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WIRNTER'S COMING,

Winter’s coming! winter’s coming'
Hark! his tempest voice I hear;

Now the north winds, fiercely blowing,
Shout,

The king of storms is near!

Wintor’s coming! winter’s coming'
0! how many forms have fled!

Those who, late with life o’erflowing,
Now are #ilent, cold and dead.

Winter’s coming! winter’s coming'
And his reign may be severe;

ow his first work he is doing,
voon his stern face shall appear.

Winter’s coming! winter’s coming'
What a season it may be!

Froezing, drifting, sleeting, snowing,
With a wild intensity.

W inter’sz eoming! winter’s coming!
Well the peor may dread the sound;
Por no food for themn is growing,
All is desolate around.

Winter’s coming! winter’s coming’
fset the rich their gifts boestow,
And seck through Christ a home in heaven,
Where winter's storms can never blow.
Woodetoek, Oct. 2, 1835, 8. F. C.
s R e i ot s
Written for the Sentinel.

SONNET,

Ifad Heaven designed that man should ne'er be blest,
But live on earth afficted and forlorn;
With all the various ills of life opprest,
[iis heart with sorrow’s keenecs$ anguish torn;
With nought to cheer him in this dreary way,
Nothing to mitigate that tiresome gloom,—
No hope—no happiness—no peace—no ray
Of light to guide our passage to the tomb;—
Had Heaven designed that this should be our lot,
And this green earth a fruitless, barren wild,
e would bave fixed some less congenial spot,
W here true content and pleasure never smiled;—
llad Heaven designed us misery through lile,
lic ne'e

r had blest man with a faithful wife.

C. B. LainceLrx.
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From Godey's Lady’s Book.

GRANDFATHER’S DARI
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There lived many years ago, in a prettycountry |

tvwn, in the northern part of Pennsylvania, a |

family, consisting of old Farmer Campbell, his |
iaughter,

'he farmer owned a pleasant,

son-in-law, and two gramd-children.—

substantial house,

4 > A b ]
sveral acres of ground, and a sm all, very small
xm of money in the county bank.

[1is son-in-law, Roger Harris, was a. carpenter
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y trade, and, being an industrious, pains-taking |
aan, F'J}f'}%u'.“\‘x his wife and ir.fant son in com- |

lart, leaving often a little sum to place beside the
armer’s in the bank.
There
.ousehold,

e

was anether member of the farmer’s

his eldest son. She
her father ha

her birth: and her heart-broken

the daughter of

vas an orphan, ving died' just one
gonth before
wother followed soen after; leaving little Bessie to
h Very
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er erandiather’'s ana auns Racl g care.

2 3
nderly was the little one breught up ; and,

vious to the aunt’s wedding, she was
{ care and interest to
voung girl,
But, at the time ':.::
iittle Eddy oceupied
"\rt. ‘l“d u.lnu
ittle girl, she found less time to attend to her than

who supplied'a mother’s place to her.

\|
story opens, Roger ana

he first place in: Rachel’s
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vefore her mu‘rim’v Dessie’s dresa

hange ; her fair hair, which it had once

'achel’s nride to curl and decomnte, was now suf-

sered to hang loose, except vn great oceasions, or

when Bessie's own unsutored fingers
ter shoes aotl dresses. were 0en 00
~mall :

abd, but for an innate love of and
)

pur ity
satness,

pearance, Dessie would have presenied o dismal

b

mtrast to the pretty, neat little gint who had
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and' play-itning for seven. or e.git
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tather s Learty: Bhe was the orphan child of his
aobhle son, and’ thare was no sacrifiee too greatl
oo hiso to make 1o the little one.
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the soleobject |
the old man and the protty |

showed the ! A !
b } for sixteen: yvears to me—who- ¢considered no - sac-
heen | ; p
' rinee too great to. indulge me—who loves me more

arranged it. |

large or to9 |

whieh made her eareful ci"her own ap- |

Wins |
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THD CARLETON SENTINEL.

pass unpunished.

together. )

Campbell’s house.
I was much fatigued after my long ride:

most invitingly open, I proposed to my companion
to alight and rest. Fastening our horses toa post,
we took the path from the gate to the door. The
scene within was so characteristic of home comfort
that we paused a moment, doubtful whether to
disturb the group before us. A pretty looking
young woman was seated at a table, feeding a
baby ; and, in the room beyond, & man was enga-
ged in some carpenter’s work :
attracted my attention, consisted of an old man
and a little girl.
hand, hearing her spelling lesson ; and,
to time, caressing his little pupil, who, thh her
little hand clasped, her eyes raised, and her whole:
soul intent on her task, was repeating the words.

We stood a moment, silent ; then the old man,
raising his head, perceived us, and, laying aside
During the
time we were resting, he told us many anccdotes of

| his book, advanced to welcome us.

to her grandfather. 1T often saw the little one |

after that, and will give her story as. I knew it.

' opening this sketeh, the family lived happily at the |

Y \ \ y s §idh e
Roger | hausted. Roger helped as far »

' he had a large family to care for, anl could spare

' old farm. Then there was a change made.
l . -y 3 * > ] -
| Harris, whose family had increasedito five children,

| two.boys and three gn Jls, built a house near his

n

live in it, leaving Bessie and her grandfather alone |

' at the farm.
| father’s sake ; but his whole soul was so- wrapped
| up in Bessie
bore the change very well.

gether, the old manand the young girl. It was
Bessie's turn now to.protect and eare for the deax
old grandfather who had so devotedly loved and |
guided her in her infaney and childhood.

i It was a pleasant spring Farmer

\\ Jampbell was sleeping in his room, {u’r age had!

evening:

| damped his vigour, and a day’s work
tired and glad to retire to rest eariy.

left him very
The- house-

not pPrmcxouo and yet no fault was suﬂ‘ered to
She was early taught to read
and write, sow, aad perform many houschold tasks ;
and grandfather’s great delight was to increaso her
stock of knowledgze, by telling many ancedotes or |
stories of distant lands, or great and gool men, as | duty!
| he and his darling sat out the pleasant (vvmngs'vome pleading his eausc, made-her task harder

The first time | ever saw DBessie Campbell, wae
after T had been riding in the vicinity ol Farmer
It was just after sumset. and
Seeing a
farm-house on the road, with the door standing

country alone? Alone!
ful. Could he not better Lear to-be alome than the
feeble old man who.so-loved hey!

Boor Bessie! How ficreely love struggled with
And Cyrus’s enciveling arms and low

still.

he bent to cateh her words, ** I love you.
always love vou ; but 1 can not go.”’

“ Not go! You do not love me. Words ave
ensily said, aetions speak more loudly.
not love me,”’ said' Cyrus,
ing hor from  him, he strode down the steps and

from the farms  Bessie stood in the porch, looking

| after him,
| form trembled” with agitoion;
| ned towards him, with » ‘v k of love and wishful-

bat the group that |

He was seated, o l)()nk n his'

| his pet's brightness, goodness and gentleness, and |
the little girl won our hearts by her sweet, modest | ajling for a long time ; but no
manner, her low voice, pretty looks, and devotion | ‘ that a physician was called in

|

{

! ‘ time spent in nursing him.
| For cight years after the time I have chosen for |

i

|

Rachel dreaded the change for her !
' those in-her grandfather's room, were sold to meet |
, now a lovely girlof sixteen; that ho
They were happy to-|

started for her

Her face was very pale; and her whole
her eyes were tur-

ness agonizing tosee ; ‘bt .o word passed her lips
to recall him. She watched him as he walked
rapidly down the road ; und then turned sadly into
the house, and sought her wn room, where sink-
ing on hen knees, she pou - ! lorth her sorrow in

from time | prayer.

The next day, without
her any word of his purjx

v« Bossie; or leaving
rus Hill left the

country town for New Yor in o few weeks,

sailed for California. Be avd uf his depar-
iure, and fo't that now ind ifo was all"her
grandfather’s.

A few months after Cyrus
Father Campbell was taken vo.

loserted Bessie,

was 80 very ill
md every thing
put aside by his darliz, and her whole
He was sick formany
The little sum at the bank

| had to be

months. all ex-

bud

was

was able;

but little. Bessie’s earnings were very small ; for

' | her grandfather reaquired such constant care that
| father-in-law’s, and took his wife and family to.|"™ I ther juire h are tha
' i

buat little time could
and one by one the articles of furniture, excepting |

his wants,

After lingering for nearly fifteen
man died, and Bessic was indeed alone.
ed around for a home.
bat Bessie knew Roger had his own {amily to sup-
port, and shrank {rom.being a burden to him. A
situntion as scamstress was offered her in a neigh- |
bormg viillage, and'she aeeepted it.

It was a pleasant morning

new home. She had spent the mght,

You do
passionately, and, push- | T deserve it ;

ile had been:|

be gpared for needle-work ; |

hlm take that long journev-——go to a. fur. dnstant ed, words oammt te]l how xntonselv, to nsk your
ne was young and hope- |

!
!

|
i
|

i

| describe:

months, the old |
\ | »
She look- |
. i
Roger’s was open: to her;

|

i

‘ whist.
in'July that Bessic just nisen, and the stars shone with a spectral lustre
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pardon for the false, hasty words [ spoke at our
parting. Yet I could not write. 1 felt that T must
come and sue myself for forgivencss. T have been
very-ill ; and, as soon as 1 was strong enough 1
came home to you. Let me when I rcturn, take
with me the pardon I av ill deserve.”

Bessio sat still, looking into the face she had lo-

‘- Cyrus,” the voiec was low and trembling, and | ved so well, and struggling to subdue her emotion.
I shall

As Cyrus finisned speaking:she bowed her head,

| again praying inaudibly forieomposure.

He mistook the motion and said,

““You turn from me, Bessie ; you cannot forgive.
but: it is very hard' to bear. If you
eould know how your image has been with me con-
stantly. since 1 left you ; how, night and day,
have longed for one word from the sweet voice 1
worship ; how bitterly I have repented my injus-
tice, you woulds—"" He ceased, and then exclaim-
ed impetuously, ‘“Bessie, will you notlook or speak
to me ?”’

She stood up before him, and with only one
word-— ¢¢ Cyrus’'—flung herself, sobbing into his
arms.

The long journey and the subsequent agitation,
working on a frame already weakened by discase,
brought on a relapse ; and Cyrus Hill lay for weeks
after his interview with Bessie, at the point ef
death: A young, strong constitution, however,
conquered the iliness ; and he recovered.

In abeut three months aflter his arrival, Cyrus
sailed’ again for California; but he did not go
alone ;

there was a young, fair face smiling a fare-
well/from: the vessel’'s deck. to friends on shore;
and, as it turned to him, grandfather’s darling felt

amply repaid in the love she knew met her thero,
for all her formen saorifices.

3?‘ mrelluurmu.

A bu.mmn —Much as we are indebted to our
observatories for elevating our conceptions of the
heavenly bodies, they present even to the unaided
| sight seenes of glory whieh words are too feeble to
[ had oococasion, a few weeks since, to
take the early train from Providence to Bouston,
and for this purpose rose at 2 o'clock in the morn-
ing. [Everything around was wrapped in darkness
and hushed in silence, broken only by what seemed
at that hour the unearthly olank and rush of the
train. It was o mild serene, midsummer night ;
the sky was without a cloud;

the winds were
The moon, then: in the last quarter, had

but little affected by her presence. Jupiter, two

'hold duties were over, and Bessie- was standivg | the last in the old farm-house, in prayer, and was | hours high, was she herald of the day ; the Pleiades

'in the porch. Not alone; by her side stood a
| young man
twenty summers, who had sought Bessie, and
had won her gentle, loving heart into- his own
| kee ping.

| * You will leave me, Cyrus?’

' her blue eyes to.his face.

‘“« You will

ed, drawing her close t

aoccompany me, Dessie?
to his sida.
start me in business if

My unele proposed’to s

jein him in California ; while here, as you know,

I have no prespect of being more than a carpenter’s |

foreman for my lifetime.
to my uncle’s care
wy ambition is to-be a. merchant. You love me;
Bessie ; you have cften owned it;
' with me.
“ You

| could not take

and'you will go
know [ cannot, Cyrus.
this journey at his time of life.”’
i »e \‘t'!i\'

e 2 b

your grandfather?”’ said the young man; ina

L of .~urprm :

¢ You would' not have

leave my grandfather,

than life? €ymue, om would not have
| him to die alone?”’
| ¢ Mol

a8 I\..,hll, I:V\;:hro

children.”’

“ Could any supply my place?

N
—

aunt and uncle

cousins are toe vouny tostake my plaece;
leave him, C

‘ Not to be

'
HEe One wns

1

with me.

reproashful] and’ the large,

cloguen I'essre’s head dropped upon his breast.
here was a [earial struggle going on in her heart.
Her erandfather, if she left him, would have Ra-

chel and Roger, would be well cared for,
the darling of his oid

stant (-:un;;;;nim.'.’

not uiiss her,
Who
who could read by the
bis eyes failed? who could
| place ! ‘vp[)uw he

away from him But, Cyris—how could

' mourning dtess cast a gloom.on the
. » - L o
' said Bessie, roising

* he answer

fiem work, how her heart longed for Cyrns!
“ 1 murt go.— |

f T will |

[ have received—thanks |
—an: edueation above this, and’|

Grandfather |

who ever imagined‘that you would'take |

tone

me leave him; Cyrus—
who has given up his lifé

nme Iuwc
end’his csher grand-

My
eir own cares, and my
L cannot

black;

eves, looking into hers, were full'obibve’s pleading:

perhiaps

age, and con-
\

could take her place ? ’ the young girl's memory.

, hour together to him when 'looking into her upraised facc, and then spoke,
sapply his darling’s |

she let

strengthened for the weary prospect before her.—
memoratle night; her face is very pale—her form |
Her deep
sweet face, very

thin—and her expression very, very sad.

nadnful to see in one so-young.

O, in-the long day=, when bending wearily over
She
had’ forgiven him his unkindness, and' remembered
oniy how she loved himn ; and his face was ever in'|
}

her eye—his loving:words in How her |

But she never regret-

her ecax.
| sad heart longed' for him !

ted her decision. She shuddered as she imagined

| the long illness. and'she ihr away fFom her grend-

| father’s bedside.
7 Farmer-Campbell had® been:dead’just a' year:—
Dessie was seated at her window sewing on some
plain work for some neighboring farmer's wife.—
She was still in- mourning, thongh not so deep as
when we last saw her;
and palé , but, with its expression of patiéent resig-
nation and inward trust, very. very lovely.
Shie satsewing with languidfingers, herthoughts
far away. She was thinking: of Uyrus.
when her fingers were employed'and her mind free;

|
]
|
|
|

and ali'unkindhess was forgotton by thie gentle fors
giving heart of the wronged ore: Ie had forgot
ten her? How often had'that question: been un~
answered'!' And still shelonged’to know.

e was

ther ; but there came no- message to her. only, oe-
oasionally, He asked if she' was well, and still un-
married. The-work dropped from her hands while
the beauntifuihead dropped wearilyuponher-breast. |

¢ Pessie !’

before her. lier heart told’ her who it was;
though the pale face: attenuated form, and sad
voice accorded ill with the ruddy Bloow, hardy
figure, and merry tones Cyrus Hill had left upon

Ile stood a moment,

|
!
|
i
|
'
|
!
1

‘¢ Dessie, L have deeply wronged you. I feel that

should die. and she be fur | I deserve most bitter punishment; but I come era-
I my long absence 1 Favelons-

ving foreivenaess,

and her-fice was still sad’

Ever,.

memory brought back the loved 'face and'dear voice;:

alive, and wrote often+; that she knevs from-his mo-

|
I

‘ O t -
one who had seen: some two-and-| Qo hyg oltered sinoe she stood in the porch, that | the east;

!

1

|

'naked eye in the south ;

Just above the horizon:shed their sweet influence in
Lyra.sparkled’ near the Zenith ; Andro-
' meda veiled her newly:discovered glories from the
the steady pointers, far
beneath the pole, looked meekly up from the depths
of the north to.their Sovereign.

Such was the glorious spectacle as I entered the
traimi  As we proceeded, the timid approach
of twilight Beeame more pereeptible; the intense
blue of the sky began to soften; the smaller
stars, like little: childten, went first to rest; the
sister beams of the Pleaides soon melted together,
—but the bricht constellations of the West and
North remained’ unchanged.

Steadily the won-
drous tmmnsfiguration went on.

Hands of angels
hidden from mortal' eyes shifted the scenery of the
heavens ;- the glories of night dissolved into the
glories of the- dawn. The blue sky now turned
mbro-soft]y grey ; the great watch-stars shut up
their holy eyes; the East began to kindle. Faint
streaks of purple soon blushed along the sky ; the
wholeé celéstial” concave was filled with the inflow-
mg tides of the morning light, which eame pouring
down from above in one great ocean of radiance,—
till at Iength, as we reached the Blue Hills, a flash
of purple fire blazed out frem above the horizon,
and turned the dewy tear-drops o flower and leaf
into rubies and diamonds. In a few seconds, the
everlasting gates of the morning were thrown wide
open, and the lord of day, arrayed in glories too
severe for the gaze of man, began his course.

I do not wonder at the superstitions of the ancient
Magians, who in the morning of the world went

| up to the hill-tops of Central Asia, and, ignoran
' of the true God, adored the most glorious work of

his hand. But I am filled with amazement when !

ram told that, in this enlightened age, and in the

She started, looked'up, and saw a:mamstending | heart of the Christian world, there are persons who

can witness this dml) manifestation of the power

and wisdom of the (rontor and yet say in thpd'
bearts, ** T hcrc 18 no God.’
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Curlovs I)\'I\’G Scenes.——Abeording to F neldm
Jonathan Wild picked the pocket of the unl\muy
while he was exhorting him im the cart, and went
out of the world with the parson’s corkscrew wnd

thumb-bottle in his Land. Petronious, who was




