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From the London Working Man’s Friend. 

SONG OF THE SHIP-BUILDER. 

BY JOHN @. WHITTIER. 
Tre sky is ruddy in the East, 

, The earth is gray below, 
Ana, spectral in the river-mist, 
The ehip’s white timbers show. 

Then let the sounds of measured, stroke 
And grating saw begin; 
The broagd-axs to the gnarled oak, 
The mallet to the pin! 

Hark !—roars the bellows, blast on blast, 

Pd Rd TR fast, iY arks, ang 
Are fading - n hs tarh. 
All day for us the smith shell stand 

Beside that flashing forge ; 
~All day forus his heavy hand 

aning anvil scourge. The gro 

hills, 
Yor ug is toiling near; 

gore the ing down the stream 
ir island barges steer. 

Rings out for us the axe-man’s stroke 
Ia forest old and still,— 

For us the contury-circled oak 
Falls crashing down this hill. 

Upl—up —in noblertoils than ours 
'o craft bear a part: 

Wo make ¢ Nature's giant powers 
“The slaves of human Ars. 
Lay rib to rib and beam to beam, 
Plays Wi the Seenais free ; 

faithless joint nor yawning seam 
: Holl toca the searching —t 

Whore’er the keel of our good ship ; 
‘The sea’s rough field shall ploy, ies 

Where’er her tossing spars shall drip 

TU mat ad pe «4 ship m her master’s 

Fo yer pom oy Lna seamen 
As if they trod the I land. 

Hor oaken ribs the vulture beak 
Of Northern ice may peel ; 
The sunken rock and Spa ponk. 

May grate along her 2 
And know we well the ted ehell 
We give to wind and wave, 

Must float the sailor's citadel, 
Or stuk, the sailor's grave ! 

Ho !—:trike away the bars and blocks, 
And sot; the good ship free! 

Why lingers on these dusty rocks 
The young hrido of the sea? 

Look ! how she moves adown the grooves, 
In fraceful beauty now ! 

How oxiaan tite breass she loves 
Sinks 

God bless her! wheresoe’er the breezo 
Her snowy wing shall fen, 

Aside tho frozen Hebrides, 
Or sultry Hindostan ! 

Where’er, in mart, or on the main, 
With peaceful flag unfurled, 

She helps io wird the silken chain 
Of comdmorce round the world! 

Bpeed on the ship !'—Rut let her bear 
No. 0" merchandise of sin, ox 
© groaning cargo of des; 
Her reomy hold within. - 

No Leatheru drug for Eastern lands, 
Nor poison draught for ours ; 

But honest fruits of toiling hands 
And Nature's sun and snowers. 

own her virgin prow?! 

-
 

Be hers the Prarie’s golien grain, 
The Desert’s go'den dand, 

The olusiered fruits of suimy Spain, 
The spice of Morning land! 

Her pataway on tho opan main 
May blessings follow free, 

And glad hearts weloooie bask again 
or white anils from the wea! 

From tho Lioadon Workicg Man's Eriend. 

THE LITTLE NAITD. 
(4 (ale forihe Young.) 

BY THE REV. H. HASTINGS WELD, OF BOSTON, 
UNITED STATES. 

TaERE wore once two little boys, whoss news 
wo will ic to be (Gaorga and Henry. Thes 
lived in a beautiful valloy in Penngplvinia: th 
same where [ aw now sitting to write this sketeh 
concermng them. ‘The sun peepsd over thio hill: 
at the Bast, to bid them grod morning; sn 
when he went to rest, he zp.da his n ghteap of 
mountains on the other side of (his beauiiful val 
lay. A sircam which ¢omes through it, m. king 
& noted in the hills on both sides, joins another 
atroam below, aud the two with their tributaries 
form the Brandywine river, famous for the bai- 
tle fought on’ its banks, in which thy friend 
of our country, Lafxystte, was wounded, many 
Years ago. . 
When Goorge and Henry rubbed their eyes 

open in the morning, the firs thing they saw 
from the window was 2 famous old stone bridg 
arched over the Brandywine. Acros this bridge, 
long before they were born, there used to pass 
every day long trains of loaded wagons, j ingiing 
with bells, and carrying the merchandise of Eu- 
rops, the products of the tropics, or the manu- 
faotures of New England, into the hears of Penn- 
eylvania ; or returning with the Wheat and iron, 
sud other mineral and agricultural products, of 
this fine rich State. But now you may look 
many times in a day, and seo nothing upon the 

x] 
the sideof the dark wintry hills—the white smoke 
and steam, .puffed out of the locomotive, znd 
hanging like 8 wire drawa cloud over the road, 
=i the ewift-moving cause of the appearance is 
far, everso far away. 

If you chance to be awake in the morning, or 
if the whistle wakes you, you may see a fiery car 
shooting along, and leaving Xrpeckiiog train like 
a comet. And as the train thunders over the 
bridge you shudder at the thought, that the 
careless movement of a piece of iron might hurl 
into eternity the hundreds of people who may be 
in those cars, quiey beguiling their journe; 
with sleep. You are thankful that you are safe 
in bed ; but if you keep awake long enough to 
remember it, you bethink yourself thatthe same 
good God who guards you knows, also, “all who 
travel by land and by water,” and that his oye is 
watchful over all. 2 
Risa or entre which Wee fhm 

ught a whole days procession of wi oads, 
has ott the grass 4 grow on the sing be, Cows 
feed along the roadside where the quick bustle 
of twenty five years ae have scared them 
frem their feed, had the many heavy wheels left 
feed there for them. Our little friends, George 
and Henry, were not rich, nor of rich parents, 
but they were richer than many, whose turnpike 
stock melted from thousands down to hundreds, 
as horse power came on the rails, and thence to 
tens and fives, when the iron locomotive took 
their Dea away altogether from the quadre- 
ped. Old taverns are here, the ghost of -eater- 
tainment for man and beast.’ Small shops nes- 
tled in the corners of the great houses which used 
to be filled with people, and had every night a 
new set of inmates. Great piles of stone stabling 

~{ would look quite romantic, if they had only tur- 
rots or battlements to make interesting ruins of 
their now uncomely walls. 
A friend of mine came hers about a dozen years 

ago, looking for & apo where he might establish 
~—10T himself to he was a minister of the 

Gospel, He with a poetic eye on those 
old stables—and thought how, with & Gothic 
arching to the doors, and the piercing of win- 
dows in the old walls, and the building of a tow- 
er, he might convert the now useless building 
into a church. But his friends were more prac- 
Jothoandiaibiin & Redon pv 
very pretty building—small, am sorry 
say, 8s yet almost Toes agh. And here on 
every Sunday i am at home. Here, on Sunday 
afternoon, the Little chi cous from far and 
near, from the village and from the distant hill- 
side, to learn those things in which, as an old 
writer expresses it, ¢a Christian ought to be in- 
structed for his soul's health.” A right pleasant 
thing itis to see this congregation of litt'e people 
gather. George and Henry always came amo: 
them, and no two of the pupils were dearerto the 
teachers than they. 
One Sundey afternoon neither George ror 

Henry wes there; and you may all be sure that 
wo were very sad indeed to hear that Henry had 
stayed at home, because little George was dead. 
The sun had risen unthought of that day by lit- 
tle Henry, for his bed- was not thera io 
lock abroad with him, and he waked late to 
reach out his arms in vain for his brother, and 
bitterly to cry when he found that the pillow was 
untouched, and would no more be pressed by the 
cutly head which he had so o'ten hugged to his 
beart ; and hn, the closer in ms dreams, 
when the thunder of the train upon the bridge, 
or the cbrill scream which seemed almost to 
sound under his bed, disturbed his sleep with- 
out awskining him from it. The last rays of tue 
next day's sun kissed a little grave, and the gol- 
den glories of the sunset were fuli of happy pro- 
wise for ove ofthe listle ones of whom Jesus said, 
¢ Suffer them to come unto me, »nd forbid them 
noi.’ “It isa sad thing to pay the last office to a 
little child—to commis his body to the grouns 
until the geveral resurrection in the last day. 1% 
is sad because of the grief of sorrowing relatives 
and friends—of brothers, who, like little Henry, 
refuse to be comfor ed—of sisters who draw back 
with ashudder from the deep narrow pit—aad of 
lesser children who look on with an air of grieved 
and trochbled wonder—i0o much perplexed to 
understand their bersavement, and yet suffisient- 
ly aware of the grief of the scene to weep, they 
know not why. Tue sorrow o: the mother is not 
always spoken, perhaps because it is beyond 
words; and the father’s heart aches to find his 
busy hopes thus suddenly cat short. But though 
mourntul on agcennt of ths survivors, the ¢lignt 
on little graves’ is pleasant, if we will but see in 
it the reflaction of the purposes of the kind Fa- 
ther who has taken the children away from the 
evil to come. Had George lived, he might have 
mat much to sorrow for ; and as he had a kind 
heart, we are sure that he would, even though 
his own personal lot had been free from suffer 
ing. 

Aad so little Georgs died and was buried. 
Aud [eory came on ths n:xt Sabbath to the 
Sunday school. There the sorrow of his young 
heart was opened afresh, for each of the brothers 
38 & sub.crib.rto the paper which is printed to 
circulate among Sudday-school scholars George 
was » little fellow, and sometimes while he lived 
cou'd uot come to the church. And then Heary 
carried home his paper for him. Oa such ocea- 
sins George looked with all anxiety for the 
return of Henry from school, eager to return of 
Heory from sozool, eager to reo.ive Child’s Ga- 
z:tie which he prized so much. On this Sun- 
day. when the little form of George was wrap- 
nedia clay, Henry took his paper with a smile. 
For an instant be had forgotten his loss. For an 
instant be thought of George bounding to meet 
him; 2nd a smile of ex tion lighted up his 
face. Then he remembered that his brother 
would meet him no more in this world, and very 
sed he was indeed. All who saw joined with 
him ia his grief ; but we reminded them of the 
better land, where those who love God will meet, 
and as they listened. their sorrow became a plea- 
sing melancholy. Soy wenn wiser if sadder, and 
ic seemed as if their late schoolmate George, 
being dead, yet spake among them. 
George and Henry were not born in America, 

but came with their parents irom over the ses 
Dearly they loved to wander togsther through 
scenes Fo new to them, and when George was 
gone Heury seemed to desire nothing but to bridge ; but every fow minutes you hear a puff | ramble alone where hie brether had go often ao- and a whistle, and tarning at the sound, you ses 

another, and more modern, but less romantie 
atractore. Over this goes snorting and puffing 
the iron horses, drawing after them long and 

companied him. He sought everything whicn 
most bedaiid him of the en ho bad lost, and 
thought of him not 88 dead, but only as separated 
a while trom him, It was delightful to see su hawvily 1 den trains, any waking the echoed of | much true thoughtfulness inone 80 young ; not ihe quiet valley with their shrill music. Kye'y 

bourin che day, from early dawa till dark, you 
aay hour this wusio. I kaow nothing more 
besutiful than wion, as where I now eit, you 

_ may sco of wu still roid sfieruoon the long murk 
which the railroad irain eooms to have left on 

the unavailing grief to which many older persons 
give wuy—but *f sorrow not withous hops.” 
Perhaps ny young readers think that this 

sketch has ju it already quite pain enough. But 
they must remember thus [ am telling them su 
trae story, and auzot mpke my facts, bgt mast 

DE | other ! 

reconnt them as they happened. Before the tle instrument in the church, snd talks sbowt house whers Henry lived is a mill race, and upon | stops snd pipes with rach apiness, thot we ae 
it stands a woollen manufactory, ix which fies 
his father’s busicess, Little Heury very early 
learned to move unharmed among the machinery, 
and many parts he could adjust sxd direct as 
well as an older person. When rot at school 
he often went in, unasked, to assist his father— 
until one evening when wo heard that the poor 
lad had lost an arm. The constant sight of the 

school cemmittee talk in corners, luck 
their shoulders at his th. ughtful face, wil he feels 
sure they muss be raying something in «hich ko 
is interested, and be hopes-~but reurce ly duns 
to-hope. At length the secrev comes oui-—ho iy 

sure he migot build an organ, iv —that eruel ile 
if' hs had only two hands! 
What is to,be dona with the young man 1 The 

over 

machinery had made him too confident, and he [uot disappoinied, but almost steggers nt the un- paid the sad penalty. ’ dertsking—he may be schoolmaster, if he Care 
He bore his sufferings like a hero. The limb [undertake it. *¢ 

tee have well asied, *¢ that strungers “should be 
his bed, which was brought dowa stairs that he | paid and Heory do their work 2 
wag shillfully amputated, and Henry laid upon 

hat is the wre.” ths commit- 

Certain of the 
might not brodd over his great misfortune in so | older folk, who remember school days for their 
litude. There we saw him. Ths minister may 
choose his companions among the weil 2nd the 
bappy, and visid them or nut, as his leisure 
serves; but his duty lies among the suffsring and 
the sick, and such he must not neglect. if he 
would follow the example of his Heavenly Mas- | b 
ter. Well rewnrded we were for. that visit. for 
the glance of pleasure that lighted up the little 
hero’s ¢, J re fhm more grateful than 
the hotasot feasting cou A have olred. Again 
we were there when his mangled limb was dress- 
ed, and no soldier after the excitement of a hard 
fought field could have exhibited more courage 
—more fortitude we should say, which is the no- 
bler effort of the mind. LF ess ; 
The strangest litrle incident remains to be told 

Ina day or two there was a all for us, and we 
found the friends of Henry with his little ampu- 
tated farm in- a miniature coffin. They wished 
to obtain permission to place the arm which had 
so often encircled George alive, upon the dead 
lad’s breast. But there now repose the body of | h 
the child who first died, and the arm of his bro 
ther: we dare say that thers is not another such 
a grave like it in the world. It was a thought 
worthy the postry of afsction—that true poetry, 
which needs no rules of art, and no choice of 
words for its expression—which grows sponta- 

hiat. Why cannot ho take ) 
receives for teaching the young idea to shoot im 
that season when otner vegetation ceases—why 
cannot ho take his winter wsges und educate 
hims ~ Tod? the op Fels ? The sugges- 
tion upon, aud ¢ terest of the clergy- 
man places him where the most can bemmade a 

and makes t. : 
| of an institution whirs provision is made fur the cases of these who have more mind to learn than 

| Shall ws lew Blaficht. of fency farther $ we tollow this flight o , 
Shall we make him preacher or lawyer ? Dostor 

striking incidents, and recollect how rome staid 
citizen, now one of the * heads of meeting,” ge- 
tually whipped the master in bis feens~ sc me of 
thesy cautious old men who think the world bas 
stoud still, or rather retrograded, sivee they were 
035, have their dvubs whether a one-armed tea- 

coher will do. But the trial is made, and the si- 
lent appeal which that armless sleeve wakes te 
the pupile, touches ¢ cir megnanimity, and Hen- 
ry proves & better teacher than the village ever 
kuew before, or quite as good as any. 
aeademy fu'the country town hasnos & more bo 
rough one in the primary brane es. - ts sa 

Lven the 

The winister drops to yy parents a quiet 
the money which he 

is licude Shpitely Bye-and-bye he does more, 
© one armed student the beneficiary 

neous in the palace and iu the cottage—wherever he cannot be ; for & one armed men could not 
¢little ry love one another. 
one arme: 
whet the few who have died since the church 

Ofien the | have dressed hi: mangled limb, and dootors must lad strays into the quiet cemetery, | be ready for sll emergencies. 
There are many years before him yot, before 

was built sleep in its shadow. Who can tell | he can realise what we have already imagined 
what strange thoughts must gather in the mind 

R his own | 1m alread: ps lr Pods mr rg om i ge thiok that for bi and such at Him, Gof cron» privileged instead ofa diioul, path 
sure «f the sympathies of their fellow nen. 
Through them, us instruments, 
Father works good for those who love bim, whe 
have ¢ heard of the patience of Job, and h 
the end of ihe Lord, that the Lord is very pitiful 
and of tender me roy.” 

flesh-—who can tell what speculations that lad 
must indulge in, hy 15 the day when the 
grava shall give up ita dead! He may, and 
most probably will die far i from this ; for if 
he reache: man’s estate he will probably wander 
hence. And when he dies, bow strange will be 
the thought that he has left his brother such a 
pledge that in the resurrection they shall sec each 

This much is strict truth. Lt us now take a 
story-teller’s privilege, and look seme vears 
ahead Ivhappeus often that the loss of a limb, 
or the disabling of the body, gives the mind lar- 
ger scope ; aud that the forced curtailment of 
ursuits requiring physical strength or aptitode, 

Sovelope the finer faculties of the mind. We 
are too ‘careless of our thinking powers, and in 
the bustle of action leave them to rust ‘inert. 
And oftentims that which seems to our short 
sight a great calamity, proves a great good, con- 
trolliog and directing our paths mto higher pur- 
cuits ‘han we should have thonght of for our- 
selves ; or our friend; would have devised for us, 
under cther circumstances. 
Henry iearna to love bis book, and it is r - 

markable to see with what dexterity he can ma- 
aage to turn over the leaves of a protty large vi- 
ivme, steadying it upon his knee with his other 
arm, siuce other haud he bas none. 
must not forzet to montion that he learns better 
to love bis mother and his little sister ; that is 
to say, be gives more evidence of his love in 
thoughtful attevtion. His young heart is moved 
with ambitien to show how useful he can be 
with only ove hand, and he nccomplishes more 
with that—rore of servicsable help--than most 
other boys can do with two. His baby sister is 
his consiant companion, a gentle little playmate, 
from whom Le need foar no rough -vsage. And 
the loss of hisarm has made him gentle too. She 
thioks, and well she thinks, there was never so 
kind a brother. His father, also, finds him 
more than ever useful. Upon errands he is in- 
valuable, for now he has not the distraction of 
the temptation to run wild ard play. which he 
might have, if that hand were still his which 
weed to help him go nimbly over walls’and fenco 
and up the highest, and to use it would seem the 
most inaccessible trees. Poor fellow ! There 
1s a shade of sadness in the glance which he casts 
up at the high swinging seats which he used 10 
peren upon amovg she branches ; but a smile 
comes over his face a8 he §toops 10 examine the 
beautiful little mosses ut the foob of the tree, 
which a boy with two arms would vever think 
of heeding. 
Years pass. The thoughtful boy has hésome 

2 youth, and even’ men of reading listen with 
pleased enrprice at the light which he can throw 
upon such topios of village conversation as may 
bo eloeida ed by quotations from books. [hero 
is a very good old library in the village, to 
#bich the lad has acess; and there are nice ol 
books which came to America jist after William 
Penn, aad have remained #5 heir-Jooms in fami- 
lies, generation after generation. The gnaing cld 
ype, aud the long &”s particularly like an f trim- 
wed, plagued the boy a little at first— bub per- 
haps there is an advamtage in the printing 
which compels you to pange &s you read, and & 
better opporturity is given for marking, leatn- 
10g, and inwardly digesting. Atany rate the lad 
thrives in his learning. The purenit of know- 
ledge under diffionlties’ ofen secures the attain. 
mens. ‘Lhe verdict of the neighbour is, that 
¢ the young man ought to be eduested,” nud the 
Sqr gives his sanction with as much dignity 
- re ot give to the acknowlergement of an 
afhidavit. id 

0! 

pose,” * Yarmtouth| therof 
shield mo more spprepiiate device than three glistering herrings, not even when she decapita- 
ted them, aud rebeaded thew, in the first or soe 
coud Edward’s xeign, with portions of the lons - And owe trom the arms of England. 8, 

for him, if the rest of body does not foliow the 
But we de laid down to its rest. 

They are 

trume our Heavenly 

ee toon 

From Dickens’s Household Words. 

WHAT SAND IS 
¢ So,” says Manship, © his sand, by diuxi f tides, did by little nnd little lift 1ts head showy the waters ; and 80, in short time after sundry 

fishermen, as well of this kingdom, as also of France, Flanders, and the low countries, year about the feast of St. Michael} the Archangel, 
3p oy cron - 
wade for t nu; ‘the of abéut the ki lig, 1 apn gL 
ot herrings, to all that hither came for that pur- 

ither, where they continued in tents 

trimming, salting and selling 

orgy could besr on her 

) pe’ man tells us, thas at the fist they bus painted tents and hute 
against tie incicivent air; but by the Kivg’s 
(Ldwerd the Coifessor’s) permission soon more 
oowel; babitaticus, and shortly after superb 
ones. 

This point of our history brings out the fact that Yarmouth hud » Goverument before it had 
a fixed founcation 
towa preovded the material ones. © Order is hea- 
ven's fist law 3’ it was Yarmouth’s fundamental 
principle. 
tere. 

The woral essentials of a 

No Sosialiem, or Red Republicanism 

ere, and 

‘One of the 

Yarmoust 

Of ths bere ng—the rich ore dug from a wa- 
tery mive—of a little fish which could thus lay 
the foundation of a prosperous community, yor 
marvellous tales have been told, and credited. 
Jeakeg speaks «f the  herrivgs, which, by a won- 
derful and rare providenes, having tt eir constant 
course nee a year round this lslavd, about the 
autumnal oquinox begin to keep their quarters 
on these coasts.’ Pernant, however, esvablish- 
ed the general currency of this erroneous pics 
of natural history. His ides that their grand 
army, startiug from the Arctic Circle is split b 
the shetlund Islands in two divisions, one 
wh ch troveraes the east, and the other the 
wesh const of Great Britain, has been quistly 
met by the statement of Mr Yarredl, that the 
herring does not abound in the Arctic Ocean — 
It is true that herrings are eatchable and eata- 
tle later and later in the season, {with several 

But how ia this education to bo had ? It has | X0¢Ptions however,) as we run our eyo south- 
been apparent for two or three winters tbat 
Henry has “learned out” all the country school: 
masters ure prepared to teach ; and indeed he 
hag become rather an assistant—an assistant fu- 
perior to his privcipal—than a pupil. The mi- 
uister gives Henry a peep into the Latin Rudi- 
ments, and Liver Primus is left behind. The 
surveyor is glad that he should carry the ohain, 
and Henry walks around and locks over and un- 
der and into the theodolite, until with bis read 
ing le bas mastered that mystery, aud could 
survey himeelf if he had only two hands for the 
adjastment of the instrument, He has puzzled 
oucall the Latin abbreviations on the old bot- 
thes in the apothecary’s corner of tha village gro- 
cery. He has locked behind “one, two, three, 
one,” in the village choir, till he knows more of 
the theory of music then the leader. He hasat- 
tempted the solution of the wysterics of the lit- 

wards down the map; 
deducted by Penuaut only 
davgor of forming too hasty conclusions from a 
regular eonsecutiveness of &ny set of events; 
or indeed from any series, whether of forms or 
actiovs. Fishermen have long and well known, 
that the herrings taken off the nor h of Seot- 

and on the Norfols coast in sutumyu, are 

ties of the epecies, and not portions 

but the iheoiy thence 
ghowe us the 

land late in spring, off Yorkshire in sumer, 
quite 

different, fish ; permanently differevt as varie- 
of the same, 

or similar shoals. They do migrate, it is tus, 
but it ig from the deep to the shallow waters of 
their respective stations, on each of which the 
cateh is pecnlizr, and also unchangeable in its 
characteristics. 

They who deny a God, either in theory or 
practice, destroy man’s nob lity. Ww 

‘To recress and prevent dizorders ariging 
among the multitude upon the sale snd delivery of the herrivgs brought ashore there.” chbserves Jeakes ia his chariers of the Cinque Ports, for 
want of a settled goverrment in that town, ox 
as hereafter n: ted, for want of a town built ; the 
(Cingue) pox's used to serd thither yearly cer- 
fain wen 85 their baib fly, that during the time 
of the herring fair they might abide th 
govera «il thal fisbing sewson.” Disturbances 
do arise, bus are soon put down. 
port bailiffs doing his office there vas killed 3” 
for which the offender ‘us deservedly was hang- 
ed.” Liven the newly risen 'and is not free for 
whoever will to take poeression of; for, quoth 
Swinden—* The ongiusl of Great 
wag & sand in theses ; and as then none but the 
King had any right or title thereto, hence * tis 
caller in the book of Domesday terra regis, i e., 
the King's Demeste: 


