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a friendly Oncida Indian. In June she
vag sont to Montrcal, Canada, where

she recovered lci loest child, a boy
seven years old, whon she had not seen
since the day after the massacre of
Cherry Valley. Hec bad boen with a
branch of thc Mohawk tri be and had for-
gotten his imother tongue, thougi he
reminbured his nother, whom in the
joy of secing lier lie addressed in the
Indian language. In the fiall she and
lier children reached Albany, escorted
into that city by a (etaclimnct of troops
under the commaind of Colonel Ethan
Allen. lere Colh Campbell awaited
thelir arrival, and the trials of a two
years' captivity were almiost forgotten
in the joy of restoration. They re-
mained there ntil pence was proclaimed,
and the British driven out of lhe
country, when [hey returned te Cherry
Valley and literally began the world
anow. Their land liad gone to vaste,
and was eovered Nvith underbrush; all
besides was destroyed, and with no
shelter save a small log cabin, hastily
p ut up, they felt for a time that their
lot had been a liard one. But the con-
sciousness of liaving performed their
duty as patriots sustaincd them under
misfortune. By the close of the follow-
ing Summer a more confortable log-
house was erceteci on lhe ruins of their
former residence, and [he farîn began te
assume the aspect of cultivation. It
was in this house thatGeneral Washing-
ton was rcecived and entertained on his
visit to Cherry Valley, accompanied by
Goneral George Clinton and other dis-
tinguislied ofheers. It was on this
occasion that Mrs Campbell prescnted
her sons te Washington, and told him
she vould train thei up to the Cervice
of thoir country, should that conotry
over nced their service.

Onco settlcd on the old hiomestead,
Mrs. Campbell's trials and sufferinîgs
were atan end, and she was eniinently
blessed in all things temporal, being per-
muittedi ini oldi age to sec around hier a large
and prosperous family. Her oldest son
was. tho lion. Will1im Cam pbell, Su.rvey-
or Genoral ofNew Yorlç. ler second son
James S. Campbell, wvas for many years
a magistrate, and one of the Judges of
the Court of Coinînon Plea,' in OtIego,
whilst the youngest son, Robert Camp-
boll of Cooperstown, ail abe and ci-

inent lawycr, cnjoyed in a -hgh degrea
the confidence of the people of that
county. Col. Campbell after an active
life, died in 1824, at the agc of cighty-
six. His wife lived in tl enjoymenit
of lcalth, to the age of ninety-tlhrce,
and died in 18 3 6-tie last survivor of
the Rcvolutionary women in the region
of the hcadquarters of the Susquehanna.

Reader this is but a brief episode in
the history of an Irish beroine, one of
[le pioncer mothers of ic West. It is
culled from Americaîn history, and is
truc in every particular. There are
nany sucli. lu the local histories of
the thirteen States scores of Irish naines
appeai previos to the war of Incepen-
douce; naines whichi, in after days, shed
honor upon two lands, the land of their
birth and the land of their adoption-
Ircland and America.

WuiT WoULD You HAVE?-Would
you have wealth ? Go to work thon like
a man and get it; go to work bravely
and you will succed. Would you have
fime ? Go te work and Win it. With a
stout heart and untiring porseoerane,
you cannot fail to Win the prize. Don't
say "I1 can't ;" if you. dIo you will certain-
Iy fail. Rilember that truc courage
never stops to talk with fear. Would
yon bo wise? Begin to-day and get vis-
dom. Don't put it off till to-muorrow; it
nover bas existed and niever vill exist;
it is but a phantom, an imaginary pleas-
ure that will still bea day ahead of you
if you follow it till you die; if yon would
be truly great, learn to be truly good;
and if you vould be truily good, beg
now. Remoeimber that time is,oux master
if we slep, our servant if awake aad at
our post ithful, and true. If thou bast
aught to do, if thou woldst win thyself
a name, be greut, or gdod, or vise, or
powerful-Jhcn seize the golden mo
monts as they pass. The living moments
of to-day are thine, nor thou. nor angels
know what lies beyond.

An elevated genius, omployed in little
things appears(to use the simile ofLon-
ginus,) like the suan in his evenino decli-
nation lie remits his splendoui, lut r-
tains hbis inagnitude.; and pleases more,
though lihe dazzlesl oss.


