THE NA'

1

 §

5

- a_//

Lt >

A _e

[ONAL ERA.

e

G. BAILEY, EDITOR AND PROPRIETOR; J

OHN G. WHITTIER, cp

ESPONDING EDITOR.

WASHINGTON, THURSDAY, NOVEMBER 2%, 1851.

WHOLE NO. 254.

VO L- Vl NO- 4‘6!
I — - -
Tuk NarioNat Era s PrsLisuEd WRERLY, ON SEVENTH
srienr, oprosivs Oos FerLows' Hact.

TERMS,
Tuo dollare per snsam, payable in advance.
Advertisements nol cxcesding ten lines Innerted three

iimen wir one dollar; every subseguent |nsertion, twenty.

five cells
All communications to the Eua, wheilier on business
¢ ihe paper or for publication, should be adidressed to

ol Q. BAILEY, Washington, D. €

Duere & Brascuarp, PrINTERS,
Siath sreet, a few doors south of Penuaylvania avenue

- e ————————————————————
"WASHINGTON, D. C.

- For -I.l_x;a-ii-llluull Era
[coPYRIGHT SECURED ACCORDING TO LAW.]
UNCLE TOM’S CABIN :
ox,
LIFE AMONG THE LOWLY,
BY MRS, H. B. STOWE,
Cuapver XX.—Kentuck.

Our readers may not be unwilling to glance
back for s brief interval at Uncle Tom's Cabin
o the Kentucky farm, and see what has been
transpiring among those whom he had left be-
hind.

It was late in the summer afternoon, and the
doors and windows of the large Enrlor all stood
open to invite any stray brave that might feel
in & good humor to enter. Mr, Shelby sat in
u large hall opening into the room, and run-
ning through the whole length of the house to
u balcony on either end. Leisurely tipped
hack in one chair, with his heels in another, he
was enjoying bis after-dinner cigar. Mrs. Shel-
by sat m the door, busy about some fine sew-
ing ; she seemed like one who had something
on her mind, which she was seeking an oppor-
tunity to intreduce.

“Do you know,” she said, “that Chloe has
fing »Yeiiet from Tom 7"

Ah' hasalic? Tamleget some friend there, [
W oseems.  How e the davoy’, o~ :

“ He has been bought by a very fine famil¥, p

I should think,” said Mrs Shuih}'—" is kind!y
treated, and has not much to do.”

“Ah! well, Pm glad of it—very glad,” said
Mr. Shelby, heartily, “Tom, | suppose, will
et reconciled to a Southern residence—hardly
want to coms up here again.”

“On the mnlm.rg, he inguires very anxious-
Iy.)" said Mrs. Sbhelby, “ when the money for his
r'.-alc.-mpt.ilm i8 to be raised.”

“I'm sure I don't know,” said Mr, Shelby.
Onee get business running wrong, there does
seem to be no end to it—it's like jumping from
one Img |71 wuﬂwr all ﬂﬂ‘DﬂEb n swmp——lmr-
row of one to pay another, and then borrow of
another to pay one—and these confounded
notes fulling due before a man has time to
smoke u cigar, and turn round—dunning let-
tors and dunning messages—all scamper and
hurry-scurry.”

“It does seem to me, my dear, that some-
thing might be done to straighten matters,
Suppaose we sell off all the honm.:t:d sell one
of your farms, and pay up square !’

S0h, ridiculous, g:uily! ‘ou are the finest
woman in Kentueky, bat still you haven’t sense
to know that you don't understand business—
women never do, and never ean.”’

“But, at least,” said Mrs. Shelhy, “ could not
ou give me some little insight into yours—a
ist of all your debts at least, nnd of all that is

owed to you—and let me try and see if 1 can’t
help Jou to economize.”

“ Oh, bother ! don’t plague me, Emily—I can’t
tell exaetly. 1 know somewhere about what
things are likely to be, but ﬂam no trimming

d squaring my #s8 Chloe trims crust
off ter p»:.ls You mw anything about
business, | tell you.”

And Mr. Shelby, not knowing any other way
of enfurcing ht Ydeas, ruised his voice—a mode
ol arguing very convenient and convincing, when
 gentleman is discussing matters of business
with his wife. .

Mrs. Shelby ceased talking, with something
of nsigh.  The fact was, that though her hus-
band had stated she was a woman, she had a
clear, energetie, practical mind, and a force of
character every way superior to that of her
hushand’s ; so that 1t would not have been so
very absurd a supposition to have allowed her
capable of managing as Mr. Shelby supposed.
Her heart was set on performing her ise
to Tom und Aunt Chloe, and she uig{mli a8 dis-
conragements thickened around her.

“Don't you think we might in some way

contrive to raise that money? Poor Aunt
Chloe, her heart is so set on it,”
_ “Tm sorry ifitis. 1 think I was ature
in promising. I'm not sure now but it's the
best way to tell Chloe, and let her make up
her mind to it. Tom’ll have snother wife in &
year or two, and she had better take up with
somehody else.”

“ Mr. Shelby, I have taught my people that
their marringes are ns sacred as ours. | never
could think & giving Chloe such advice.”

“It's a pity, wife, that you have burdened
them with » mn;al.li ::hmt their ,mdiﬁun
and prospects. [ always thought so.

¥ Il:'s only the morality nfh the Bible, Mr.
Shelby.”

C W’e]l, well, Emily, I don't pretend to inter-
fure with your religious notions, only they seem
extremely unfitted for people in that condition,”

“They are indeed,” said Mrs. Shelby, and
that is why from my soul 1 hate the whole
thing. [ tell you, my dear, I cannot absolve
myself from the promises I make to these help-
less ereatures.  If 1 can get the money no other
way, | will take music scholars—I could ‘ﬁet
enough, | know—and earn themoney myself.”!

“You wouldn't defmle yourself that way,
Emily * | never could consent to it.”

“Degrade! would it me a8 much as
to break my faith with the helpless? No, in-
deed.” ;

“Waell, you are always heroic and transcen-
dental,” snid Mr. Shelhy, “ but | think you had
better think hefore you undertake such a piece
of Quixotism.”

Here the conversation was interrupted
the appesrance of Aunt Chloe at the end of

the verandah.

“If you » missis,” said she.

_“ Well, Chloe, whatis it 1! said her mi
rising, and going to the end of the balcony.

“1f missis would come and look nt yer
lot o poetry.” .

L']l:lnn had & particular fancy for calling

soultry —an application guage

lln whmhr::zhnp L nnt::&ﬂmg
frequent corrections and advisings from the
younger members of the fimily,

“La ;‘:dq" she would say, “I can’t seo—
nne jis ns hlﬂ'y suthin 54
how ;7 and 8o m&nhm‘l

Mra. Bhelby wmi
lot of chickons and ducks, over which Thi
stood with & very grave face of considerstion,

“I'm a-thinkin whether mimis would be
a-havin a chicken pie o' dese yer,” :

“ Really, Aunt Chlos, 1 don't much care—
serve them any way you like”

Chloe stood handling them over abstractedly ;
" wis quite evident that the chickens

wore not
what she was thinking of. At with the
“hort lnugh with which her tribe intro-

duce u douhtful roposal, she said—

S Laws me, m!min, what should mass'r and
issis he n troublin theirselves hout de monay,
wnd not & usin what's right in der hands ;" and

s she saw o prostrate | sailor gases

A —

“Well, laws, I's a thinkin, missis, it's time
Bally was put along to le doin something.
Sally’s been under my care, now, dixsome time,
and she does most as well as me, considerin :
and if missiz woold only let me go, | wonld
help foteh up the money. | aint afraid to-put
my cake, nor pies nother, "long side no perfec-
tioner's™

“Confectioner's, Chloe.”

“Law sakes, missis, taint no odds—words is
80 curig, can't never get 'em right!”

“But, Chloe, do you want to leave your
children 17

“Laws, missie, de boys is big enough to do
days works—dey does well enongh—and Sally,
she’ll take de buby—vhe’s such u peart young
un, she won’t take no lookin arter.’

“ Louisville is & way off.”

“Law sakes, who's afeard—its do-v‘r; river
somer near my old man, 7 said Chloe,
speaking the last in the h;’::h-?: question, and
looking at Mrs, Shelby.

“No, Chloe, its many & thousand miles off.”
said Mrs. Shelby.

leli‘w‘s countenance®fell. i

“Never mind, your going- wing
you nearer. Chtoe.  Yes, may o, wod your
wages shall every cent of them be laid aside
for your hushand’s redemption.”

As when a bright sunbean turns a dark
cloud to silver, so Chloe's dark face brightened
immediately—it really shone. .

“ Laws, if missis isn't oo good. T was think-
ing of dat ar very thing : cause I shouldn’t need
no elothes, nor shoes, nor nothin—I eould save
every eent. How many weeks is der in a year,
missis ! 7

“Fifty-two,” snid Mrs. Shelby.

“Laws, now, dere is? and four dollars for
each on 'em. Why, how much'd dat ar be? "

“Two hundred and cight dollars” said Mrs.
Shelby.

“Whye!"” said Chloe, with an accent of sur-
prise and delight ; © and how long would it take
me to work it out, missis 7

“Some dour or five years, Chloe: but, then.
W R 1 ] 2 '
“T wouldn’t hear to missis’ givin lesons hor
nothin—massr’s quite right in dat ar—"twouldn’t
do, no ways. 1 hope none our fnmilly ever be
brought to dat ar while I's got hands.”

“Don't fear, Chloe, I'll take care of the honor
of the family,” =aid Mrs. Shelly, smiling. “ But
when do you expect to go?”

“Well, | want spectin nothin : only Sam, he's

agwine to de river with some colts, and he said

[ could golong with him ; &0 I jes put my things

together. If missis was willin, I'd go with Sam

to-morrow mornin, if missis wrmﬁi write my
, and write me a commendation.”

“ Well, Chloe, I'll attend to it, if Mr. Shelby
has no objections, 1 must speak to him.”

Mrs. Shelby went up stairs, and Aunt Chloe,
delighted, went out to her cabin to make her

on.

 Law sakes, mass't George, ye didn't know
I's & gwine to Louisville to-morrow,” she said to
George, as entering her cabin he found her
busy in sorting over her baby's clothes, I
thought I'd jis look over sis's things and get 'em
straitened up. But I'm gwine, mass'r George,
gwine to have four dollars a week, and missis
18 gwine to lay it all up to buy back my old
man agin!”

“Whew ! " said George, “ here's a stroke of
business, to be sure. How are you going ?"

“To-morrow, wid Sam. And now, mass'r
George, | knows you'll jis sit down and write
to :ng old man, and tell f:im all about it, won't

Y

“To be sure,” said Georgoe; * Unclg Tom'll
be right glad to hear from us. I'll go right in
the house for paper and ink; and then, you
know, Aunt Chlog, 1 can tell about the new
oolts and all.”

“ Sartin, sartin, mass'r George ; you go ’long,
and I'll get ye up a bit o' chicken, or some sich ;
ye won't have many more suppere wid yer poor
old aunty.”

Cuarrer XX
“The griss withereth—the flower fadeth.”

Life passes with us all a day at a time; o it
passed with our friend Tom till two years were

me. Though parted from all his soul held

ear, and though often yearning for what Iny be-
hind, still wnaﬁne never fmil.ivulv and conscious-
ly miserable; for so well is the harp of human
celing strung, that nothing but a crash that
breaks every string can wholly mar its har-
mony; sud on looking back to seasons which
in réview appear to us as those of deprivation
and trial, we can remember that each hour, ns
it glided, brought its diversions and alleviations.
s0 that, though not happy wholly, we were not
either wholly miserable. ;

Tom read, in his only literary cabinet,
of one who had “learned in whatsoever
state he was, therewith to be content” It
seemed to him Tnod and reasonable doctrine,
and accorded well with the settled and thought-
ful habit which he had acquired from the read-
ing of that same book.
is lotter homoward, as we related in the
last chapter, was in due time answered by mas-
ter George, in n round, school-boy hand,
that Tom said might be read “ most acrost the
room.” It contained various refreshing items
of home intelligence with which our reader is
filly aeqnninted—stated how Aunt Chloe had
been hired out to & confectioner in Louisville,
where her skill in the pastry line was gaining
wonderful sums of money, all of which Tom
was informed, was to be laid up to go to make
up the sum of his redemption money—Mose
and Pete were thrnving, and the hahy was trot-
ting all about the house, under the care of Sally
and the fumily generally.

Tom's cabin was shut up for the present, but
George expatinted brilliantly on ornaments and
additions to be made to it when Tom came
back.

The rest of this letter gave o list of George's
school studies, each one headed Ly s flourishing
eapital; and also told the names of four new
colts that appeared on the premises since Tom
left; and stated in the same connection that
father and mother were well. The style of the
letter was decidedly concise and terse, hut Tom
thought it the most wonderful specimen of com-

ition that had ap in modern times.

e was never tired of looking at it, and even
held a ¢ouncil with Eva on the expediency of
ﬁan.ing it framed, to hang up in his room.

othing but the di of arranging it so
that both sides of the would show at onee
stood in the way of this undertaking.

The friendship between Tom nnd Eva had

with the child’s growth, It would be
m.hn say what place she held in the soft, im-
ible heart of her faithful attendant. He
m her as something frail and earthly, yet
almost worshi

her ns methingthuvmly
and divine, t

e gazed on her as the Italian
on his image of the child Jesus—
with & mixture of reverence and tenderness:
and to humor her ful fancies, and meet
those thousand simple wants which invest child-
hood like a many-colored rainbow, was Tom's
chief delight. In the market at morning his
eyes were always on the flower stalls for rare
bouquets for her, aud the choicest peach or
was slipped into his pocket to give to

he came back ; and the sight that
pleased him most was her sunny looking

L] v 8
yon nepdp’tedo it all: I shall add something [ whs Sa

was, that they spoke of & glory to be revealed—
an wondroos something yet to come. wherein
their soul rejoiced, yet knew not why —and
though it be not soin the physical, yet in moral
seience that which cannot be understood is not
always profitless. For the soul awakes, a tremn-
bling stranger, hetween two dim eternities—the
sternal —the eternal future  The light
shines only on & small space around her—there.
fure she needs must yearn towards the unknown,
and the voices and shadowy movings which
come to her from out the cloudy pillar of inspi-
ration have each one echoes and answors in
her own expecting nature—its mystio imagery
are so many talismansand gems inscribed with
unknown hieroglyphies—she folds them in her
bosom, and expects to read them when she
heyond the veil.

At this time in our . the whole St. Clare
establishment i for the time being, removed to
their villa on Lake Pontchartrain. The heats
of summer had driven all who were able to
leave the sultry and unhealthy city. to seek the
shores of the lnke and its cool sen hroezes,

St. Clare’s villa was an East Indian cottage,
surrounded by light verandahs of l.»gab;;)“mﬁ
and opening on all sides into
pleasure grounds. The common sitting room
opeted on to a large garden, fragrant with
every picturesque plant and flower of the tropies,
where winding paths ran down to the very
shores of the lake, whose silvery sheet of water
lay there, rising and falling in the sunbeams—a

sicture never lll;lr an honr the same, yet every
Imur more beautiful.

It is now one of those intensely golden sun-
sgts which kindles the whole horizon into one
blaze of glory, and makes the water another
sky. The lake lay in rosy or golden streaks
snve where white-winged vessels glided hither
and thither like so many Iﬁriuy and little
golden stars twinkled through the glow, and
looked down at themselves as they trembled in
the water

Tom and Eva were seated on a little m
seat in’ hor at the foot of the garden. It
ay crening and Kyn's sinie T} vpen
g ber wamw, il _i_‘c',l..‘! -4 And | saw a son of
gluss, mingled with fre 4 0 >0 unll o

“Tom,” said Eva, suddenly stopping and
pointing to the lake, *there 'tis.”

“What, Miss Kyn 7

“ Don’t you see—there ! said the child, point-
ing to the glassy water, which, us it rose and
fell. reflected the golden glows of the sky.
“There's ‘n soa of ﬁm, mingled with fire.'”
“Troe enough, Miss Eva,” said Tom: and
Tom sung—

“Oh, had T the wings of the morning,
I'd fly away to Canaan's shore ;

Bright angels should convey me home,
To the now Jerusalem.”

“Where do you suppose new Jerusalem is,
Uncle Tem ! 7 said Eva.

“Oh, up in the clouds, Miss Eva”

“ 'l'llmll think I see it,” said Eva. “ Look in
those clouds—they look like great gates of
rarl : and you can see beyond them—far, far
off—it'’s all gold. Tom, sing about ‘spirits
bright.’”

'qu sung the words of a well-known Meth-
odist hymn—

1 sva & band of spirits bright,
That taste the glories there

They all are robod in spotiess white,
And conquering palns they bear.”

“ Unele Tom, Ive seen them,” snid Eva.

Tom had no doubt of it at all; it did not
surprise him in the least, [If Eva had told him
she hud been to heaven, he would have thought
it entirely probable.

“They come to me sometimes in my sleep—
those spirits;” and Eva's eyes grew dreamy,
and she hummed, in & low voice—

* Thay are all robed in spotless white,
And sonquering galms thvy honr."'

“Unecle Tom,” said Eva, “Pm going there.”

“ Where, 0&1;” Evn?”.’ o

The child rose and pointed her little hand to
the sky: the glow of evening lit her golden
hair and flushed cheek with a kind of unearth-
ly radiance, and her eyes were bent earncstly
on the skies,

“Pm going there” she said, “to the spirits
bright, Tom ; I'm gowng before long.”

"he fuithful old heart felt & sudden throst;
and Tom thought how often he had noticed
within six months that Eva's little hands had
grown thinner, and her skin more transparent,
und her breath shorter; and how, when she
ran or played in the garden, as she once could
for hours, she became soon so tired and languid.
He had heard Miss Ophelin speak often of a
eough, that all her medicaments could not cure;
and even now that fervent choek and little
hand were burning with hectic fover; and yot
the thought that Eva's words suggested had
never come to him till now,

Has there ever been a child like Eva? Yes,
there have heen, but their names are always on

rave-stones, and their sweet smiles, their
Esu\'snly eyes, their singular words and ways,
are among the huried treasures of yearning
hearts. In how many families do you hear the
legend that all the goodness and graces of the
living are nothing to the peculiar charms of one
who s not. It is as if heaven had an especial
band of angels, whose office it was to sojourn
for a season bere, and endear to them the way-
ward human heart, that they might bear it up-
ward with them in their homeward flight.
When you see that deep, spiritual light in the
eye, when the little soul revenls itself in words
swoeter and wiser than the ordinary words of
children, hope not to retain that child, fr the
seal of Heaven is on it, und the light of immor-
tality looks out from its eyes.

Even 8o, beloved Eva! fair star of t:.nly dwell-
ing! Thon art ing awny, but they that
love thee dearest it not.

The colloquy between Tom and Evn was in-
terrupted by n hasty call from Miss Ophalin,

4 Eva—Eva—why, child, the dew is falling ;
yon musn't be out there.”

Eva and Tom hastened in.

Miss Ophelin was old, and skilled in the
tactics of nursing. She was from New Fnog-
land, and knew well the first guilefal footsteps
of that soft, insidious disense which swoeps
away so many of the fairest and loveliest, and.
hefore one fibre of life seems broken, seals them
irrevoeably for death.

She had noted the slight, :.3 mﬂ? the
dailzebri‘hleuin&:huk—mw d the lustre
of the eye, and the airy buoyancy born of fever,
deceive her.

She tried to communicate her fears to St
Clare, but he threw back her suggestions with
a restless petulance unlike his usunl careless

» humor.

“ Don't be eronking, Cousin, 1 hate it,” he
would say: “don’t you see that the child i
only growing. Children always lose strength
when they grow fast.”

« But she has that cough !

“ Oh ! nonsense of that cough! it is not any-
thinz. She has taken a little eold, ];:lrhnp.

“ Eﬂ'ul]. that was just the way Kliza Jane
wis taken, und Ellen and Maria Sanders.”

“0Oh! stop these hobgoblin nurse legends.
You old hands get so wise, that u child cannot
cough, or snveze, hutiyou see desperation
ruin at hand. Only take care of the chil
keep her from the night air. and don't lot her
play too hard, and she'll do well anough.”

8o St. Clare said ;: but he grew nervous and
restless. He watched Eva feverishly day
which he repeated over that *the b
well "—that there wasm’t anything
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lier ; and his heart rose op* with wild determi- |
nation to keep her, naver to let her go. |

The child’s whole bearéand soul seewed ol
sorbed in works of love and kindoess  [mpal-
sively generous sho had always been, hut t’n'n-
was a touching and womanly thoughtfulnes
about her now, that one noticed.  She |
still loved to with and the various
colored children, she now seemed rather o |
spectator than an aetor of their plays and she
would sit for half an hour at & time, laughing
ot the odd tricks d.m—‘nd then o shadow |
would seem Iud acrom her I’m-e.rhnr eves |
grew misty, an were afar, |
: Mlll?l:l’ll_” she said ly to her mother, l
one da:, “why don’t we teach our servants to
read 1’

“What a I‘uuﬂm, child! people never do”
“Why don’t the 1’.’Mu. . |
“ Becausa it is of no use for them to rond It |
don’t help them to work any better, and they
“But they ought to read the
to learn God’s will.”

“Oh, they can get that gead to them all they
need.”

COU T seamis to me; the Hible i for
every one to read themselyes. They need it o
great many times when there is nobody to read
i ”

“FEya, you are an odd child,” said her mother,

“Miss Ophelia has tanght Topsy to read.”
continued Eva.

“Yes, and you see how much good it does
Topsy is the worst creature | ever saw.”

* Here's Mammy!"” said Eva. “She |
does love the B“)k& s0 much. and wishes so she
econld read.  And what will she do when [ can't
read to her?”

Marie was busy, turning over the contents of

wer, a8 ghe answ!

‘-Well, afmutse, by and by, Ewa, you will

ave other things to think of, besides” reading
the Bible round to servants, Not but that is
very : FPye dope it mysell when | had
health. But when you come to be dressing
~and going, iato | any, you wan't have tiwe.
See ‘%ﬂﬂ!p’ ﬂhemsd. Z ese jewels 'm going
e o L i ol i owors thai
to my first ball. " 1 can téll you, Fva, 1 annde u
wensation ! "

Eva took the jewel ease, and lifted from it
s diamond necklace. Her large. thoughtfol
eyes vested on them, but it was plain her
thoughts were elsewhere.

f ﬁow sober you look, child ! ™ said Marie.

“Are these worth a great deal of money,
mamma ?"

“To be sure they are. Father sent to France

Bible, mamina, ..

for them. They are worth a small fortune
“1 wish I had them,” said Eva, “to do what
I please with.”

“What would you do with them !”

“Pd gell them, and buy a place in the free
States, and take all our people there, and hire
teachers, to teach them to read and write.”

Eva was cut short by her mother's laughing.

“Set up n boarding-school ! Wouldn't you
teach them to play on the piano, and paint on
velvet 17

“1'd tench them to read their own Bille, and
write their own letters, and read lotters that are
written to them,” said Eva, steadily. “1 know,
muamma, it does come very hard on them, that
they can’t do these things. Tom foels it—
Mammy does—a great many of them do. |
think it's wrong.”

“Come! come! Eva, you are only a child!
You don't know anything about these things”
said Marie; “besides, your talking makes my
head ache.”

Marie always had a hend-ache on hand for
any conversation that did not exactly suit her.

{:\'llh)la away : but after that, she nssidu-
ously gave M i
oo o

| of life, from her prolific tropieal soil t

1o

“ Are sisters, Sal and Naoce, resources, pat”

“No, my son. Why do yon ask that ques
tion 1"

“Bocause 1 heard unele John say if you
would only hushand your resources, that you
would got along o great deal better than you
do. And I thought it would bo a good idea,
hecause you wouldn't have so muny young men
here for supper every Sunday night—that's

-

all, pa.” : )
8 ‘mm)', old womnn, come and put this child
to bed.)

]

AFRICAN ARTS AND MANUFACTURES,

Travellers in Africa nl} cn:anilln!a in one 'uni_
tant particular, namely, that the nutives o

5'::: cmil.inent exhibit a remarkable degree of
gening, and displayin their numerous manufie-
tured articles such a knowledge of mechanics
aa to agreeably surprise all who have heard of
or been privileged to behold their handiwork.

Iron ore of superior quality is found in im-
mense quantities, and from it are made, by the
untaught nutives, urnnmml.a[ and uselul arti-
cles, such ns spears, arrows, rings, chaing, hoes,
bracelets, &e. A small but regular amount of
this material, made into n peculinr shape, is
enlled & “ bar,” and appears to be the standard
of value by which their currency is regulated

They are exceedingly skilful in the tanning
and manufacture of . Their amulet
enses, spear and da; sheaths, whips, bridles,
pouches, powder-flasks, sandals, hoots, &e,, re
made with remarfable neatness,
In nddition to these may Lo namecd, their
war-horns made from the tusks of clephants
and other animals; their musical instruments—
the strings of the “banjo” being formed from
fibres of trees.  Thoir for carrying mate-
rinls, and haskets of sll sizes nod descriptions,
are wrought with great symmetry and henuty
from sea-grass and the loaves of their innumer-
able and useful trees, Ehnh, &e. The palm
trea, says a traveller, “is applied by them to
three z-umlmd and sixty-five uses. Huts are
thatched with palm leaves ; its fibres are used
for fishing tackle, ropes, wieves, twine, &e.;
a rough cloth is mude from the inner bark ; the
fruit i ronsted, and is excellent ; the oil serves
for butter; and the wine in a favorite drink

In masmitm of Africa, they are excend-
ingly skilful in making canoes. ose nre dug
out of trees, and are nlming‘liy large. Some
aro capable of earrying from fifty to one hun-
dred and fifty ms, hesides ten or twolve
hands to pull. h‘m in abundance, of all kinds,

(unli -§ manufactured, chietly
: are usod for many

partition off mnma,ﬁ for
urtains, hags, carpets, &e ; the fine ones
make nice ul;l:-s;m?  uned for eloth-
ing. They look as if they were woven—are
sometimes eight foet wide, and fifteen or twenty
feet lon
(.‘!otll% are made in abundance ; they are
spun (without any wheel) from the native cot-
ton, and woven in a strip from five to ten inches
i they want the
arious figuros are

made of clay is very
aswell as any other ;
the vemsels nre of all sizes, from u quart to twenty

Hatw, similar t the Amorican palm-
muw . made in various styles,

and gfe much jor to-the American srti-
clo—nare divible and A
-4 ..#’im N otber hinds

in making their caps nod
‘ooden wpoons, of & neat, ﬂmnu!i‘ly.n}o
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clothe her unnumbeored millions, and the enor-
mous trade which she ecould afford us in the
luxuries, and what we consider the necessities,

Well might the poet, speaking of Africn, ex-
elaim :
Regions amense, unsearchable, unknown
lask in the splendors of the solar zone
A worlidl of wonders —whers ereation seems
No more the work of Nature, bat her dreams
Christian Statesman
For the National Era
GONE!
A FRAGMENT OF BORROW
Gone !
Like a meteorie fire that is fod,
And the darkuess is intonser than before
I nm drooping as a willow o'er the dead
For tho idols of my bosom are no more '
They are gone'
Bright the youthful hopes 1've cherishod
They are fled
In midversity they perishod —
They arv dond.

What & melancholy pilgrimage i lifo'

With misfortune wo have such s bitter strifo’

From the sickly infant’s erndle to the tomb

We have vory little sunlight through the gloomn

Our passage (rom the eradle to tho bier,

Cun b compasscd by the sorrow of & tear

Giolden visions flit bofore ue in the san,

Aud, like = 'llfm“-u'\" aftor botterflios, wo run

Till the better part of life is nearly past,

Then they vanish, and we perish, all aghast'

A« oxperience and existenes whirl us on,

We pereeive the golden ]ll|“lo|n hopes are gone
Gone '

I vnce saw & luving mothor elasping hands

With her son, who wont away to other lands,

Aund | know they did not tesr the twain spart,

Till the ngony had rent the mother's heart

O, how wildly was ber bosom throbling then'

Would there never wero such misery agnin'

Al the night the mother dreams about her son |
1 ) o e le -

Ln 1he mprnipe she Wk but b= lr gy

Lione

How anhappy, how embittered, is my sonl
Huw dejocted, how deserted, in my grief
No such angulsh ean & mortal ene control
Tia exprossion gives my hosom shight relief,
For no sympathy bas bidden it to hoave
With emotions loving, passionately true,
Rut in loneliness "tis left alone to grieve,
Thit Affoction’s purest touch it never knew

There are many wrotched erostures that I know,
Wha do wander with their faees to the ground
Stalking only in the pestilence of woo,
They are noger in & happy feeling found—
Flowers they had planted,
Withered all away ;
Fahrics they had builded,
Went into deeny ;
Eyrons they bad followed,
Vanishod with the day.
First they lived in gladnoss,
Trusting hoping vn—
Alng' they woke in naidness
Everything was gone—
(rune '

Yesternight 1 chented sorrow,
With the promise of Lo-morrow ;
But to-morrow now is here—
Al! the futare s e droar

the whale. In a short time she overtook him.
und o lanee was thrown ioto bis head. The
ship passed on by, and immediately afier they
discovered that tin- whale was making for the
ship. As he came up near her, they hauled on
the wind. and suffered the monster to pass her
After had fairly passed, they kopt off to over-
take and :{Hll.l't him again. \e‘llr_‘n the ship
had reached within about fifty rods of him,
they discovered that the whale had settled down
deep below the surface of the water, and, as it
was near sundown, they concluded to give up
the pursuit.

Captain Deblois was at this time standing in
the night-heads on the larboard bow, with eraft
in hand, ready to strike the monster a deadly
blow should he appear, the ship moving about
five knots, when, looking on the side of the ship,
he discovered the whale rushing towards her at
the rate of fifteen knots! In an tnstant the
monster struck the ship with tremendous violence,
shaking her from stem to stern!  She quivered
under the violenece of the shock as if she had
struck upon o rock.  Captain Deblois immedi-
ately descended into the furceastle, and there,
to his horror, discovered that the monster had
struck the ship about bwo feet from the keel,
abrenst the foremast, knocking a great hole en-
tirely through her hottom, through which the
witer roared and rushed in impetuously.
Springing to the deck, he ordered the mate to
cut uwuy the anchors, and get the eables over-
hoard, to keep the ship from sinking, as she had
a large quantity of pig iron on board. In doing
this, the mate sueceeded in relieving anly one
anchor and eable clear, the other having heen
fastened around the foremast. The ship was
then sinking rapidly. The captain went to the
cnbin, where he found three foet of water: he.
however, suceeeded in procuring a chronomoter,
sextant, and clnrt, Renching the decks, he
ordered the bonts to be eleared away, and to
get water and provisions, as the ship was keel-
mg over.  He agnin descended to the eabin,
but the water was rushing in so rapidly that
he could procure nothing.  He thon came upon

deck. ordered all hands into the boats and was
the last himsel to loave the ship, which he did |
by throwing himsolf into the sea and swioe
sy S b onngvet Tergr Com abin wus v ey )
b#m-ends, her top-gullunt yards undor wilter
They then pushed off some distance from the
L <hip, expecting her to sink in & very short time
Upon an examination of the stores they had
been able to save, he discoversd that they had
only twelve quarta of water, and not & mouth-
ful of provisions of any kind! The hoats con-
tained eleven men each—were leaky, and night
coming on, thoy were obliged to bail them all
night to keep them from sinking.

?\'e:t day, at daylight, they returned to the
ship, no one daring to venture on uoard but the
eaptain, their ntention boing to cut away the
masts, and fonrful that the moment that the
mnsts were cut away the ship would go down.
With n single hatchet, the captain went on
board, cut away the mast, when the ship right-
ed,  The bouts then eame up, and the men, hy
the sole aid of spades, cut nwny the chain ealile
from around the foremast, which got the ship
nearly on her keel. The men then tied ropes
round their hodies, got into the sen, and cat o
hole through the decks to get out provisions.
They could procure nothing but alout five gal-
lons of vinegar and twenty pounds of wot
Lrend.  The ship threatened to sink, and they
deemed it imprudent to remain by her longer,
w0 they set sail on their bonts und left her.

On the 224 of August, at about 5 o'clock 1.
M, they had the indescribable joy of discorn-

As it over wis befure-
Aund my castles in the wir,
That I piled up everywhers,
Are no more'
Jous F. WeiscuamreL, Jr.
Baitimore, Md, Novembert 1851

i
Frow tho Panawn Herald of Octobor 16,

DESTRUCTION OF A SHIP BY A WHALE.

Thrilling account of the destruction of a whale
ship by a sperm whale—Sinking of the ship—

the crew.

We have just roceived the following thrilling
aocount of the destruction of the whale ship
Anun Alexandor, Captain John 8. Deblois, of
New Bedford, by s large & whale, from the
lips of the captain himself, who arrived in this
city from Paita, on Sunday last, in the schooner
Providence. A similar circumstance has never
been known to oceur but once in the whole his-
tory of whalo fishing, and that was the destrucs
tion of the ship Essex, some twenty or twenty.
five years ago, and which many of our readers
fully remember. We procoed to the narrative
as furnished us by Captain Deblois, and which
is fully nuthenticated hy nine of the crow in a
protest under the seal of the U. 8. Consul,
Alex. Ruden, Jr,, at Paits - :

The ship Ann Alexander, Captain 8. Deblois,
sailed from New Bedford, Massachusetts, June
1st, 1850, for n eruise in the South Pacifie for
sperm whale. Huving taken about 500 harrels
of oil in the Atlantic, the ship proceeded on her
voyage to the Pacifio, Nothing of unusoal in.
terest ocenrred until, when pasiing Cape Hon
one of the men, named Juckson Walker, ¢
Newport, N. H., was lost overboard in a storm,
lle:iling the Pacific, she came up the const,
and stopped \'uldi\fiu} const of Chili, for fresh
provisions, and on the 31st of May last she
man. The vessel proceeded i 1 her voyage to
the South Pacific, !

On the 20th of August last she reached what
is well known to all whalers as the “ Off-Shore
Ground,” in Iat, 5 deg. 50 min, south, lon. 102
deg. wost. In the morning of that day, .1
ahout 9 o'elock, whales were discovered in th
neighborhood, and about noon the same day
they succeeded in making fast to ove.
bonts had gone after tho whalss—the lar
and the starbosrd, the former commanded by
the first mate, and the latter by Captain ﬁ
blois, The whale which they had struck
harpooned by the larbonrd hoat, After run.
ning some time, the whale turned upon the
boat, and, rushing at it with _tremendous vio.
lencs, lifted open ita enormous {’M’“’ and taking
the hoat in, sctunlly crushed it into f) i
as smull as & common-sizad chair! Cuptain
Deblois immediately struck for the scene of the
disaster with the starhonrd boat, and succeed.
ed, against all ex in resc the
whole of the erew of the bost, nine in number.

There were now cighteen men in the star.
hoard boat, consisting of the eaptain, the“first
mate. and the crews of both boats, 'Pln ht-
ful disnster had been witnessed from the ship,
and the waist boat was called into readiness
snd sent to their relief.  The distance from the
ship was ahout six milea.  As soon s the waist
bont arrived, the crews were divided, and it
wis determined to pursne the same whale, and
muke snother sttack upon him, Accordingly
thoy soparated, and at some distance
from each other, ne s ususl on such oecasions
after the whale. n & short time they cume up
to him, and prepared to give him buttde. The
waist boat, commanded by the first mate, wis
in wly the w perceived
made upon him, he
and making a tre.

wi m_ﬂmﬁdn into atoms,
sllowing the inen barely time to escape his ven.
geance by throwing themsslves into the ocean
Captain  Deblois, gain sseing the perilony
of his men, at the risk of mesting th

same fate, divocted hin boat to hesten to their
resous, and in & time succeaded in xaving

i displa h skill in thei fmnwhiehlnultiunmnwly
-ubnmd A ; Mrﬂil:nu;nbﬂp.:mf “Mtbuh' llm Fﬁa‘nmmpmm
bow ip ns nn 5 no oner
wn:'Sw'Mﬁ;mhl?&mpum h-dtbrmbm than’ they dincovered
not now mention, very ingeniows and skillful. m-on-uonh towards them
The native African, it s to be understood, is m'l'ihly . Fortunately,
naturally indolent ; and sithough the various | the mu‘p-dmu-
articlos of labor here mentioned would per- | short distance. The then made her way
o oo e e e S s e
Wh:h bmh dﬁ:l“tuh‘dﬁilhm hhhwm‘d:dﬂ:
iﬂlﬂl’ wia
gfmwwma'r;w on“ afford ' whip. Anmummndwllhthl
hmﬂmﬂwhﬂh'mﬂwq“hﬁpwm

Loss of teo boats, and miraculous escape of

called at Paita, for the puT';a of shipping 4 | post

. | e loves me, and if

ing a ship in the distance.  They mude sigoal,
and were woon answered ; and in a short time
they wore renched by the good ship Nantueket,

of Nantucket, Massach Captain Gibbs,
who w::d them all on 1 clothed and 'f:l;
them, to in every wa
Ll aut Yasal T pm i \ ’

On the sucoeeding day, Captain Gilbs went
to the wreck of the ilf-ﬁmn Ann Alexander,
for the pur‘m of trying to procure something
from hoer; but, as the sea was rough, and the
attempt considered dangerous, he abundoned
the project.  The Nantucket then set wail for
Puita, where she arrived on the 15th of Septem-
ber, and where she landed Captain Deblois and
his men.  Captain Deblois was kindly and hos-

itably recoived and entertained at Paita by
'_,':;;.tu}nh Buthur;l, 'an E"gliwh ;:i-nbleuwn re-
siding there, and su uently took p )y on
hoard the schooner m-idmu‘r‘:‘. (.'uplt:;ﬁtar-
buck, for this port, arriving here on Sunnay
Inst, the 12th instant.

At Paita, Captain Deblois entered his protest
L at the United States Consulate, which was au-
thenticated by the following officers and sen-
men on board ot the time of the disaster, the
two officors and rest of the crew having shipped
on hoard other vessels: Joseph K. Groen, first
mate ; James Smith, third mate ; John Morgan,
carpenter ; Jumes Riley, cooper; Jumes Me-
Roberts, John Smith, Wm. Smith, Henry Reid,
and Charles F. Booth, seamen.

THE WIDOW OF COLOGNE,

In the year 1641 there lived in n narrow,
abweure street of Cologne a poor woman nime-
od Marie Marisnni, with an old female ser-
vant for her sole companion.  She inhabitod a
small, tamble-down, two-storied house, which
had but two windows in front. Nothing could
waell be more miserable than the furmture of
this dark dwelling. Two worm-eaten four-
bedsteads, a large deal-preds, two rickety
tables, three or four old wooden chairs, and »
few rusty kitchen utensily formed the whole
of its domestic inventory.
Murie Marianni, despite the wrinkles which
nearly seventy years hiul loft on her face, still
preserved the trace of former beauty.  There
wis 6 gracg in her appearance, and s digoity
in her manner, which prepossessed strangers in
her fuvor whenever they happened to meet hor,
but this was raroly.  Living in the strictest re-
tirement, and avoiding n& muoh a8 powsible all
intercourse with her neighbors, she seldom
went out exvept for the purpose of buying pro-
vigions. Her income consistod of u small pen-
#ion, which she received overy six months,  In
the street where she lived, she was known hy
the name of “The Old Nun, and was regardod
with considerabli respect.
Marie Marianni usunlly lived in the room
on the ground iloor, where she spent her time
in needlowork ; and ber old servant Bridget
oocupied the vpper room, which served ns n
kitchen, and employed herself in spinning,
Thus lived these two old women in & state
of complete isolation.  In winter, however, in
order to avoid the expense of kms)‘:ini up two
fires, Marie Marinoni used to call down her
domestic, and cumse hor to place hor wheel in
the chimney-corner, while she herself veeupied
8 large old omsy-chuir ot the opposite wide,
They would sometimes sit thus, evening after
evening, without exchanging a single word,
One night, however, mistress happened
to be in & mors communieative temper than
usugl, and addresing her sorvant, waid
“ W;nll. Bridget, have you heard from your
son !
“No, mudnme, although the Frankfort post
haw come in.”
“You wee, I{rillgnl. it in folly to reckon on
the uffection of one's children ; you are not the
only mother who hus W complain of their in-
itude.”
“ But, madnme, m[\: Jomeph in not ungrateful ;
e has not written now, |
am certain it is only because he has nothing to
say. One must not be too hard upon young

m:t oo hard, cortainly; but we have o
iy {End
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mother, [ have also heen o wretched wifie, Af-
ter having lived unhappily together during
several YOnrs, my hushand died. the vietim of
an assasain.  And whom, think you, did they
sccuse of instignting his murdar *  Me! In
the presence of my children—ay, at the in
stance of my eldest son—| was [:lll"-‘l uted for
this erime !

“ But, doubtless, madame
ted 17

“Yes; and had I been o poor woman, with-
out power, rank or influence, my innocencs
would have been publicly tlm'lnrﬁf But hay-
ing ull these advantages, it suited my enemies
purpose to deprive me of them. so they han-
ished me, and left me in the state in which |
am!'"”

“ Dear mistress! 7 said the old woman

Marie Marianni hid her face in her hand-
kerohief, and spoke no more during the i
mainder of the evening

As the servant contmued silently to turn her
wheel, she vesolved in her mind several cirenm-
stances connected with the “Old Nun.”  She
had often surprised her reading parchments
covered with red wax, which, on Bridget's
entrance, her mistriss always hurriedly repinced
in o small iron box. :

One vight, Marie Marianni, while suflering
from an attack of fever. orwd oul. in n tone of
unutterable horror: = No: T will not see him !
Take away von red robe—that man of hlwd
and murder !

These things troubled the simple wind of
poor Bridgul. Yot she dared not Hpt':lli of them
to her usually haughty and reserved mistress

On the next evening, as they were sitting
silently ut work, s knock was heard at the
door, : .

“ Who can it be at this hour ! " said Murie
Murianni

“1 eannot think,” replied her servant ;
now nine o'clock.™

* Another knock ! Go, Bridget, and see who
it is, but open the door with precsution.”

The servant took their solitary lamp in her
hand, and went to the doowr. She preseutly
returned. usnering Wto fiv roos Fetlwe Frao
CIE, B Priest Wno nved o . falhey e W ATy i
R of ald whose hollow
cneeks, shard Teatures, wod e oA L
 sinister and far from hallowed exprossion
*To what, father, am | indebted for this late
visit 77 asked the old lady

“To important tidings.” n-l_-lial the priest,
“which | nmn come to communicnte ™
 Leave us, Bridgot,” said hor wmistross.  The
servant took an old iron lamp, snd weut up
stairs to her fireless eliambor
“What have you to tell me?” nsked Mario
Marianni of her visiter,

“1 have had nows from Franoe.”

“ood news '

“Same which way eventually prove so.”

“I'ha stars, then, have not deceived me!”

“ What, madame ! " said the priest in & re-
roving tone ; do you attach any credit to this
ying natrology ! Believe me, it is o tempta-
tion of Satan, which you ought to resist.  Have
you not enough of real misfortune, without
subjecting yourself to imaginary terrors !

“1f it be n weakness, father, it is one which
| share in common with many ut minds
Whe ean doubt the influence which the celes-
tinl bodies have on things terresteinl 77

“All vanity and error, deughter. How can
an enlightened mind like yours persunde itsell
that events happen by aught save the will of
God 1"

“1 will not now argue the point, father: tell
me rather what are the nows from Franoe!”
“The nobles’ discontent at the prime minis-
ter has reached its height, Henri d'Efat,
grond-squerry of France, and the King's favor-
ite, has joined them, and drawn into the plot
the Duke do Bouillon, and Mansiaur his majes-
tada hrctlior A aeeatgeo which s an point of
Leing secretly concluded with the Kingof Spain,
has for its ohjoet peace, on condition of the car-
dinal’s removal.”

“Thank God!”

“ However, madaame, lot us not be too conli-
dent; continue to wet with prodonce, and as
sume the appesrance of perfect resignation
Froquent the churel in which I minister, place
yoursoll near the lower comer of the right
hand aisle, and 1 will forewarn you of my next
visit.”

1 will do so, father”

Resuming his large clouk, the priest depurt-
ed, Bridgot being summoned by her mistress to
open the door.

From that time, during several months, the

ald lndy repaired regularly each day to the
church ; mu} she often saw Fathier Francis, but
he never spoke or gave hor the desived signal.
The unasceustomed daily exercise of walking to
und frum church, tugutl‘:ur with the “wicknoss
of hope deferred,” bogan to tell unfavoralily on
her lealth | she became subjoct to attacks of
intermitting fover, and her lurge bright eyes
seemed eaeh day to grow Inrger and brighter
One morning, as passing down the aisle, Father
Francis for o moment bent Ly head townrds
hor, and whispered : © Al is lost!”
With a powerful effort, Maric Marianui sul-
dued sl outward sigos to the terribls emotion
which these words caused her, and returned to
hor cheerless  dwelling.  In the evening Fa-
ther Francis came to her. When they were
alone, she nsked ; “ Fathor, what has happen-
ed?” .

You were :v--t-l.t

s

abant Me wonws

“ Mowsieur de Cing-Murs is arrested ”
“ And the Duke de Bouillon 2"
“Flod.”

“The treaty with the King of Spain !~
AL the moment it was signed st Madrid,
the cunning eardinal received a copy of it.”
“By whom was the plot discovered !
“By a secrot ngent, who bad wormed him-
solf into it.”
“My onemios, then, still trivmph "
“Richelieu is more powerful, snd the King
more subject to lim than ever.”
That same night the poor old womsn was
seized with o burning fever.  In hor delirium
the phantom-man in red still pursued her, and
hor ruvings were terrible to hear.  Bridget,
sentod ot hor bedside, prayed for her, and at
the end of o month she hegen slowly to recoy-
or, Borne down, however, Ly yenrs, poverty,
snd misfortune, Marie Marinoni felt her end
was appronching,  Dospite Father Francie's
dissunsion, she agnin had resourse to the os-
tmll?ial tablets, on which were drawn, in
black and red figures, the various phases of
the sun and of the star which presided over
her nativity. On this occasion their omens
were unfavorable: and rejecting all wpiritunl
consolation—misernble in the proesent and
hopeless in the future—Maric Marianni expir-
ed in the boginning of July, 1642,

An woom as hor doath was known, o m!:t
trate of Cologne enme to her house, in o
to make an official entry of the names of the
defunct and her heirs,  Bridget could not tell
either; she merely knew that her late mistriss
Wils i stranger.
Futhor Francis arrived.  “1 onn tell the
nunes of hor heim” he said,  “ Write—the
King of France : Monsieur the Duke of Orleans;
Henrietta of France, Queen of England.?
“ And what,” asked the nst magistrate,
“ wied the name of the deceasod? ”
“I'he High and Mighty Princess Mario do
Medicis, widow of Heory IV, and mother of
the reigning King!”

The first message of Governor Camphell was
communicated to the Tennessee Legislature on
i ml;twamlma

phs in commenda-
promise messures, is exclusively
State affairs. He dovotes much at-
internal improvements, and stotes
2, m‘mh-arilnd to the
Memphis and Charleston ; over $2,000,000
u;.’h" to Nushville, and
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