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““ZHE BURIAL OF BARBER. _

Y JOEN GREENLEAY? WTITTIER. *

Biar bim, somrudes, o b grave;
Fover ever ane more Lrave,

Siall he praivie grassas wesp,
hb“,‘(h“‘l.
“.m.mh--hnr room,

What we sow in tears, shall resp.

Boar him up the ey Lill,

With the Knnsas frazen atifl
As ha nobile baam, below,

And the land he comes o tll,

With 8 freeman’s thews snd will,
And his poor Lut roofed with saew!

Ous mere Took of that dead face,
Of his mavderer’s ghastly trase!
Ous mom ki, ch, widowsd onel
Lay yost lsft bands on his brow,
Lify your right hasds op, snd vow
That bis work shall yut be done.

Patiense, Frisnds! The eye of Ged,
Every path by Murder twed,
Watches, lidlass, day and night;
Asd the dend man in his shrond,
And his widew weeping lond,
And our hearts are in His sight.

Every duailly throat that swells

With the rour of gambling hejlv—
Every beutal jost and frer—

Berry wicked thought and plea

Of the ersel hesrt of man,
Though but whispersd, He cnn hear!

Yeo in suffering, they in crime,
Wait the just award of crime,
With the vengennce that iy due;
et in wain a heart shall break,
Not & teer for freedem’s sake,
Fall snbesded: God ia tros.

While the flag with stars bedecked,
Threatsss whers 11 should protaet,

And the Law shakes Lands with Ceime,
What is loft va bat 1o wuit,
March vour patience o yoor fats,

And abide the better fime?

Poliance, friends’ The homan hewnt
Ererrwhars ahall take your pafr,
Everywhers for you shall pray;
On vour sids sre Natures lawe,
And God's life in in the exnee
Thas you suffer for to-day.

Well, te sulfer is divine;
Peoe the wateh-ward down the lne:
Pasa the countersign, “Ensuns.”
Not to bim whe rashly dares,
Bat 1o him whe nobly bes s,
n the victor's gariand sure.

Frozen sarth to fragen lrease,
Lay our alsin one dewn Lo rest;
La: bim down in hope und faith,
Asd above the broken sod,
Onee agnin to Freedom™s God,
Fle ige yoorselves for life und death —

Thet the Siate whesa wall yu lay,
In your blood and tears, to-day,
Ehall be free from bonds of shame,
And your goadly lnnd unreod
By the feet of Mlavery, shod
With & carting a2 with Same!

Plant the Rockeve on bis grave,
Vor the hanter of the share
In ius shudow cumnot rest;
And let mariyr-moand and tree,
Ba yonr pledge sad guaraaiy
Of the freedom of the Wemnt!

Seleet Tale,

e ——ll.

desp eyes of the
shyly st us from beneath the
Ue of Winter—when the blue violets stole
thair first tint from the blner sky above ;| .
of sunny May, and the|,.
folden bearted butter enp{ Er:t jeweled
the slender blades of grass ; and
thorn grew white with it blossoms ;
When we roamed the woods the whole of
that long, warm, loveable June boliday.
Weaving garlands and listening tp ¢
birds in thst dark, mis-
3::".‘""““‘1 oaken forest. There wax
o years agone that prayed—*‘Lord
keep wy memory grove."” st the ¢ling
ing teadrils of our hearts go ever back

when the cowsli

concert of

BEN BOLT AND SWEEI' ALICE.

————

BY AMANDA M. DOUGLASS.

“0h, dan’t you remamber sweet Alioe, Bon Bolt)

Bweet Alice, whose hair wai so brown—

Whe wept with delight when yoo gave ber g smile,

Anil trembiled with fear az your frowa?

In the sl ebureh.yard in the valley, Bou Boly,

an corner aliscure and slonty »
Thay bave fitted & slsb of the grasits so gray,
And ywest Alios Lies under the stone.™

[(Tmoxas Draw Exetsas.

Doa't you remember ?

10 this prayer.

Bat green and freah asthe poet’s pray-
had the heart of Ben 'Bolt been kept
~from his early boyhood to the hour he
:n:{“h:, old friend, and listened to the
-gons days. Not ‘throogh a

Slaw, darkly ™ ?ia he 5
tcenea of the past, but it was the going
of the boy-heart to other hearts of

There
bonse
that

downward 1o their booksand ol
ithont, and
e though -Lh

<hildish
tried to find words for its mourn-

Are those
thres magic words —a key wherewith we
may unlock the flood gates of the hesrt,
and send the sweet waters of the
over the plsins and dewn the
fsir land, known in our hearteexperience
o= bﬂgn_n_o! Evenso. Thererise be

fore us visions of « time when the bright,
young Spring gased
ermined man

hills o_lp: hooss materially. “Buch 105:1,, 1

review those

was the little old red school | with enthusissm, a8 .
. with its dusty windows, and desk |ling bine waters, and the brave ships that
had been nicked many a time trying | bressted them so gallsatly. . . .,
P8 kuives ; fis tall, stern-lnoking teach. : :
®". whoss heary voice cansed the younger | Shirely, » whole sonled being
%0 1o tremisle ; its rows of boys and |as ever s _
Birk, with thewr heads bemt sttentively |der his protection the next five years.—
stss. The | There were exclamations of su sad | m¢

ild Winter wind sang and whistled [sorrow from the children; old hamnts|
v <hildish | were visitad a8l revisited ; ihay satdowd

in the shade of ‘the old syoamors, sid

fal notes, they wers too young sad happy

to know that it carried desofation snd

Wéart-ache ia its wail ; yot did they learn

it in dfter days.

Then thers camie u fow light, ronnd
snow-balls, ao'ting thit it ‘mnst'have been
the sport of the storm #pirits fa théir o
|Wvich sevels,—~changing By dnd by to
feathery fiakes, that damived ‘aboat everso

guily.  How the childrea’s eyen grow
bright as they locked st oneanother, and
thougie of the mercy.rides down-hill, an/
the snow-balling thet .wonld  make the
plsy ground ving again | The lest fes-
nons were said, books snd  slates put
aside, and in place of the silence, reigned

; E:, and glad voices. Kate Axhley shook

ck her jetty ringlets, and langhel
through ber sparkling eyes, as she gave
Jamie Marvin that bit of a cuil he had
tessed for so long, becauxe she kuew Jam-
ie had the prettiest sled in the whole
school. Ah, s bit of & cognetta was the
same gleeful, romping Kate’; and there
was Bophie Dale, looking aslemure ‘s a
kitten walking fram s pan of ‘'milk, and
s pisyful as = kitten, too, was she, in
spita of her gniet looks ; ‘and the stately
Elizabeth—queen Bers they ealled her,
and I question if England’s qneen had a
hanghtier carriage;—bnt apart from those
who ware sagerly looking for friends to
take them home, atoud Alice May—swest
Alice. Very beaatiful and loveable was she
with her winsowe, childish fsce, blue
eyes, soft, brown carls. Bhe was so del-
icate and fragile, you might almost fan-
cy her a little snow child, or & lost fairy
babe. -

Nearly all the children had departed,
amid the joyful shouts and jingling ol
bells, but yet the sweet little cluld stood
nlone, until a rich, boyish vo ce startled
her hy saying—**No one goes your way,
Alice, do they ?"*

*No, I guess not, Ben,” she replied,
in her fine, bird like tones,

*Well, the snow is too deep for you
to walk, so I guess I will carry you
home.”

“Oh, no, 1 am too heavy to be carrield
o far,” and she langhed low and swestly.

“Heavy ! no, you're just like thistle
down, or & snow flake, Alley ; I could
carry you to England aud back again,
without being at all fatigned,” and he
tossed the little girl in his arms.

“No, no, let me go; the boys will
lsugh at you, Ben,” and she wtrugglel.

“What do [ care ? they may langh at
Ben Bolt as mach as they like,”” and the
brave boy drew himself up prondly, and
pashed the chestnut cucls from his broad,
tair forehead : “but I did not mean to
frighten you, Alice,” he coutinued, - as
he saw how the litile girl trembled.

So she put. on her bonnet and cloak,
and Den took her in his arms as if she
had been a Lird, while the little tiny
thing nestled down on his shoulder, a he
went stumbling through the snow, saying
gay, pleasant things, that mpde the shy
little girl langh; and when, st length, he
opened her mother's cottage door, he
atood her on the floer, saying—*"There!
Mra. May, I bronght Alice home, lest she
shonld get buried in a snow bank ; she's
sach & weary little thing ;" snd before
Mrs. May coold thaok him, he was ont
of might. :

What & brave, glorions snow storm it
wan thongh ! "Thé boys built a great snow
house, dipping the chunks of anow in the
water to harden them, so they might last
longer ; and they rollel large snow-balls
for & pyramid, till it was higher than the
nchoof house.  They worked hravely, bat

too little and cowardly to join them. be-

Bolt held her in his arms, and away they
went, merrily as anv of the rest.

pow and then a soft, mild day would
come that lessened the pyramid and anow

asid, and wished Winter.w last

birds.

childrss went a-Maying. Eate

whose eye kindled l:: young face

Ben Balt was going to sea.

the brightest face and pleasantest voics
among them was Ben Bolt’s.  Bach rides
as they had down hill | and thongh the
larger boys and girls aaid Alice May was

canse she felt fearful sometimen, yot Ben

" Bat the Winter begsn to wane, sad

. ‘hut there was one little wren like
:o'ii:'m-pu';.: for violet, and blue

The pyramid tambled down, (he snow
house 'l:-,:. thinner and thinner, and the

deisies, sad ane delightfal day the
ond Ashley

queen, and brillisat queea sbe waa,
:::m Bu“Bol.s gubond white violesa,
and brajded them in the solt corle aof
“and told Fer she was sweeter, dear-

or than a thoasand May queens like Kate,

cling the green - earth with & ’coromal  of
rung.aidnliiw“ redolent with per-
fome ; and'in the warm moentide ‘hoar
the children strolled to the font of the hill
and, clustering together, old over - their| ey
childish hopes of the fature. Some were
lared by ambition ; some dresmed _of| retirs
quiet countyy. repose ; but thers was on

floshed
spoke of the spark-

E

s eid the deck. was to take bim 5o

=% 1
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vé hearted boy, whose home woald
the wide, bine detdn.’

panioan,

never thinking of the tears that dimmed
her eyes, aa Ben told over his hopes wo

joyfully. She eould not part with him
there, 5o she walked throngh twe little

door-yard, acd stood beside the gate,
looking like & golden-crowned angel in
the yellow moonlight ; and whea he told

on liis returm, that he would not dare to
call herlittje, Alice then ;  as he looked
back lingeringly, she lnid a soft Lrown

curl in his hand, saying—*'I have kept

it for yon, this long, long time, Ben;

sver since the day yon bisught me home

throngh the snow—do yon  remember 7"
He did remember, and with one pas

sionate burst of grief, he pressed the lit.

tle girl to his bosom, and the brave-hear-
ted boy sobbed the farewell be conld find
no words for.

Bat five years are not always a life-
time, Troe, it was snch to the quiet,
thonghtfol Charlie Allan, whose, large,

durk eyes had stolen brillisncy from his

books ; and the laughing liule ’Bel
Archer—both were laill to sleep in theold
charch yard, where night-stars shons on
their graves, Others went on to seek a
futnre in the gay world, and some . grew

own sweet firesides ; hut Alice May
seemed atill a chill. Yes, she wan tall-

er, and her slight form wore gracefull
developed ; bat there was the same ange
looking throngh her eyes as had watched

there in the olden days. Bhe staid at
home now, to assist her mether in sewing
—their chief snpport ; but she was the

same shy. sweet Alice, Ben Bolt had car.

ried throngh the snow.
Ben Bolt had come back. How strange
that flve years shonld have pasged mo

quickly, and stranger offll that this tall,

handrome eailor, whose voice was so full

and rich, shonld be Ben Bolt. Kate

Ashley was not thinking of the sweet
Sahhath rest, as the chime of the church
b 11 floated throngh the village; there

she ntood before her mirror, arranging

her shining curls, and fastening her dain

ty honnet, with its white ribbons and
dropping blue bells, thinking if ahe counld
not fascinate Ben with her aparkling eyen,

—it would be delightful to bave his chief

sttention daring his stay.

He thonght she did look very beanti-
fal, an he sat, hefore service, looking on
the ollen faces—bnt there was & fairer
one than hers hs fancied, as he saw the
sweet face of Alice May, with the half
closeid eyen, and long, golden edged lash-

ev, shadowing the pale cheek. He ear

ried 1n his bovom a enrl like the ong nes

tling so softly by her temple, and it was
a talisman, I‘thg him from the en-
chantment of other eyes.

When the service was closed, Ben wax
thron 'ed about by old familiar faces—
they had so much to ssy, so many thingx
10 xpeak of, so much joy to express at his
nafo retorn, that it well nigh bewillered
him. It was very pleasant to be so
warmly welcomed by old friends, delight

tul to chat of by gones ; and it was in

decd a Sabbatt of joy ta Ben Bolt.

ry the time bad been to her.  Bometimes
her hoart died within her as she thought
of the broad ocean ; but when shelooked
w0 shyly st Ben that morn, and saw how

came over her, and tbe supshine fell bnt

pure heart, a wild, earthly love, and she

ing s0 muosi Iy from her lips :—

Inldnd to the musical marmur of the
brook, snd the dreamy hawm of “Apple-
ton's mill';" exchanged keepuskes, and
clr:uind slwayk to remember ’lbniurrz;

he pressed hﬂm oly to his beating
+(od will be merciful to us ‘who love
80 dearly, Alice, dasling."””

Sh' m" i'-
God did not alw
falling from the

b aha K aleo tha

~ Alice May seldom joinad them. Bhe
S
thanght o s are filled her

with tears, so she woald steal away altz:
fearful of the ridicule of her hardier com-

% she looked trow- |
blingly. sl she saw the fragile form aad
spiritoal face, with white lilies  braided
in the soft brown hair, her eyes grew dim
with tears, for ahe knew. mot if it was a
bridal or a'barial, for close beside the al-
tar was'the grave yard.

They were not wanting who wondsred
at Ben DBolt’s choice, and thonght it
strange he shonld take Alice May in prel-
erence to the fairest and wealthiest. Bome
there wers who held their heads loftily
when they passed her, bat ber beart was
away on the blue waters, and she heeded

Bat one night Ben eameto Mr. May's
cottage, to bid them good-hye.  Aliee
stood by the window watching the stars,
wondering what made them so dim—

How she watched the days in their pans-
. She noted how the Bummer wanod
—how the field of waving grain grew
golden in the sunlight—she beard the
g'ad voice of the reapers ; and” when the
leaves were falling, the wer:y children
went nut gatheriog in the woods ; then
the noiseless snow fell, and lay on the hill
side ss in the olden days, until the geni-
al apring-tide melted it away, and the
violets and harebells dotted the fields—so
passed & year.
She was growing fairer and more bean-
tifal—too brilliant for anything earthly.
Once she knelt st the sltar in the little
chareh, and listensd to the words uniting
her with the Saviour’s redeemed on earth,
but it was only an ontward form, for her
heart had long been in keeping of angels,
Again sha watched the waning of. the
Sommer days, and when the soft winds
swept over the silvery rye fielids, she
thoaght of the ocean afar, with its broad
All throngh the Winter days
she grew more spiritaal in her 'beanty,
and the slender white hands were often
folded on her breast, as she prayed for
those who would soon be lelt desolate ;
for she knew she was dying.
It did not startle her; she had felt long
ago, that the fair green earth would hold
her punlseless heart, are it had loft the
clointer of girlhood. Lifs was sweet and
beantiful, yet in her sinlessness, death
ha'l no agony, save her sorrow for those
left in lonliuess. It was only s very lit
tle way to siee land’ of reit, and . Lar feet
had never grown weary ; yet she longe.
to look once more npon the flowers, sud
have them braided in her hair; and ®0
whe lingersl till the voice of Bpring was
heard on the hill tops.
One morning when viewless handa
were gathering back the misty curtains
of the night, and the stars grew dim in
the glory of early morn, aweet Alice stoo-l
on the threshhold of Paradise, and the
gollen gates were opened to the (lair,
meek girl. There trambled on her lipa
a prayer and blessing for Ben Bolt, and
her mother, giving raidiance to the fair,
deal fuce; snd they breided BSpring
flowers in her wavy brown hair.
The church-bell . chimed softly to the
few yenrs eurth had claimed the stainless
nonl of Alice'May, as they
voffin in the iittle oll charch, . How
beautiful she looked in her white burisl
robe ; too fdir and aweet for desth; too
holy. had there mot heen s resurrection
Close Ho;la. ber, stood the
friends of her girlh gazing
young face, as if they would fain call her
back to life, and its awest love. 8o they
laid sweet Alice to sleep in
chorch yard, and thoss who bad- leoked
coldly oa her, took to their sorrowing
hearts & sweet memory of the early dead
There was agony too deep for ntterance,
when the strong; srdent hearted man,
whose gabling star had been the love of
that sweet girl, came back to find the cot.
tage home desolats, find Alice slesping
bermath & gray stone in the charch-yard.
Bat God and Time are merciful, .and
passel away, he came to
think her aa garlanded in the golden frait-
age of the Eden land.
This was the mémory that his friend
sang of, ‘as they it in the Bommer twi-
ight, years sfierward, and talked of the
faces that hed glimmered

gled hearts childhood had eclostered to
they were feft.  Some there
lept in the tremalons ocesn ;
jungle depthe’; others in the
forest shade, and ‘beneath the waving G
prairie grass. Some there were who
slept peacefully in

ong thess, the fsirest and
was “aweet Alice.”” Ab; be could{ '8
never have forgotten that.

He bad heard from the lips of that des
olate mother, ere alis went to aleep bexile
her darling, how patiest and boly Adice|™
bad grown ; how she hal passed calmly
away in her sainc-like besnty ; leaving
messages that s fond, yes
could dictate. - Dowa in his
erthan any other earthly thing,
lain them ; cherishing beant
s time Bad the spirit-

her over sgain how lasge she wounld be|ing

into ministure men snd women by their|

brought the

Sweet Alica! Al how long and wea-

handsome he bad grown, s beart-sicknens

dimly on the grass at ber feet. She knew
she hal hidden away in the deptha of her

strove to pat it from her, for wonld ke
think of her now? 8o it was no wonder
she should slip her hand in her wother’s
and steal quietly from the joyous throng.
| ~It was Babbath eve—one of those
balmy, moonlight evenings of the young
Samnmer ;> Mra. May had gone to visit s
sick aeighber, and Alice sst by the win
dosr with the Bible open, aud ber alender
white fingers pointing to the words, fall-

. **And there shall be no night there;
..g;hqudmnmih. mhu light of
the sun ; for the Lord God giveth them
light, and, tbey shall reign for ever snd

»
She looked tremblingly upward in the

gresnness, . Many
form of sweet A

_ Wsclooms,__

~ SENATOR DOUGLAS' THREAT.

——
BY A. €. MILLE,
~¥We iniond to subdes you."—Dovetss.
The threats of craves tyraats naw
Have power ue moce to everawe;
*The times have changed;” the Seuthera aed
We ewn wo longet ae our law.

Net as the formes duys are these;
The spirit that hath slept so loag,
While traiters sold us, wakes at length,
To stera defiance of the wioagl

Ssbdus ws!  What! cas ye sobdue
The besnding pulees of the froe?
Bope yo 10 crash with prmpoos threats
The awskening soul of Liberty?

Think yo the mil the Pilgrims tred,
With irea hearis, anid arme as sireag,

And guve to Fresdom and ta God,
Huth falien to s craven throag?

Think ye the fire cur fathem lit,

Waa bat o falss and trassient Sume!
Hath Busker's Hill 8 mosning yet?

Ie Freedom but an empty nameY

Bobdue oa! Chain the tameless winde,
And bid the oesan cense to roll!

Bubdoe ma? No' Woe sporn the threat—
The offpring of a perjured soul !

There is & epirit in our time,
© Berese and fearless, calm and deep;
Laag hath it alept, bat rises now,
Like & buge giant from his sioep!

The Nerth, in all her countless hilis,
With this stern apirit is sndosd;

Her love of fewedom, desp and strong,
Cries out, *"Wa will sot be sbdoed!™

yoor mother.  Good-bye; be virtaous,
snd you will be happy ! You have seen
nome very senaible men in this coontry,
Albert Edward, and yon mast remember
them ; you have sesn nearly all of our
snnbe and lick-spittles, and yon will not
remember them. Nobody, besides such,
expects you will. You have heard that
tane, “God save the Queen,” = f.“'
many times, Renfrew ; bat you have

istently whistled Dizie’s Land. Yoa
ave been very much sqneesed, Albert
Edward, and it will be good for yoo.—
You have beem rubbed agsinst, and it
will make you bright. A-great maay
stories have been told about you,
Wales, nome of which are true, and eome
false. Yon have worn very good clothes,
but not & handsome hat. You have rid-
den abont with some very good horses,
and you have received some of onr choi-
cest turtles to take home. You have
visited institations which you dida't
care & snap abont, and you have danced
with some of the best dressed old ladies
to be found in America. You like to
dance, bnt you don't dsnce the **Lancera™
very well. Still, you are a prerty clever
fellow. If you lived in this conntry you
wonld stand & chance to be ruined, Al-
bert Edward. You woald certainly join
a firs company, sad then you would be
seat 1o the Common Coancil, and then
you might be elected to Congress, and
thes you would lose all yonr self-respect.
sad you would be done. Reporters have
bothered yon very mach, you say, Albert
Edward. They have bribed’ your cham-
bermaids, and bonght wp men of your
suite. You have been a god-sead in the
way of “items,” Albert Edward, and in
behalf of the reporters of Boston, I bid
yon sn affectionate farewell. *“Ich Dien"
in played out oa this side, Albert Ed-
warid, and you have taken something of
E FPluribus Unum. One thing to your
aredit, Albert Edward ; you have paid
your bills with remarkable promptness,
and you have done your tour in goed
shape. Yoa seerned to have any quanti-
ty of money, snd you pat it out freely.
You have been going it, and now yoa
are gone |  Good-bye.—Baston Hevald.

Semaromiar Joxs.—A friend Mbﬂ
from Washington related to us the

lowing incident that transpired a short
time ago in our Senste Chamber, sad
which made some amusemest among the

members. ’
Mr. Gillette, our Senator, sits near
Toombs, of Georgis, and they frequent-

ings g0, jost hefore the Senate was
:.l:imgordlr:l while several of the mem-

“They Gilletts, that boliti

. say, Gillett yon sbolition-
ists are nd’ with the Almighty for mak-
ing negroes black.” y
“Your informant is slightly mistak-

| wtoud by all, and Toombs joined with
g
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Prentice on Election Morning.

these days with his
sling in hia head.
Little drops of rain brightsn the mead- Gathe: your frait. yo lnds above,
ows, and so the silent operation of the And fling the sata at the girls you love;
ballot box to-day will gladden the whole

of the Soath all protest ve-
they will tolerate no modi-
fication whatever of the fugitive slave
law. Yet do not the advocates of Breck-
inride and disunion go for the utter abo-
lition of the fugitive slave law ?

The editor of the Memphis Avalanche
talks about seeking “‘com
thegrave worms.”
the grave worms contiane grave in such
fonny company ¥ Wonldn't their grav-
ity be very apeedily upset ?

The incendiery, who sets fire to a
house at midnight, is innocent in com-
parison with him who attempts to pro-
mote a civil war in which he knows that
Mr. [ tens of thoosands of houses will be burn-

ionship with
w long would

"The secossionists would sunder every
tie which binds us together as one people,
while the Union men would draw closer
and render more enduring the fraternal
love and cordial respect of the different
sections of the conntry.

A Breckinridge editor in Mississippi
snoers st & Douglas speak

We re'rain from

‘We give notice that we iatend to con-
poblication of -the Louisville
Journal nntil the 4th of March, 1865,
and we shall print it in the United Btatss,
Wae don"t relish the idea of coilating New
Albaoy and Jeffersonville itoms under the
head of “Foreign News.”

“The South alooe shoald
Soath,” is now the ery
once professed s holy barror of the moito,
“Americans shall rule America”
all such we ssy Americans will rule the
North snd Soath, and conipel them to do
the duty of Usion-abidiag sitisens.

A special dispatch to the Obarleston
Morcury ssys Benator Wigfall, of Texas,
has informed President Buchansn that be
will not resume his seat in the United
States Senste if Lincoln is elected 1o the
A few mora sush effacts
from s Republican vietory would almost

govera the bibas
of those who

ly pasa & good bumored joks. A few

It appears that the traitors of the cot-
ton B.tglﬁm-l'lﬂ have their States put
out of the Union without letting the peo
sppealed to on the subject at all.

le from speak

hers were standing near, Toomba said to

en,” replied Gilletts, . ** we are ooly med |i
Y ders maki them 2
'||!| ,:‘ slavehol for g of the Union. I versa, wWas

ﬂ
NUTTING TIME.

Thl..nninill: Joursal o‘l-t Iiu:::l looss —
into a perfoct phrensy iti

peals,” many of which mr:piul.
give a few by way, of sample of two han-

u$_ The ants wre ripe and the day is fne,
L]

The purple hills in the sealight shine,
And the brown awts redden the trembling tope
Of ench guasled tree im the hasal eopes.

’ [
! The copse is fllad with the happy noise
The election of Mr. Lincoln wonld be Of Inaghing girke snd chambing bays;
The dissolotion of the Union u&-h—-'-'-u—n-mu:f:w.
would be an evil of a thousand times That beavily dreps at sach old tree's reot.
greater magnitade.
W expect to see Wigfall drop one of Etheland 1 sit silent and wtill,
'l' ora And | boid in miss bev small whits hand,

Under the brow of the copss—crowned hill,

The smallest and whitest in all the land.

The enly fruit that ta me was desr,
1 bave gathered to-day, in the white bead bere

Yancey & Co. wounld precipitate the Broderick Avenged.
South into revolotion. Let us preeipi-
tate them to-day into the bottomless pit
of political perdition.

Let it be said of to-day’s history,
{ *“Cresar has bhis Bratas, Charles the First
his Cromwell,’”” and Jobm (!. Breckin-
ridge his Yancey.

The Breckinridge party have no plat-
form. After the slection the Union men
will Jend them as many as there are trait-
ors to drop with hangman's knots aronnd

The Philadelphia Press eontains an el-
oquent and bitter article under this head,
which concludes as follows :

Aand now, almost on the very anniver-
sary of the day that Broderick fell, Cal-
ifornia sad  Oregon have spoken their
verdict in favor of the principles of which
he was the exponent, and against his foes.
The election of two Broderick United
States Senators from Oregon, which took
place on the 2.1 of Beptember last, is that
result which tells how fondly and how

Tt is not enongh that we Leat the Dis- sacredly the people of that State cherish-
union ticket in Kentucky to-day. We
must bury it benesth & majority ss tall
E and ponderons as Moant Etna.

The Aarora (Ind.) Commercisl men-
tions the desth of Mrs. Linn of that place
who lived six days after her neck was
broken. If the Breckinridge party is as
tenacions of life as Mre. Lian was, it will

A Reporter's Farswell to the Prince. probably live until next Monday.
Goode-bye, Wales ; give our love to Somi

ed the memory, and remembered the vir-
taes of the dead patriot. Colonel E. D.
Baker, the new Republican Sesnator, is
tho same who pronounced the splendid
ealogy over the remains of Broderick in
the city of San Francisco ; the same who,
on that sad occasion, boldly arraigned

the men who murdered Broderick ; the

same who drew tears from the thou-

sands who came to participate in those

memorable obsequies. When Baker
closed his mournful task, he went forth
to make good his declarstions. Leaving
Californis, which st that period was
wholly bound in the fetters of the Ad-
ministration, he passed over to Oregon,
and there, ?nnu almost hopeless odls,
rained the flag of oropn!ar sovereignty,
sad, with the aid of the Democrats who
believad in that doctrine, canvassed and
revolutionized public sentiment.  His
collelFuo is & Democrat of the Broderick
school. Col. Baker will occupy the va.
cant seat from , a8 the opening of
the short session of the present Congress,
and will serve for five years, and Alr.
Nesmith will be the saccessor of Joe
Lane, the Secession candidate for Vios
President, after the 4th of Mareh, 1881,

and will serve for six years.

How Joe Lane will feel in view of this

demonstration we cannot anticipste.—

The blow upon him is as severe as the

tribute to a noble priaciple is great. It

was Lane that commanded the Oregon

delegation to “go out” of the Charleston

or as ‘‘s shoe- |Convention. It was Lane that aceepted

Wae don't know that the edi- | the nomination of the Boceders st Balti-
tor can possibly swallow a regular shoe-

maker, bot he writes as if he swallowed &
grest many cobblers every day.

The question is put to the office hold- | threatening to overthrow the Union of
ers whethor they will resign in the event |these States. Will not Genersl Lane
of Lingoln's election.
pressing the question on our neighbor of|gon? Will be not call back his cohorta
the Courier **for obvious reasons.”

God grant that Abraham Lincoln may
never be our President. But why should
a nation, that has calmly tolersied Van
Buren sad Tyler and Pierce sud Bachaa-
an in the Presidential chair, fiy Gercely
into fragments on aceount of the election

more ; and it is Lane who now leads one
wing of that combination which sesks
the defest of the Democratic party, while

pause belore the warning voice of Ore-

in their donble warefars n Douglas
and opon the Repubiic? admoni-
tion bas come st an opporiune moment
—just Lv0 weeks before the Presidential
slection. Will he heed it ?

Let us not be sarprised il the next ex-
pression of ‘ruhlie opinion on the Pacifie
const should be the repudiation of Will-
iam M. Gwin, the most conspicnons of
all the foes of David O. Brodefick ; snd
if this should happen we shall then con-
fidently look forward to the happy dsy
that will inau urate an_entire

the Benate of the United States, and Tor-
ever destroy that band of Benatorial con-
spirators, who, thnu-. ’:1? 8go, began

Tus Question Iv aw
Was it theegy or the chicken that firaf

chicken come out of sn egg, or dil the
first egg come out of a chicken 1" —2Bos-
ton Post.

The sbove question (says the Pennsyl-
vanian) was propounded by the malj
nant officeholder, Colonel Greene, of
Boston Post, in hopes of getting Mr.
Donglas befogged on the hen question.
The answer of the Little Giaat was wor-
thy of him. He said it mattered " not
which way the ben coavention might de-
cide the question, still the right of the
chicken to coms out of the egg. 7

]
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Dooglis® name st the| 1f virtue is its own reward, there will

be persons who will have little emough.
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