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Business Aivectory.

M. PORTER, M. D.
PHYBICIAN & SURGEON.
Office at Alward’s Book Store, Donison Block,

Front Sireet.  Residence first door below the
Mathodist Church, Commercial 8t., Dowagiac,
Mioli.
W. E. CLARKE, M. D.
‘P‘It;llidln & Office st his residence, on
vision g‘::‘ifc.i‘ml’ north of the Methodist
Church Mich.

W. H. CAMPBELL,
Notary Public. Will sttend to all kinds of Con-
voyvanemg—Republican Office, Dowaginc. Mich.
C. P. PRINDLE, M. D.,
Office, at his RMesidence, Dowagine, Michignn.
JUSTUS GAGE,

N Public and general Ageat for the exchange

tranafer of Village Lots, and sale of resl

Estade. Office with Junes Sallivan, front room,
second floor, Jones’ Brick Block

CLARKE & SPENCER,
Attorneys and Counseliors at Law, and Solicitors
in € Office

haneery. mchm G, Cl;nhnﬁ & C:;"s

. - attention

!hmh?m eollections miz;?mm m!i:lrllhwut.
Joseen B. Cranse. Jasms M. Seascnn.

D. H. WAGNER,
Justice of the Peace and Collecting A gent, Dowag-
iae, Mich. ("fice on Front Slre:t . r
JAMES SULLIVAN,

Attorney and Counsellor at Law, and Solicitor m
ghlnowy, inc, Mich. Office on Fronmt

wcoot.men & PLIMPTON,
A a3 Connsellors at Law, Niles, Mich.
Offics wm T. Twombley's Store. '
H. H. Cooutnas. |
CLIFFORD SHANAMAN,
Attornoy and Counzellor at Law, and Solicitor in
Chancery, Crssapolis, Cass county, Mich.

CHARLES W. CLISBEE,

Attorney and Counsellor af Law, Solicitor in
L‘h-ncog,aml Notary Publie, is, Cass
Co., Mi Collections made, and the proceeds

E. M. Puxrrox,

DR. E. B. ALLEN,

m and Mechunical Dentist.

work wurranted to give satis-
faction.
Commercial Ru'celi;ﬂfhwﬂy apposite the Post

Office st his residenco on

MERCHANTS.
H. W. RUGE,

—

PRACTICAIL WATCHMAKER

. and
Desler in Watches, Clocks, Jewelry and F
Ooodn.i‘mt&..w.ihh. -

GEORGE SMITH,
hgw.. w over Bmmg’am Store.
Making doas to order, warran-
Mhiﬁ

A. N. ALWARD,
General Dealer in Books, Stationery, Perindicals,

Wall » Window Shades, Wrapping Paper,
Posket Guilery, o, Dennisou Block, Dowagieo,

€. C, JONES & CO.,

Dealers in Dry Goods, Shoes,
D’ahpw:a.llnamdc-p. Fromt

MISCELLANEOUS.

H. B. DENMAN,

Banking and Exchange Office, Dow
Bay and sell Gold, Bunk m%

Land Warrants, Pa Hehool
m'lmﬁ.nﬂ{'whnﬂnmdm

DOWAGIAC NURSERY.
SEELEY & COLE, h'hiuhhﬁlhed themaelves
in m!‘m‘ Business vmmﬁi far-
e Skbarrise Gy Oncoints; Genpe Fines
- Every tm.
Office with Dr. Clarké, on Commerce-st.,
second building fromthe Post Office,

DOWAGIAC, CASS COUNTY,

The Old Play Ground.

1 sat an hour to-day, John,
Beside the old brook stream,

Where we wero school boys in old time,
‘When manhood was a dream;;

The brook is choked with fallon lnaves,
The pond is dried away—

1 searce believe that you would know
The dear old place to-day.

* The school house is no more, John,

Beneath our locust trees ;

The wild rose by the window side
No more waves in the breeze; o

The scattered stone look desolate,
The sod they rested on

Has been plowed up by stranger hands
Bince you and 1 were gone.

The chestuut tree is dead, John,
And what is sadder now—

The broken grape vine of our swing
Hangs on the withered bough;

I read our names upon the bark
And found the peblles rare

Laid up beneath the hollow side
An we had piled them there.

Beneath the grass grown baok, John,
1 looked for our old spring,

That bubbled down the alder path,
Thres pacos from the swing

The rushes grow upon the brick,
The pool is black and bare,

And not a foot this many o day,
It seews hes trodden there,

1 tock the old blind road, John,
That wandered up the hill;
"Tis darkor than it used to be,
And secms 50 lowe and still!
The birds sing yet among the boughs
Where once the sweet grapes hung,
Bat not a voice of human kind
- Where all our voices rung.

1 sit me on the fenee, Jobn,
That lies us in old time,

The same halfl panuel in the path
We used 5o oft to climb—

And thought how o’er the bars of life
Our playmates bad passed on,

And left me counting on this spot
The faces that are gone.

e — 4 - ——

The Falal Token.--A Romance of Ameri-
can History.

CHAPTER I.

“ Aod there were sndden partings—such as press
The life from out young hearts—""

At the door of a vind covered cot-
tage, in the year 1775, a Bteed, capari-
soned as if for a long journey, stood
pawing the ground with impatience.
The reins were held by a man ina
gray surout, confined at the waist by a
leather girdle. He was evidently
awaiting the appearance of some one,
whose delay cansed him to pour forth
many a curse npon the horse and its
owner, and he employed himself in
venting his spleen upon the poor ani
mal—sometimes striking him with his
wlip, and then having recounrse to the
reins, with which he lashed unmerei-
fuliy—spise of his kicks and plungos. |
At length the door of the cotlage slow-
ly unclosed, and & yowng man in the
blue uniform of America, enlivened by
its shining brass buttons, appeared, and
never did the gold laced equipments of
the gayest cavalier in the service of
Charles of England, grace a mnobler
form than was there presented in this
humble uniform. His high white fore-
head, shaded by masses of raven curls ;
his cheek, glowing with manhood's
richest bloom ; his firm compressed lips
whose smiles and seriousness contend-
ed for the mastery ; his air of dignity,
blended with grace—all denoted a per-
son of gentle birth and refined man-
ners. But his eye full of animation,
was his most remarkable feature—large,
deep, black as night—its glance seemed
to burn into the very soul. By his side
appeared a young female, fragile and
lovely as the delicate blossoms breath-
ing their fragrance over the lattice, and
ot this fair crealure were the dark eyes

-|of the soldier fixed—gazing into the
_|depths of hers, as a star sheds its beams

upon the petals of the violet. And she
but a child in years—a bright spring
flower, hardly arrived at perfestion—
passionately clingingto his arm, wind-
ing around it the waxen softness of her
own, as the ivy seeks protection from
the oak. Her half parted lips quiver-
ing with the farewell she could not ut-
ter, and her dove like eyes raised to his
with timid fondness. It was a beauti-
ful picture thus ealled into life in an
American forest.

“My own Laura—my sweet bride,”
said the soldier, “you know not how
bitter this parting is lome, Reproach
me not ; for be assured, naught but the

o clarion voice of my bleeding country,

would ever tear me from your side.
Sinoe the time when I bore you from
your father’s house, and swore to cher-
ish and protect you as my life’s blood

‘| —since that happy hour life has been

to me a9 a fairy dream. We have been
too happy, Laura, and that makes the
anguish of our parting greater. YetI
go not to mingle in the gay world
which I have foresworn for your sake.
T go not to enjoy the dissipated pleas.
ures of a royal camp. I go tofight for
you and freedom. To bare my breast
to the storm, and nerve my sonl to dan-

hl' Jl;ptomn in wrenching the

I have been honored by our brave
champion, Qeueral Washington. 1
go to win the laurel, or die a soldier’s
death.”

“No more, no more ! exclaimed the
weeping wife. Tell me but of your
hopes of safety and success—of laurels,
peace, and vietory,—but talk not of
what woulddrive me mad, even tothink
of—your death. I am no friend to
fighting and bloodshed. Theverysound
of a gun terrifies me, though at a dis-
tance.”

“ Well, well, dearest, be composed.
I thought you had more cournge. Why
I remember the time when, to secure
some foolish flower, I have seen you
spring from rock te rock—heedless of
precipice or torrent—and more—I have
seen you stand on the edge of the tall
cliff, and look fearlessly into the foam-
ing waves.”

“Ah, but you were with me,” replied
the young wife, smiling throngh her
tears.
“And have you then lost your forti-
tude in becoming my bride
“1 do not fear for myself’ but for
you,” replied Laura with touching sad-
ness, ;
Her husband caught her in his arms,
and kissed her tenderly. * You will
make a coward of me,” he said, “if [
linger here. Be yourself—be brave like
your noble countrywomen. Oh, I
could tell you such tales of their hero-
ism! Inspire me with courage—and
though nature never formed you for a
heroine, yet do not prevent your Harry
from deserving the name of hero.”
The young wife started from the em-
brace of her husband to undergo a sud-
den change. The eloguent blood
sprang to her chesk—before pale as
marble—and new energy of her soul
seemed communicated to her whole
frame. “What am I doing !” she ex-
elaimed. “Tmake my husband a cow-
ard! I who have worshipped him as
the hero of my imagination since he
came to our village, and amid rival
belles, fixed his choice upon the hum-
ble Laura whose wildest dreams had
never pictured so glorions a destiny !
Shall it then be from my lips that he
shall be persuaded to prove a traitor to
his country ! Never! never! Forgive
me, Iarry, my love, my husband—Go
—and may my comduct during your
absence, prove me worthy of my coun-
try and of you.” “See, dearest,” she
continued, with a strong effort at gaity,
“ even Selim looks at me with scorn,
and pants to be away. DBring him up,
Thomas. Yet stay, Harry, let me sing
you one more song before you go; it
is yet early, and then I will detain you
no longer.” 3
They re-entered the house, and the
fair wife seizing her guitar, sungin a
sweet clear voice the following words:
Go, warrier, go! thy country calls !

Now upon the embattled plain

Gorgrous plumes and glittoring crests
There wave above the noble slain,

Hark ! bark! along the bannared hosts
Now rings the dreadful peal of death;
While the loud shouts of “Victory™
Are mingling with the parting breath.
Go, warrior, go ! the laure! bough
Is waring o'er thy path of fame;
Tis waiting now to deck thy brow—
Go, warrior guia a desthless nume.

But when the snowy veil of peace,
Shall show our bleeding land is free—
When the harsh trumpet's voice shall cense,
Come, warrior, come agnin to me.

She ceased, aad rising, drew from a
box a small gold chain of exsquisite
workmanship, to which was suspended
alocket containing her own hair. This
she flung over her husband’s neck.

evil,” she said, “and now farewell,
dear, dear Harry ; yet shounld you be
ill or wounded, you will send for me
instantly will you not ?”

“J will, dear Laura, but in these per-
ilous times letters often miscarry or are
intercepted.  Evil minded persons
might make use of them for sinister
purposes.  Your beauty, simplicity and
innocence might lead you into danger.
If 1 send for you it will be no other
messenger than our good Thomas, and
do not even accompany him, unless you
have proof that he eomes from me. If
I do send for you, T shall also send the
locket which will assure you it oan
be done with safety. 'Trust no other
messenger—obey no other sammons.”

“T will nos forget,” replied Laura.
“ Oh how lonely I shall be.”

“Yon will have good old Margaret
with yon, and there’s your pretty com-
panion, Jeanstte—Ha | Thomas—" as
he came in contact with the holder of
the horse on descending the steps—* 1
did not see you—you are as impatient
as the horse itself. Remember my cau-
tion, dearest wife;"” and with these
words upon his lips, the young soldier
vaulted into the saddle. They parted
—that fond couple—under what differ-

A or's chain, and prove myself eircumstances again to meet !
worthy of the commission with which i

(To b conbinued.)

“There, take it as a talisman against|~

Modern Pictures.

_ Paople, as appears from communica-
tions of corresondents, and otherwise,
are just now thinking a good deal of
the traiving of the young. W have
been thinking of the same thing, and
will now relate as applicable to the sub-
Jjoct, what we chanced to hear one day,
and shall entitle it i

THE WOULD BE YOUNG LADIES AND GEN-
TLEMEN.

“ Where's your father, Margaret ?”

I suppose hie's in the shop, sir.”

“Always hammering away, summer
and winter, from moruing till night.”

“Yen, sir, father is very industrious;
I really beliove he works because he
loves it.”

“ And where's your mother, Mara-
ret ¥

“She is in the kitchen, sir; mother
does so like to oook, and wash, and
sweep.”

- 'lPhat you and your sister Harriet
rarely have a chance at the griddle or
broom, it is likely.”

“0h, never, sir; we take care of the
parlor, which for us would have ne
tenant.”

“You and your sister are, then, my
dear, your parents’ lillies of the parlor,
who neither sew ner spin; but contin-
ue to be arrayed as beantifully as Sol-
omon, by the sewing and spinning of
others.”

“ Sir?)!

% Aud your brother Henry, does he
blow the bellows, or play second ham-
mer to your father ?” -

* Oh, dear, no, sir, he never works ;
he rides or promenades, goes to the
theatre, and visits the ladies. And we
go to the play, receive the gentlemen,
and take a drive, or walk.”

“And what do you do the rest of the
time, for I suppose there is a little
left ¥7

“We are getting ready, sir.”

“This really seems a very nice and
pleasant arramgement—to three of yon
at lenst. Doubtless it is all agreeable
to your parents! They like their end
of the yoke, do they not?”

“ What, sir 2”

“ Your father and mother like the
arrangement, which yon speak of—
they are content to take their dividends
of life in work., They prefer to libor
themselves, and don’t seem te mind if
other people are always idle or not ¥
“ 0, dear, no. You can’t imagine
how proud they are of being busy,
They would not be deing nothing if
they could, I reaily ULelieve, Father
was nnwell a week seme time ago, and
idlenoss seemed to weigh upon him as
much as his disease. [e was glad
enongh to be active again once more,
I assure you.”

“ Perhiaps his unremitting labor is
necessary to enable him to maintain his
fumily 27

“Why, perhaps it may be,
I don’t know."

“In that case, it is possible that
when his income is stopped by illnesg,
he may not be emirel‘:' easy in his
mind ; his progpects may not be clear
and pleasant™

“1 don’t know how that matter may
De, sir.” :

“But, of course, if anything shonld
happen to prevent your father from pro-
viding, there is your brether, and he
might—"
“Ha, ha! 'What, brother Henry?
ITe ean’t split a stick to kindle the fire
with, and does not know how to keep
it going after it is made, unless it is to
let it go out. Brother wounld rather
have both hands chopped off than to
see them spoiled with work. He would
die, bofore he would let Christopher
Cherrywjt or Tom Tweezer know that
he ever touched hammer or spade.
And as for his sister and me, you don’t
imagine, I hope—"

“Not at all; there is not the least
need of your doing anything, I see.”

% That is it, sir. Thg old folks wonld
not be easy without labor; they have
neither kuown what it is to rest, and
be amused ; and we are ignorant of
anything else. So we are both suited.
Work scems to be their only delight,
and it is lucky for us that isso. Don’t
you think so yourself] sir #”

We did not hear the reply.

I'm sure

— il - - ————
Don’t go South.

Hugh Hastings, of the Albany Knick-
erbocler, who has the blood of the
O’Flagherty’s in his veins, gets off the
following : The South is no place for
Irishinun. Patrick has no taste for
“nagers,” and Southerners have no love
for men who hate human servitade,
Two Irishman have just returned from
the land of chivalry and niggers, each
carrying the marks of thirty-nine lashes
on their backs, covered with a cont of
tar and feathers, for having expressed
opinions against slavery. The follow-
ing advice from Bridget O’Flagherty,
we trust, will be heeded by every son
of Erin:

Arrah, Paddy me jowel, don't go to the South,

For and Irishiman there dare not open his mouth ;
If & word abput nagers he'd happen to say,

They would lyneh him at once, without any delay.

If ho lacked for & coat, they’d not let him go far

Withont giving im one, made of feathers and tar;

And they'd give hin still more, without thinking it
mn‘l

Such as thirty-nine lashes to help him slong.

You may talk of this eountry the land of the free,

But such freedom ax that, don't exactly suit me;

And sooner much longer this way 10 remain,

1 would rather go back to ould Ireland again.

: A shrewd old gentleman once
d to his daugher, * Be sare. my dear

you never marry & poor man; but re-

T, the po an in the

member, the poorest

I Specimen of the contents of
the new work by the editor of the
Louisville Journal, entitled Prex1ice-
ANA, just published, and which will be
sent, post paid on receipt of one Dol-
lar, by Derby & Jackson, publishers,
New York:

A Buffalo newspaper annonnces that
Dr. Brandreth has introduced s il
into the Legislature, TIa the editor
sure that he minded his p's in his an-
nouncement ?

A lady correspondent who professes
to be horrified at the indelicacy of our
paper, threatenes for the future to set
her foot on every copy she sees. She
had better not. Our paperhasi’sin it

A writer in the Virginia paper de-
votes three columns to describing the
great Blue Ridge Tunnel. We hardly
know which is the greatest bore, the
tunnel or the description of it.

W. H. Hooe, apostmnster in Ver-
mont, publishes that two hundred dol-
lars or the public funds are missing
from his office, and he asks * who has
got the money ?* Possibly echo may
answer—/ooe,

The editor of an Indiana paper s ays
“morevillainy ison foot. Wesuppose
the editor has lost his horse.

A party of our friends, last week,
chased a fox thirty-six hours. They
setually ‘ran the thing into the ground.’

John Elek-n‘ An.

the Detroit Tribune, gives the follow-
ing deseription of John Hickman :

John Hickman, of Pennsylvania, ao-
thor of the plurality resolution, is one
of the most decided characters in the
House, and a man of extraordinary
ability. He is a little over the middle
height, thin, fair complexioned, with an
exceedingly broad and striking fore-
head, large and mild gray eyes, cheeks
a little hallowed, rusty brown hair, and
tawny whiskers, only shaved a little on
the upper lip. He has a calm, clear,
musical voiee, very deliberate and res-
olute in all its tones, and very impres-
sive in the modulations, which are skill-
fully turned to suit each proposition.
He is, unquestionably, by far the ablest
of the three Anti-Lecomptonites who
are now acting with the ublicans,
and in him the Demooratic side of the
House lost an able and dauntless cham-
pion. He is possessed of a wonderful-
ly cool and uﬁ?pqmesud temperament,
which he snccessfully infuses with an
intrepidity and daring. His style of
oratory i€ logical rather than eaptivat-
ing. Yet he combines enough to these
qunlities to rivet the attention of his
hearers and always prompts an earnest
appeal—“go on.” He makes few ges-
tares in speaking; he walks into the

The New York Evening Post says a
man ‘eannot be active and quiescent
at the same time.” There may be some
doubt of that. Some fellows bustle
about terribly, and yet lis still.

Messrs. Bell & Top, of the N. C.
(Fazette, say that * Prentices are made
to serve masters.” Well, Bells were
made to be hung, and tops to be whip-

ed.

. Mrs, Charity perkins, of New Or-
legus, came near dying of poison a few
days ago. A sister of Charity was
snspected of baying administered the
dose.

A. K. says that he expects to be able
in a short time to pay everything that
he owes in the world., Ay, but there’s
a heavy dept in the other world that
he has got yet to settle— There'l! besthe
devil to pay.
A Rocky Mountain correspondent of
the New York Post, who writes him-
self “ Henry E. Land,’ describes Ore-
gon as the most delightful country in
the world. Our citizens, it they choose
can go out there and see ‘/ow the!
Land lies. |
We were considerably amused by an |
account that we lately saw of & remark- |
able dunel. There were siz men upon |
the ground and six misses.
The Ohio River is getting lower and
lower every day. Tt has almost ceased
to ran. All who look upon it ean at
once pereeive that it exhibits very little
speed, but a great deéal of bottom.

A young widow has established a
pistol gallery in New Orleans. Her
gualifications as & teacher of the art of
duelling are of eourse undoubted ; she |
has Litled her man.

A woman in Florida, named Cress,
lately gave birth to an infant son that
weighed only one pound, That Cross
wasn’t hard to bear.

Mr. Wm. Hood was robbed near
Cornith Ala., on the 13th inst. The
Cornith paper says that the name of
the hizghwayman is unknown, but there
is no doubt that he was Robbin Hood.

A Mr. Bently has been indicted in
Alabama for striking a stranger with
an axe, He says he didn’t know but
that the stranger was a robber. He
didu’t know, and so he axed him.

Mr. J. 8 Fall, s Mississippi editor,
arks when we shall get wise. Endoubl-
edly defore Full if ever.

Mr. Henry A. Rhole says, in a Mis.
sissippi paper, that he has worked zeal-
ously for the administration. Now let
him turn and work faithfully againstit.
"Tis a poor Rule that wont work both
wWays.

The Beaver Argus records the mar-

riage of John Coburn, only three feet
high. No wonder he wanted to get
spliced.
A man named J. S. Bill has set up a
shaving shot in one of our western
cities, We know him of old. When-
ever he takes off his beard he shaves a
badl bill,

A bandsome yonng follow in New
York, in great distress for want of
money, married last week a rich old
woman of seventy. He was no doubt
miserable for want of money, and she
for the wantof a husband ; and misery
makes strange bedfellows.

To Rase mae Piee oxy Verver—
We are sometimes asked * what is the
best thing te do with a velvet mantle
after it has been inthe rain ' Velvet
that is rongh and knotty, from rain
spots and splashes, can be rendered
smooth again by theroughly damping
the back of it, and then passing the
back of the velvet overa hot iron—the
velvet, remember, must be passed over
the iron, and not the iron over the vel-
vet. The heat converts the water into
steam whioh rises through the pile, and
o sgparates every filiament. Some
contrivance must be made to hold the
iron upside down while the velvet is

over it. [If rested between two
ricks covered with fiannel, it will do
very well; but if the same pair of
hands that carried the umbrells over
the mantle when it was out in the rain
oan be secured for that office, they will
be found snitabler— Germantown -
graph.

— el i—
§39~ Why does an aching tooth im-

silence on the nn'hm'-g Because
makes him hold his jaw.

aisle and commences as though he
were going to have a social talk with
you, but as he developes his subject the
fire of his zoul mounts to his eye, and
we are borne away by the irresistible
torrent of his logie.

In private he is frank, free 4nd open
hearted—his sociality is mingled with a
tinge of reserve; a moderate though
always a sensible talker. Notso much
admired for his social qualities, he com-
mands the sincere esteem of a host of
friends for the dignity of person, the
pnril.r of purpose, and the zeal with
which he pursues an honest eonviction.
He is & man of more than ordinar
muoscular powers ; his gaitis not ‘rnpic{
but his step is firm and confident, and
taken all in all, Mr. Hickman is s fine
specimen of the *“genins homo.”

—_—— ey A —eeee.
A Spiritoal Marriage.

The Boston Traveler tells the story
of the marriage of a dentist of that
city with ala{f medium, his wonder-
ful matrimonial experiences, and the
ultimate dissolution ef the affinity, af-
ter eighteen months. The dentist was
introduced, some two years ago, to a
lndy whose husband had deserted her
and gone to Kansas, since which she
had taken up the profession of spiritual
mediumship. She was fair and attrae-
tive, and adwiration of ber spiritual
gifts, combined with her personal
charms, to captivate the bachelor’s
heart.  Besides the spirit toid them
they were made for each other, and
they were willingly obedient to the
heavenly vision. They were married,
the honeymoon had hardly began when
the wife beeame subject to strange
trances, during whieh she would pull
her hushand’s hair, serateh, and other-
wise violently belabor him, most com-
monly when he was in bed and exposed
and defenseless, . When she was
aroused from the trance she was full
of regrets at what had happened. At
the bidding of the spirits he took her
with him to Texas, where she pro-
claimed him an abolitionist, and he nar-
rowly eseaped violence at the hands of
the mob. When they got back, the
spiritnal persecution continuing, and
the poor busband finding that his suf-
ferings of mind and body and estate
were greater than he conld bear, sug-
gested a separation, and obtained it by
paying handsomely. r the se
ration the woman confessed that she
had imposed upon him throughout,
that her trances were feigned, that she
beat and scratched him because she
wanted to, and that all the spiritual
messages he had ever received were of
her own manufacture. The dentist
has had an experience hard enongh to
make him wise, but he still believes in
Spiritualism, enly he thinks the devil

must be in it

———e - —————

A Sypuax.—Little Col. Thompsen
was a candidate for Congress in Indi-
ana. He was short of statue,thorou
bred enongh to make wup for the loss of
lengthitude. He asked a neighber who
tiad always been on the other side of
polities to vote for him.

“Not a bit of it,” said Jenks, in a
towering passion. “Do you su
am going to vote for a Syphax?

“A Syphax!" gasped the Colonel ;
“T pray, Mr. Jenks, what is a Sy-

hax '

“Syphax, you ignoramous fool,”
roared old Jenks, “it is a thing too big
for a monkey, and not big enough for
a man !”

——

To waxe Pore Wixe or APPLES.—
Take pure cider, made from sound ripe
apples, as it rups from the press; put
sixty pounds common brown
o El't.e-n gallons of cider, let it
dissolve ; then pnt the mixture into &
elean barrel, and fill the barrel up to
within two gallons of being full with
clean cider ; put the cask in a cool
place, leaving ‘the bung out thres or
four weeks.

il it

™A very fine linament for spavina, 0

braises, lamencss, &o., may be made
as follows: Two ounees oﬁnf

twe oiinces organum, Lwo ounces hem- |and
four | mixture

lock, two ounces Wworm:

The Washington correspondent of

1| very mild mannered Western mem-

rin- !

There is courage in his eye.
Yet to drum beat and hoart best, -
In & moment be must die. ke

!rnmwﬂmum ;

e seeks the Briton's-camp

He bears the rostling flag ¢
Mwuﬂw.u‘-’_

And the starlight and moonlight
Hia silent wanderings lamp.

‘With slow tread and still iread
And he counts the battery guns
By the gaunt snd shadowy pine—
And his slow tread and still tread
The dark wave, the plumed wave
It meots his eager glance ;
Aud it sparkles "neath the stars
Like the glimmering of a lanee,
A dark wave, a plomed wave
On an emerald expanse.

A sharp clung, a steel clang,
And terror in the sound,
For the sentry, faloon-eyed,
In the camp & spy bath found—
And with sharp clang and steel clung
The patriot is bound.
“'ilhﬂlmbmﬂﬂym
He listens to his doom,
In his look there is no fear
Nor a shadow-fuce of gloom—
But with culm brow and steady brow
He robes him for the towmb,

In the calm nigi, the still night
He kneels tpou the sod,

And the bratal guards withhold
E'en the solomnn word of God—

hl&lhﬂ;u‘gb‘.ﬁlﬂmm
He wulks where Christ hath trod.

"Neath the blue morn, the sunny morn.
He dies upon the tree,

And be mourns that he can Jose
But one life for Liberty—

And in the blve morn, the susny morn
His apirit wings are (rec.

But his last words—his message words

A putriot mighs die,
With his last words, bis dying words,
A soldier’s battle ery.

From famne leaf and sugel leaf,
From wonument aud men,

The sad of curth, the giad of Heaven,
His tragic tate shsll learn;
And on fawe leat and augel leaf
The name of Hars shall burn.

From the Louisville Journal.
Prentice Relates his Washington Experie
cence. .

When we were in 'Washington two
or three wecks ago, we heard from all
quarters the great wass of the members
of both sections were heavily fiight-
ed with all sorts of portable facilities
for letting blood. We believe we were
rather a pet of both sections, and we
hope we betray no ssered confidenee
in saying, that whencver Northern or
Southern members got a little maundlin
and threw their arms affectionately
around us, (of course to steady them-
selves,) we almost invariably felt the
butts of pistols and the hafts of bowie-
knives press against our shrinking
frame. :

One morning we put our overcoat in
the rack at Brown’s Hotel and went to
breakfast. When we returned, our
coatl was gone, but another- somewhat
resembling it lay near. We took up
the latter, but put it back with horror
on finding » big, frightful looking re-
volver in one of the ith
some misgivings, snch as & man might
be supposed to feel in opening what he
sus to be an infernal machine, we
up the nexs, and lo! there was &

P | big pistol in one poeket, and something

in the other that we didn’t stop to ex-
amine. Finding the rackto be a well
furnished arsenal, we withdrew, and
the day being cold, we remained an
hour and haif in the hotel, earefully
serutinizivg the integuments of evi
gentleman that seemed to have a par-
ticularly genteel overcoat. At length
we returned to the arsenal, and the
coat first examined by us still remained.
Co:;sludilng that even = fire-eater Boe
couldn’t have been bnnkﬁmg‘ $0
unless upon burning coals aquafor-
tis tea, we were sbout calling for aser-
:l:at to k:kc t.h: ﬁn—% of the
@ pocket, (wo have a

thy to touching such lhing ﬂfs
intending to wear the coat, for it was a
very hundsome one. At that moment

ber of Con ste; up
siepped.

that we looked like a gentle
had lost something, remarked ths
really belicved he had got some!
else’s overcoat. The matter was mad
right at once, but we _ ;

thinking how awkward snd insecu
the member must MM%
the very act, perhaps, of walking about

ad throst ds . ;
to be his pocket, and penad

ing there more ¢

ZTele-| ounces sweet oil, two ounces spirits of | shou




