CHAPTER XIV.
IOW THE WORLD GOES WITH ME, BIC.

“Only waiting till the shadows
Ave a little longer grown ;
Only waiting till the glimmer
Of the day’s lagt beam is flown;
Till the night of Barth is faded
From the heart once full of day ;
Till the stars of Heaven are breaking
Through the twilight soft and gray.

Only waiting till the reapers

Have the last sheat gathered home!
For the Sarmer time has faded,

And the Auturan winds have come,
Quickly, reapers, gathér quickly,

The last ripe hours of my heart ;
For the bloom of life is withered,

And T hasten to depart.

Only waiting till the angels
Open wide the mystic gate,
At whose feet I long have lingered,
Weary, poor, and desolate;
Even now I hear the footsteps,
And their voices far away ;
If they call me I am waiting,
Only waiting to obey,
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Only waiting till the shadows ‘
Are o little longer grown ; few plum and chefry trees set near the house. I
Only waiting till the glimmer and my Mema b’rong 1t cherry trees, goo%e’bmtry bugh-
Of the day’s last bearn is flown ; es, and strawberry vines, two miles in our s arms, and

Then from out the gathering darkness
Holy, deathless stars shall rise,

By whose light iy soul shall gladly
Tread its pathway to the skies.”

seb tl.lem. We reset some peach and plum trees
that we brought from Michigan, in our trunks. We
went to the swamps for balsam and tamarack, to the
sugar bush for maples, and to the hills for sumae.

Tepruary 181m, 1859, 1 WL set rose bushes, lilacs, various other shrubs and

My Dear Mus, Voormens ! ‘ vines, many of them presents from friends, and
I will answer your request as to how the world J ‘50‘75‘1 flower seeds. ﬂi@tlfi??vi{f" youask, “ Why ! how
goes with me. You will remember I hinted to you could you do it?” I will tell you. We would

choose siall trees, such as we could handle, hoe off

my intention of improving my little home by having : _ ,
the top dirt, leaves or moss, then take ome root at a

a white front fence, having my line fence made over,

and then having my square lot set with maple trees time and loosen that, then another, and so on until
all around-—then have some nice shade trees set in- we got the tree.  We would get h% or six trees at
side my front yard, together with vare shrubbery a time, lug them home, rest, then just at night dig

and flowers—thus m‘d\mw my rural retreat as pleas- places for them, pour in water and sprinkle dirt

ant, tasty, and neat as p()bblblb. But the times are fm'oun(‘l the .roots', ‘fz,né. so0T they would b? rrmde f'asht
in their new position. T would get so tived that I
would lay awalce nights with lameness and pain, and
perhaps get a three days headache ; but when I could
see the trees swell their buds, put forth leaves, and
grow larger, T felt paid for my toil.

Ihired men to work by the day in cultivating my
land, we doing our garden work ourselves, which
]\cpt us dlmrmﬂ weeding and }meing, all the sum-
mer long. Wlmt { raised on my land would hardly
pay for the work of cul tivating,—so it would not
make us a livelihood ; and mtuated as I am, in the
country, cannot get work such as would help to sup-

1

80 hard at the West that my interest cannot be paid,
s0 my caleulations cannot be carried out in doing
the little business I had intended to keep us husy,
and malke us a livelihood—Iletting alone all ideas of
ornamenting, except what we could do with our own

hands.

In the Spring of 1858 I bought forty apple trees,
(they are not yet paid for,) and had them set, thus
commencing an orchard; had currant bushes taken
up, that were growing in front of my house, and set
in my garden, makmg two long thrifty rows ; and a
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port us, 8o I am obliged to tupn my hand to any-
thing that is within reach. TLast fall I bought wool
and spun and prepared sock yam, and these winter
evenings are spent in knitting sale socks, and in
meditation. I have had a boarder a few weeks, and
the pay will be a great help to me.

‘ My brother’s people across the way have been
sorely afflicted. Their only daughter, a beautifal
and lovely child of ten years, has sickened and died
with the scarlet fever, Their jewel has gone from
their household, and a ghadow of deep mourning
broods over our pleasant hill. '

“Mother! could’st thou endure
To think thysell forgot
By her, who was thy life, thy air,
The sunbeam of thy lot?
Would'sb thou not live in doubt and fear,
If all thy bright hopes perished here 2

Marcowr 21s7, 1860,
My Dear Mrs., V-

Pecuniary pressures are upon me as you shall
kqow. NI haye been obliged to get considerably into
debt to live, hoping all the time that my interest
money would be forthcoming, so that I could make
all straight, buf it comes not yet. I was owing for
my cow, and for my wood, which is quite an ?tem
even in this“wooded country, with getting it all pre-
pared for burning. I received some money Tast
spring that was due on a small mortgage, but felt
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that Tanust pay it all to thosk whorg I ¥vas owing,
and in some way work out our living. I rented my
lot, and with half of what was raised on it, some
butter from my cow, a few eggs, the proceeds of a
v awhite, and & little

little domestic wine, & boarc
sewing that I have done, we have come along thug
far with onr necessities supplied.

My large debts, as T call them, were pressing upon
me so heavily that last fall T went and mortgaged
my little home here, and paid them. 1 have chang-
ed the place, but keep the pain. I felt that honor,
that T had rather lose my home than to have others
suffer losses by me. So what T am owing now is
$300, all in one place. My interest, could T haveit,
would soon pay it and give us a livelihood besides.
The saying is that « Misfortunes never come singly.”
Another that T have degmed wistortune is, that my
brother, whorh 1 came to live beside, has sold his
farm, and on the first day of this month moved

away; so L am left settled down in the country
alone, where I would not have come but for the sz ke
of living by my brother, and with my stake so fivmly
driven down, that it wilt take another adversity’s
upheaval to loosen it so that T could follow in their
wake, even if T desired it. Thave learned this les-
son, that it will never do to follow frtends around
the world. Tt has proved unfortunate to me that I
yearned to hover to the side of CONSATUUANLGUS
friends—that T felt the want of a ladder, trellis, or
oak, around which to twine for support. T must
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stand up like the Tone weathePbeaten pine on the
plain, and take the winds and storms as I travel
life’s sanly desert, seeking shelter and protection
from Him, who, when told fh% his brethren desired
ﬁ speal with him, asked, * Who are y brethren?”
Happy will be the time when the Christ principle

of doing unto others as wg would have them do untp

us, shall be lived out—then my interest will be yous
interest, and your interest will be my interest—and
by becoming, * My brother’skeeper,” or my sister’s
114 "

keeper,” we shall become our own keepers, and
enrich ounrselves far beyond the value of gold!

In the past year, I, with many others, have been
wreathed in cyprdss and willow again. My most
lovely sister Louisa, (Mrs. Briggs,) on the morning
of the last Four th of July plumed her wings of im-
mortality and left this mortal sphere, leaving a hus-
band and six children, besides numerous friends, to
mourn,

A .lo*vely niece of rare endowments in musical
Jore, hag been suddenly removed from fond and doat-
ing parents, an adoring husband, and a large circle
of friends.

Our friends leave us, and we say,

¢ Alast if it be so
That in the burialwwrn
The soul must garner up the love,
That once did in it burn,
Better to know not of the worth
Of frue affection on this earth,

mine is often cheered with letters
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Better to live alone,
Unblessing and unblest,
Than thus to meet and mingle thought ;
Then from the immortal breast
Shut out the memory of the past,
Like day-beams from a forest vast,
Oh! no; it'cannot be!
Yol the long-lost of years!
Mid all the changes of this life,
Tts thousand joys and fears,
We love to think that round ye move,
Making an atmosphere of love.”

You will be pleased to know that this sad heart of
. Booneville,
Mo. ; and in summer-time they come laden with
1erwe from the rose, myrtle, and verbena, that my
friends have planted on the graves of my I loved ones,
who are sleeping far away h'om. me. Leawes from
off their graves.

«Ye are faded all, and withered,
Sad reminders of the day”
‘When they bore them to the grave=yard,
And laid my darling ones away !

“ Onee I deemed it sad and gloomy,
In the ‘city of the dead,
Shuddered when its hallowed precinets
Tchoed to my startled tread !”

“But T am no longer fearful,
When I rove” their “ shades among ;”
Hold they ‘“ not my cholcest” treasures,
 Hogven’s best” gift, “‘my dearest” ones?
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“Va are faded, all, and witheréd—
On” your ““leaves, like summer rain,

{Hlisten now the pearly tear-drops,
PFrom & heart surcharged with pain.”

“Ye have” grown ‘‘aboye” thelr bosoms,
“‘Waved o'er mounds where 1 would grieve,
“From" their “*dust ye've gathered” moisture-—
“How I love ye,” withered leaves ! ™

Apgrr 18w, 1861,
My Frrexo Mrs, V——-:

Adversity, “stern rugged nurse!” still holds her
sway ovet me. During the past year the first mort-
gage on the farm on which my security rested at the
west has been going through the processs of fore-
cloging, which has given me consider: ble anxiety.
T wrote to Mr. A, TL. Byerly, the man that held the
first mortgage, stating to him my circumstances,
and that if there was anything in the farm that be-
longed to me I needed it. ITe wrote me that the
amount of the first mortgage was about $3,200, and
that the farm was well 'worth $5,000, and even more,
and if T could send and pay the first, the farm would
pay mine, and more. But I knew of no one that
could assist me, so asked no one.

When the day of sale came, Mr. Byerly bid in
the :hu"%.m on the first mortgage—nothing was left for
me. Thus you see, our laws™will take the bread
from the mouth of the widow and the fatherless, and
lay it in the lap of the man worth more than his
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hundred thousands.  The weaker must gubmit to the
stronger.

T Jearn that there is no sale for the village lots.
Notwithstanding my dues come not—yeb I hawe
been called upon to pay for the lust nabble of gross
my cow has tuken dn & generous Man’s Pasiure ;
though it has taken that which I would have held in
pleasant remembrance of @ promise I made in sun-
wier days.

Tt often seems as though every thread of hope was
cut off, leaving no way for us to obtain alivelihood.
My physical health is not strong enough to enable
me to labor for people; T could not stand it three
days ; neither can T gend my child out to earn her
bread, for T am so afflicted with my dreadful head-
aches and with their convulsive tendency, that it
would not be safe for me to be leftinmy house alone.
Tt is but little sewing I can get tor do, for here in
the country people generally do their own sewing——
then it is the worst work for my poor Lead. Were
we situated in a town or village, L should try and
do something at my old avocation, teaching, although
my nerves ave weak. Last season hired my land
cultivated, paying by the day, but when what I rais-
od was stored in the fall, it would not have sold for
enough to pay for the work.

T have learned not to want, and all T pray for, is
bread to eat and wood to warm-—apparel the plain-
est and cheapest, for we cannot desire superfluities,
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when we know not how that which serves to keep
soul and body together is to be supplied. The past
winter has seemed long, and loneliness has brooded
around our little home,—the winds have blown cold
and the gnow has piled mountains high around,
which we must needs dig through.  Our “cruise of
0il” has been almost drained—and almost the lass
stick of wood laid on the coals; yet my grateful
thanks have ascended to Him who forgetteth not the
sparrow, for my kind neighbors came to my relief,
and have supplied me with a whole year’s stock of
wood.

My nephew who had my money, invested his all
in said farm-—he is now a poor man, with feeble
health, and with a little family on his hands; still
he has made an effort, and has just sent me fifteen
dollars, which I know well how to appropriate.
Should he be prospered, some time in the future T
may hope for more.

We keep our a cow and a few hens, so that like
the old swain,

“Tn summer’s heat and winter's cold”
We fead owr ** flock,” and pen owr ** fold.”

Now, my dear friend, let me turn your attention

from 'til'l@ foregoing u(lygme picture, and invite you
to read a piece of my Mema’s poetry.
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THE WORLD’S A MYSTERY.

When first T woke to consciousness of living in this sphere,

My firat thougi}ts were of wonder, how it was that I came here ;
The world and its busy throng they were but shadows to me—
And I tarned away and thought ¢ the world's & mystery.”

1 look’d around upon the world and on the bright blue sky ;

1 thought of all the folks, ‘‘do they live, breathe, and think as 1,

Six sunny, sunny years pass'd o'er my head, years fraught with
naught but joy,

Tor in the interitn I had a brother—baby boy.

But clouds began to gather, aud the distant storm to beat,
And sobn it burst with violence around our pilgrim feet ;—
In & distaht land they're laid, my father and my brother—
We are left lone in the world, me and my precious mother.

But still T love the world, and look with joy to the morrow,
Though posts and mis'thropes talk of ** this vale of sorrow ;”
T make poetry at the wash-board and as 1 feed the cow—
And look around upon the world—it seems a mystery now.

T think of the ages past, and the ages yet to come,

And then it is T stop and wonder, *0O, where is my home?
Do T live in ages past, 'midst heroes, poets, and sages?
Or am [ a wand'rer from one of the future ages ?”’

There’s hope and ambition within, as seasons come and go,

And change from summer's hedt to winter with its cold and
SOOW ;

1 malke poetry ab the wash-board and as I feed the cow—

"Tis true I am fourteen—but the world’s a mystery now.

Mmriam Lovisa Coxz.



RARTEN

CDUNTY coMMuNn-v CDLLEGE
245 NE 30 RD + Graaz Bond, Kansas 67530

266 WENT TO KANHAL,

May, 1862,

Drar Mes, V—- :

YVou ask if T have as yet received anything pur-
porting to come from my beloved husband in the
Spirit Land. [ answer in the affivmative. A ittle
more than o year ago, [was fecling very Jow-gpirited
------ almost. in the “slough of despond)” when in the
secret chambers of my own heaet, [made this request:
“If my h‘lmlrm(l in his homne of inmortality tales
cognizance of the passings of earth, and witnesses
through some
medium commune with me?” Tt was only, about
two weeks after, when to my surprise 1 received the
following message {rom & fady wedinn, enelosed. in
a letter:

my desolation of heart, will he not

My Deae Mririan— dear wite-
ing to hear from one whn lovep you yo
(.;‘,111(,1\11)(,1 that Tam with you] lun
you-—long to let you know how brigl
reward hero for you.
may lower and all soemn dark, but the day is dawn-
ing! Remember our little girl, shie neods your care;
watch over her carefully, and the angels will Dless
you, My boy is here- <he sends love to mamma,
and to Mema.,  May hope smile on you, my Miviam,
Day after day T wateh over }nu andd you cannotsee
me. T am near you—ever near you-—always when
affection calls,  Good-bye, my rflm‘u*, for this time.
Trom your husband, W H. Corr.

rou are long-

Dear wife,
g to comfort
it ig the pure
[Tave hopo my love; rkies

A
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Lagt fall T sent a sealed letter to the same medium,
in which were the following questions: What shall
I'do with my little home here?  Can you read my
thonghts? Do you know my troubles? When shall
T eome to you? Do youlove me? Direct about
Mema?  What of my Willie? Do you see your
father?  Tn oo short time T reecived the following
answer, and my sealed letter unbroken :

Duar Wire-—You ask for a test. T am not sure
that one can be given whereby you will know me.
Patience, O my dear. Do not give up your little
all.  Aid will come ; my own help is always ready
ag far ag [ am able to give,  Mirfam, my own dear
wife, it grieves me to see you ¢ doubt that I can see
you.  Bands of lite are running short—you will soon
join me—and, O dear one, do not fear for & moment
that cternity v wll be all dark.  Poverty so afflicting
i# not koown in this hl"(vht“lz’rnd We love the same
of ruin, the old loves of earth—we are so glad to
bring glad tidings to them. You are tired, my
Mirviam.  Your lnmp is growing dim. There will
be no more headaches nor heartaches on ¢his side
the viver.® Will that comfort you? Rejoice! Wil-
lie is well cared for. Do not doubt for a moment
that we ave living yet.  Father says, at times he re-
visits old scenes—Dhe goes in, he says, and nobody

#Ho refers to the dream he had previous to our leaving Kan-
sas, about fording the river.
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says, “How d'ye do,” or “Will you come in 1”—and
80 he thinks nobody wants to see him. The old
gentleman will have it 50, and being rather obstinate,
won’t listen to my explanation.

My little girl—she is now grown almost out of
knowledge, but T must not say out of’ remembrance.
Perhaps the sitting, the studying so much may in-
jure her more than you are aware of— her voeation
ig destined to be one of deeds, not such as you would
have her perform, but arve not the less useful, i’ she
does right and keeps her system in good tune.

O, my dear, forget not that there is one who waits
for you behind the veil.  Keep up courage, and as
regards worldly matters, could those botter fitted
by the place they oceupy, give advice better than T,
who stand apart, as it were?  Yet L am willing to
help you every way that seems needful to you, Al
ways yours, my dear Miriam,

From your beloved

W, 11 Corr,

Tast fall T was determined to sell my little home,
and save what [ could, 8o as not to have it sold on
the mortgage, but could get no one to buy.  After,
T recetved the following through the same medinm:

My Dear Wiep—Again I come on wings of love
to thee. Soyouare going away from your lumu;:; I
wish you could stay where you are. Y ou are having
many disappointments, but they will not always last
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~-gnd here you will find freedom from aught to vex
or make afraid. "

Now, my dear, let us reagon together: you being
just now in the “slough of despond,” and tempted,
and pay to yourself®* “O1 where i3 Te that once
would have protected me from the blasts of adversi ty?

Jan he imagine my forlorn condition wherever he
is, and give to me of his advice ??

From my being incapable by the laws of nature
and spirit of returning bodily and taking control of
sarth-horn eares, fixing matters in my own way—
which it all this could come to pass might not be
aftor all just right—do not imagine for a moment
that [ am indifferent to your trials ; for, Miriam, you
ought to know that I am now where by the nature
of things I am not so well fitted for acting in regard
to pecuniary matters as I used to be.  Still Tam not
at all desivous of your becoming a beggar while you
dwell in the bad world,—and let me tell you again,
this will not always last, though for a time you are
obliged to ask for that which is yowr right, from
those who onght by the ties of consanguinity and
honor to see you protected—but the end, the end of
sorrow is at hand,  Your husband,

Wi H. Covr.

Again still Inter he says :
I would not have you discouraged or perplexed ;

#These words have been spoken many times by myself,
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there are bright days in store for you, my Miriam:
you will then see clearly why so much is dark now;
then how thankful you will be for the trouble you
are undergoing, and rejoice we will all together, that
the cloud has passed, leaviag our spirits more gmil-
ingly bright for the rain of sorrow that swept over
them., L Give my love to
out daughter, and as for yourself, my Miriam, re-
member, Lam “not lost—only gone before.” Fare-
well.  From your husband, W, H. Cowr.

Now my dear friend, you were acquainted with
my beloved husband, so judge for yoursell’ whether
these breathings, purporting to come from him, seem
to be like him. They have buoyed my spirit up
when nigh sinking in despair. '
the following lines were suggested to my mind., My
Pushand’s whisper—

Adfter rveading them

Have dark sorrows round thee gathered,
Barbed with anguish fierce and sharp,

All thy hopes and joys been smothered,
Pierced thes with s mourner's dart?

Yot hope and trust, O do not fail I—

T wait for thee behind the veil,

Disappointment harsh and bitter
Has blown to thee on every breeze,
Culting off each true endeavor,
Cansing thy Yght almost to freeze—
Yeb toil on, love, thou wilt prevail—
T wait for thes behind the veil.

]
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Thought oft you know not whence will come
Your bread to eat or wood to warm ;
His store is full, for all there's some—
Be troubled not by winter's storm ;
Though dark the days that may assail—
T wait for thee behind the veil.

Remember now, my own dear wife,
‘With patience all thy ills endure;
Add lustre to thy crown of Life—
(Hory an eternal weight insure ;
Though laden with the widow’s wail—
1 wait for thee behind the veil.

¢ Mot logt,” T'm *“only gone before”
Into my Fathers Mansion, where
There’s covert when life’s storms are o'er—
"is there 1L meet you love, *tis there ;
Youwr sands of life soon, soon will fail—
1 wait for thee behind the veil.

Do you wonder, my friend, that when T have
thought of this war that is scourging our land—
brother warring with brother—the suffering it pro-
duces—the keen sorrow and anguish it is sending to
almost every hearthstone, that I have congratulated
myself that my husband and son arve safely mooved
far beyond the dismal cannon’s roar and the bloody
carnage of the battle-field ?

When will earth’s inhabitants ©learn war no
more?’  When that new commandment is lived up
to, “that ye love one another.”

You ask, “How do you like your neighbors?’ 1
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will tell you. The parents of the interesting family
who purchased my brother’s farm across the s ¥,
were once from the Green Isle of the ocean. Mr.
Hayes is a quiet, pleasant, urmssum’ingkma‘n, Whg
brings up his family in the way they should go; and
from the least to the greatest of eight boys, nothing
but propriety, good bzeu]mg and marks of perfect
gentlemen are to be sten. Mrs. Hayes is a true,
"Wholé,—b()lﬂ@d, zmd noble woman ; and Mary, the only
daughter, is a picture of health, you:t,‘h, and beanty,
and a model of female loveliness. She js an agree-
able and useful associate for Mema, and the whole
family are very kind indeed to us. .

Tor the five long years that 1 have lived here al-
most a recluse, shut out from society, T am indebted
to my friends, Mr. and Mrs. Mathews, W’I:LQ jﬁive under
the hill, for my peeps out into the big world. They]
by their kindness in my c’lesolati(m_, have proved
themselves worthy the name of brother and sister;
but I do think, now after the confinement through
the past howling winter, that should I visit any pub-

lic place, even to church, there might be danger of

my going bare-footed, and of my standing in the
doorway to make my obeisance to the audience.
My neighbors are all so kind that T often think I
could not live without them.

T am trying te fit my Mema to make her own way
in the world, hy having her prepare her:aelf‘ for
teaching. BShe has attended the distriet school since
we have lived here—and in fact, she never attended
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school until we came here. Last fall, by the assist-
ance of friends, I was enabled to send her to a select
school kept two miles away ; she walked back and
forth each day, staying out only two days d uring the
term of twelve weeks. Shehas a pretty good know]

edge of the elementary branches, geograplhy, gram-
mar and arithmetic; and has studied af?w}) "a,

MecElligott’s Anal yhcal Manual, ancient and mod-

ern 111%' ry, philosophy and physiology, and lovw to
read. Ju the time of flowers her botany, Breck’s
Book of Flowers, and the Poetry of '] uwusj are

often perused, anr) her much pleasure.  Could
she have the advantage, she would make a scholar
she however improves her time at h wme, and has my
assistance.

The poultry business, like every thing else I have
undertaken, has proved a failure ; not that it could
not be made as profitable as keeping cows, for T have
done enough at it to know that it cou Id, if a person
could take advantage of the times in gctting in
food for them wlwn it could be got at the Iu\x est
price, and in marketing their own eggs and chick-
ens 5 but when manacled it is hard to labor Lm(l have

"teH, it is also profitless to labor ot arms ler ngth.
Mema, however, has taken wuch pleasure in 10(»1\111(#
d[t(‘l thg hens, pett ing the chickens, and r:tlmmff
the eggs.  In our hen park, empires and l\lll“(l()lﬂm
have visen and gone to decay ; thrones have been
abdicated and kingdoms usurped ; renowred person-
ages have lived and died or heen guillotined, [)mnm,
Nmm, Alexander the Great, Julius Cg esar, Lady

13
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Jane Grey, Mary Queen of Scots, Queen Elizabeth,
Louis Fourteenth, Maria Antoinette, Napoleon,
Victoria, Prince Albert, and the Prince of Wales,

have all figured here in hen-dom. Our number of
hens is only eight now; it consists of one pair of

white- ﬂmced black ¢ Spanish, that are known by the
nameof Ferdinand and Isabella—grandma’am Rosa
Bramab, the only one left of Hm Michtgan emi-
grants, now five years old, and enjoying a quiet life
and five peasants.

We still keep our noble cow dairy, and are raising

her cow baby, Lily, which is a perfeet fac simile of

its mother. The above mentioned, and Toxy John-
ny, (our red cat,) are all that we have the care of,
that brmthe the breath of life.

You would know, it I said no move, that poverty
is still gaping upon us; but you know that T am
bound to tell the whole story—just how life goes
with me. My nephew is still in poor health, but is
doing what his health will permit, at teaching : among
the Indians up Lake Superior; consequently he thh
no money for me. On account of the rainy season
last year, I had nothing to speak of raised on my lot
excepting hay for my cow. I have had to buy po-
tatoes. I committed the sin of trafficking again in
ardent spirits, in the shape of a little currant wine,
that [ made from currants picked from my own
bushes. But when fall came, we had not the where-
with to procure our necessities through the cold win-
ter. But HE who feedeth the ravens, hag fed,
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warmed and clothed me and my child ; the reby keep-
ing us from the streets and the county huu% through
‘Lhe kuulnem and benevolence of my much esteemed
Montreal friends. My gratitude to Grod and to them
cannot be measured by a whole catalogue of hig-
sounding words,~—their veward is with them for dy Y-
ing t the tears of the widow, and comforting the
fatherless. T have given my hread freely to cl“ who
have come to partake with me, and I am glad that T
still have something “when somebody comes.”

Notwit lbtd,[l(]lllf" our little home is under a mort-
gage, (which by t h(J way runs out next fall,) we have
tried to improve it all we could with our own hands ;
80 from year to year we have added to our fnit ‘Lnd
shade trees. Last spring we set twenty srall uup!u
trees, and Lh()w that had been set three years, in th
fall yielded fowr apples. This year we were exper
ing a full supply from them, but the deep snows
th(, past winter produced &mch a famine among the
mice that they were driven to subsist on the [)(L['I\ of
trees ; consequently when the snow melted away, we
found that the bavk from the trunks of onr apple
trees had been gnawed off one-half yard up. Tban-
daged them with clotl 18, applying a plastu from tle
cow stable, and now the most of them look as though
they wounld live.

Our shade trees, shrubbery, and climbing vines
are growing finely. We can almost descvibe our
home—(can when the trees and vines growa little
more,) thos—
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s Th a potlage, snsll sand duir,
Ag n cloud in summer i,
Whits 1§ rizas 'mid the lasves,
"i!_'md.l:iuu-uhmbu- c'er iin enven,
Anil the Bonsy-snekle fulls
Pundang, on its dlent walle.”

Mearmna had last year Afty kivde of fowers, which
geve us much plessure and knowladge ; ahe will hove
more this year. I think weshall have u good supply
af pluros, cherries, cnrrante, strawhorries and rasge
barrvies, e of onr pench trees sELL survives, and
olr pear trees, quinee trees, and grape vines sve
thriving,

I rejoice in the retarn of green fiolds and wonds,
and the buds and flowers of epring, and enn, with
the little birds,

Pragan Codd, from whom all blessings flow,"”

My prayer to Henvan is, that I may prafit by past
experiences, and have groce to Jesr all the remaining
reverses that may comein my pathway. Tt more
tramspine of note,—ADED,





