw, if they
don't take care they'll—yes, I thought
! quick! quick! Rich-

at, perhaps we may

so! there they g

and, get ont my 1
save them vet.
They row

though, in conscquence of the greal

for life and death, and
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distanee, the boat appeared to the two
boys to move slowly, yet, impelled by
the vigorons strokes of the two strong
- ¥

men, it almost flew over the waves.
And now they had reached the two lit-
tle boys, who, drenched, and chilled,
and exhausted, felt as if they could not ]
hold on another moment, when
strong arms of Mr, Wilkes and Ric

W round them, and they were lifted

into the boat. The men had taken the

precantion to put a cloak and o buffalo
skin into the boat, and in these they
wrapped the little shivering boys ; they r
then righted the overturned hoat, cut

away the rigging, and threw it into the

_
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bottom of it, and fastened the boat to
1Z no signs of Har-
We

will now, while the little buys are mov-

their own, and see

v

, they rowed for the vi

ing towards the village, take a look at

the home to which they are hastening.

Philip and Edward were so us-
tomed to spending the whole of Satur-
day afternoon at the luke-shore, that
their mother felt no anxiety about them,

:, when the slorm

till towards tea-

eame up, and fearing that they wounld
get very wet, she told their little sister
Luey to go to the foot of the garden,
and call them to come up to the house.

Lucy ran down and ealled for some
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time, but rec

turned to

maother that I VEere no !
i
She ther an, the gir ]
re tossing  and ny r
The storm was 80 rreat
uld not go out herself,
x
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no man about the house; she walked

up and down the floor with her hands

clasped ; nearly distrac
and anxiety.

Sometimes she would go to the win-
dow and look ont over the ngitated
waters, and then walk up and down

the room in, exclaiming, * Oh, my

woor little boys, where can they be 7"
I : ]

Little Luey, seeing her mother's

bitterly, and to

do yvou think they are,

mamma, do yon think my brothers are

drowned 7
“0h, I do not know, Lucy, darling ;
God only can tell; let us kneel down
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together, my daughter, and ask him fo
bring the dear little boys safe home.”
And the mother and her little daughter
bent their heads in prayer. When they
rose from their knees, putting shawls
over their heads, they went into the
pinzza, which overlooked the lake ; and

the mother's voice sounded over the
water, borne along by the wind, calling
“Philip! Edward!" but there was no
answer. The tea-time was long since
passed, but the tea-things remained
untouched upon the table, while the
mother walked up and down the room,
then out upon the piazza, calling the
names of her boys in frantic tones,




THE SILVER LAKE stommes. 143

while little Lugy followed her, sobbing
ns if her heart would break.

The storm was one of those sudden
and violent ones, which goon pass over;
and before fong the wind fafled, and the
setting sun shone out brightly over the

walers.

e, mamma,” said Luey, * here
comes a boat, with another boat fas-
tened behind it ; but T only see two men
in it," said she, sadly.

Again her mother went upon the
piazzn, and again she ealled, “ Philip!
Edward!" when one of the men rose in
the boat and put his hand to his mouth,
as if he was culling through it.
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“It is Mr. Wilkes, the fisherman,”
said Lucy, “he is calling to us; what
does he say ¥

“Listen! listen!" said her mother,

and again she called, ¥ Where are my

boys |

The answer

ainly this time,

“ Here 1]:|‘_\' are and sound |

“God be praised!” exclaimed the
mother,
In about half an hour, the boys were

bronght up the bank safely, in the arms

of the two men who had saved them.,
They were both very ill after it ; lit-
tle Edward's life was for a long time

despaired of, while Philip, who was not

| —— |
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creat safferer

g0 extremely ill,
with inflammatory rhenmatism. Al
through  their sickness, their king
mother watcehed beside them, with the
ntmost gentleness and lmtir-u:-r-, aund
never allowed n word of reproach to
pass her lips; she knew her little boys
well enough, to feel certain that the
best lesson they conld receive from the

aflernoon, would

evenis of that Saturds

be furnished them by the reproaches

of their own conseiences,  When they

atly recovered, they told

were snff

thent sttempit-

her the w
ing to excn

they lnmented their folly, they implored

» themselves ; and while
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her forgiveness, and thanked her over

and over again, for her patience and

forbearance with them.
The body of poor Harvey was found

after o fi

v days, and was taken to the
home of his heart-broken parents, who
mourned not only his untimely end, but
the unprepared state in which death

had found him,
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v you have read the story of “The
i in the little
alled “ The Budget,” you will
we left Mr, Playford and

1L EOW AT

Fishing Excu

ool

his child s home, after

the pienic in the woods; and that they
werg expecting to stop nnd see Mr.
Wilkes and his men drs

It was not long before they came to

v thie seine.

that part of the beach, where the seine
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is msoally drawn, and here they saw
Mr. Wilkes winding awasy ot an im-
mense reel, placed in a sort of frame,
which was fixed upon the beach. A
great way off, so far that he looked

very small, another wan was winding
upon another reel. It seemed to be
prefty hard work, for every little while
they would stop and rest, and two other

men would take their places,
they drawing the seine now,

papa "' asked Kitty.

4Yes," said her father. “The seine
is an enormous net, with strong ropes
attached to each end of it, and these
ropes are fastened to the reels, upon

Tu— |
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which the men are winding. They first
row out into the lske, and drop the
seine, all along the Dottom of which
are attached weights to keep it down,
while along the top of it are fstened
us they are called. These
are pieces of wood, so light that they
fleat on the top of the water, and bear
up their side of the net.  Now you see,
when the men begin to draw in the

seine, the fish cannot cscape either
under or over the net, and so they are

drawn with it to the shore, and ¢

upon the beach. Buphere we are close
apon Mr, Wilkes, and we had better
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land here, lest the noise of our oars
ghould frighten the fish.”

“How long have yon been haunling,
Mr. Wilkes ¥ asked Mr. Playford.

“ About an hour, sir.”

“ And how long will it be before the

geine comes in 1"

“Oh! half an hour more, at least,
sir.”

“Will you let me see if 1 can wind,
Mr, Wilkes?"

Mr. Wilkes very kindly allowed him
to take hold of the crank, but instead

asked Clavence,

of winding it up, Clarence found that
he had not strength even to prevent its
turning the other way, and unwinding
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the rope. M. Playford then took hold
himself, but he found it very fatiguing
work, and was very soon willing to Tet
Mr. Wilkes take his place aguin.

The children played upon the lake-
shore, for some little time, when they
perceived that the men who were draw-
ing the soine had changed their posi-
tion, and moved their reels much nearer
to each other,

“What is that for, father ¥ they
asked.

“0hf the seine is coming in, now,
and they always draw the two ends to-
gether that way, to keep all the fish in,
as they approach the shore.”
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1

“0h!" sereamed Kitty, “do see that |
great row of black and white ducks
on the water. They must have been
frightened in by the scine.”

“Well, I declare T thought they were
ducks myself, at first,” said her father,
laughing, “but I see what they are

| now. Those are the ‘bobbers, Kitty ;
they are large balls of light wood,
painted white and black. How pre-
cisely they do look like ducks! But
here comes the seine ; stand back, chil-
dren, while they draw it up on the
beach; T hope there will be at least \
one fine salmon frout for our dinner to-

morrow.”
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And what do you think the seine
contained after all their afternoon's
labor?

One single little perch! which Mr
Wilkes tossed back into the lnke again.

“ Do you often have such Inck as this,
Mr, Wilkes ?" asked (larence.

“Yes, quite often,” he answered,
“and perhaps the very next day when
we hanl, the whole beach will be eov-
ered with fish. I cannot tell how to
account for it

“Mr., Wilkes,” said Harry, looking up
earnestly in his face, “don't you wish
Jesus Ohrist was here now ¥

“Why, Master Harry "

ﬁ'
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“Beeause, you know, when the dis-
ciples had ‘toiled all the night and had
taken nothing,’ Jesus told them to let
down their net again, and they took so
muny fehes, thel neither the net or the
boats could hold them.”

#Well, what a strange child he is to
be sure!
Hurry hurried on to join his fnther and
brothers, whoe were wow beginning to
ascend the hill at the foot of their own

shid Mr, Wilkes, lnughing, as

garden. They were a tired party when
they reached home, and were well pre-
puared to do justice to the nice supper
of fried fish which was soon ready for
them,






