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THE CARLETON SENTINEL.
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te, on Moada) evening, was judicious
ﬂty appropriale at the prebent moment. His
uent and convincing arguments had a happy
e&ech “Pecple have been led to reflect ; and one
general feeling pervades this cnmmnmty—-lhat
the Bible, as strenuously advocated by the Profes-
sor, should be made the basis of Education ia all
oar Parigsh and Grammar Schools, and in every
other inetitution of learning. My own sentuments
_are in accordance with this doctrine. I have se-
Jected the following verses, cireulated in Kngland
lately, which I request you will ineert in this
week’s paper. D.
Woodstock, August 29th, 1855.

“WE WON'T GIVE UP THE BIBLE ;"
OR, THE LITTLE PROTESTANT’S RESOLVE,

—

-Circulated in the Sabba!h Schools of London, Fngland,
with reference lo the lale efforts to suppress the Bible.

We won’t give up the Bible,
God’s holy book of truth;

The blessed staff of Lioary age,
The gmide of early youth,

The lamp that sheds a glorious light,
Or else—a dreary road !

The voice that speaks a Savioar's love,
Aund leads ns home to God.

We won’t give up the Bible,
For it alone ean tell
The way to save our ruined souls
From being aent to hell;
And it alone can tell us how
We can have hopes of heaven ;
That through a Saviour's preeious bloed
Ornir sins may be forgiven.

We won’t give up-the Bible,
Nor heed the cralty tongua

That would this treasure take away-—
Yea evil ones begone :

For you would fain condemn our minde
To glcom of mortal night ;

But we defy your baneful power
And “God defend the right.”

Wae won't give up the Bible,
But could you torce away,
What is to us as lite blood dear,
Yet hear us joyful say:
The words that we have learned while young
We'll follow all our days ;
And those engraven on our hcarts,
Ye never can erase.

We won't give up the Bible,
We'll shout it far and wide,

Until the echo shall be heard
Beyord the rolling tide ;

Till all shall know that we, though young,
Withstand your treach’rous art ;

And that from Cod’s own sacred word
We’'ll never, never pait,

— e e

Selert Tale,

CHARLES ELLISTON.

s

A STORY WITH A MORAL,

¢ [ must leave this place to-night:
their marked neglect and open taunts no longer,’
said Charles Elliston, and he left the richly for-

nished parlor where with some fashionable guests,

sat Mrs. Merton and her two eldest daughters, and
went forth into the garden,

‘ Yes, must go,’
me ; and why

‘no one eares for
ghould they for the pennyless be-
ing whose very origin is unknown?! Alas, how
very hard it is to be thus cast upon the world
friendless, and beloved by none !—none !

And he hurried his face iuto his hands, over-
come with the intensity of his feelings.

¢ None, Charles ¥ said a clear silvery voice be-
dind him, apd a gentle
shoulder.

He started and turning round said-—

‘ Yes, yes, Helen, pardon me, I spoke unthink-
ing. You still love me? he added inquiringly.

¢ { do Charles, and my father—'

he continued,

» haud was laid upon his

I can bear

e —

¢ Farewell,’ said he.

And imprinting a kiss on her rosy lips he ‘ore
himself away. In another hour he had gquitted
 that house, where he had spent so muny happy
days with Helen.

Charles Elliston was' a dependent upon the
bounty of Mr. Merton. He had found Lim ene
day, when aboul four years old, wandering about
the streets of the city, a lost child, He kindly
took him home, and used every endeavour to dis-
cover his parents, but all to no purpose. At last,
finding his enquiries were useless, ha raised and
educated him as hig own.

Unlike her husband, Mrs. Merton was of 2
proud, aristoeratic spirit, who ebuid not bear one
whose birth was so uncertain as that ef young
Elliston. She had diffosed some of this spirit in-
to her eldest daughters; but Helen, the youngest,
like her father, pessessed a noble and kind heart,
looked only with compassion and love upon the
poor but noble youth.

He was now about seventeen years ef age, and
the insults that were heaped upon him were felt
severely. It is trae, when Mr. Merton was pre-
sent, none dared to show the least disrespect to-
wards him, but this only served to make him feel
it more acutely in his absence.

It was en this very menlioned evening that a
new insult had been offered to him, and he deter-
mined not to live another day where he was ex-
posed to them. Nor would it have caused him
one feeling of regret had it not been for Mr. Mer-
ton and Helen; but however dear they were to
him, he resolved to leave them. He left too with.
out informing Mr. Merton, for he well knew he
would insist on his staying, and he would not be
the author of discord in that family where dwelt
the only two on earth he could call hig friend:s.

It was near the close of a summer’s day that a
steamboat touched the wharf of one of our South-
ern cities, and from its crowded decks poured a
stream of weary travellers, eager once again to set
foot upon land. Among the last who stepped on
shore, was a tall youth with a valise in his hand,
who walked slowly from the landing and bent his
way towards the shipping warehouses along the
wharves. He was in search of employment. But
alas, he was a stranger, and had no recommenda-
tion.

With a dejected mien and sorrowful step he
was about giving up ail hope, when he came 10 a
warehouse he had not before entered. He walked
inte the counting house, where sat a gentleman
apparently about forty yearsof age. To the youth’s
enquiry whether he was at the head of the esta-
blishment he replied in the aflirmative.

“ What do you wish my lad ¥’ he enquired.

‘Do you wish a lad to assast in your store ¥ 1
have no recommendations to offer you sir,” he con-
tinued modestly. ¢ | have justarnived in the steam-
boat from the North, and have neither friends or
money. [ cannet even buy a lodging
night.!

And seeing the merehant look incredulously at
him, he could control hiimself no lenger, but said
imploringly,

“©Oh sir, do not refuse,’
down his cheeks.

The merchant, touched by his grief and con-
vinced by the openness of his manner, hesitated a
 moment, and finally took him to his house. A few
days proved the truth of the youth’s story, and he
was employed at ance by his benefactor.

{or the

and the tears vickled

In the course of time he rose by degrees, until
he became head clerk in the establishment of Mr
Thempson. Te also, by his amiableness, became
the favourite of the wealthy family of his employ-
er, with whom he still resided. All loved him,
and he loved them in return, as father, mother,
and sister. For although Charles (for it was Char-
les Klliston) thought that Emma Thompson was
almost as beautiful as his Helen, yet he still re-
mained faithful to the latter and could but thiok
of the former as a sister.

Five years had rolled away, and he had become

‘ Yes your father—iny uoble beuefactor, Helen.d a proprietor of the large establishment which he

He etill loves me ¥

‘ Then why leave us,
tender tone,

‘ Because Heler, you know I have already been
the canse of much dJissention in your family—
God fuibid that | should be so any longer. And
besides, Helen, you know what treatment | have
received (rom your mother and sisters. ] have
borne it long out of a respect to your father, and
dove fox you, but I can bear it no more. [ wiil go

= forth dnto the world, in hopes of building up a
fortune, and eay, Helen, if I should be successful
aad return will you—*

41 will tove you still’ she said, interrupting
Atm. ¢ Oh, 'l slways love mChuln.

Charles ¥’ she said in a

had entered as an errand boy, Mr. Thogpson
having retired from business. T

One evening he was sitting in a familiar con-
versation with the family, when Mrs. Thompson,
after looking steadfastly at Charles for some time,
remarked how much he and Emma resembled
each other,

‘ Yes,’ said her hnlband ¢ I have often observed
it—-lhey look as much allke as though they were
really brother and sister. Our Charles—poor litile
fellow, could not have been more like Emma.’

: Your Charles ' I never knew you had any

other chuld besides Emma,’ said he. ¢ When dxd
he die ”
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which he threw into Mrs.

Thompson, ¢ then wounld I have known he was in
heaven ; bat now purhaps he is buffetted about
by strangers whose hard hearts can sellom feel
like parents.’

And she cave vent to het feelings in tears.

‘ He was lost then ?” asked Charles.

‘Yes, aaid Mr. Thompson. ¢ About seventeen
years ago, Mary and I journeyed North for the
benefit of our health, to visit some friends in New
Yoik city, we took with us our little Charles, who
was scarcely four years old, and then our only
child. Weanived there in safety and after stay-
ing with cur friends some time, set out on our re-
tarn home. Anxious to prusecute our journey, we
immediately, on our arrival at Philadelphia, took
steamboal to proceed immediately on. I went to
see 1o the safety of the baggage, thinking that
Mary and Charles were in the cabin; but what was
my surprise, when on going in the cabin some
time alterwards, to find Mary there alone. She
thought { had Charles with me, and she swooned
away when I informed her I had not. We searched
the boat ever, but no Charles could be found ; and
then it struck vs that he wandered on shore be-
fore the boat left the wharf, and consequently was
left behind. How harrowing weie our thoughts?
to think that every minute increased the distance
between us and our beloved child. Batthere was
a thought more distressing. Perhaps he had fall-
en overboard nnseen and was drowned. However,
I determined on arriving at New York to leave
Mary with friends and to return to Philadelphia,
and spare no pains or expense in trying to dise
cover his fate ; but the great menial excitement
and bodily fatigue I had undergone, threw me in-
to a fever on the way, and it was several menths
before I recovered. When I did, and arrived at
Philadelphia, no trace could be discovered of our
child, and never since, have we heard anything

concerning him, But God be praised he has giv-
en us a son in you.'

“ But was there no mark by which he eould
have been known had he been left behind, as yon !
first supposed 7 asked C harles eagerly.

‘ Yes,” there were scars ' of dog’s teeth on his left |
wrist, and besides he wore a locket around hisi
neck with ¢ Charles’ engraved on it, said Mrs
Thompson with tears in her eyes.

¢ Then father, and Mother,’” said Charles, baring
his arm, and drawing from his bosom a locket
Thompson’s lap, ¢ be-
hold your long lost son !’

For an instant they stood amazed, the next mo-
ment they were locked in each other's arms.—
Then tuining 10 Emma, he for the first time press-
ed to his bosom a sister.

How different was his situation now from what
it was the day he set foot in New Orleans. Then
he was poorand friendless, with scarce a place to
lay his bead, now be was wealthy, surrounded by
friends, and a sister’s love. He could claim now
what her noble father would not have refused,
even to the poor youth had he asked—Helen’s
hand, even her prond mother would not object 1o
receiving for her son-in-law the heir of the rich-
est merchant in New Orleans.

Mirth and music resuonded throughont, and
gladness reigned predominant in the splendid
mansion of Mr. Merton. It was the birth-night
ball of his beautiful and aecomplished daughter
Helen, given on her nineteenth birth- day, and the
magnificent saloons were thronged by the youth,
beauty, and elite of the metropolis. All paid will-
ing Lomage to her fascinating charms. Nor be-
neath their fervent congratulations did there lurk
aught of malice or envy ; for the sweet dispositi-
ou and gentle mauners of Helen Merton, had won
the good will of all who knew her. And, now as
she replied to their warm-hearted wishes, she
looked here more beautiful than ever. She was
attired in a plain white dress, looped with roses
and fitted exquisitely to her ﬁne]y moulded form ;.
her shining curls were confined by a costly dna-
mond kead-band, that sparkled on her forehead,

rivaling the transparent beauly and clearness of
her complexion,

At times she would mingle in the giddy whirl
of the dance, a smile would play upon her lovely
features ; but when it was over, a melancholy ex-
pression woulu steal into her Javghing eye, tell-
ing something was yel wanting to complete her
happiness. She was thinking, perhaps, how he,
who many years ago had won her maiden love,
mighnt, while she was surrounded by wealth and
luxury, be dragging out the prime of his life in
poverty and distress. Yes, she remembered the

eompanion of her childhood. = Alas, that it should
be abused.

The qumg was somewhat advanced when

'| Mt Merton oached Helen, locked am-insarm | on herlover’s arm, was on
‘Would te God he had died ! exclaimed Mrs. withtm%n Q"ﬁ <o r i

dark countenance, raven
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hair and eyes, knd tall straighit form, indicated a
native of the séuth.

‘Mr. Thompson, of New Orleans, my dest”
zaid Mr. Merton.

And then aflter conversing for 3 few moments,
sauntered to the other side of the saloon.

¢ Who is that handsome young maw you just
now introduced to Helen 1" asked Mis. Merton, ot
her husband.

‘ That is Mr. Thompson of New tlezns, ti-o
richest man in that cily, and his father before him.
He arrived here the day before yesterday, and {
invited him here to-night, and if the impression
1s not felt on Helen’s heart which has hitherto
been so callous, none will ever regret the disap-
pearance of g

‘* Your protege, Charles Eliiston,’ said his wits
sarcastically.

Mr. Merton did not anawer her, he only tarned
away,

At first, when the stranger was introduced to
Helen, there appeared an air of embasrassment ;
but it wore off and he entered into conversaticn
with his usual vivacity. In the course of it, she
asked him if he had ever been in the city before.
He replied that he had been when he wias about
seventeen years of age, and that ke had become
acquainted with several of his own age, whose ac-
quaintances he had slightly prized. Among thesa
ne mentioned was that of Charles Elliston in pa:-
ticular.

As he pronounced the name he bent his dark
eyes full npon her, and perceived that she started,
while, for an instant, agitation was visibly depict-
ed on her countenance.

After a moment’s pausa,
he continued :

“But 1 have made enquires since my arrival,
respecting him, and hear that he has returned the
kindness of his benefactor, your father,
gratitude, by leaving
knew whither.

“ Oh no sir, do not believe that ; it is an idle
report. " He had reasons for leaving my frther'e
| house,’” and her voice trembled, and a tear stoed

with -
his house aud going, no one

| in her eye.

Just then a gentleman advanced to eiaimn Ler
hand for the last cotillion, and the conversation

was abruptly tenninated. Charles resigned hec
silently, but his heart was full.

It is strange how the Japse of a few -vears be-
tween youth and manbood will change the face
and disguise the form ; the slight stripling that a
iittle while ago clambered on our knee, we ean
scarcely recognize in the tall, stately form and
staid demeanor of the man. 8o it was with Char-
les Thompson, and no wonder Helen and her fa-
ther could not gee in the rich merehant from the
Soath, the poor lad who six years before had left
them with scarce a dollar in his poecket.

It was the morning following the ball, and M.
and Mrs. Merton and Helen were sitting in the
parlor, the forme: two engaged in discussing some
private affairs, and the latier with ber head resi-
ing upon her hand, apparently in deep thonght.—
The servant entered and handed Mr. Merton a
letter. He opened it, and after having perused it
fora few moments uttered an exclamation of joy
Both of his compdmons looked up. Seemmgly
overcome with the excitement of some pleasing

news, he approached his daughter and gently
patting her on the cheek said:

¢ Come, come, Helen dear, cheer ap, Chasles,
ourown dear Charles has returned ; he is in the
city and will be here in half an hour. Cheer .p
my dear.’

And he began to pace the floor.

‘ See here,” he coutinued, as a splendid equip-
age, with servants in livery drove up to the deor,
from which a young man alighted, ‘here is Mr.
Thompson too, how glad I shall be 1o introduce
them 10 one another’

‘ I don’t see why you should be,’ said his wife,
“though perbaps your Charles as youa ea!l him,
may be asrich as Mr. Thompson. You know he
left word that he was going to seek his fortune.’

And she pronouneced this last word with a sneer.

“And he hopes he has found it, madam,’ ex-
claimed Charles, who entered just at that moment,
“thanks to an all-wise Providence that direciod
me to my father’s house. Itis Charles thatstands
before you.' &

With a shriek of delight, Helen threw herself
into his outstretched arms and wept tears of joy
on his bosom; and the old man stood motionlesa,
but his eyes were wet, and his lips quivered ﬂmugh
not with grief.

When they had become somewhat composed
‘Charles related to them what had occurred since
he left them,  The joy that beamed in the swim—
ing eyes of the delighted girl, as she hung fondly
led by the ten-
Wﬂ‘-

derness with which he returned
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