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Poetica,

THE YEARS,

3 R, T. 5. LOWELL.

Theso years! thess yoars! these mighly years!
Once they were pratty things!

Thelr falry foolfalls caught our ears,
Our eyes thelr glancing wiogs §

They filtted by our school-boy way—
Wi chased the little imps In play.

‘We knew them soon, for tricky elves;
They brought the college gown,

With thoughiful books flled up our shelves,
Darkened our lips with down, '

Played with our throal, and lo! ihe tone
Of manhood had become our own.

They smiling, strotchod our childish size!
Thelr soft band trimmed our halrj

Cast tho deep thought within our eyes,
Aund lens It glowing thore §

Bang songs of hope In eollege halis,
Bright fancles drew upon the walle.

They flashed npon us love's bright gem 3
They showed ns gloams of fame §

Btout-henated work was learned from them.
Aud bonor more than name.

And go they came and wenl aAway ;
We sald not go! we said not stay!

But one sweel day, when quiet skies
And etill leaves brooght me (hooght,
When hozy Wil drew forth my oyes,
And woods with deop ahade fraught,
That duy 1 carelossly found out
What work theso elves had been about

Alns ! thoss 1liile roguos the years,
Had fooled me many a day,

Plucked half the locks sbove my ears,
And tinged the ‘est all gray, LIS

They len mo wrinkler. greatand small
1 fear that they bave trickeo us all.

Well, give the little years thelr way—
Think, spenk, aod write, the while §

Lif up the bare front to the duy,
And make thelr wrinkles smile:

They shape the noblest livirg head;
They earve the boest tomb for the dead.

| AW iscellaweons,

P s o A,

i

Serennding a Young Lady.

A friend tells the ful!bwlng : In my
younger days | was extravagantly fond of
attending parties, end somewhst celebrated
for playing on the flute. Hence it was gen-
erally expected that when an invitation was
extended, my flute would sccompany me.

1 visited a splendid parly one evening, and
was called upon to favor the company with
a tune on the flute. I, of course, immedi-
ately complied with the request. The com
pany appeared delighted ; but more particu-
larly so was a young lady, who reised her
hands snd exclaimed it was besutiful, de-
lightful, &c. Of course, [ feit highly flat
tered, and immediately formed a recsolution
to serenade the young lady on the following
night. [ etarted the next night in company
with several young (riends, and arrived, va |
supposed, at the youirg lady’s residence, but
made a glorious mistake by getting under
the window of an old Quaker.

«“Now, boye,” said I, “behold the senti-
mentality of this young lady, the moment I
strike up the ‘I.nst Rose of Bummer." 1
struck up, but the window remsined closed,
and the boys began to smilé.

“Oh,"” enid I, “that’s nothing ; it wobld
not be in good taste to raise the window on
the first alr.” .

I next struck up ‘Old Robin Gray.! Srill
the window remsined closed. The boyé
snickered, nnd I felt somewhat flat,

«Once more, boys,” esid I, “and she must
come.’ [ struck up again—‘My love is like
the red, red rose.” Siill there wod no te-
honalriﬂqn. . )

tRoys,” eaid I, “she’s s humbug. Letus
sing *Home, Sweet Home,' and if that don't
bring her, I'll give up.”

Wé struck up, and as we finlshed the lust
line the window wae raised.

“That's the ticket, boys, I knew we could
bring her.” '

But instesd of the besutiful youig lsdy it
turned out to be the old Guaker, in his
night cap snd dressing gown.

“Friend,” ssid he, “thee was singing of
thy home—and, if I recollect right, thee said
there was no place like home ; and if that
in true, why don’t thee go to thy home !—
Thee is not wanted here—thee not thy com=
pany. Farewell.” .

We, and our hats, went home !

Henry Ward Beecher oil mterest.

How many people in the country have
found out the truth of the following by Hen-
ry Ward Beescher :—

“No blister draws sharper than interest
does. Of all industriee, none is comparable
to that of interest. It worke day and night,
in fair weather and foul. [t hes no sound
in its footsteps, but travels fast. It gnews
a man's substance with invisible teeth. Tt
binds industry with ite film, as a fly is bound
upon a spider’s web, Debt rolls a man over
and over, binding him hand snd foot, and
letting him hang upon the fatal mesh till the
long-legged intereat devours him. There is
no erop that can affurd to pay Interest on
money on a farm.

There is but one thing raised on a farm
like it, and that ls the Canada thistle, which
swarms new plants every time you bleed the
roots, whose blossoms are prolific and every
one the father of a million seeds. Every
lgaf is an awl, every branch a spesr, and ev-
ary single plant like a platoan of bayonets,
and a field fall of them ls like an armed hoet.
The whole plant is a torment and a vegeta.
bla curse. And yot a formoer had better
make his bed of Canada thisiles, then at-
tempt to lie at ease u:[m:n intereat.”

_0rWhen men and women get very old,
they are generally, for the best of ressous,
in no daoger of baving their misdeeds
thrown in thelr teeth.

The Mysterious Lodger.

In September, 1853, I occupied a room in s
two-story freme building on Stockton street.
In the house were perhspa half a dozen
lodgers—poesibly more. As I seldom visit.
ed my room during the day, and invariably
retired at twelve o’clock, I rarely met any
of my neighbors—or, if I did, it was withont
knowing them. With two of my fellow-
lodgers | became partially scquainted. One
Wwas & middle-aged man, occupying a room
sdjoining mine, and divided from it by s thin
partition. Agsinst that thin boundary stood
our bedi—the middle-aged gentleman's and
mine—not to exceed thres inches spart.—
The middle-aged gentleman wos wedded to
the habit of enoring. And his fwas a pecu-
liar enore; not a periodical murmur, accom-
panying every fourth or ifth inspiration, but
& terrific and uninterrupted combination of
#norte, groans and snuffles, with the sddition
of teeth-grinding, and occasional plunges of
the extremities against the creaking foot-
board. For one week I bore up against the
clatter. At length, oge night, I knocked at
his door. 1 was desperste. He roge, struck
t light, and for the first time we met face to
face. I hzd prepared myself to deluge him
with sarcasm—to abuse him with billinge-
gete—tosink him with ubuse. His facs was
80 round and jovial end his hesd so enlirely
destitute of hsir, that I could not summon
courage to utter a huoreh word. For a mo-
ment, we peered silently into each other's
faces.

“Can I do any thing for you [ in
quired.

Smith, for thet was his name, must have
read my thoughts—must have Enown thot
he snored—must have been aware of the
object of my visit—for he emilingly replied:

“Yes, my friend, juin me in gloss of
brandy and water—I have & fow drops of
something genuine, Permit me to insist,"
he continued, observing my hesitation, “you
will sleep all the better for it;" and he
gave me a lock, swelling over with commis-
eration. =

I meekly followed him to the gide-board
and we pledged each other in a gldss of an-
cientvintage. He then pressed me to smoke
o cigar. I could scercely do less, Sitting
on the side of the bed, with his rotund vis.
age peeping through a gause of smoke, and
his fat lege swinging good nuaturedly, Smith
wead a picture. Together we would have of
‘orded sn amusing sketch for Punch. He
tulked incessnntly, und before I left him, we
touched glasses eeveral times, ond I firmly
resolved that he might snore, night and day,
for o year to come, end [ wounld not disturb
him. Iwrung his hand in an ecstucy of
friendehip, and bade him an sffectionate good
night. I tumbled in bed and tried in vain to
eleep. Bmith's brandy was piaying strange
tricks with my fancy, snd I felt os though
eumething wes whispering, 08 to **Mucbeth,"
“Sleep no more I I lita candle and found
it was two o'clock, Irritated ot my wuke.
fulness, I drew on my clothes, and was soon
in the street.  The moon rode high in the
heavens, snd the night wae beautiful gs o
poet's dreom. Strolling nlong the street ss
far as Clay, I suddenly turned the corner,
and encountered a crowd of half.drunken
rowdies, standing in front of a house they
had either just left, or were about to enter.
In the act of retracing my steps, I heard
some one exclsim, in a boyish tone :

“Not to-night, gentlemen; some otheP]
time; but not to-night; plesse excuse me.”

The spenker, in passing along the street,
had been stopped by the rowdies, and invi-
ted to drink.

*Bah,”” exclaimed a number of voices,
“You must come up to the scratch—either
drink or fight."

“But, gentlemen, I csn not,'* ineisted the
stranger, struggling to free himself from the
grasp of his persccutors. 1 can neitter
drink nor fight, to-night: I sm not well I”

“Gammon !" growled the party, attempt-
ing to force him into the house.

I felt thet, s a conservator of the peace
and champion of society, it wea my duty to
interfere, Bmith's brandy told me #o, and
furnished the nerve; ih eddition, to carry out
the reeolution. Stalking quietly in upon the
crowd, | lsid my hand upon the boy's shonl-
der, and requested him to follow me. He
twurned to comply, when, *Give him one !”
yelled ons of the rowdies, and the ncxt mo-
ment I received a blow in the back of the
neck; and found mysell leaning agninst the
side of a homee. I was not stunned; but
exasperated beyond measure. The ligaor of
my bald-hesded fellow-lodger steeled my
nerves to action, and I threw mysell into »
position of defence. Not doubting my per.
fect ability to scatter that erowd over an
acre of ground, I invited the unequal con-
test. The sppearance of a policeman spar-
ed the impending sloughter, for the party
suddenly left the fisld. My companion in-
formed the officer of what had oceurred, and
he started in pursuit of the retreating row-
dies, enjolning ue to find the way to our
ledgings. Taking the arm of the lad, we
proceeded towards my room. He was a
pale-faced, interesting young man of per-
haps eighteen or nineteen years, remarkably
woll-bred and intelligent. He was dressed
in good taste, without affecting any of the
airs of maturer years, and I was \ivito taken
with him. He told me his name was Rich-
ard Jensen; that he was alone ia California,
but not without means} thet he lived on
Btockton street, and visiting = frisad that
evening, had been detained to that uausual
hour.

In u fow moments we arrived at my lodg.
inges, and as I obaerved that he evinced litile
inelination to part with me, I invited him to

aceapt 8 portion of my bed for the night.—

He smilingly declined, stating that he was
quite near his own; and I then learned, for
the first time, that he oocupied a room in the
same house and on the ssme floor with my-
sell. Thus I became mecquainted with two
of my fellow-lodgers.

Jansen and myeell often mat alter that,
but it was slways in the street or on the
stairway. He never invited me to his room,
or aceepted an invitation to mine. He vis.
ited me buot once at my office, and then re-
mained less than five minutes. How he
spent his time, I did not inquire. He wasa
mystery. lepoke of him 1o Smith une day.
Strenge to say that gentleman had never
seen him, bot from my description of him,
ventured the opinion that he was either o
gambler or a genteel pickpocket. I was re
luctantly foreed to the conclusion thst Smith
was right, and after that I treated the young
man with unueusl coldness. He observed
the change, and his look wore a reprosch eo
sorrowful that 1 half repented having har.
bored the suspicion of my venerable look-
ing friend, who was fearfully averse to all
mysteries.

Oxeneion ealled me to my room, one even-
ing, at an earlier hour than ususl, I heard
a soft rep at my door, und, opening it, found
Jonsen standing in the entry. “Come in,
Jonsen," I exclaimed, throwing open the
door,

“Would you nol prefer teking a walk 3"
ke inquired. “The night is beautiful,”

“I believe nut to night,” I replied; “some
other time.”" I wes 8 little piqued that he
should persist in remaining outside the door.

“I should be much pleased to huve you,”
he rejoined. "I have a fow words to say to
you, in justice to myself, and—"'

“Enough,”" Iinterrupted, “I will go.” 1
felt sssured he desired to tell me something
of himself, and I was #1] anxietly to hesr it.
It was unplessant to think him o pickpocket
or o ehorper, and I hoped he might be able
to prove to me thut he was neither,

We left the house nnd proceeded nlong
Stockton street towurd Hoppy Valley., Ior
ten minutes not o word wna epeken. Seve-
ral times he seemed on the point of eponk-
ing, but he ss often checked himself,

“Unless I may call you one, | have notn
friend in Culifurnia,” he at length began
placing hie hand upon my shoulder. I bow.
ed, but made no reply.

“You do not speuk,” he continuved, ob-
serving my silence. *T um to understand, I
presume, thot you are not to be made an ex
ception.”

WPy be frank with you, Junsen,” [ replied,
“there is a certain mystery nhoul your move.
ments calculnted 1o give rise 10 euspicions
anything but favorable,”

“Of what nature 1'" inquired my compan-
ion.

*That you are a gambler or even worse,” |
I humbly replied.

He smiled as he replied: *“Yes, yes, I‘|
see, but the suspicion wrongs me.”

“Make it appear s0,” I onswered, **and
you ehall not want a friend.”

“Promise that you will not divalge what
I moy tell you, or attempt in word or sct to |
thwort me in the accomplishment of a pur-
pose to which I have pledged my eoul,” he
said, looking me earnestly in the face,*and
yon ehall have the prool you require.”

“If your purpose is not criminal, [ prom:
fse; if otherwise keep your secrel,” wus my
answer.,

¢ Tis whot yow would do, or any other
fnan worthy of the nsme."

“Then I promise; here is my hond.,”

“Listen,” he resumed, taking my orm, and
walking elowly on. “I huve a twin sister.
We were born in Georgin, and our parents
were the possessors of o hundred slaves and
plantation large enoungh to give all employ-
ment. When we were fourteen our futher
died. At the nge of sixteen my sigter be-
came a convert, during o religious revival,
and six months after; in the face of the da
termined opposition of my mother, ran nway
with ond marrieda young prencher, to whose
eloquence the revival owed its origin. My
eister did not love the man. Her feelinge
for him were a religions enthu<lsem—a fan-
cy wrought upon by an uvnnatoral infatua.
tion. Lenrning they were married, my good
mother eent for them, and they returned to
receive her blessing. The plantation was
placed in charge of my sister'a husband, and
he relinuqished the Gospel. He frequently
visited New Orleans, and other of the lorge
Southern cities, during the first yesr of his
marringe, but the circumstance excited no
guspicion.

To be brief, before two years elapsed, the
ldrge estate left by our falher was swept
from ve, snd we were almost bankrupt, He
had Induced my mother to mortgsge the
plantation, with the view, he ssid of pur-
chasing more negroes to work it, but the
money was stjuandered; and the slaves we
had were secretly sold by fives and tens,
until less than a dozen remained. When
asked to explain by my mother, he had no
excuse to offer. In the midet of this great
grief, another wife of Mayhew—that was
the villain's name—suddenly made her np-
pearance at the plantation.

Leerning the residence of her husband,
but knowing nothing of his second marriage,
she had left South Carolina to meet him.—
My poor sistér was heart.broken. Mayhew,
to escape prosecution, fled from the State.—
His first wife wae sent to the madhouse, and
in three months my poor old mother was lald
in the churchysrd, My grief-bowed sister
—but I will not speak of her.

Turning the wreock of our property into
money, I started in porsuit of the scoundrel
who bad deslt such havoo with our peace.

2 dozen Btates I tracked him and,

returned with my miselon of vengeanee uns

| and he dropped desd upon the puvement.

accomplished. One year ogo, by sccident,
I lesrned he was in California. Assoon as
I recovered from a seriovs illness under
which I was laboring, I took pasasge for this
State. I arrived six months ago. He is
here, for I have seen him, and he con not
escape me now ! He Is even in this eity,
but little dreams that the pigtol is shotted to
send him to the great reckoning. 1 have
made few acquaintences, having no wish to
implicate others in a work of blood which
must be mine alone. Lasst night I followed
him from the EI Dorado, where he apends
most of his time, to s house on Powell street.
[le hes visited it frequently of late, and to
day I sscertained that he §8 paying hia ad.
dresses to » widow lady of -wealth residing
there. But he will not marry her, for an-
other week shall notsee him alive! You
now koow all. Have I one [riend in Cali-
fornia 1"

To see g0 much spirit, so much determi-
nation, s0 much menhood exhibiled by a
beardless boy, eurprised me beyond expres.
sion. [ offered the brave little fellow my
hand, and he felt that he was answered.

In silence we returned to our lodgings.—
Bidding Jansen good night, I stepped into
Smith's room for a moment. [ found the
old gentleman somewhat agitated. He had
loet o valJuable dismond pin that day, and
freely intimuted that the “sleek young cuss,”
a8 he denominated Jansen, hod stolen it. I
so strenuously endeavored to dissipate the
impression, that T verily believe he felt in-
clined to transfer the odium of the supposed
the!t to me. That night Smith enored loud-
er than wvsunl.

Three days after, I met Jansen in the
street, and learned that he had token rooms
on Puwell street. I did not inquire the rea
sun—I thought I knew it, The next day I
again met him. His face was vnusually
pale, yet he said he hod not felt better for
yeora,

“There ia to be o wedding on Powell
sireet to-morrow ; ot least, eo Muyhew says,
but there will be no bridegroem! Do you
understnnd 1 He placed his finger signifi-
cantly to his lips, and we separated.

At eight o'elock the next evening, as
[sane Moyhew was mounting the steps of Ihe‘
house to which Junsen had troced him, six |
days before, a pistol-bell pierced his heart,

Some unnecountable influrnce had drawn

me to the neighburhood, and hearing the re-
port of a pistel, Jungen's worde flushed
through my mind, nnd I started, with a doz.
en others, in the direction of the tragedy. —

i Before [ arrived on the spot quite o crowd
I had collected.

The body of Mayhew was
lying vp-n the sidewulk, oud over it, in
apeechless agony, slood the widow who was |
to hove been a bride,

“Who saw his " inguired & policeman,

“1 hewrd the report of a pistol,” esid one
of the crowd, “snd, n minute after, saw a
man enter that house yonder," and he point«
ed to n smoll frame building on the opposite
side of the street.

In on instant the officer, lollowed by the
exclted epectators, sturted for the house.—
Springing threogh the erowd, I renched the
gide of the policeman, and ns he knocked at
the door T wus at his elbow. I felt that
Joneen was there. The door was guietly
opened, and a well dressed ludy culmly in-
quired the object of the visit,

“We ere lookjng for a mon who, a few
minutes gince, committed a murder neross
the street,” soid the officer.

“And do you expect to find him in my
room, sir 1" returned the lady,

“No, medam,” replied the policeman,
rather politzly for one of his ealling ; “but 1
will glance threugh your apartment, merely
a8 o matter of form, belore proceeding to the
other portions of the houze."

The efficer entered, I closely following.
While he was examining the room, I for the
first time obtained o fair view of the lody’s
fuce. Tuvolumarily, T threw up my handas
in amszement, She detected the movement,
and, quick a8 thought, placed her finger to
her lips, Ina moment I comprehended all.
Richord Janeen stood before me. No—
Richard no longer, now that she had slain
thie destroyer of her pence, but Martha Jan-
sen, my lormer fellow-lodger. Heavens,
what s discovery ! And for me to have been
so confoundedly blind, too—but no matter.
The policeman searched the houvse, but did
not find the murderer.

The next day I met Martha on Montgom-
ery street. She smiled and bowed, and I
confess I thought her an exceedingly pretty
woman,

A week after she quietly left the State for
Georglo, where she ia now residing, After
tho ssiling of the steamer I received a note
through the post-ofice from Martha. She
explained all, and thanked me for the assist-
ance [ hod rendered her, and the kindness
shown to her imaginary twin-brother, Rich-
ard.

When I informed Smith, 88 I did one eve-
ning, that the ““eleek young cuss’” whom he
had viewed with 8o much suspicion was a
womon, he waited for me to repeat the as-
sertion; and then checked himsell in the aet
of calling me a liar. The news excited
Smith; and he went to bed drunk that night,
and snored as he had never snored before.

She who was to have been the third wife
of Mayhew still livea in San Franciaco. 8he
was married in Avgust lsst. I met her in
the street a few days ago. How vividly the
sight of her face brought to mind the inci-
dents I have related ! Bhe will read this
little story, perhups, and learn, for the first
time, why she did not becoma the wife of
Mayhew, the bigamist.

07 If thou wouldst bear thy neighbor’s
(aulte, cast thine eyes upon thine own.

Life In an Esquimaux Iut
[From Dr.ma'l Hook.]

Ta shape these huta are very much like an
old-faghioned country clsy oven, square in
front, and sloping back into the hill, They
were now covered with snow, snd untl af-
ter entering one of them, I could not discov
er of what material they were made. To
get inside [ wns obliged to crawl on my
hands and knees through a covered pas age
about twelve feet long. Kalutunah, upon
hearing my footsteps, came out to welecome
me, which he did by patting me on the back
end grinning in my face. Preceding me
with e smoking torch, which was & piece
of burning moss satorated with fat, he ad-
vanced through the low narrow ' passage
trampling over severnl enarling dogs and
hall-grown puppies, After making two or
three turna I observed at last a bright light
streaming down through a hole, into which
my guide elevated his body; and then mov-
ing to one side, he made room for his guest.
I found myself in a den in which [ could not
stand upright, but which waa crowded with
human beings of both sexes, and of all ages
and sizes. I wos received with a hilarious
shout which nssored me of welcoma. Like
a flock of sheep crowding into o pen, they

clothing, The inmoetes had no other fire
than wae supplied by the lamps, nor did
they need any. 'Che hut was absolutely hot.
So many persons crowded in so small »
space would, of themsslves, keep the place
warm. 1 counted eighten, and many, very
probubly, have missed two or three small
ones. Centreing each one around its own
particular lamp and pot were three fomilics,
one of which was represented by three gen-
erations, thess families numbered, in al),
thirteen individuals; bot besides thase were
some visitors from the othor hut. The air
of the place was insufferable, except for o
ahort time, The half decomposed scraps of
fur, fat, flesh, which lay on the floor and
breck, or were heaped in the corners; the
poisonous multiplicity of breathing lungs;
the stesm which rose from the heated bodies
of the inmates and the emoke of the lamps,
—zeltogether crested an atmosphere which
wns almost stifling,

There may have been a vent hole, but 1
did not see any. 1 perspired as if in the
tropics. Perceiving this, the company invi-
ted me to imitate them, nnd instantly half a
dozan boys and girls seized my cont and
boots, preparatory to etripping me, but T had
brought from home certsin conventional,

packed themselves into the corners to make
room for me on the only seat which T could
discover. Ihsd cometo gratify my own
curiosity, but theirs was even mare rapcs |
cious than mine, and must be first sntisfied.
Everything T had on and about me, under.
went the closest examination.

My long beard grestly excited their inter-
est and odmiration. Being themselves with-
out this hirsute appendage, or st most hav
ing o few stiff hairs upon the upper lip and
the pointol the chin, I could readily appreci
ata their curiosity. They touched it and
stroked it, patting me oll the while on the
back, and hanging on to my arms, legs and
ehoulders. I was s very Puter Purley
among o crowd of overgrown children.—
They were greatly puzzled over my woolen
clothing, and could not comprehend of what
kind of skins it waos made. The nesrest
that 1 could approsch n dascription was that
it grew on the animal looking like an **Uk-
ulek" (hare). Thst it was not ekin [ could
not moke them understand. Hans, being
once importuned at the ship on the same

notions, nnd I declined the intended courtesy !
telling them that I must go back to my pca-J
ple. First, however, I must have someth-
ing to eat. This was an invitation which I
feared; and now thatit had eoms, I knew
thot it would be unwise to decline it. The
expression of thanks, (koyenak) was one of
the few in their language that I knew, ond
of this I made the most. They laughed
heartily when I said “Koyenak,” in reply
to their invitation to ent, and immediately
o not very besutiful younz damsel poured
some of the contenta of the befure mention
ed pota into a skin dish, and aler sipping it
to make sure, as [ supposad, that it was not
too hot, she passed it to me over a group of
heads. At first my cournge forsonk me;
but all eyes were fixed upon me, and it
would hnve been highly impolite to shrink.
I therefore shut my eyes, held my nose
swallowed the dose, snd retired. I was
nfterwarda told that it was their great delica- |
¢y, which had ‘been proffered to me—a auup1
made by boiling togetlier bload, oil snd
aoal iutestines, It is well that I wes ignor- |
untof the fact,

subject, tuld some of them, rather pettishly,
that it wes “man skin;" end this 1 found
seemed to be the general impression, My

I felt great relief when again in the cool,

in thy death, happier in the reward to whick
that death was the sssured pssesge ; forfd-
nate in attracting the edmiration of the world
to thy beautiful writings ; still more foffu~
nate in having written nothing which did not
tend to promote the reign of magnenimons
forbearance and generous sy mpatlies emong
thy fellow men. The brightness qf that
enduring fame which thou hust won on earth
is but a shadowy symbel of that glory te
which thou hsst been admitted in the world
beyond the grave. Thy errand op o éarth
wag an errand of peace and good will to man,
and thou ert now in a region where hatred
and strife never enter, and where the harme-
nious activity of thoae who inhabit it se-
koowledges no impuolse less noble or lese
pure than that of love.

Irving's First Love.

When young, he became intimately e«
quainted with a dauvghter of one of the
Knickerbockers of the time, sturdy in family
wealth. Witk the young lady he pressed
his suit successfully ; and in time the fathe?

1miglﬂ. have succumbed, deapite the fact that

he regarded the resources with which Irving
p-oposed to support a wife too slender to
muintsin that style of luxury to which his
daughter hod been accustomed. [n an evil
hour, 62 it seemed, a Dr. Creighton, a ininjes
ter of the Presbyterian Church, despite his
Scattish parentage, fell in with the gentle-
mon whom [rving was desirous to make his
father-in-law. The clergyman’s eyes were
dszzled by the beouty of the same young
lady who had won the heart of the aspiring
suthor, and the fsther had blinded to all oth-
er considerations by the wealth which Dr.
Crelghton offered, together with his heart.
Time and persistency pushed Irving from
the gcene, und the girl, vbedient to her fathe
er's urgent entreaties, gnve his preferenes
the precedence of her own. But the sade
dest part of the story remaing to be told.—
When the question of the marringe portion
was under consideration, the father stated
that the family hod been tsinted with insan=
ity ; and to gusrd sgainst the evils of harsh
trentment, should his davghter be sfflicted
with the same malady, ineisted that a cere
toin sum should be set aside, which, in the
event of such 8 ealamity, should be devoted
to her maintenance on her estate, on the
banks of the Hudson, and that in no event

| freeh nir. The Angekok and hia daughter 'lalwuid ehe bo removed from the mansion

pockets did not escape them; and my pipe.l' escorted ma to the tent, each with » torch. | there.

which one of the boys drew out, oceasioned

| Dismisaing them st the door, I eought my

| The terms, the ardent suitor, hoping for

much amusement, a8 it passed around from | "0 place, among my sleeping comradas, | tho best, complied with. It may have been

band to hand, ond frofm mouth to mouth.— | *"9 Was soon wandering far away from the the result of hereditary disease, or efforts to

Kalutunoh drew my knife from its sheath,
presaed it to his heart,and then with a rogue
ish leer stuck itin lis boots I shook my
head, and with a laugh, he returned it to its
place. It wue a prize he greatly coveted.
He had not yet heard o/ the ten command.

possess it. He drew it out hall a dozen
times, cxcloiming bessechingly, ns he hug.
ged it, “Me ! give me!" There was an air
of innocent eimplicity sbout the fellow which
pleased me; nnd I had nearly paid for my
admiration with my knife. Fortunately,
however, [ did not wholly forget that charity
begins ot home. My pistol they huandled
with grest solemnily; with the marvellovs
effect of our fireanms they hed alrendy
been familiorized; for as we entered the har-
bor Bonsall had, with his gun, dropped a
burgomsster gull among them.

During the incidents just detailed, I found
leisure to examine the hut. The whole in-
terior wos uhout ten feet in diometer, and
five nnd a half reet high. The walle were
muode of stone, moss, and the bonesof whale,
narwhal, and other animals. They were
not arched, but drawn in gradually from the
foundation, snd capped by long slabs of
alate etone, strecthing from side to gide.—
The floor was covered with thin
stones.,
the hut was elevated o foot. This elevation
was called ““breck ;" and it served both as
bed end seat, being covered with dry grass,
over which were spresd besr and dog skins.
At the corners in front were similar eleva-
tions, under o layer of which, lny a litter of
pups, with their mother, and under the oth-
er was stowed a joint of meat. The front
of the hut was square, and through it, above
the passage wey, opened a window a square
sheet of dried intestines, sewed together, ad-
mitted the light, The hole of entrance in
the floor was close to the frent wall, and
was covered with a plece of senl skin. The
walls were lined with senl skins stretched
to dry. In the cracks between the stones
were thrust whip stocks, bones and pegs, on
which hung cuils of harpoon lines. On
one gide of me, st the edge of the “breck,”

satan old woman, and on the other side a

young one, each busily engaged in attending
to o smoky, greasy lamp. A third woman
sat in a corner, similarly oceupied. The
lamps were made of soap stone, and in shape
much resembled a clam shell, being about
eight inches in dismeter. The cavity was
filled with oil, and on the straight edge a
flame was burning quite brilliantly. The
wick which supplied fuel to the flames was
moss.

The only business of the women seemed
to be to prevent the lampa from smoking,
and to keep them supplied with blubber,
large pieces of which were placed in them,
the hest of the flame frying out the oil.—
About three inches above the flame, hung,
suspended from the celling, an oblong
square pot of the same material as the lamp,
in which something wes elowly simmering.
Over this was suspended a rack, made of
bear rib-bones lashed together crosswise,
on which were placed to dry, stockings,

mittens, pantaloons and other artieles of

menta, ond he could not resist the desire to |

flit
Half of thie floor at the back part of

{ Esquimaux and their filthy huts,

Tribute to Washington Irving.

Williom Cullen Bryant delivered an eulo-
gy on Washington [rving, before the New
York Historical Society at its meeting at|
the Acsdemy of Music, on Tuesdsy evening. |
Though in the main historical in its chorac-
ter, it abounds in appreciative tributes to Ir.
ving's genius, and ig, in ell respects, worthy
of its eminent anthor. We quote the clos. |
ing paragraphs : .

1 have thus set bafore you, my friends,
with such measure of ability as I possess, a
rapid and imperfect aketch of the life and

meny yesrs elapsed before the young wife

was a raving manise. She became so vige

J crush ouk and kill her young hopes, but not
|
l

| lent that confinement was rendered neces-

sory, and the family mansion was converted
into an asylum, Dr. Creighton building ane
other house on a distant part of the estate,
The unfortunate woman ie still living, and
on quiet nights her shrieks may be heard
shriliing along the banks of the river—al-
most sudible too, at the secluded retreat
which Irving occupied. No heart bat his
own knows how much the sad event may
have tinged his own life, or to what exer-
tions it may have urged him in attempting

genius of Weshington Irving. Other hands |
and exact, s more distinctive portraiture,—

many years he stood before the world ss an
author with a still increasing fame—hall &
century in this most change‘ul of centuries

deathless renown. Sinee he began to write,
empires have risen snd pissed away ; mighty
captaine have appeared on the stage of the
world, performed their part, and been called
to their nceount ; wara have been fonght and
ended, which have changed the destinies of
the human race. New orts have been in

vented and adopted, and have pushed the old
out of use ; the household economy of hal:
mankind hos undergone n revolution. Seci-
ence has learned a new dialect and forgotten
the old ; the chemist of 1800 would be a vain
babbler among his brethren of the presen
day, and would in turn become bewildered in
the nttempt to understend them. Nation vt
ters epeech to nation in worda that puss from
renlm to realm with the epeed of light.—
Distant countries have been made neighbors;
the Atlantic Ocean has become a narrow
frith, and the Old Weorld and the New shuke
bands scross it ; the East and the West look
in at each other's windows. The new in-
ventions bring new calamities, and men per
ish in erowds by the recoil of their own de-
vices. War has learned more frightful
mtdes of havoe, and srmed himself with
deadlier weapons ; ormies are borne to the
battle-field on the wings of the wind, and,
dushed sgainst emch other, destroyed with
infinite bloodshed. We grow giddy with
these rapid and cesseless mutations ; the
earth seema to reel under our feet, and we
turn to those who write like Irving for some
assurance that we are still in the same world
into which we were born ; we read and are
quioted and consoled. In his pages we see
that the language of the hearl never becomes
obsolete ; thst Truth, and Goodness, and
Beauly, the offsprings of God, are not sub-
ject to the changes which beset the inven-
tione of men. We become satisfied that he
whose worke were the delight of our fathers,
and ara still ours, will be read with the same
pleasure by those who come after us.

If it were becoming, at this time and in
this essembly, to sddress our departed friend
ae il in his immediate presence, I would say:
“Farewell, thou who hest entered into the
rest prepared, from the foundstion of the
world, for serene and gentle spirits Jike
thine. Farewell, heppy In thy life, happy

will yet give the world a bolder, more vivid‘

In the meantime, when I consider for how |

todrown sll remembrances of his disappoint.
ment.  Dr., Creighton has for years officia-
ted at the humble chapel where Irving wor-
shipped—and, singular enovgh, read the bu-
[ rinl gervice for his former rival. To those
| who were awnre of these mournful circams

iellncce, the strange coincidence must have

—I cannot hesitate to predict for him a| been exceedingly painful. There are but

few portraits or busta of Mr. Irving in exist-
ence, as he hus, especially of late years,
persistently refused to place himsell at the
dispoasl of eny artist, however celebrated.

Incompatible with
Scriptures,

Foxes the

—

That was o novel, but not so bad an argue-
ment, which the mountain member urged
in the Kentucky Legialsture.

A few years ago, a bill, proposing  pre«
mium on fox scalps, was under discussion.
[t bad been somewhat roughly handled in
debate by members from the more populous
regions where [(oxes were scarce and Mr.
L » from one of the mountain counties
rose to reply. we give only his peroration :

“And are we, Mr. Spesker—we of the
mountain regions—not only to witness the
annunl destruction of our erdps, but actually
to be deprived by these varmnits of the con
solation of religion !

Thia woke the House up, and set it sgspe
for explanation. He continued—

“You know, Mr. Speaker, that we live
in a rough country; that yoor fanecy chur-
ches—your Presbyterians and Episcopalians
~—never send us any preachers among us.—
We depend for the Gospel upon the circuit,
riders of the Methodist Church; and aie
every body knows that they cam not be
induced to travel where there are no chidk-
ens, ond that chickens cannot be ralsed
where foxes abound!” '

The argument wos unsnswerable, and
the bill becama a law "

027 An elderly gentleman, travelingin &’
stage was amused by a constant fire of words
kopt up between two ladies. One at last
kindly inquired if the conversation did mot
make his head sche? He replied, “No,
madam, [ have been married upward o
twenty-sight years.” s
gl - 8
05~A man speaking of a place ont West,
in a letter which be writes home, says that
it is a perfect Paradise, and though most all
the folks have the “fever.’n-ager,” yot ita &
groat blesaing, for its the only exercies they
take. Rk




