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hold, was left alone with her infant child.
He could not persnade himself to_abandon
her while surrounded with such imminant
donger, and in such trying circumstances.
He immediately altered his purpose, and
taking tho two helpless bowgs that had just
been thrown on his protection, he hastened
mto a chamber, where e concesled them
under a box, at the same time secreting him-
self under o barrel,  Tie hod barely effected
this, when the savages buret into the house,
plundering and destroying-every thing before
them, Thoy entered the chamber in which
he was sceroted—they even seated them-
selves on e box which conccaled a helpless
mother aud her still more helpless wfant.
e could distinetly hear their conversation,
and understanding their Janguage, le was
made fearfully sensible of the perious situa-
tion in which they were ptaced. The least
noigo from the infant, and their destruction
was inevitable. But au unseen hand pro-
- fected them—the child remained quiet
——the savages left the room and le at
1ast heard theisretreating footsteps, as they
zallied forth into the streets, Ho now
breathes frecly again. But a denso smoke
with which the room is filled, gives him the
intimation of the approach of new danger,
and warns him that it is tiwe to leave lus
setreat,  He finds the bed in flames—this e
extinguishes, and, going below, he perceives
that the chairs, tables, and the like, had beeu
piled up in the imddle of the room, and the
whole set onfire. 4 pail of waler bad been
left. This is dashed on the ascending

cs, aud the wholeis extinguished. Al
‘this was hardly the work of a minute—it is
doue, and he returns to his retreat beneath
the barrel.

The village is now in possession of the
savages,—The flames are doing their work
of destruction at a rapid rate,  The groans
of the dying. the shout of victory mingling
with the war-whoop, the report of musketry
and the coash of falling buildings, contrasted
with the stiliness of appronching moring,
are borne in fenrful sounds to those who are
still surrounded by wveal danger. The
savages again return to the house they had
justleft. They set firetorthd pinzza.  There
is now but one alternative,~ The flames dre
useending to the rcof of the ‘house; few
moments delay may be fatal—something
must be done or hie may be consumed by a
wore ruthless enemy than the fve without.
At 4his csisis, e had the prevence of mind
10 abserve that the deose smoke which pro.
ceeded from the burning house, wwasborne by
o fresh brecze towards a neighboring thicket.
Tris suggested to him the meaus of escape,
and {oking the widowed mother and her
hielpless infant, for -whose safety he had
already encduntered su many dangers, undes
caver of the smoke, he rexched the vhicket
vaperctived, aud finally excaped. .

[Bow wouderful are the ways or Pro-

videnee; in deltyering the kelpless, and what
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encouragement inis Nurranve aflords oy
children to trust it God io all times of
danger.]

AN IR1SH HEANRT,

Is the name of Mr, Sargent’s eleventh
Temperance Talo. ‘The extracts which fol-
low are the unpolished eloquence of a
broken-hearted 1rish woman. She stands
before the Gavernor of New York, ptead-
ing for the pardon of her husband, ¢ daar
Thaddy,” who had been sentenced to the
State’s Prison seven years, for the coramis-
sion of a crime while under the influence of
th~ ¢ crathur,” Hear her :—

«An its right to pray that we may na be-
lid into timptation, is it vight to mak laws
which {ills the land wid shebeens, where he
that sills the crathur, may timpt ony poor
baddy to hisruin 2—Whin we comne to this
contree, fro’ the dee we lift Lim’rick till we
ranch’d Montreal, na woman iver had a
moor obliging mon, than Thaddy, He was
iver talking goud nathured wid myself, or
playing wid the childher, or spaking o’ hap-
py we wud beinthe newcontree.  He thrit-
ened na huddy, lie was ceevil and dacent to
all aboord. An it’s just bekasd there was
na o dhirap o’ the crathur to be bad.
Your honor wull forgi’ a poor buddy, but 1
wud ax, an a governor wid all the contree-
vars o’ the law has na as great a ower to
prevint this sart o’ throuble, asa captin 0’ a
marchant ship?  Whoosh ! sir,” continued
Kathleen, forgetting, in her zeal far her
husband and Yor justice, the presence she
wasin, ¢ pit na the cheens round the nick
o’ poor Thaddy, that duar innocent mon
that he is, but upon them what maks and
what sills the maddening erathur, or upon
them, what permits sich prosadings: na
offince ¢ yer honor, vnyhbow. Whia the
dee i3 done, the paor buddy, waary and
darty, and drouthy, rins to the sheben as
aisily as the baby, whin it's hungry, rins
after the brist. An there was no shebeen,
he wad rin hum to the wife aud childher,
and be moor bappy there. Woe be to
them, the book tills us yer honor, by whom
th’ offince hath come. But, zh ye’ll na
regard the prayers and the taars o’ a poor
woman, Ise one friend to whom X can

0.!!
el T ou mean the priest or bishop, X sup-
pose,” said the Governor,

« Na, indaad, yer honor,” said Kath
Ieen ; *tits this blissed book,” taking her
little bible from her bosom, *¢ that taught
mwe moor than tin “years ago where to saak
the bist relaaf for a brakea heart, and the
daarest friend a poor buddy can ha’in a coult
warld.” .

‘The Governor was much interested by the
zeal and honesty of this devoted creature;
and having heard, soon after the trial of

Mashee, some eircumstances of a palltatory » sympathy.,
-} character, he was strongly inclined to merey.

The marks of weariness were evident ov the

{ foatures of Kathlceu and Tor little boy.

"I'he high color upon her intelligent and ho
est face, wasnot the glow of health, but tl
flush of o protracted and painful excitewen
The Governor requested  his daughter wh
came accidently into the rooni, to hrin
some refreshments.  Shesoon returned wit
her mother, and a little brother, whos
curiosity ahe had excited, by her account o
the pretty Iiish woman aud her children,

“Its your leddy, sir 7 said Kathleen,
dropping a courtsey,

Tho Governor noded his head, and gaw
some little account of the poor women’s ex
rand, while she gave little David some of the
refreshment, and partook though sparingly,
herself.

* You had better take something more,"
said the Governor’s lady, ““you have watkd
several miles sinco your breakfast.”

¢ 1’s na breakfast Ise bin ating the dee,
maum,” said Kathleen, ¢ It's hard ating
wid o hivy heart. My own taars it I,
that’s bin mant and drink to me mony a dee,
An ye was i’ the same case yourse?;', doyr
leddy, wid your swaat childher haar degm.
dent upon yourself ajornie for 2 bit o bread,
and your good mon put in prison, for sive:
waary years, it's na o’ ating ye'd be thinking,
moor nor to keep sow! and buddy togither, |
till ye saad him ha’ his leeberty agin, Och ]
sir,” continued Kathleen, turning to the Gar.
etnor, and pressing an argument, which he
sagacity assured her had not been presented 8
entirely in vaio ;—** Is it jist in thesight o'}
God, to spread a shnare at iv'sy corner, and §
whin as 't was na moor nor raasonable to b [
ixpicted,a poor immigraiit or ouy other pox §
buddy falls in’t, to put him in prison fo @
seven yaars? And ye wad jist put the
crathur, that did the il wark, in prison o §
siven yaars, wid them that maksit,and then B
that sillsit, ye’d do a sarvice, and saa a dak
o’ difference onylhow. Ise haar’d aforel B
lift Xreland, that Amiriky was a fm g
country. Its o fraa country, for ayen i ]
dacons o’ the charches, Ise toult, to mak: &
the accursed crathur o’ Sabbadee ; is o fra B
country forsich as the like o’ chey, who pro- §
fess to love the Lard, that wint about doizg §
good, tosill the pistilent poison that it is, 1 §
to win the bit. of bread o’ the little childher,
and drive the poor brokea-héarted motherto 8
digpiration, and laad the misguided hushand A
and father to offind agin the Jaw. Itsa2 [
fruacountry for all this, indead it is. Buj
when the wretched mon, craz’'d wid the cr-
thur, commits an offince, it’s na fran couniry B
for thelike o’ bim, onyhow.” =

The -energy and honeuty of this poor§
supplicant’s manner can scarcely be cor-j§
ceived. The Governor’s lady and daughtcede
were deeply impressed by the native clo-§8
Juence of this untutored Irish womnn, Theitl
tears werealveady telling the secret of thufg

¢ Maybee,”-continued Kathleen, “may!z
ye's think Ise too boult sud plain spakici RS
lndsad. it's ot myself that maans ongg



