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THE VUErepeated the old man—a bloody pirate !”

“He ia only joking,” whispered Ben. 
Whereupon Mehitable answered: “I trust 
in you, Lind sir, to protect me ; I am not 
afraid with you.” Bewitching creature 1 
thought Ben as he gazed upon her. “Thou 
art more like a lily than ever.”

The man-of-war after a brief inspec
tion, allowed them to proceed. Up, up 
the broadening Sound they sailed; fresher 
and fresher blew the breeze and higher 
rolled the waves. “The wind ia howling 
round to the northeast, Ben,” spoke the 
Pilot when they were off Huntington 
Harbor. “It is blowing more in my face 
then when we started.” Ben nodded, 
and did not breathe another word to Me
hitable for five minutes, but anxiously 
scanned the horizon, especially a dark 
spot a little east of north. “Yes we are 
going to have a blow. The foresail is be
ginning to shake; we cannot keep this 
course much longer,” spoke Phebe, whose 
deft hands were still guiding the schooner 
and who knew the signs of the sky. “Be 
not alarmed,” said Ben to Mehitable, who 
was again trembling, and whose visage 
had assumed a deadly pallor. “Stay where 
you are while 1 go and attend to the sails.” 
With this he went away, leaving the 
moaning, agitated maiden with her head 
pillowed on his overcoat ; and never in 
all her life had Mehitable felt so utterly 
forlorn. “Alas ! why did I come aboard 
this hateful vessel ? Oh ! how sick I feel,” 
she said.

Within an hour a long line of angry 
clouds was sweeping down from the north
east. The foresail had been taken in and 
Ben was wishing that he had brought a 
larger crew ; there were only himself and 
two striplings to manage liis schooner, un
less he counted Phebe. He had not gone 
far enough yet to prove her sailing quali
ties ; he did not wish to return home so 
soon. And so, under jib, flying jib, and 
mainsail, close-hauled, almost in the very 
teeth of the wind, the Squall kept plough
ing her way up the Sound, 
ward she went until Eaton’s Neck was 
lost in the distance. “O dear Ben ! I am 
dying. Do come to me Ben!” ejaculated 
the unhappy Mehitable as the spray 
dashed over her. But the rising gale, 
which was howling through the rigging, 
carried her words and her lamentations 
far to leeward, and Ben heard them not. 
At this moment he was helping to lower 
the jib, and there was no time to loose ; 
white caps were already breaking in every 
direction ; the Connecticut shore, as well 
as Long Island, were hidden from view ; 
an awful darkness was enveloping them. 
“If I could leave the wheel in your charge 
for a moment,” said Phebe to her father, 
“I might help poor Mehitable, who Is in a 
pitiable condition. But for the bulwark 
which protects her she would be swept 
into the sea.” “Stick to your post and 
let her be,” growled the pilot. “The 
Apple-dumplings won’t capsize ; let the 
gal be I say.” He had scarcely spoken 
when a violent gust struck the schooner 
and well-nigh threw her on her beam- 
ends. The foresail, aa we have said, had 
been lowered, and so by this time were the 
jib and the flying-jib. But the mainsail 
—a brand-new, splendid piece of canvas— 
split in twain with a report which sounded 
like thunder, and ere Mehitable could 
catch hold of anything she was rolling 
across the deck into the lee-scuppers. 
Truth to say, in this emergency 
not even think about the seasick beauty. 
A huge wave had curled over the bow and 
carried him off his feet ; he was clinging 
for dear life to a rope, while Phebe, 
assisted by the pilot, was striving with all 
her might to pull the wheel hard a-star
board, so as to throw the schooner’s head 
into the wind. But although Captain Bub 
knew that it was a critical moment, he 
could not restrain a loud peal of laughter 
—for Phebe had told him what had hap
pened to Mehitable—and even above the 
din of the blast his stentorian îungs were 
heard shouting : “Hoorah, Miss Hunt, for 
the Apple-dumplings Hoorah! hoorah!” 
Then in a few minutes, after the vessel 
had righted herself, he added : “She’s a 
perfect duck on the water—a perfect 
duck! Hoorah, Miss Hunt, for the Apple- 
dumplings! Hoorah !”

“You hard-hearted, hoary-headed old 
sinner! I heard you,” muttered Mehit
able, whose ten lingers were buried deep 
in a coil of tarry rope ; and, imminent 
though her danger seemed to be, she 
breathed dire vengeance on Phebe’s father 
for his cruel, jeering laughter.

In a little while brave Ben contrived to 
set the storm-staysail, after which the 
Squall was put about, and then away she 
went scudding before the tempest at a 
furious rate—the stormy petrels could 
hardly overtake her ; rolling, too, from 
side to side, and you might almost have 
believed that she was going to roll com
pletely over.

Of course the deck was deluged with 
water. Mehitable was soaked from head 
to foot, and her contortions and groans, 
which the pitying Phebe described to him, 
caused the pilot again to split his sides 
with uproarous laughter. “I don’t care 
about living. I wish I were dead. Oh ! 
why did I come aboard dus nasty, horrid 
schooner ?” sighed the half-drowned girl, 
who indeed had some cause for her grim
aces and her despair.

But all things have an end ; in the 
month of May turbulent weather seldom 
lasts many hours, ami by the time the 
schooner get back to Hutchinson’s Creek 
the wind had nearly subsided, the evening 
sun was breaking through the clouds, and 
the fair sufferer stood leaning against the 
bulwark, gazing wistfully in the direc
tion of her native village and breathing 
bitter words against Phebe’s parent. Ben 
was by her side, but he spoke not. What 
could he say ? At length, when they 
dropped anchor and Phebe resigned her 
charge of the wheel, he approached her 
and said : “Phebe I cannot praise you 
enough. You are a most skilful sailor. 
Had you not luffed ns quickly as you did 
when that squall struck us we might all 
have been drowned.” Here the pilot said 
something about apple-dumplings which 
caused Phebe to smile, and Mehitable’s 
name was audibly mentioned. The latter, 
who knew what an ignoble part she had 
played, and who was boiling with anger, 
as well as deeply mortified, took hasty 
strides towards Phebe, then, lifting up her 
right hand, she gave her a stinging slap on 
the face. The astounded Phebe reddened 
but uttered not a syllable ; she merely 
folded her arms and gazed sorrowfully 
Mehitable, who presently turned away and 
hung down her head as if ashamed of what 
she had done.

Mehitable would be prompt and not keep 
him waiting; for he had invited her to take 
a sail up the Sound, end the tide would 
begin to ebb in a quarter of an hour.

Ben greeted Phebe, who of course was 
to form one of the party, with a familiar 

of the hand—nothing more—and 
merely said “Thank you” when she offered 
him a roll of charts, telling him at the 

time that he need not return them.” 
“Poor father can have no further use for
them, ” she said, “and thev may help you 
to win honor and glory. ’ “How is the 
tide ?” shouted the pilot from the door
way. “About high, sir,” answered Ben. 
“Oh ! you are there, are you, Ben ? 
Good ! then let’s be off. Come and get 
me, Phebe. Make haste !” cried the old

Phebe accordingly wrent and brought 
him carefully down to the water’s edge :
then, having seated him in the stem of the 
boat, herself took the oars for she was fond 
of rowing.

“Here she is,” said Phebe presently. 
“Who? Who is coming?” inquired her 
father. “Mehitable Hunt,” answered 
Phebe. “Mehitable! Oh! then may it 
blow great guns,” growled Captain Bob. 
“Any clouds, cnild—any clouds ?” “No 
sir ; the sky is as clear ns a bell.” “Con
found it! I wish it was November and the 
wind howling from the northeast,” he 
added just as Mbs Hunt stopped and be
gan looking at them with an expression of 
despair. “Why, how shall I ever get to 
where you are* Captain Barry ?” she ex
claimed. “Can’t you bring me a plank ? 
Can’t you make me a little bridge ? And, 
U my ! there goes a horrid snake,” point
ing to an eel wriggling through the mud. 
“Ay, and it is a rattlesnake. Run! run!” 
cried the pilot. “Dear father, do not 
scare her,” said Phebe.

In another moment Ben was at Muhit- 
able’s side ; then lifting her in his arms— 
to her unbounded delight—he carried her 
into the scow with as much ease as if she 
had been a feather. “Does she know how 
to row ? Won’t Phebe upset us ?” whis
pered Mehitable. “Well, I know how to 
swim,” replied Ben as he dropped her ten
derly in the bow.

than both of you together,” put in Cap
tain Bob.

Thus
across the

“Well, if that were to happen I could 
take you aboard the Squall,” put in Ben 
laughing.

“Ay, and teach mu how to fire a can
non,” said Phebe. “You’d make a first- 
rate gunner,” said Ben. “Well, you can
not think how glad I am that you arc 
going to command a privateer,”
Phebe. “And when we shall have 
achieved our independence it will not be 
said that you sta> ed in East Chester doing 
nothing while others were lighting.”

“Hush ! hush! not so loud,” said Ben in 
a low hurried voice. He had scarcely 
spoken when Nat Hunt and his daughter 
made their appearance.

“Why, are you here?” exclaimed Mehit
able, feigning surprise. She knew’ well 
enough that Ben was here. “And your 
beautiful schooner—where is she?”

“At the mouth of the creek,” answered 
Ben, advancing and pressing her hand. 
‘•Oh ! what a beauty she is,” added Mehit
able.
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Of American Divorce and Its Root.plea: autly chatting, they stepped 
ic Brook and in a little wliile 

found themselves once more in view of the 
creek, hut a point where it was broader 
and deeper.

“Oh! would that I could see,” exclaimed 
the pilot. “But you must let me feel 
her ; do bring me close ! And there is 
quite a crowd there ; is there not ? 1 hear 

voices.”

Chicago Living Church (Anglloanj. 
Attention is being drawn to the alarm

ing laxity of public opinion, and to the 
laws in reference to divorce. It is also re
garded as especially significant, that the 
evil is so prominent in New England— 
that portion of the country once regarded 
as being, before all the rest, pre-eminent 
for the rigor of its religion, and the ex
actness of its virtue. A writer of high 
standing—and himself a New Englander 
—in treating of the subject, shows that 
the state of things is such, that it even 
amounts to a practical reproduction of 
Mormon polygamy. There w’ould seem 
to be grounds on which he might have 
gone further, and pronounced it even 
w’orse than legalized polygamy. Certain
ly, when it comes to this, that the choice 
is between three, five or seven wives, 
taken and kept,with some sort of fixed re
lation and support ; and a similar number 
takeu one at a time, kept while passion or 
convenience may last, and then, under a 
mere form of law, discarded, turned adrift, 
to be nowhere—neither maid, wife, nor 
widow, or to repeat the process of wed
lock and divorce with the added element 
of adultery ; the choice—bad as the alter
native is—must be with the former. If 
one may have doubts as to the compara
tive bestializing influence of the two, he 
must admit that there is something more 
impious in legalized adultery, than in le
galized concubinage. The one is the vice 
of civilization, the other of barbarism. 
But the vices of barbarism are only brutal ; 
those of civilization arc devilish.

Our object, however, was nut to insti
tute acompaiison between Mormon Poly
gamy and New England Multiplicity of 
wives through latitude of divorce. We 
wish rather to call attention to what seems 
to us to be the real root of the latter evil, 
as opposed to some of the alleged causes. 
For example, we find recently put prom
inently among the latter, the influence of 
John Milton and his theory of divorce, 
upon the New’ England mind. Now, 
there is no doubt that the present licenti
ous system of divorce would be a natural 
and necessary outcome of any such teach
ing, if it were prevalent. But it may be 
doubted whetner Milton’s writings have 
had any such wide-spread hold upon the 
people of New England, as to produce 
any such result. His prose works, among 
which his fulminations on the subject 
divorce appear, have been more complete 
ly unknown to the mass of readers, than 
those of any other writer of like celebrity. 
How many of even the literary few hav 
ever seen one of that precious trio : “The 
Doctrine and Discipline of Divorce ;” 
“The Judgment of Martin Bucer concern
ing Divorce;” and “Tetrachordon, or Ex
positions upon the four chieffplaces in 
Scripture which treat of marriage ?” It 

to us, simply absurd to attribute 
the moral corruption of New England in 
this direction, to John Milton and his 
writings.

It is not, however, our object to excuse 
that arch Dissenter, but to call attention 
to the deeper and truer source of the evil 
deplored. That is to be found in Protes
tant Dissent itself. That was a revolt 
against the ancient authority of the 
Church, which had always been, and stiff 
is, the strongest bulwark of marriage and 
the family institution, against the inroads 
of sensuality. That foisted upon Chria- 

pant individualism, as par- 
11 Catholic subordination,
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In vain for mo the elm tree arches 
IIm plumes In many a feathery spray;

In vain the evening's starry marches 
And sunlit day.

In vain your beauty, summer flowers:
Ye cannot greet these cordial eyes;

They gaze on other llelds than ours—
On other skies.
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1 live, O lost one! for the living 
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And wait until with glad thanksgiving 
I shall he free.

For life to me Is as a station 
Wherein apart a traveller stands—

One absent long from home and nation,
In other lauds.

u turns tcmany
Well might the old man now lament the 

loss of hia vision, fer he w’ould have be
held an interesting scene. About two 
acres of wood had been cleared away, and 
in the clearing a hundred people or more 
were assembled in groups, while all were 
looking at a schooner which was resting 
on the stocka and tricked out from bow 
to stern with branches of evergreens and 
cedars.

Phebe led her father close to the pretty 
craft, so that he might run hia hands
along her hull, which he did with care “And the first cargo of codfish he brings 
and muttering all the while to himself, home from the Banks he hopes that you 
Then she conducted him up a gangway to will dispose of for him,” said Phebe,address- 
thc deck, which he paced twice, saying at ing the storekeeper; whereupon Mehit- 
lest : “Ben, my boy, you have given her a able shifted her position so as to place her- 
good deal of sheer ; she will ride like a self exactly between Ben and Phebe. 
duck on the water.” By this time a Then, in a slow and measured way, she 
dozen youths and maidens—invited said : “Captain Ben, why did you give 
to the deck by Ben—were standing around your vessel such n horrid name? The 
him, whispering and speaking his praise. Squall is a perfectly horrid name.” “Soit 
Presently Ben’s eyes rested on one of is,” growled the pilot ; “do change it and 
them—a tall, Gender girl with lily-white | call her the Apple-dumpling»—eh, Mias 
complexion, save a spot like a rusebul Hunt?” “A good idea. Why did 1 not 
glowing on either cheek, which suddenly think of it this morning?” observed Phebe 
expanded and bloomed into a beautiful calmly. “It matters little what a fishing 
rose when she saw him looking at her. or trading vessel is called : she is to be 

“Why, Mehitable, I am glad to see yuu. employed in earning filthy lucre. Were 
I scarcely hoped to meet you here to-day,” she ahold, dashing man-of-war it would 
said Ben. be different. Therefore let her name be

“I came back from my visit to Mamaro- changed to Apple-dumplings.” It was 
neck early this morning ; I journeyed Ly difficult to describe Mehitable’s expression 
starlight on purpose to be present at the at this moment as she turned her graceful 
launen,” answered the daughter of Nat head and stared at Phebe ; any other girl 
Hunt, the Tory. “’Tis well that you did hut the pilot’s daughter would have 
not return last evening,” said Ben. quailed beneath her haughty gaze. “Well,

“Ay, or 1 might have been frightened to xvliat name would you Lave me give my 
death by those thievish Skinners who at- schooner ?” inquired Ben in a semi-whis- 
tacked my father’s store,” said Mehitable, per. “Don’t ask me; I care not now what 
speaking as if she cared not who heard you call her,” replied Mehitable angrily, 
her—and there were sympathizers with With this she quitted Ben’s side and 
the Skinners present a» well as Tories, went and stood near her father. “Tut, 
Then in a milder tone she added : “Pray tut ! Be not vexed about a trifle,” spoke 
who is going to baptize your schooner, the latter. “And if Captain Ben will 
Captain Ben ?” “Captain Bob’s daugh- bring his codfish to my store I guarantee 
ter,’’answeredBen, half turning to Phebe, to sell them fur a good price—that is,pro- 
whose open, artless countenance betrayed vided the rascally Skinners leave me un- 
not the least jealousy of the other. She molested.” “They are no worse than the 
knew that Mehitable was the belle of the Cowboys, who plunder honest folk in the 
township, and that she herself was homely ; name of King George,” remarked Phebe. 
it was therefore quite natural for Ben to “Humph! I guess you are about right,” 

Mehitable. answered Hunt. “One side is as bad as
the other. Why, I am told that at the 
tavern called the Old Stone Jug, on the 
Boston Post-Road, the Skinners and Cow
boys sometimes meet at night and ami
cably divide spoils ; and between the two 
poor Westchester County4is fast going to 
the dogs.”

Then, glancing at his daughter, he ad
ded : “Why child, we have not been here 
five minutes yet. Why do you wish to 
return home ?” “Let us go,” said Mehit
able.
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In yonder field are children playing,
And there—oh! vision of delight!—

I sec the child and mother straying 
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Thou, then, the longing heart that bleakest, 
Stealing the treasures one by one.

I’ll call Thee blessed when Thou makest 
The parted—one.

I

From the Catholic World.
On and on-THE PILOT’S DAUGHTER.

At the head of a long, winding creek 
which opens into a broader one called 
Hutchinson’s Creek there stood during the 
Revolution a plain log-cabin inhabited by 
Robert Reed, better known in the town
ship of East Chester as Captain Bob. Even 
to day this is a secluded spot. But a cen
tury ago the primeval forest came almost 
to the water’s edge and formed a semi
circle round about it ; on some of the 
trees marks of Indian tomahawks were 
still visible, and it was difficult to believe 
that the city of New York was only fifteen 
miles away.

But Captain Bob, who had spent his 
best years piloting vessels up and down 
the Sound, was now old and blind ; he 
cared nut how retired his home was, pro
vided only his dear Phebe was near him.
And Phebe loved him as tenderly as 
ever a daughter loved her father.
There were prettier girls than she in East 
Chester. Her complexion was bronzed by 
exposure to the sun, her hands were not 
so soft and delicate as they might have 
been, while her nose was decidedly tip- 
tilted towards the sky. But her eyes, 
which were the color of the deep blue 
sea, were the brightest and merriest eyes 
you had ever looked into, and her healthy 
well-developed figure made her a worthy 
offspring of the tough old pilot.

“This is your birthday, child. To-day 
you are twenty-five,” spoke Captain Bob 
one April morning in 1777, after l’hebe 
had esconced him in a high-backed chair on 
the porch where the early sunbeams 
might fall upon him.

“Yes, twenty-five,” answered Phebe 
cheerfully ; she knew not what it was to 
be otherwise than cheerful.

“Well, child, stay with me as long as 
you can. Plenty of time to settle down— 
plenty of time.” “I will stay with you 
always,” said Phebe. “Why, where could began to move, slowly at first, very slowly,
I he happier than here with you in this then faster and faster, and at length, just 
sweet, sweet home ?” as the keel narted the deep, inflowing

“Ay, close by tide-water,” continued tide, Phebo shivered the bottle of wine 
her father. against her side, crying out as she did so :

“And where I can smell the salt mend- “Squall is the name 1 give thee, beautiful 
owp, which 1 like ten times better than schooner ! May heaven prosper thee in 
Clever fields,” said Phebe, drawing in a every cruise !” Immediately arose a loud 
full breath of bracing air wafted from the huzza, and many hands were clapped, and, 
creek. “But these are gloomy days ; .startled perhaps by the unwonted sight 
have you heard any news ?” inquired the and the cneering, an eagle flew out of a 
)ilot. “Some Skinners rode into the vil- pine-tree on the edge of the wood, and, 
age last week and broke Nan Hunt’s circling three times overhead, screamed a 

windows,” answered Phebe—“for you wild, piercing Godspeed of its own to the 
know’ that he is a Tory—and they might American privateer.
have plundered his store lmd not a band This evening, a little after sundown, 
of Cowboys appeared and driven them Ben was seated on the porch of Captain 
off,” * Bob’s house, sipping a glass of grog which

Phebe had made for him ; she would 
rather have given him tea but tea 
not to be had in East Chester during these 
Revolutionary days. Phebe herself was 
busy trailing a vine of morning-glories 
about an ancient figurehead of a ship 
placed in front of the door, and which her 
father had found floating in Hell Gate 
many years gone by. It represented Nep
tune, and, despite its age and weather
beaten aspect, it formed not an unseemly 
ornament to his humble home. “Verily, 

never know what will become of our 
bones,” observed the pilot, whose sightless 
eyes were turned towards the figurehead. 
“The ship to which that once belonged 
was built far away in ‘Bilbo.’ ” “And 
the Spanish skipper had not you for pilot 
or he would not have wrecked his bark 

the Hog’s Back,” observed Phebe. 
“Alas ! let us not talk of those days,” 
sighed her father. “I am good for noth- 

1 shall never steer another

And now’ off thev went, the pilot 
tering something about a storm brewing. 
“And if anything happens, Phebe,” he 
said, “save your precious self, child; don’t 
mind me.” At these ominous words 
Mehitable, for whose eyes they 
tended, nestled closer to Ben’s side, who 
presently stole one of her pretty hands, 
and, after feasting his eves on it a mo
ment, looked at Phebe’s brown strong 
hand. What a contrast between them ! 
How helpful the one, how puny the other! 
0 perverse, passion-blinded youth? How 
canst thou hesitate for a moment which 
hand to choose ? Ben had known the 
pilot’s daughter ever since she was five 
years old—a romping, barefooted, chubby- 
faced creature, as fond of wading in the 
w’ater as a snipe. In the first years of her 
teens Phebe had let him tatoo an anchor on 
her arm, wincing a little when the needle 
pierced the flesh, then kissiug him and say
ing, “It didn’t hurt much, Ben.” Since 
that now seemingly far-off day his lips 
had never once met hers—not once ; more 
like brother and sister they had grown 
towards each other. On one occasion he 
had told her that she would make a fine 
sailor-boy, whereupon Phebe had said : 
“And 1 would like to sail with you all 
round the world.” These words her father 
had overheard, and we cannot wonder 
that, loath as he would have been to have 
parted with Phebe, Ben was the man who, 
he hoped, might one day win her heart. 
And now to have him snowing attention 
to the daughter of a sneaking Tory was 
indeed enough to make him call Ben a 
booby. Yet it must be owned that in the 
matter of wiving nil men are like Ben 
Barry. But if the latter thought Mehit
able’s hand much pleasanter to hold and 
to fondle than Phebe’s hand, her tiny foot 
charmed him even more.
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gaze wistfully at
“Methinks ’tis a bottle of gooseberry 

wine she intends to break over.the bow,” 
continued the latter with an ill-concealed 
sneer. “My father would have furnished 
something Letter for the occasion.” “By 
thunder and lightning ! knock away the 
blocks and let her glide into the water,” 
growled the old pilot, who was boiling 
with anger and would have given Mehit
able a piece of his mind, only thit he was 
afraid it might injure his friend Barry, 
who was supposed to be neutral in his 
feelings and had given out that his vessel 
was to be used for catching codfish.

Obedient to her parent’s emphatically 
expressed wish, Phebe now tucked up her 
right sleeve, and as the arm became ex
posed to view you were struck by its 
whiteness as compared with her sunburnt 
hand ; it was as white as Mehitable’s arm, 
except for a big bluish spot on the inner 
side, where was distinctly marked the fig
ure of an anchor. Mehitable smiled scorn
fully when she perceived it, and whispered 
something to Ben, who made no response, 
hut advanced with Phebe and her father 
to the extreme end of the bow. “All 
ready ?” he cried out presently.

“Ay, ay, sir,” came the quick response 
from below. In another moment the hull

;
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Here Ben gave an entreating look. But 
in vain; the artful beauty pouted and shook 
her head. She was anxious to prove to 
Phebe how much influence she wielded 
over him, audit would not do to yield too 
readily to his entreaties. So she repeated :
“Let us go home, father; let us go home.”
“No, no ; you shall not leave us so soon,” 
exclaimed Ben, catching her snowy wrist.
Then he breathed a few words in her ear.

“Well, well, since you hold me a pris
oner what can I do ? I must stay,” con
tinued Mehitable, her ire suddenly subsid
ing and lifting her eyes to Ben with an 
arch expression which went straight where 
she meant it to go—to his susceptible 
heart. ‘Wes, remain and let us be friends,” 
spoke the generous Phebe. “I wish I h;vl 
a dish of tea to ofi'er you.” Without 
deigning to answer this kindly speech Me
hitable let Ben lead her to a chair some- creek-mud,” spoke Mehitable presently, 
what apart from where the others were “Gun’t you scrape it off ? ’Twill spoil my 
sitting, and there for a good half-hour, new shoes.” “With pleasure,” answered 
and until darkness concealed the broad Ben, and, forthwith picking up a clam- 
meadows and winding creek, they chatted shell from the bottom of the boat, he went 
pleasantly together in undertones.” .about his task so agreeably to Mehitable

“Ben, you are no better than a booby that when he got through she wished that 
to let that girl twiat you round her finger, she could plunge her feet again in the 
said the pilot after Nat Hunt and his mud. “But you are handy at everything 
daughter had taken their departure. At you do, Captain Ben—at everything,” she 
this Phebe jerked her father’s sleeve as a said. “And I hope that you will catch 
sign for him to hold hia tongue. But he lots of Jcodfish—more than any other 
was not to be quieted, and presently he skipper.” Njta spark of jealousy entered 
went on : “You surely would not make Phebe’e breast when she heard them thus 
love to such a saucy ‘critter,’ would you ? cooing together. Her blind parent drew 
Although I mn blind I can tell that she is to himself all her affection ; him she all 
a perfect she-devil.” but adored. Ben was merely a good

“O father !” whispered Phebe pleadingly friend whom she had known as far back 
and jerking hia sleeve harder. “Well, as her memory ran. “And I am not good- 
child, 1 will believe your word, for it is looking,” thought Phebe as she made the 
better than gold,” continued the pilot ; boat skim along the water. “Ben will 
“so tell me what this Mehitable Hunt is choose a handsome girl for his wife. I 
like.” “She is the handsomest girl be- will never leave dear father.” 
tween here and the Harlem River,” re- When they reached the schooner, which 
plied Phebe. “Well would you have the was anchored near the island now called 
brave, honest, patriotic Ben Barry spark Goose Island, Phebe clambered aboard 
the daughter of the blackest Tory in the with the agility of a sailor ; then having 
township, no matter how bonny she shown her father where to place his 
might be?” continued the old man thump- hands, the latter followed her example 
ing his cane on the ground. “Well, if lie and was presently standing beside her at 
loves her, and she loves him, he may turn the helm.
her into a patriot; who knows,” answered But Mehitable got to the deck with dif- 
Phebe. Then, after a pause, she added : ficulty. Thrice did her wrists slip through 
“But because Captain Ben has been un- lien’s fingers—one might almost fancy 
common civil to Mehitable does not sig- that she did it on purpose—while poor 
nily that he is sparking, does it?” “Well, Ben looked puzzled and knew not what 
well, all sailors are alike,” concluded the to say when she giggled and tossed her 
pilot. “Afloat they know what they are curls in his eyes. At length, concluding 
about, but ashore they are boobies.” Here that she had had fun enough with him, 
Phebe turned to Ben, and, although she and hearing what sounded very like an 
spoke not, she seemed to say : “Heed not oath coming from the direction of the 
my father’s words.” But the young man wheel, Mehitable uttered a shriek, then 
was bound to the latter by too firm a rolled on deck. In less than ten minutes, 
friendship to grow nettled by anything he with a spanking
might say now that lie was sightless and west, the Squall was speeding towards the 
worried by rheumatism : and presently Sound.
taking his arm, they went into the house Mehitable had never been in so large a 
together. craft before, and as there was no unpleas-

A fortnight after the launch the Squall ant motion just then she was beside hcr- 
was ready fur a trial cruise. It was a bright self with delight. Past Locust Point they 
and breezy ‘morning, and when Phebe rose flew—in those days really covered with 
from her couch and discovered the beautiful locust-lrccs ; Throg’s Neck, 
schooner’s taking .uasts towering high City Island, and the Chimney-Sweeps 
above the sedge-grass she clapped her i were soon left astern, and it was nut 
hands fur joy. /'Verily,” she exclaimed, I until they came abreast of what is known 
Bun is smart ; he lias worked like a beaver, as Execution Rock that anything exciting 
Right here in the forest, surrounded by occurred. Here Mehitable gave a little 
spies and enemies, he has built his pri va- scream when she heard a cannon boom, 
leer, and yonder she is, all tautly rigged but ceased to tremble the moment Ben 
and nothing wanting to make her perfect assured her that there was no danger, 
but her guns.” Then, bursting into a “Only a British frigate that wishes to know 
laugh, Phebe added: “And they think the who we are and wnither bound,” he said 
Squall is made to catch codfish—ha ! ha ! soothingly stroking her arm. “It’s a liir- 
ha !” ate! We are lost!” exclaimed Phebe’s

father. “Hush !” said Phebe, who was 
steering—“hush! or you’ll frighten Mehit
able into a fit.” “0 Lord ! It’s a pirate,”
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tendom a ram 
amount to a 
than which there has been no more pro
lific mother of heresies, schisms, and social 
as well us religious, abominations; this 
last free and easy divorce, being nothing 
hut the application of the supreme will of 
the individual to the determination of his 
marital relations and duties. That also 
set up, in place of the Voice of God in 
11 is Church as the exponent of Holy Scrip
ture, the voice of each and every man— 
learned and unlearned, wise or foolish, 
saint or veritable knave—as endowed with 
the “right of private judgment,” the very 
right which now pronounces marriage to 
be a mere civil contract; the domestic re
lation to be a mere partnership concern ; 
divorce, a mere matter of State law, or 
legal craft, or lustful cunning; and re-ad
justment of the sexual relations, according 
to the more agreeable “private judgment” 
of one or both of the individual parties.

Nor is this a strained assumption ; for, 
if “Private Judgment,” which is only in
dividual preference or self-will, may deter
mine what is the necessary tiuth of Holy 
Scripture concerning salvation—which in
volves both temporal and eternal interests 
—why may it not much more exercise 
that liberty in relation to its teachings 
concerning marriage, which exists only 
for time. If a man may judge anything 
to be a Church, which he chooses; any
thing to be Scripture, which he fancies to 
be reasonable; anything to be worship, 
which gratifies his greed for excitement; 
why may he not judge anything to be 
marriage, which he chooses; anything to 
be proper rule for divorce, which suits his 
preference or his passion; and anything to 
be due reverence for the purity of the do
mestic relation, which, under the subter
fuges of a divorce law, escapes the brand 
of common prostitution and of , Mormon 
Polygamy ?

We are aware, that, in pointing out 
this Independency, Individualism, and 
Private Judgment, as being the cause of 
the evil deplored, we are practically im
peaching the prevailing religious systems 
about us. It is not pleasant to do that ; 
the more especially as they are intrenched 
in the national traditions, the popular pre
judices, and the native pride of man’s 
heart. But we must do it, others must 
do it ; it must come to be done generally 
before Christian men will, by striking the 
true causes of the evil, do anything effec
tive towards its correction. Ami that 
this time may come in season to save the 
commonwealth, it behooves Churchmen 
themselves, to cast out from among them
selves, all this self-sufficient and self- 
willed Congregationalism and individual
ism: and to retain the right-minded, Ca
tholic subordination to thq, authority of 
the Church, and to her law of righteous
ness in lloly Scripture.
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“Well, the war lias lasted now two 

years. It is two whole years since the 
tight at Lexington. The Lord knows 
when it will end,” sighed Captain Bob 
shaking his head.

“It will end when you have won your 
independence—not before,” said Phebe. 
“Right ! right !” exclaimed a voice at the 
comer of the house, and in another 
momdht » «tout, strongly-built young 

appr05ched with quick, agile step, 
,9 barely itn inch taller than Phebe, 

black and curly, lie had

was

It
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man 
Ho was 
his hair was 
rings in his ears 
seme color aa her own.

“Good morning,Ben Barry; good
ing ” uuotli the pilot stretching forth his 
hal’d “Good morning,” said Ben. Then 
turning to Phebe he added : “I am a little 
late hut all is ready. Will you christen 
her !” To he sure I will ; ami there 
could nut he a finer day fur the cere
mony,” replied Thebe. “Well, the hoys 
"have worked like heavers ; they must he 
smart mechanics. Have you let any of 
them into the secret 1” inquired her 
father. “1 have told only three of the 
most trusty ones,” said Ben. “Well, are 

really ready ?"said Phebe ; fur if 
I will fetch a bottle of gooseberry 
g,» “Yus, all ia ready,” answered 

few minutes later the girl took

B
ear-

nnd his eyes were the
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ship.”

“Well, when peace returns I can take 
your place and earn something, so cheer 
up,” said Phebe. Then, perceiving him 
smile, “But I am in earnest,” she con
tinued. “Why, during the post winter I 
have studied nil your charts and sound
ings, and 1 know the reefs and channels 
between New York anil Sand’s Point 
almost as well as—as—”

“As myself, eh ?” interrupted her 
father.

“Well, no, I don’t mean to say that. 
But I am quite capable of guiding 

h the dangerous places.
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her father’# hand, and carrying under her 
aim the bottle of homemade wine, they 
sallied forth to the christening.

Turning to the light, they entered a 
path which led them across a little gar
den, tln-n into a shadowy maze of oaks 
and hickory trees, the haunt of menons
and partridges, and alter proceeding a lung 
distance came to a babbling trout stream, 
which still retains its old name uf Battle- 
snake Brook, albeit rattlesnakes have long 
disappeared from Westchester County. 
“Do you remember this spot !” said Ben, 
glancing at Phebe. “Indeed 1 do,” she 
said. “
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know that 1 have been with you a score of 
limes when you were acting ns pilot, ami 
1 have sham eyes and a good memoiy.”

“Well, child, 1 guess that this small 
patch of ground, if properly cultivated, 
will keep you and me from want ; you 
need not do such work ns that,” said the 
pilot. “But l love the water, pursued 
Phebe. “And even now it might he 
better if we were alloat instead of ashore. 
Who knows what night the Coyboya may 
not pay us a visit and steal our chickens 
and burn our house down ?”

I-
' t!
». ..

{ “Golden Medical Discovery” (Trade
mark registered) is not only a sovereign 
remedy for consumption, but also for con
sumptive night-sweats, bronchitis, coughs, 
spitting of blood, weak lungs, shortness of 
breath, and kindred affections of the throat 
and chest. By druggists.

iX nilthe anchor is just where y 
put’it, and will he thereto my dying day. 
But it hurt a little: your pm went deep. 
“Well 1 have three anchors on each arm, 
said Ben smiling. “And I have one moie

ouAndm Shortly after sunrise Ben made his ap
pearance, rowing up the creek in a scow, 
whistling a merry tune [and hoping that
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ATO BE CONTINUED.1
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