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Poetry.
From the Elmira (N. Y.) Republican.

DEATH AND LIFE.
BY F. B. PLYMPTON.

King of dead empires! mrul and sublime.
Whose Tictim nations, whose daration time,

la gloom ascertain Is thy solemn throne.
By shadows circled, undefined, unknown:
As tome cold peak in heavy clouds Immured,
By day in mystery reiled, by night obscured,
Where neftiier notion, sound, nor life perradea.

The realm of silence, emptiness and shades.

What fatal form, what shape dost thou assume,
' Thou foe to life, thou monar :h of the tomb!

Swift as the light, as it approaches, dumb.
Thy certain shafts from unseen ambush come.
In rain the powerful baild the rampart round,
In Tain the tim'roua crouch along the ground.
La Tain the tearful to the eovert fly.

In Tain the humble pray, the bold defy.
Nor solid walls can gcard if thoa assail,
Kor covert shelter, nor man's prayers" aTail.
Sure, without triumph, silent, but intent?
Though eaten, patient ; calm, but no relent,
With equal force descends thy deadly blow

Tpoa the lofty, or upon the low.

Whatever clime the human eye hath seen.
Or polar snows, or fields pepetoal green.
Nor deep ravine, nor mountain steep defends, '

There art thou monarch, there thy realm extends!

The stream flows on, but it will ne'er return !

The flame expires, ah, never more to burn !

Life, lite a vapor o'er the fountain curled,
Helta to thin air. and pisseth from the world.

[From the Home Journal]

SONG OF THE SUMMER FLOWERS.

EMELINE S. SMITH.

We come with smiles of gladness,
Tho" we're followed by decay ;

And we claim a kindly welcome.
For we have'not long to stay.

Grant us a gleam of sunshine,
A sias from summer's breese,

A few of heaTen's dew drops
We ask no more than these. ,

Then, in your daily pathwaya
So cheerfully well bloom.

And 'round jour pleasant dwellings
We'll lavish rich perfume ;

Tour hours oftoil we'll sweeten.
Well smile away your care ;

And we'll even bid your sorrows 1

" A holy aspect wear.

There arc many hnman blossoms
With natures like ear own.

Whose blossom, from earth's fair bowers,
' May be so quickly gone. .

Such pure, pale bads of beauty ,
Are the angels of life's way.

Oh, cherish them with kindness.
While in your homes they stay !

Cive them plenty of Lore's sunshine,
With Pity's gentle dew ;

And let the breath of tenderness
Their every step pursue.

Then, while they dwell among you,
They'll brighten all your hours ;

And when they pass to heaven,
: . They'll go gently, like the flowers.

Choice Miscellany.

THE ENGLISH MERCHANT
AND THE

LADY.
BY GRACE GREENWOOD.

. Io the reign of Henry the First of Eng-

land, called Beauclerc, or the Fine Schol-

ar, for he was actually 60 learned that
he could wrile his own name a great
attainment for a King in those days
there lived in London a rich young mer-

chant, named Gilbert A. Becket.

He was thought a brave and adven-

turous man when he left his comfortable

English home and sailed for the Holy
Land to trade with the rich Syrians for
satins, velvet and gems, wiiich he meant
to bring to England and sell at a great
profit. He probably calculated by this
speculation to double Lis fortune, and
perhaps be able to buy a title, and so
become one of the nobles of the land,
and live in a castle, where he would re-

ceive the king and court, and entertain
them in princely style. But alas ! titles
and royal guest were not for him, and
all the castle he was ever able to lay
claim to, was such a " castle in the. air"
as any one of us may build. He was ta-

ken prisoner by the Turks, robbed of his
ship, sold as a slave, fettered and set at
work in the palace gardens of Mahmoud,
a terrible, fierce-eyed- , black-bearded- ,

Saracen Chief.

It was a very hard fortune, that of
poor Gilbert. .He was obliged to toil
from morning to night, digging and spa-

ding, planting and weeding, and all the
while with the disadvantage of not know-

ing much about the gardening business,
and of having a heavy chain dragging
and clanking at his ankles. You may
depend that he felt that if he could get
safe back to England, he would never
more aspire to castles and titles, nor
trouble himse'-- f if the King and Court
never should eat a good dinner or shake
their heels at a ball again.

But often out of our greatest misfor-

tune comes our best good and happiness,
and hope and joy often follows times of
fear and sorrow, as beautiful rainbows
are made out of storms that have just
darkened the sky and beaten down the
flowers. One evening, just as the Muez-

zin was calling all pious Mussel men to
prayer, Gilbert A. Becket stood leaning
against a palm tree, resting a litile irom
his daily toil, and thinking longingly of
his country and home. Just then, a
young Saracen lady of marvellous beau-

ty, called Zarina, chanced that way on

her evening walk, and was very mueh
struck by the appearance of the stranger.
In truth, as Gilbert stood there leaning
so gra'oefully against the palm, with his

pale face cast down, and his soft, auburn
hair half veiling his sad eyes to say
nothing of his long golden
and his curling silken moustache, lie

was a very interesting and handsome
young man, and inspiteh of his gardener's
dress and a slavish chain, looked as
proud and noble as a prince.

Zarina thought so, and though she

was very modest and timid, drew near
to speak a few kind words to him. He
looked up at the sound of her light step,
and for the first time in many months, he
smiled, gladdened by the sight of her
beautiful innocent face.

The ballad does-no- t tell just how

these two became accquainted, but it is

certain that they soon grew to be excel-

lent friends ; and managed to meet of-

ten, and have long walks and talks in

the shaded bowers of Mahmoud's gar-

dens. They first talked of the flowers,
theu of the stars and moonlight, then of
love, and then of God. Gilbert lold Za-

rina of the Christian's blessed faith, and
related all the beautiful and marvellous
stories of our Lord Jesus, and Zarina
wondered, and wept, and believed.

Gilbert had learned the Saracen lan-

guage and spoke it very well, but Zarina
did not understand English at all. The
first word that she ever spoke was "yes,"
which Gilbert had taught her to say
when he asked her if she would be his
wife, whenever he could gain his free;
dom. But month after month, a whole
year went by, and Gilbert was still a cap-

tive.
One day, when Zarina met her lover

in a shady garden walk, she said in a
low, gentle voice, and with her tender
eyes cast down, " I am a Christian now,
dear Gilbert ; I pray to God morning
and night. Thou knowest I am an or-

phan. I love no one in all the world
but thee ; then why should I stay here?
Why wouldst thou linger longer in bon-

dage ? Let us fly to England ! God
will guide us safely over the wide dark
waters, for we are Christians, and need
not fear anything. I will meet thee to-

night on the sea-shor- e, and bring gold
and jewels enough, to purchase a vessel
and a skillful crew, and when, O my
Gilbert, we are afloat on the broad blue
sea, sailing towards thy home, thou wilt
bless me and love me wilt thou not ?"

The merchant kissed the maiden's

hand, and promised to meet her on the
strand at the appointed hour, and he did
not fad but long he walked the lonely
shore, and no light-foote- Zarina came
flitting through the deep night-shadow- s

and stealing to his side. North, south,
east and west he looked but all in vaih

The night was clear, the winds whis- -

pered low, the little waves slid on the

shining shore, and seemed to invite him
to sail away over them to the great seas

. t i . , ,
Deyona out me stars overueaa iwinsiea
so merrily and winked so knowingly,
that he had almost fancied they had be

trayed the story of his and Zarina's love
and intended flight. At length he heard
a quick light 6tep, ana sprung tor- -

ward with a lovful cry. Alas! it wasto
not Zarina, but her faithful nurse, Safie,
who came to tell him that Zarina's love

had been discovered, and that her kins
man had confined her in a strong guard
ed tower, and that he must escape
alone. She sent him a casket of gold
and gems, with a promise that as soon
as possible she would make her escape
and come to him in London.

There was nothing for Gilbert A. Bec
ket to do, but to accept Zarina's casket
of jewels and follow her advice ; so, after
sending her many loving farewell mes
sages by Safie, he went.

He had a prosperous voyage, and
reached London in safety, where he
gave his friends a joyful surprise, for
they had given him up for dead. .

Year after year went by, and he saw
nothing, heard nothing, of his noble
Saracen love, Zarina, and at last he
grew to think of her very sorrowfully
and tenderly as one dead. But Zarina
lived, and lived for him whom 6he loved,
and who had taught her to love God.
For years she was kept imprisoned in
that lonely guarded tower near the sea

where she could only put her sorrow
into mournful songs and sigh her love
out on the wind that blew towards Eng-
land, and gaze up at the bright kindly
stars, and pray for Gilbert. But one
night, whi.e the guard slept, the brave
Zarina stole out on the parapet, and
leaped down many feet to the ground
below. She 6oon sprang up unharmed,
and made her way to the strand when she
took passage on a foreig n vessel for
Siamboul. Now, all the English that
this poor girl remembered were the words
"Gilbert" and "London-- " These she
said in a sad, pleading, inquiring tone to
every one she met but no one knew
what she meant.

From Siamboul she "went on her wea-

ry, wandering way from port to port,
and from city to city, till she had jour-
neyed through many strange countries,

repeating everywhere these two words in

Euglieh but in vain. Everybody heard
of London, none knew Gilbert. Yet the
people were very kind, and gave her
foud in return for too sweet songs which
she sung.

At length, after many months of lone-

ly and toilsome wandering, she reached
England, and found herself amidst the
busy, hurrying throng of London. She
gazed about her bewildered and almost
despairing at finding it so large a place

it would be so much harder to find
him. Yet still patiently and wearily up
and down the long streets she went
through the market place and square
past churches and palaces, singing her
mournful songs, speaking softly and
more sadly the one beloved word "Gil-
bert."

One evening as Gilbert A. Becket, the
rioh merchant, sat at the banquet table
in his splendid London house, entertain-
ing a company of rich and noble guests,
a servant brought him word that a beau-

tiful Saracen maiden, pale and sorrowful
looking, stood in the square without,
singing songs and repeating his name
over and over. In a moment Gilbert
thought of his beloved Zarina,- - and
springing np from the table he rushed
out ol his brilliant hall into the street
where poor Zarina stood, with her long
dark hair glistening with the chill night
dew, and her sweet face looking very
white and tearful in the moonlight.

He knew her at a glance, though she
was sadly changed from the fair young
girl he had left in the gardens of Mah-

moud, as gay hearted as the birds, and
as blooming as the flowers. He called
her name he caught her in his arms
and the next time she spoke the dear
word "Gilbert," she murmered it against
his heart, while his lips pressed her
cheeks and his eyes dropped happy tears
upon her brow.

He took her into his princely house,
and it became her home from that hour.
She was baptized and took the christian
name of Matilda but Gilbert always
cdled her Zarina, for he said he loved
that best.

The faithful lovers were married and
lived together for many years, happy,
honored and beloved. The oldest son,
Thomas. A. Becket, was a powerful and
renowned archbishop in the reign of
Henry the Second.

And so nds the true story of the
English Merchant and Saraeen Lady.

FEMALE EQUESTRIANISM.

There is not a drop of chivalric blood
in that man's Veins, who can look upon
a noble woman, mounted on a noble
steed, with an eye of cool indifference or
passive admiration. The eye that is
delicate in its perceptions of the beautiful
and grand, will flash enthusiastically at
such a sight, and the spirit that can un-

derstand and appreciate the graceful, the
noble, the daring, or the skillful in form,
or in action, will swell with undisguised
and irrepressible delight at so glorious a
picture. There is everything in it ap-

peal to all that is high-tone- impulsive,
daring and chivalric in a brave man's na-

ture ; and almost unconsciously his pulse
quickens, his blood warms, and Lis
breast swells with high and gallant emo-lion- s.

Let Blair account for it, and
Stewart name this feeling as and what
they will, its effects are as we say, and
the man who cannot feel it, would be
alike untouched by music, unsubdued
by a sunset, unmoved by the roll of a
drum, and unawed by the muttered
thunder. Indeed, to be pitied is the
man that cannot love a horse, doubly to
be pitied is he that cannot love a woman,
and thrice to be pitied is he who cannot
love a woman on horseback.

But we did not intend an essay on
horsewomanship, no more than we ex-

pected ourselves to be so enthasiaslic ;
but we are not ashiimed, if we are guilty
of both. And we cannot help saying,
merely by way of getting at our real in-

tent which is quite a different thing
that there is a most surprising obtuseness
existing among the majority of our Buck-

eye girls in reference to this identical
matter of backing horses. When will

they really learn to love horses and real-

ly love to ride them ? When will they
discover that riding is at once the heal-

thiest, the most exhilarating, (he grand-es- t
and most womanly of sports, exercis-

es or accomplishments ; when will they
cease gadding about the country on mis-

erable, lazy, shaggy ponies, on worn out
and broken-winde- d plow horses, on poor
old mares, and mount spirited and high
mettled steeds, and rids at a pace and in a

style more befitting the young blood thct
bounds in their veins ? For their own

sakes, for their beauty's sake and for
c ur children's sake, we hope the time
will soon come, when a mounted horse-

woman will not be the wondrous excep-
tion she now is. Ohio Farmer.

'Ti the fancy, not the reason of things,
that makes us so uneasy.

MATTERS IN THE MOON.

What a curious almanac these good
people in the moon would have ! Theiet
days are as long as years, and day and
year are equal to our months, 29 days,
12 hours and 45 minutes. The seasons
differ but very little from each other.
On the equator there reigns eternal sum-

mer, for the sun is ever in the zenith;
the poles are buried in eternal winter.
The days are of equal length throughout
the year, all days equally light, all nights
equally dark. The absence of an atmos-

phere deprives the moon of the sweet
charms of a twilight, and glaring day
would follow gloomy night with the ra-

pidity of lightning, if the slow rising and

setting of the sun did not slightly break
the suddenness of the transition. Human

eyes, however, could not bear the fierce
contrasts of light and shadow; they would

long in vain for the soft intervals between
the two extremes the other colors, which

beautify our world with their joyous va-

riety and soft harmony. The sky is not
blue, but even in daytime black, and by
the side of the dazzling sun the stars
claim their place and light in the heav-

ens. Near the poles the mountain tops
shine in unbroken splendor year after

year, but the valleys know neither day
or night, scantily lighted as they ever are
by the faint glimmer reflected from the
surrounding walls.

That side of the moon which is turned
from us, has a night of nearly fifteen
days ; the stars only, and planets, shine
on its ever dark sky. The side we see,
on the contrary, knows no night; the
earth lights it up with never ceasing
earth shine, a light fourteen times strong-

er than that which we receive from the
moon. We recognize our own light, lent
to our friend, in the faint, grayish glim-

mer of that portion of the moon which
before and after the new moon receives
no light from the sun, but only from the
earth, and reflects it back again upon us.
Mornings in autumn show it more bril-

liant than evenings in spring, because in

autumn the continents of (he earth with
their stronger light illumine the moon,
while in spring she only receives a fainter
light from our oceans. Our orb appears
to the Man in the Moon as changeable as
his home to us, and he might speak of
the tint or last quarter of the earth, of
new earth and full earth. The whole
heaven moves before him occe in 29
days aiound its axis ; the sun and stars
rise and set regularly once in the long
day; but the vast orb of our earth is
nearly immovable. All around is in slow

unceasing motion;" the mild face, of the
earth alone, a gorgeoiL, moon of immenseDO
magnitude, never sets or rises, but re
mains ever fixed in the zenith. It there
appears sixteen times larger than the
moon to us, and daily exhibits its vast
panorama of oceans, continents and isl-

ands. ' Bright lights and dark shadows
are seen in ever varied change, as land
or water, clearings or forests appear, new
with every cloud 01 fog, and different in

different seasons.
The Man in the Moon has thus not

only his watch and his almanac daily
before him in the ever-changin- g face of
the earth, but he may, for all we know,
have maps of our globe which many a
geographer would envy on account of
their fulness and accuracy. Long be-

fore Columbus discovered America, and
Cook New Holland, our lunar neighbor
knew most correctly the form and the
outlines of the new continents. There
was no new world for him, and there is

none left. lie could tell us the secrets
of the interior of Africa, and reveal to
us the fearful mysteries of the Polar
Seas. But how he on his side must
marvel at our vast fields of snow, our
volcanoes and tropical storms and tern
pests he who knows nei her fire, nor
snow, nor clouds ! What strange fables
he may have invented to explain the
shadows of our clouds, as they chase
each other over sea and land, and hide
from him in an instant the sun-l- it land-

scape ! And stranger still, on the side
of the moon which is turned from the
earth, he knows nothing at all about us,
unless news reach him from the happier
side. Or he may undertake the great
event of his lif! a long and painful jour-

ney to the bright side of his globe, to
stare at the wondrously brilliant earth-sta- r

with its unread mysteries and mar-

vellous changes of flitting lights and
shadows. Who knows what earnest
prayers may rise from the moon, full of
thanks for the floods of light and heat
we pour upon them, or of ardent wishes
that their souls might hereafter be al-

lowed to dwell in the bright homes of the
beauteous earth-sta- r. Putnam's Maga-

zine.

Wikchell, the humorist, tells a story
of a dog, who undertook to jump across
a well in two jumps. He fell victim
to his ambition. There are a great
many people just like that dog folks

who thiuk they can jump a well in two
jumps.

ERUPTION OF VESUVIUS.

The present eruption of this Volcano,
is the most extensive which has occurred
for years.' ; The following account furn-

ished by an s, will be read
with interest :

NAPLES, May 10, 1855.
The lava having now advanced ten miles

from its source, is doing terrible damage.
I have before me the report of Cozzolino
as to the latest changes which have ta-

ken place about the cone. Just at the
base of it a lake of fire has been formed,
which looks like a red sea in an undula-tor-y

state. In the very centre of this has
opened another crater, which is throw-

ing out red hot stones.
On the morning of the 7th, crater, at

the very 6ummit, fired as it were, two
heavy cannonades ; and after sending
forth lighting, flames and stones, broke
up altogether. In the middle of the cone
ten craters have been formed, and from
these the lava pours forth like a river,
and runs on the side of the Cuvello as far
as the Minerva. Here fourother craters
have been formed which throw up bitu-

men in the manner of pyramids, resem-blin- g

gigantic exhibitions of fire-work- s.

The whole of the summit of the crater is

therefore like a sponge, and must inev-

itably fall in. The thin crust trembles
under your feet. You may see the stones
dance with the tremulous raoverr.ent ;

the part immediately round the crater
looks like the sides of a heated copper
boiler. Such is a true statement of what
is going on at the summit.

There are reports of an opening to-

wards Pompeii which is not unlikely, and
of another towards Resina, but I have
not been up for some days, as the danger
is now very great. Before I write again
I shall make the attempt. Last night I
went to the scene of the most stirring in-

terest, after an interval of two days. The
whole length of this unusually quiet road
was like a fair, and such was the throng
of carriages which were moving on in

three lines, that it was with difficulty we
ever arrived at our destination. As we

approached the menaced neighborhood,
the inhabitants were removing their
goods, and on the bridge in the middle
of the township of Cercolo (through
which in the winter time thunders down
from the summit of Vesuvius one of these
mountain rivers so well known in Italy,)
stood company of sappers.

Creeping under this solid handsome
bridge into the bed of the river, we went
up in face of the lava, which was now
coming rapidly down. Here again were
sappers, raising munds on either side,
to keep the lava in a straight course.
The smoke which rose over the heads of
the multitudes told us we were close on
the spot, and climbing np the bank and
walking along the top, wc looked down
on this mighty mass of fire. How chan-

ged the neighborhood in two days !

Where I walked on Sunday night was
now a sea of fire. The side road by
which I had come down into the main
stream from Pollena and Massa di Som-m- c

were now full of blackened coke. The
houses cn the borders of the' village had
fallen in one, thirty poor people lived ;

a small chapel was swallowed up, a gen-

tleman's villa, and a sad extent of vine-

yard and garden ground.
On the other side of the great lava bed

another stream was branching off to San
Sebastiano. We had hoped to have
crossed it, and ascended to the cascade
agaiu, but it was no longer possible ; for,
as one says, speaking of a marshy coun-

try in the winter, the lava was out. The
fire here had begun to enter the burial
ground of the little town, but it was di-

verted from its course by a wall. On
the opposite side of the stream were the
king and all the royal family. The bank.?

on cither side were thronged with curi-

ous and anxious multitudes, whose faces
were lighted up with the blaze of hun-

dreds of torches, and with more resplen-
dent flame of the rapidly descending la-

va. Since the morning it had moved a
mile. It was like a vast river of glow-

ing coke.
As it moved on, the tens of thousands

of lumps rolled and tumbled one over the
other, cracking and grinding and grating:
and when, from the very face of it, a
lump fell off, the appearance wa: that of
an iron furnace, when the iron is being
drawn. To make the resemblance nrore
complete, at such times men darted for-

ward with long poles, taken from the
neighboring vineyarls, and pulled out
great masses of lava, in which they im-

bedded money for sale. What stiuck me

at first, and still strikes me as the most
majestic feature in the whole scene, is

the slow, silent, irrfeistable motion of that
fiery flood. Active almighty power,
without an effort swtepiu everything be-

fore it, overcoming every obstacle, grow-

ing up against intervening wallsor houses,
and devouring them bodily, and then
marching on in the same silent, unrelent-

ing, irresistible manner as before.
There was a spot beneath my feet

where a wall of mason work had been
built to break the violence of the wintry
floods ; to this spot all eyes were direc
ted. The fiary liver would --fall over it
in an hour ; as yet it was distant from it

seventy yards perhaps. Gradually it
rose in height, and swelled out its vast
proportions, and then vast masses fell off

and rolled forward ; then it swelled again
as fresh mat er came pressing down be-

hind, and so it broke, and on it rolled
again and again, till it had arrived at the
very edge. There was a general buzz
and murmur of voices. The royal fami-

ly stood opposite to me, intermingled
with the crowd, looking on with intense
anxiety.

At last it broke, not hurriedly, still
with a certain slow majesty. At first a
few small lumps fell down ; then poured
over n pure liquid of metal, like thick
treacle, clinging sometimes mass to mass,
from its glutinous character, and last ol

all tumbled over gigantic lumps of scori-

ae. Then it moved once more in its si-

lent regular course, swelling up and
spreading over the vineyards on either
side ; and now there was a rush for the
road which traverses this lava-bed- .

Houses and the bridge bordered the road,
the carriages had all been ordered off,

and the bridge was being broken down
we were cut of completely. The senti-

nels would not let us pass, and struck us,
and drove us' back ; but we forced our
way, and then found too surely that it
was impossible to get on.

The bridge was half demolished, and
by the light of the torches we could see
the soldiers above working away with the
pick and axe. We had therefore to re-

trace our steps, and making a long cir
cuit through the open country and over
walls, came round to the top of the
bridge. "Run," said the sentinels, "or
you will be too late." We crossed the
narrow parapet which was still remaining,
and soon afterwards down went the whole

fabric. In this way it is hoped that the
lava will be diverted from the township's
of Sebastii no, Massa di Somme, Pollona,
which stand on either side, and have as
yet suffered partially. Cercolo, through
which, however, the stream is rolling.
will be sacrificed.

The expectation is that the lava, should
the eruption continue, will flow down to
the Ponte Maddaloni, and into the sea
So grand and so destructive an eruption
has not been known far many years, and
even now we cannot tell how or when it
will terminate. The mountain is liter
ally seamed with lava, and mary fear a
violent explosion as the final scene of the

tragedy.

WETTING BRICKS.

As it is important that every one en
gaged in building should be well informed
in regard to the durability cf materials,

we publish the following from an ex-

change paper :

Very few people, or even builders, are

aware of the advantage of wetting bricks
before laying them, or if they are aware

of it, they do not practise it ; for of the

many houses now in progress in this city,
there- - are very few in which wet brick
are used. A wall twelve inches thick,
built of good mortar with bricks well

soaked, is stronger in every respect than
one sixteen inches thick, built dry. The

teason of this is, that if the brioks are
saturated with water, they will not ab-

stract fi om the mortar the moistuie which
is necessary to its crystalization ; and on

the contrary, they will unite chemically
with the mortar, and become s solid as
a rock. On the other hand, if the bricks
are put up dry, they immediately lake
ali the moisture from the mortar, leaving
it too dry to harden, and the consequence
is, that, when a building of this descrip
tion is taken down or tumbles down of
its own accord, the mortar from it is like
so much sand. Scientific American.

A Specimen op " Human Nature."
Last week while a man employed at

the sewerage works at Halifax, was

being rapidly wound up out of a deep
hole, after having lit the fuse of a blast,
the rope, owing to the carelessness of
parties at the top, was suffered to'drop
back again. The man fell close upon
the impending danger, and the sudden
view of almost certain death, fell on his
knees, uttering accents of prayer. A
thought struck him, however, he seized
the burning fuse and pulling it out of the
hole, saved his life. And then ala?,
for his penitence ! he commenced swear-

ing at the men at the wheel for having
let him slip.

Mas. Geokoe Keller, who resided
near Churchville, Augusta county, Va.,
was riding on horseback last Tuesday
week and smoking a pipe, when her
clothes took fire, and she burnt to death
The Staunton Vinlicatur states that her
cries were heard at the house where she
had stopped to light her pipe, but before
assistance arrived she was dead.

Do g wd to all men, and women too.

PHYSICAL EXERCISE.

One of the principal causes, if not the
cause, of the attenuated and pallid ap-

pearance of Americans, is doubtless the
neglect, or rather the violation the ha-

bitual violation of the rules laid down by
Nature for muscular development. The
class of men in this country whose occu-
pations are such as almost necessarily
lead to the formation of sedentary habits
is very large, larger perhaps in propor-
tion than that of any other commercial
nation. And this will account in a mea
sure for the fact that the various com-

plaints, generally the concomitants of
insufficient physical exercise, are more
prevalent here than elsewhere. Our
young men being thus confined to the
narrow limits of a eounting-roo- at a
time of life when the open air and con
stant motion of the body are indispensa-
ble, it is not surprising thai they should
be in their manhood so sadly deficient iu
muscular vigor, and exhibit so little of
the athletic development that is looked
for in the sterner sex. With many such
their lot is their fate , or is imposed as a
necessity from which there is no escape,
and for these there is some excuse for
the loss of health and life. But what
shall be said of those who make no effort
to ameliorate their condition, or of that
still more culpable class, who from mere
indolence suffer their bodies to waste

away, to sink into premature old age
actually paying a premium for crooked
spines, humped backs, round shoulders,
attenuated limbs and drooping head I

Such persons are guilty of a rpecies of
suicide which, inasmuch as it is more
deliberate, may be equally if not more
criminal than when the "brittle thread"
is severed in an instant by the victim of
misfortune or delirium.

CHILDREN'S DRESS.

The Albany Knickerbocker thus hits off
the modern fashion of dressing children :

"Butchers usually kill their victims
before dressing them. Mothers frequent-

ly dress befere killing them. We noticed
an innocent little girl of about five years,
in the streets yesterday, dressed and
pinched within an inch of her life. For
health and comfort; she might about as
well have been in the embrace of a yonng
anaconda. But then, though the pattern
was scant, it was a love of a pattern, and
the little creature wore a butterfly's wing
upon her head, and of course it was all
right, and she was a darling. How
could one manage to have a game of
romps, do you think, with such an anat-

omy of silk, lace and ribbons? One
might as well attempt to romp with a
fancy show case. They have passed a
law, and a very good one it is, to protect
quails. We want another a law to pro-

tect children. If they are afraid the race
of quails will be destroyed, what are we
to say of children ? Why, there are
places in this land of ours, where one
can see five hundred epitomes of human-

ity, without seeing a single specimen of
an eheck-apione- d

child."

A HEN NURSING KITTENS.

A correspondent of the Charleston
Courier, tells the following story of a
Shanghia hen nursing kittens :

" Upon entering my fowl house some
little time since, I discovered a cat com-

fortably ensconced in one of the nests,
where she had three kittens, as pleased
and comfortably as any young feline
mother might be. A day or two ago,
hearing a great mewing wit'. in, I open-

ed the door, and found that an old Shan-

ghia hen, well in the mood of setting,
had abandoned the nest with eggs, and
taken possession of the kitten nest, much
to the discomfort of Tom and Tabby, jun
ior, foithey could not be made as com-

fortable under the foster-moth- er as by
the side of the legitimate mother. The
old cat in the meantime was sunning her-se- lf

at the door, apparently satisfied with
the new nurse. Last night the old hen
left her charge for the nest eggs, but
this morning I found her again in pos-

session of the kittens, having again aban-

doned the nest with eggs.

Editorial Writing. Any one who
has had to do with the press, is aware
that articles in newspapers are of two
kinds, namely, those which are written

for a purpose not avowed, and those
which are written spontaneously, from
the impulse and cocvictians of the wri-

ter's own mind. And any one who has
written articles of both descriptions is
aware, further, that a man who is wri-

ting with perfect sincerity, writing with
a pure desire to move, interest or con-

vince, writes better, than when the ne- -'

cessities of his vocation compel him to
grind the axe for a party or an individ-

ual. There is more or less of axe-grindi-

done in every newspaper office in
the world, and a perfectly' independent
newspaper never exkted. But when a
man writes with perfect freedom, then,
and only then, he writes his best. Life
of Horace Greeley.

THE TREASURE TROVE.
Mr. William Willis, of Portland, has

furnished to the State ofMaine a lenrthy
and detailed account of the gold and ail- - "
ver coins which were discovered buried
in the earth on Richmond's Island, off
Cape Elizabeth, a few days since, and of
the probab' i time and manneT of the de-

posit. He says that they were discover-
ed by Hanscom, the occupant of the Is-

land, who in plowing turned np a circu-
lar iroD pot, which appeared to be full of
earth. Being thrown one side, it was
picked up by a son ofMr. Hanscom, who
began to scoop out its contents, and was
astonished to find that the earth cover-
ed gold and silver coins, to the standard
value of one hundred dollars, all regu-
larly arranged upon the bottom, the gold
coins upon one side, and the silver upon
the other, with a gold signet ring in the
centre. The oldest of the coins were sil- - -
ver shillings, sixpences, groats and half
groats, of the reign of Queen Elizabeth,
bearing upon their face the head of the
Queen, crowned, with an appropriate in-

scription. The other coins bore dates
corresponding to the reigns of James I.,
and Charles I. Mr. Willis expresses the
opinion that they were buried there in
about the year 1631, by a man named
Bagnall, who resided on the Island, car-rying- on

a profitable trade with the Indians,
and who was murdered by them in the
autumn of that year. They probably
were buried either by him, by his servant
or by some of the Indians of his time.

EXCHANGING WIVES.

A late number of the Eastern Clarion,
published at Paulding, Miss., gives an
account of a swap negotiated in that
vicinity by two of its subscribers, and
vouches for the truth of the story. The
chatties which exchanged owners were
nothing less the wives of the parties, who

were on the eve of emigrating, aa they
eventually did the one to Alabama and
the other to Texas. The Clarion refrains
from giving the real names of the faith-
less Benedicts, and calls them "Obediah
and Dick." but records the circumstan-
ces of the transaction how they went
into the woods, sat down on a lo, and
entered upon the business; how they came
near spoiling the trade because Obe's
wife was a "younger critter by a dosen
years ;" and how, after much chaffer-

ing, the difference was finally equalized
by the generous proposal of Dick to give
in the way of boot, fa cow and a calf,
two goats, an old gun, and an ."

The respective children of the twomothers
remained with their respective fathers,
and with their strangely acquired. step-
mothers followed them to the States of
their adoption.

Vax Bores at as
Earthquake. An American gentleman
writes from Nice, Italy, that during the
last season, while Mr. Van Burea was
in that city, hearing that earthquakes
were formerly prevalent in tharpart of
the country, but no shock had been felt
for a number- - of years, told his Italian

Lhost that for the rarity and novelty of it.
he would like to have a "small shake"
happen while he was there. Sure
enough, in a few weeks thereafter, in
the dead of night, the whole city and
mountains commenced locking, and the
inhabitants, in the greatest consterna-

tion, fled to the streets. Among others
in the park, which is near the hotel, was
Mr. Van Buren, in primitive costume and
in a high state of excitement. The

and the citizens passed the bal-

ance of the night in the streets, and he
was perfectly satisfied with the " small
shake.".

Russia Losses. The Marquis of
Lansdown stated in the House of Lords,
during a recent debate, that he knew
from authentic sources, that just previ-

ous to the death of the Emperor Nicho-

las, the official report of the Russian los-

ses, since the war began, showed the
loss of one hundred and seventy thous-

and men ; and that since that report was
made, the Russians had lost seventy
thousand more, making a total of two
hundred and forty thousand.

Husband Escaped. Mrs. Elizabeth.
Wheeler, informs the Detroit Advertiser,
that her husband, James Wheeler, left
her when at Toronto, in April last, prom-

ising to return in a few hours. He has
not yet made his appearance. He is a
shoemaker by trade, and is probably in
Ohio. His wife is anxious to find him.

Such a husband is not worth worrying
about, and Mrs. W. had better let him
stay away, if hitrefcJp. Clevt. Her.

The VUlage Record, WesTSUiester,
Pa., says, the Almond tree will grov
this latitude, and though the seasons are
short, that the hard shelled nuts will
mature, ordinarily. A tree is at this
time growing in that town, and it is
literally groaning with its burthen of
green fruit, and if the season is favora-
ble it will produce bushels. The true
is now several years old, and at least
twenty feet high.


