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SPRING VOICES.

Allthe air 1*full Uwlay
Of happy spring time volet*.

From the valley* io the hill.
KverylhiiiKrejoice*.

Tret* from wintry aleep are waking.
Ice la In the river* breaking;
Ami thebird* in held and grove.

Mingwith happy volet*.
Aprilbreeaea o'er the hills.

Tellof Hummer coming,
And thoir whi*per* sweetly Join

With the bees' low humming.
Children in the woodland bower*,
Heeklng for the early flowers..
King and khout In noiay glee.

For the bright day* Mining.

Through the Held* the brooklet* run—
Just listen to their tinging.

As they rouse the gra*es small
On their border* springing.

Hoartbelr gentle murmur swelling.
Hummer and it* Joy* foretelling.

Hunny fields ami shady wood
Full of birds glad singing.

Select £torg.

UNITED AT LAST.
Miss Carney walked up the long green

lane on her way home from a tea party.
She wore a brown silk drew and a brown i
bonnet, and carried a large brown parasol
in her hand. The browns were of differ-
ent shades, and ran softly into each other,
like the tints upon a dove. Allthe lines
of her figure were smooth and rounded.
She was a very pretty old lady, indeed,
and must have been a very pretty girl,
though she was a spinster, and people who
believed that all unmarried women were
left upon the bough of single blessedness ,
because they tempted nobody to pluck
them, must have owned that it could not

be so in her case.
Down tho lane, coming towards her,

walked a gentleman, lie was tall and
broad, his hair was grey, and his hat was
Igrcy; and his summer suit was grey; his
beard was grey also. He, oddly enough
shaded off into another aort of dove. The
green t/£* were all about them both, the
green graaa beneath their feet. The roses
muled ovjer the fence.

If these bad bern two young people in-
stead of two old people, one might have
fancied it as a lover's rendexvous, but they
were old. Of course there could bo no
romance about them.

la the middle of tho lane, shaded by
great cUuttuut trees, stood an old house.
Honeysuckle draped the porch. There I

was no old fashioned sweep in the well. It
was altogether a thing of the paat —no
modern cottage of architectural mysteries.
It was so old fashioned that it must have
been the same when these two people were
young. Yet, when their parents were
born doubtless it stood, by no means a

new bouse, just as it stood now.
Tbe pretty old lady io brown reached

the gate of this house first. She lifted the
latch and stood looking down the road,
thinking that it must be the handsome old
man io grey had lost his way and would
inquire of her, for the lane was no thor-
oughfare because a fence and a gate and
a sign, with “All poisons arc forbid to

trespass upon these grounds," nailed upon
it.

The lady's father had put up tho sign
the day after the pedlar had stolon ail his
pears. No neighbor minded it, but stran-
gers did. Ho the old lady wailed courte-
ously to tell the stranger (hat he might
lake the short cut through tho orchard if
be cbose.

““Howalks like somebody Iknow. Who
caa it be?” she asked herself. Then she
ewddefily blushed and looked prettier than
ever. Yea, certainly, it could not be be-
cause no one desired to pluck her that she
remained a faded rose upon the branch —

Miss Carney, not Mrs. Anybody.
On came tbe old gentleman io bis grey

coat and us he looked at the little old lady
ha duffed his grey hat.

“Madame/ 1 he said, “this is where Mr.
Kdward Carney used to live, I know.
Docs ho live here now ?"

Hut the old lady looked at him with
sudden start. “Oh !" she cried; and

added, “No he does not.”
MBe it—"began the old gentleman.
“Itia his tombstone that you can sae un-

der Uia great willow in the highest part of
the churchyard," she said, pointing through
the treea. “He was eighty when he died."

“Time fliea fast," said tho old gentle-
man.

‘Fearful fast,” said the old lady.
She was not looking at him now, but at

ihe flowers in the borders at her feet.
“Mr. Carney was a widower when I

knew him,and had but one child a—-
daughter,” said the old gentleman ingrey,
“tibe ja iivjsgis she not ?"

“Yea," said the old lady.
“But she cannot be Miss Carney still,"

said the old gentleman.
“Rut she is," said the old lady, and

looked him in the face again.
Their eyes met. ||crs were brown and

his were grey.
“People alter out of knowledge io forty

years," said ahe; “and how on earth I
came to know you I don’t know, fur you
look like your own grandfather, Mark
Turner."

“Ask the oldgentleman to walk io, then,
Miss Carney," said he, for ho ought to be
more weary than he used to grow on the
same road a life-time ago, coming from
the mill, you remember, Priscy, every
Sunday evening."

“Did you ?" said she pretending to for-
*•

“Oh, vea! of course I willask you to
wolk in Mr. Turner."

She turned. He followed her. They
sat down in the parlor—one on either side
of the polished table.

Over it, between tho windows, hung Ihe

I looking-glass with its narrow gilt frame.
[ The book case hilled (lie recess. On the

I roautlepicco were some shell flowers under
I glass. Thera was the stiff sofa with the

I black ousting like the slice of a fluted col-
I umu; there were six chairs to match, and
¦ the olawfooted sideboard. There had been
800 children to break or scratch thing?.
¦All was the same as when he led it last
Hptnd saw Mias Carney standing in the mid-
HfJ® °f *-b floor with her long black hair
¦MHa about her shoulders, and a blue

around her taper girl's waist. Now
at her, and she was really old

stout, but somehow ahe seemed to be
else, but Priscy Carney. She saw

V1" looking from tho furniture to her face,
Hnd interpreted his thought.
H “\cs, she said almost argrily,“ia it not
Mtraoge ? There are bits of wood and glass
Hod china, just as they used lobe. There arc
Mhc oak treea, onlyfiner and greener. The
¦fenr grass and flowers might be the same,
Hind here am I, old, faded, and lonely, and
IPX handsome, bright-eyed father dead in

P***, and all I care forgone. I wish
were gone also. I think people who

B have not seen each other for forty years
m need not seek each other again. I

I wiah they would not come to me alter be-
I log all the same at dead for forty yean.
I Jt ia precisely like seeing ghosts.''

WESTMINSTER, MD. SATURDAY, APRIL 5, 1879.
All of us aro familiar with tlio pretty

little Scotch ballad, “Coinin’ thro' the
Rye.” The common idea of this aong is
that a rye held is meant, but whoever saw )
a Scotch lassie walking through u held of 1
rye, or any other grain ? The river Uyc, j '
at Daily, in Ayrshire, is meant. Before ‘
the days of bridges it was no easy matter | J
to cross rivers without paying such a pen- ¦alty as has immortalized Jennie in the old ; ‘
ballad. If urns wrote the ballad and Brown I
modernized it. As Burns wrote it, it in- I
dicatcs the river plain enough :

"Jenny’* a* wet, pulr Ixxlie,
Jinny * tcHuu dry;

She (Iras’ It her pcttlcoalic
domin’ thru’ the Rye."

Bye is spelled with a capital It. The Iair is pentatonic—the only F which occurs 1
in the melody being very characteristic !
and effective.

The following is the origin of Ijougfcl-
low’s “Hanging of the Crane

A dozen years ago, shortly after the
marriage of Mr. T. B. Aldrich, Mr. Long
fellow visited the young couple and took
tea with them at their charming little
house in Boston. The supper was laid on
a very small table, indeed; hut the poet,
always vigilant in search of new Ideas,
took the smallness of the table ns a theme
for discussion, and associating the ideas
with an old Arcadian custom, then and
there spun the thread of his future poem.

“As the family increases," said he to
Aldrich, “the size of the table must he
increased. When, after long years, the
children have grown up to nmuhood and
womanhood and have left the fold, the
larger table willagain ho replaced by the
small one for the two old folks who linger
at homo. Here you have a picture of
life, of the growth of the family; and as

you arc now entering upon a literary ca-
reer, and have already written some good
essays, why not write an essay on the sub
ject in hand ?”

Mr. Aldrich promised to think about it.
The years flew by, but no essay had ap
pcared. Three years ago the elder and
the younger poet met again. “Have you
thought of that theme," asked Mr. Long
fellow, “which I proposed to you a long
time ago?" “I have thought of it a hun
dred times,” replied Mr. Aldrich, “but Icannot make anything of it." “The sub
ject reverts to mo, then," said the vencr
able poet, and at once began to write:

( "The light* are out and gout* an* all the guoaU."

i He completed the poem and sent it to
Mr. Bonner, receiving in return the prince

!ly compensation of a thousand dollars. In
| the ensuing winter, after its publication in

I The Ije.dyer , the poem was put into the
elegant holiday volume in which it may ho
said it then became widely known.

It would bo appropriate, in this eon
ncction, to refer to Bishop Hcber, whose
other poems, whoso learned Brompton
lectures and able articles in The (Jam •-

teily Review, are weighed down by his
single matchless missionary hymn. It
came about in this wise:

r hjlo he was rector of the Episcopal
I church at Hodnct. in Shropshire, he pAid j

a visit to his futner-iu law, Dr. Shipley, |
the Vicar of Wrexham, on the border of 1
Wales. On the next day, which was the

I Sabbath. Dr. Shipley was to deliver a dis j
course in behalf of the “Society for the '

i Propagation of the Gospel in Foreign
| Lauda." Knowing of hit sou-in law’s
happy gift in rapid composition, ho said *

| him ;—“Write something for us to sing
at the missionary service to morrow morn

| ing.”

| Short notice that, for a man to achieve i
i his immortality. Hcber retired to moth-
jerpart of the room and in a little time j
j prepared three versoa of the popular hymn j
commencing;

“Fmm Oreenland’a Icy mountain*."

Dr. Shipley was delighted with the pro-
duction ; hut Heber was not satisfied. ¦
‘‘The sense is not complete,’ he said. In
spite of Dr. Shipley’s earnest protest, He j
her retired for a few moments longer, and
then, coming back, read the following |
glorious bugle blast which riugs like the 1
reveille of the millcnial morning :

“Waft,waft, ya wind*, the story.
I And you. ye water* roll.

Till, llae the oea of glory.
It *preadx from pole to pole !

Till/erour ranix,wed nature.
The Lamb for niniien slain,

Redeemer, King, Creator,
In bit* return* to reign."

The next morning the people of Wrox
ham church Uslcpccl to the first rehearsal
of a lyric which ha since been echoed by
:millions of voices around the globe.
! No profame hymn-tinker has ever dared 1
! to lay his bungling fingers on a single syl
|table of those four stanzas which the Holy
| Spirit moved Hcber to write.

I On that Sabbath morning he caught
the first strains of his own immortality.
He “buiMcd better than he knew.” He
did more to waft the story of Calvary
around the earth than if he had preached
like Apollos, or had founded a board of
missions. “In concerts held inschool house*,
in frontier cabins, on the docks of mis-
sionary ships bound to Cay I on'a Isle, and
in vast assemblies of the American Boards,
Hcher’s trumpet-hymn has been sung with
swelling voices and gushing tears.”

Cowper’a Great Hymn of Providence,
too, had a history. He wrote it after
those two sweet devotional gems, “()for !
a Closer Walk with Cod," and “There's a

Fountain filled with Blood." A forebo 1- j
ing impression of another attack of insan- |
ity began to creep over him. The pro- ;
sentment grew deeper; the clouds gathered
fast.

He even meditated self destruction, and
left his quiet cottage to drown himself in
the neighboring river. He was under a
pall of overwhelming gloom. Just while
those black clouds of despair were darting
their vivid lightnings into his suffering
soul, the grandest inspiration of his life
broke upon him, and he began to sing out !
these wpnderful words :

"Hod move* in a my*U>rfon* way,
HU wonder* in perform.

He plant* hU footrte|x in the wo.
And ride* upon the Morin."

For several years Cowper’s splendid in-
tellect was to be under a total eclipse. !
The penumbra was already darkening its
disc. But, in full view of the impending !
calamity, the inspired son of song chanted
forth those strains of holy cheer:

"Jodi* not the Lord by feeble ikmimv
But trust him lor his gmee;

Behind a frowning providence
He hides a uniling face."

Cowper never could have sung that sub-
lime anthem of victory except under the
immediate inspiration of “power from on 1
Hijjh.” The storm was coming, but Cow- 1per’s eve of faith saw “Jehovah riding
above the storm.” This matchless hymn 1of providence which Ood put into the soul ‘
of his afflicted servant has been a “song in 1
the night" to millions of people under the '
discouraging clouds of adversity.

“1 am almost seventy-one,” said Mrs. ]
Myra Clark Gaines to a Washington cor- *
respondent the other day, “and I expect 1to live till lam a hundred and fifty. J
come of a long-lived race. One of my
aunts lived to 115;” and seeing the corres- \
pendent scrutinising her hair, “It isn't I
dyed,” she said, “and it is very abundant, tfalling below my waist.”

The man who minds his own business thas a good steady employment. j

She looked as though she wanted to cry. (
“Poor old ghost," said he, “whom no

one wauls to sec—not even those who !
promised to remember him forever."

“Forty years is much worse than for-
ever, said she, “and fifty-six is a terribly iunromantic age."

“Yes, it is," said he; “but it is a good
age enough for ghosts. By tho way, do 1you like ghost stories? Lot me tell you
one.

“Once there was a ghost— now I think '
of it, ho wasn't always a ghost; ho was a
boy once—tho son of a miller down by the
waterside. Ho worked in the mill,and
was floury and white as u ghost should bo ;

i of the time; but he was happy and j
gay, and many things happened as he j
liked. One of them was when a certain I
rich farmer in tho neighborhood came to |
the mill. The grain his servants brought j
in (he great wagons, but he, the farmer,
used to drive to tho mill with his little
daughter iu tho gig beside him. She was
a pretty child, with long curls, and her
ej*s were big and brown."

“She made a pretty picture in her white |
dresses and bright ribbons, and she came ’
when she was so young that she used to |
hold her hands out to this boy and cry, !
“Come hero, ’ittic boy. Show me where 1
the flour sifts from."

“For that was what she liked to see the
best, the flour sifting through fine muslin. ;
Kvery week she used to come until the ;
miller sent his boy away to school. When

1 he came homo again she was a girl of six-
teen; prettier than ever, and she remem-
bered asking him to let her sec the flour
sift, and she talked to himwhile her father 1
was attending to his business; and tbe days Ishe did not come the boy cared nothing
for, and tho days that brought her were
marked and picked out as blessed days.

“After a while he got over the shyness
that kept him from going to see her and

I went, and she was not displeased. She
was the mistress of the house, for her
mother died young. She used to make tea |
for him on Sunday afternoons, and after
tea her father would put his handkerchief 1
over his head and fall into a imp. Then
they used to whisper together. Long after
the poor boy came to be a ghost he remem-
bered those evenings, when he was a bright- j
cheeked young fellow, tho son of a rich
miliar, and he had the hope of marrying
tho girl he loved before his eyes.

“He thought the girl loved him as well '
as ho loved her, and he had no fears of the
future, no thought that trouble could coma
to him iu auy way until misfortune over- |
took his father. The good old roan failed.
Tho millwas sold. There was nothing
but anxiety at home. At last worst came,
his father died soon after his mother. Ho
was very sad; he was poor, also; but he
had hope, for he was beloved by the one 1
he loved.

“Odo day he went to her for comfort. •
He remembered tho day ever after. The
low built, old fashioned house, the great j
oaks, flower garden, the girl iu her white
dress and blue ribbons who came to greet I
him. He was full of life still, but that |
night, when he turned away from the 1
house he was n ghost—the miserable ghost ;
of his former self, for he no longer had j
any faith in love.

“Standing before him, pale and sad, and
with tears in her eyes, it is true, he hud
beard her who made tho world bright
for him, say, “It is my father's will that
wc should part. I cannot disobey my pa-
rent."

“Then she had told him that uhe loved
him as well os ever; but he did not believe
her.

He thought his poverty had turned her
. heart from him, that she had never felt

tenderly towards him, and ho left her io
auger, believing all that had been said and
written about the falsehood of women.
Yes, he was turned into a ghost."

“He might have known she was as uu
happy as he was," said Miss Carney, from
behind her handkerchief; “but what can
a girldo when her father threatens to curse
her, and she the only child he has? Noth
ing could make her marry any one else —

nothing. That she could do at least."
“But the poor ghost did not know that,"

said the old man. “It wandered away |
broken-hearted. It found its way Io sea
first, and then into tho battle. For years
it was a wretched ghost, greatly to bo pi-
tied, and only wishing to die; but at last
it grow content, though never happy, and
worked in a great city at a trade until it
had made a fortune.

“All the same, it was a miserable old
bachelor ghost, and never found a mate; |
and used to say, often and often, over and
over again, to itself, that women were all
false, and that tbe woman he loved had
been utterly false to him. He supposed
her married to some one else, and all this
time he grew older and older, and long
years lay between himand tho happy time
when ho was a boy."

“Long, long, year*,” sighed Miss Car-
ney. “Long, long, years,"

“But one day,” proceeded the old gen- j
tloman, “one day there came to him out |
of the past an old familiar face, and amidst
the whirl of the great citythis ghost talked
to it of (ho green lanes and rippling
streams of the spot where he was born,
and asked of tho house under (he oaks,
and the girl who dwelt there once—tho
girl who had been, ns he thought, false to
him. And (his old friend (old him some-
thing that made him feel suddenly that ho
might come to life again.

“She never married," said ha—it was a
woman. “She lives in the old bouse now.
Other men loved her, but she never loved
any other man but you. We all know
that."

“And then the ghost said to himself—-
“Forty years of life lost," and went down
to the green country place to haunt his old
love, and hear her say she was sorry to see
him."

“Oh, dear! ob, dear!" sighed tho little
old lady io brown. “How could she help
it? All her-beauty gone, ill her youth,
what could she feel but sorrow, and just a
ghost herself?"

She arose and turned away. Ho arose
and followed her, putting his arm around ,
her waist.

“Priscy," he paid, “you are tho only wo- ,
man I ever loved. Is not that something .

for a man to say, when it is true as gos-
pel

“Yes," she said; and I almost believe
you, for—for I never cared for any one
else either." |

“Then why not do our best to bo happy j
now, Priscy? why not marry each other, ,
and be living again, not two poor old ,
ghosts?" ,

“Well, because folks would call us two ,
old fools," said she.

“Well, let them,” said he.
“Very well," said she, “1 don’t care." ,
Then the old gentleman in grey kissed .

the old lady in brown, and said, “What j
day shall wo set, my dear?"

What her answer was may bo guessed ,
when (bo village bells, one month later, ,
rang the joyful wedding peat of the old |
lovers.

i

Stove Polish.—if stove polish is mix- i
ed with very strong soap suds, ihe lustre !
appears immediately, sod the dust of the i
polish does not fly.

sur (Dlio. ,i
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tPOETS OP OHE POEM. a
Those who have Bung one Song and Died. r
Origin of Some Popular Poems—The Song *

I of the Skirt—The Old Oaken Bucket— ll
Kingsley $ Three Fishers, dc. nb

Tjlng maijjr*onga that thoumajrcM b remember ~
This is rather a satire than a serious

recipe for securing fame. It is more easy
to remember a single masterpiece than a

1 multitude of splendid things, and great
| authors’ names generally go inpublic mcn-
| lion, with the name of some singular great a
I work of theirs. It is surprising to find i
how many people of real merit have “sung a

! one song and died." They saved them-
selves a world of useless labor for fame by I
striking twelve the first time. Somewhat
like the following, tho author and his best >
production, have found a lodgement inoar I
minds;

I
Henry Carey—"(Jod *avc the Quean.”
Ilupkiiin—"ll*ll Columbia." ¦
Kfy—-sur Spangled banner
John Howard Payne—'"Home. Sweet Home." J
Chit*. Wolfe—"Burial ofHlr John Moon-. .

j Cha*. Kingsley—"The Three Fishers." ‘
! Edgar A. Poe—" The Raven." J

Tom Hood—‘TheHong ofthe Hhlrt"

I Julia Ward Howe—Battle Hymn of the Republic."
i Bret Hart—" The Heathen Cnlnec." i

, Tho history of some of tho poems which
, have immortalised their authors will be .
: found entertaining. i

Hood's touching lyric, “The Song of <
, the Shirt," was the work* of an evening. '
its author was prompted to write itby the 1

j condition of thousands of working women ijin the city of London. The effect of its j
production was foreseen by two persons— 1
tho poet's wife and Mark Lemon, the edi-
tor of Punch.

“Now mind, Tom; mind my words,'' <
said his devoted wife, “this will tell won- J
derfully. It is one of the best things you

; ever did."
Mr. Lemon, looking over his letters one j

j morning, opened an envelope enclosing a
; poem, which tho writer said had been re- i
Jeeted by three London journals. He
begged the editor to consign itto tho waste

basket If it was not thought suitable for ¦
i Punch, as the author wus “sick of the
sight of it." The poem was signed Tom \
Hood, and was entitled “The Song of the

i Shirt."
It was submitted to the weekly meeting

of the editors and principal contributors,
several of whom opposed its publication as

: unsuitable to the pages of a comic journal.
Mr. Lemon, however, was so firmly im-
pressed with its beauty that he published
it on December IGlh, 183-4.

j “The Song of tho Shirt," trebled the
' sale of tho paper, and created a profound

sensation throughout (treat Brilian. Peo-
' pie of every class were moved by it. It
was chanted by ballad singers in the streets

I of London, and drew tears from the eyes
lof princes. Seven years after tbe author's

j death, tho Knglish people ft mon-
| ument over his grave. Tho rich gave |
| guineas, the laborers and sewing women
| gave shillings and pence. Sculptured on
jitis the inscription devised by himself:— j
“He sang the Song of tho Shirt."

j “Tho Old Oaken Bucket" was written j
fifty or more vears ogo by a printer named ;
Samuel Woodworth. He wasiu tho habit
of dropping into a noted drinking saloon, 1
kept by one Mallory. One day, after
drinking a glass of brandy and water, he
smacked his lips and declared that Mal-
lory’s brandy wan superior to any drink he
had ever tasted.

“No," said Mallory, “you are mistaken.
There was a drink which in both our es- j
timations far surpasses this."

“What was that ?" incredulously asked |
Woodworth.

“The fresh spring water wo used to

drink from the old oaken buokot that hung
io the well, after returning from the fields
on a sultry day."

“Very true," replied Woodworth, tear
drops glistening in his eyes.

Returning to his printingoffice, ho seat-
ed himself at his desk and began to write.

I In half an hour
' "The old oaken bucket, the Iron-bound bucket.
| 'fha ftWftPOYVfed bucket, which hung In the well,"

was embalmed in no inspiring sung that
bqs bcconjo as familiar as a household
word.

Mr. Kingsley's song of “The Three
I Fishers," was not the mere creation of his
imagination, but the literal transcript of 1
what ho had seen of “men who worked
and women who wept," while he was a
boy ia the fishing village of Clovelly. His ;
father was the clergyman of the parish,
and such was his sympathy with tho fish
ermcn, that when the herring fleet put to
set, he would hold a short religious ser- 1
vice on the wharf.

Tho hardy men and boys, and their 1
noxious mothers, wives, sisters aud sweet-

hearts would join ia singing the prayer
book version of the 121st Psalm :

Sheltered beneath the Almighty*wing*
Thou nhnlt accurely re*t." 1

It was sung as only those can sing who
with stout hearts go out, because it is their
duty, to danger and to death.

It was one evening after being wearied |
and worn out by the work and trial of the |
day, that Kingsley wrote the song which
reproduces the scenes of his youthful days, 1

"Three Huber* went tailing out Into the w*t.
Out into the weat. a* the nun went down."

Authors do not always appreciate their j
good work. We have all enjoyed Camp (
bell’s “Huhcnlindcn." and every school
boy has shouted;

"The combat deepen*, on ye brave \
Who ruah to glory or the grave!"

Yet Campbell did not know whether |
this fine ballad was worthy of publication. ,
He nnd Sir Walter Scott were once trev- ,
eling iu a stage coach, and, aa they were |
alone, they repeated poetry, in order to ,
beguile the time. At last, Scott askedCampbell to repeat aume of hia own poetry.
Campbell said there was one thing he had
written, but nerer printed. It ia full of
"drums, and trumpet, bluudcrhuses, and
thunder,” but he didn’t know ifthere was *
anything good in it. Then he repeated
“Itohcnlinden." <

Scott litleoed with the greatest interest, Jand when he had finished broko out with;
“But, do you know, that’s very fine; why’
it ia tho finest thing that yon oyer wrote,
and it must be printed."

Mrs. iiemana “The Boy Stood on the
Burning Deck," ia familiar to every school Iboy; but the history of tho liulo hero thus i
immortalised ia not generally known. IOwen Ctanbianac, a native of Conics, I
was born in 1788. Ilia fitthcr was a die- a
tinguiahed French politician nnd naval c
commander, and bis mother was a beauti- 0
ful Corsican lady. But she died young, tend little Owen went with hia father in a d
war vessel, and at tha esrly age of ten
participated with hia father in the Battle
of tbe Nile. J

The chip caught fire during the aotion. r
and Captain Casaabiauca fell wounded t
and inaenaible on the deck, while the brave c
boy nnooneoioua of hie father'a fate, held n
hia post at the battery. The flames raged p
around him; the crow fled one by one,and dthe lad to do the aame; but ho re- f
fuMd, and fought on until the whole vc*

cel waa in flames, losing hia life in Ihe
tremendous explosion which fallowed. h

A Letter from Andrew Jackson.

A lady residing in Freedom district’
writes to the Advocate as follows :—“Head- j
ing an account of Jackson's residence, the a
Hermitage, in your paper a short time bsince, thinking it not inappropriate I send f
you uu exact copy of a letter written by l
Audrew Jackson to his wife’s nephew,
Gen. Hayes. The letter was found in a c
house in Jackson, Tennessee, once occu- I
pied by Gen. Hayes, who desired mygrand- 1
mother, at that time the owner of the c
house, to retain the original, which is now 1
in ny possession ; (

jackson’s letter.

Washington, Hep. Oth, 1833.
Dear Samuil:—l have just received (

jyour letter of the 27th ultimo thank you (
| for it, and assure you that it is the only
letter, but one, received from you since
you left mo. My eastern tour prostrated
me, the fatigue was more than my debill- (
tated frame could endure, and I was obliged '
to abandon it at Concord, New Hampshire.
On my return hither, I repaired to the j
Hip-Haps, where the sea bathing and pure
air, was of great service to mo, and 1 have !
returned with increased strength, but the 1
accumulated business in my absence, has
occasioned mo great labor since my return, j
which has again impaired my health. It is
not now good, but I trust in Providence |
that he will make my strengtb equal to the
burden imposed upon me until 1 can retire j
from it to the peaceful shades of the Her- ;
milage—to that happy period I most anx- !
iously look. It tills my hoait with sorrow
to hear of the affliction of your dear moth- !
cr—present to her my most affectionate
regard, with ray prayers for her speedy re
covery, and that she may live long as a
blessing and comfort to her family—and
to Narcissa my best wishes.

Mr. Hawlings on his way to Philadel- |
phia called upon and spent one day with
us—through him, I learned for the first
time, that your dear Frances had present-
ed you with another fine daughter, I
which you called Hachcl Jackson Hayes—-
for this mark of regard to the memory of
my dear departed wife, I fee] grateful aod
honored—there is something in the uamc
delightful to me, although it brings al
ways to mo the fresh recollection of the
great bereavement I have sustained in her
death—but it also brings to my mind that
she is far from the interruption of this
wicked world—happy in the arras of her
dear Saviour, aud admonishes me of the
necessity of putting my house in order, os
L must soon follow her aud endeavor to

reunite again with her in the realms of
bliss. Kiss the dear little Haehel Jack
son, for me, aud present it with my bless-
ing—that it may live and boa comfort to
its parents in their declining years, and bo
un ornament to the aoclety in which it may-
be placed, is my sincere prayer—kiss Jack-
son and your other sweet little daughter
for me, and present to your dear Frances
my kind regards, and my best wishes for
her health and happiness. I see you are
before the people lor office. I wish you
.success sincerely—am sorry that you have
to defend yourself from the charge of nul-

i lilication. 1 hope your address has con-
: vinccd your fellow citizens, that you have

I too much common sense ever to be caught
in the wave of such absurd and injurious
doctrine to the peace and durability of our

. happy government. lam happy to hear
Irom all sources that it is going down in
8. Carolina. Gov. Hamilton, the other
day in New York, has said in conversation
with a friend, that he has abandoned poli-
tics, that he has been offered a seat in
Congress or iq the Senate that ho has dc-
eliued both, and will for the future attend

I to the education of bis children—there-
fore will nullification coaso in Sth. Car-
olina, having lost its most efficient suppor-
ters in Hamilton, and Turnbull, deceased,
peace to its manes, and repentance to
Calhoun, its originator and progenitor.

If 1 live I Intend visiting home next
year, soon after Congress adjourns, I do
not know whether I will bo able to visit
my friends in the neighborhood of Jack-
son, but will expect to see you at the Her-
mitage ifI live to roach there. Accept of
ray best wishes for your prosperity and
health, and that of your dear littlefamily.
Present my respects to all my connections,
and believe me sincerely your friend.

Andrew Jackkon.
P. 8. —Andrew and Surah ore at Phila-

delphia; wrote me that they are all well
and their little Rachel is growing finely;

| I expect them in a few days. Major Don-
elson and Emily are with mo with them,

; three children—all well, and request to bo

I kindly presented to your Frances and all
! their connections.

Sam tel J. Haves.

Anecdote of a Monkey.
A rich French lady, while promenading

in the Hyde Parke, London, met a Savoyard
boy, who offered her his qionkey for sale,
which the lady purchased of him. The
iuoukey was a beautiful little animal, well
trained, and could perform a variety of
tricks, aod be behaved himself well, to the
great delight of his new mistress, and !
proved to her an indispensable companion. I

i About four weeks ago the gorgeous saloons j
of the said lady were thrown open to the
refined world for a grand reception; the

j spacious halls of the mansion were filled
with the elite of the city. On this occa-

! sion the hostess was implored by her
i friends to bring in the monkey, to which
she at first objected, but at last yielded to '
the wishes of the company. The monkey
was dressed up in short order, brought in,
aud introduced to the company. After |
everybody had caressed and odmired the j
beautiful little animal he retired to a mod- |
est corner, and, of course, was soon forgot-
ten. In the course of the evening a groat
songstress was to delight the company and,
after the usual solicitations to sing, the

I lady took her scat at the piano aod sang.
During the performance the monkey
sneaked out of hia corner and listened

| very attentively to the music. The piece
had scarcely ended when the monkey
snatched a hat from a gentleman’s hand
near by him, and—took up a collection!Allof the company broke out in an uproar
of laughter, and even the lady of the house,
who at first was terrified at hie conduct,
joined in the merriment. With a painful
consciousness the monkey presented thehat to each individual, and all responded
liberally, and as soon as he finished his
round, he jumped on the knee of the song-
stress and emptied the content* in her lap.
In throe years the animal had not forgot-
ten his obligations or duties. The next
day a poor family was made the happy re-
cipient of 430 francs, the volnolary collec-
tions of a monkey.

The habit of resolving without acting isworse than not resolving at all, inasmuch asit gradually sunders the natural conneetion between thought and deed.

Never retire at night without being
than when you rose in the morningjhaving learned something useful daring

the day.

The affection of parents is best shown to i
their children by teaching them what is \good and true,

democratic
The Seven Wondera.

The Seven Wonders of the world have
juatly culled forth admiration for many
ages, and us many of our readers may not
be acquainted with them, wo take this op-
portunity of giving a short description of £
them.

First, the enormous Colossus of Hhodes,
claims our attention. It was built by
Cares, of Liudus, a pupil of Lysippus, in
the year 288, A. D., and twelve years was
spent in its construction. It was an enor
raous statue of Apollo, and was one hun-
dred and twenty feet high. Itstood across tl
the harbor of Hhodes for sixty-six years, twhen it was prostrated by an earthquake. H jIt wus afterward bought by a Jew from u
the Saracens, who loaded nine hundred 1
camels with the brass. c

Next in order are the Pyramids of vEgypt, those wondrous monuments of r
wealth and grandeur of the ancient kings tof that country. The largest of the struo- q
tures employed three hundred and sixty tthousand workmen for thirty years in its B
construction. The general opinion is that 1
lit was designed for the tomb of Cheops, j
| the supposed founder of the pyramids. tNext come the acqueducts of Home.
Little is known about them except that j
they were constructed by Appins Claudi- *

I u, the Homan censor. iFourth, the Labyrinth of Psammeti- 1
, eh us, on the banks of the Nile, containing ]
within one continued wall, one thousand i

j houses and twelve royal palaces, all cov-
ered with marble, and having only one
entrance. One building was said to con-
tain three thousand chambers and a ball
built of marble adorned with statues of
the gods.

Fifth, the Pharos of Alexandria, a
I tower built by order of Ptolemy Philadel--
phos, in the year 252, B. C. It was

; erected as a lighthouse and contained mag-
nificent galleries of marble, a large lantern
at the top, the light of which was seen a
hundred miles distant. Mirrors of enor-
mous size were fixed around the galleries,
which reflected everything on the soa. A
common tower now stands in its place.

Sixth, the Walls of Babylon, built by
order of Scmiramis, or Nebuchadnezzar,
and finished in one year by two hundred
thousand workmen. These walls were of
sufficient thickness to allow six chariots
to run abreast upon them. They were
further furnished with one hundred gates
of solid brass.

The last of the Seven Wondera is the
the Temple of Diana, at Kpheaus, com-
pleted in the reign of Scrvius, the sixth
king of Home. It was four hundred and
fifty feet long, two hundred feet broad and
was supported by one hundred and twenty-
six marble pillars seventy feet high. The
beams and doors were of cedar, the rest

of the timber was cypress wood. It was
destroyed by fire in the year 3G5, B. C.

An Incident of the Late War.
U was General Gordon's command which

struck the flank of the Eleventh corps on
the afternoon of the first day at Gettysburg,
and after a short but desperate conflict
broke its line and swept it from the field.

lu that fight General Barlow, of New
York, commander ofthe First division, fcl|
dangerously and, it was thought, mortally
wounded. He was shot directly through
the body. Two of bis men attempted to

i bear him through the shower of lead from
- the field; but one was instantly killed

aud General Barlow magnanimously said
to the other;

“You can do iqe no gootj, save yourself
if you can.”

1 Gordon's brigade of Georgians in its
wild charge swept over him, and he was
found by General Gordon himself, lying
with upturned face in the hot July sun,

. nearly paralyzed and apparently dying,
i General Gordon dismounted I’fom his horse,

gave him a drink of water from his can-
teen, aud inquired of Gen. Barlow his

* name and wishes.
General Barlow said;

“1 shall probably live but a short time.
Please take from my breast pocket the

r packet of my wife's letters and read one
of them to me,” which was done. He
then asked that the others be torn up, as

, he did not wish them to fall into other
hands. This General Gordon did. and
then asked;

“Can Ido any thing else for you,General?”
“Yes,” replied General Barlow, earnest-

ly. “My wife is behind our army. Can
you send a message through the lines?

“Certainly 1 will,”said Gordon, and he
did. Then directing General Barlow to

be borne to the shade of a tree at the rear,
he rode on withhis command. The wife
received the message and came harmlessly
through both lines of battle and found
her husband who eventually recovered.

Since General Gordon's election to the
United States Senate both he aod Gener-
al Barlow were to a dinner party
in Washington, and occupied opposite
scats al the table. After introductions,
Gen. Gordon said:

“General Barlow, are you related to the
officer of your name who was killed at

i Cvtlysburg?”
“1 am the man," said Barlow. “Are

j you related to the man who Is supposed to
, have killed me ?”

“I am the man,” said General Gordon.
The hearty greeting which followed the
touching story, as related to the interested
guests by General Barlow, and the thril-
ling effect upon the company, can better
bo imagined than described.

Prairie-Dogs in the Philadelphia Zoo.
Among the contributions mentioned in

| the second annual report are twenty-eight
prairie-dogs. In time these enterprising
little creatures burrowed out their inolo-
snre under a wall fourteen foet deep, and
took possession of a fine slope of lawn near
the superintendent’s office in the old Penn
mansion colled “Solitude," aod they bravely
held it until last fall, when the old ioclo-
sure was dug cut and paved withflags, and
now it once more confines them. To catch
them the holes were flooded, and the poor
little creatures taken as they came up,
half drowned. flffieir colony is one of the
moat interesting thin|Mo the garden. At
any time almost you miglftw dozens of
these active Hub animals popping in and
out of their holes, uUeriog tneir peculiar
cry—something like the half-suppressed
bark of the dog—to which probably they
owe their name. Their increase begins
to alarm the society. Something must be ,
done, and it is very difficult to catch them.
Some newly forming zoological garden 1
applied to the Fairmount Park institution
for prairie-dogs. This was while they Held (
possession of the lawn. The request was '
most willinglygrafted, bgt the catching 1
required four men and about as many Idays, and then only three or four ifere se- i
cured.

There is a popular bsUcf in the West \
that the burrowing owl, the prairie-dog, <
and the rattlesnake live together in great iharmony, It is probable that the snake j
“invades the horns of the dog for the pur tpose of feeding upon the young, while the icunning owl, to save itself the trouble of i
digging its own habitation, takes possession tof the deserted burrows which are left in t
?he gradual change of location continually a
going on among tie dogs.” t

things |lbroai
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Singapore ; Fortifications and Landscape : '
The Chinese and Malays: Oriental

Washing; Tigers.

We ascended a high bill overlooking [
the city, the bay, and the green isles of
the Archipelago. It is a picturesque
eight, paying well fur the walk. The hill
is a fortification, with ramparts and guns.
The British flag was flying, showing who
commands these narrow passages to the
vast seas beyond. This channel is nar-
row, and when these black throats speak,
the ships that crowd these waters obey.
There are signals on these hills that can
be seen for many miles around. The
sights from this famous hillare interesting.
The sparkling sea is as smooth as a river.
At the left lies the low but highly cul-
tivated land that forms the south part of
Asia. The beautiful Straits of Malacca
arc at the right. In the foreground the
slope of the hill, is as green as the sea,
with a herd of small cattle grazing, and a
little farther away we saw some quaint old
bouses with thatched roofs, and here and
there new houses painted white, and some
villas covered with red tile. This is a
unique sight, for the native and foreign
houses are near each other, and all are
half hidden by the luxurious growth of
palms and other tropical trees and vines
that overhang them. These quaint, oldand rusty houses, the brightgrecn around,
with a great profusion of shrubs and vinos,
make a charming landscape. Upon every
side there are glimpses of water and ship-
ping, and groves of palm, teak and tama-
rind. The road winds around betweenthe hills, lined with little cottages, with
gardens filled with fruits and flowers.The city lies along the bay and river, and
the church spire towers above the trees.
The little houses of the natives are dingy
and dirty and close on the street, but at a
distance the deformities are lost, and they
all look pleasant. The houses of the Chi-
nese are only shanties. The Chinese arecrowding the Malaya and stepping In their
places, patiently at work turning their
hand to anything that offers. The Chinese
do ail the work In the banks and insurance
offices; they are the sailors, cooks and stew-
ards on most of the ships. They are not
popular here, and are hated by the other
laborers, but they arc quiet and inoffen-
sive, and are fast filling up all the places
in this part of the world.

The Malays arc generally naked and
appear to be an indolent but inoffensive
race. They are fond of water and have
little boats that are mere ahells of wood,
being logs hollowed out. They use a short
paddle, but their hands seem to do as well.
I hey are not black like our negroes, nor
copper colored like our Indiana, but a dark
bronze color. They can live in the water
as well as a duck. They always come to
dive for pennies and small silver pieces.
The money is thrown Into the water, andthey dive and most always gat it before it
reaches the bottom. Throw ten cents, and

, half a dozen of these little black divers go
: f°r it, and very seldom fail to reappeal

I with the coin in their mouth, ready foi
1 another dive.

The coral and shell dealers are hero in
- great numbers. The corals as well as theshells are beautiful, and for sate very

, cheap. Five dollars will buy a small boat-
, load, but what can you do with it ? It is

, on the wrong side of the world. The na-
tives put two or three prices on their wares.
If they ask ten dollars and you offer two,
you generally purchase it. A Malay asked
ten dollars for a monkey, and a traveller
offered one dollar for it: the monkey man
said, "Yon take him," and in a moment
the traveller had the monkey by the string.

Wo were riding along by a stream, and
halted to watch some washermen washing
in the edge of the creek. It seemed to
be washing day, for two men came with
great boskets of clothes for the wash.
They wet the clothes and then spread them
on the grass, and coyer them with a kind
of clay (bund here, called by the natives
tarna. The hot tropical sun soon dried
the moisture, but the wetting process was
kept up until the tarna had done Its work,
and then these washermen—called here
ahobls—-went into the stream and beat
each garment on the rocks, robbing and
wringing, untilthe tarna was all removed,
when the clothes were as white as snow.
This is Oriental washing. It is true it
makes the buttons fly, but it makes the
fabrics while. This tarna is peculiar to
the Hast, having extraordinary qualities,
removing all stains from linen when right-
ly applied. The Buddhist priests have a
saying “that although tarna removes all
stains IVom linen, there are stains of sin
of so deep a dye that tarna cannot remove."

There is far more water than land in
this part of the world, and all tba towns
teem with a dense population, and what
seems so strange is that not half of the
land is cultivated at all, and the balance
is only badly cultivated. There arc hun-
dreds of islands in these vast seas, and
many of them very fertile, but only a few
of them arc inhabited, while most of them
are covered with cabinet timber of the
most valuable kind, and with jungles of
bushes and grass, the lurking-places oftigers and other beasts of prey; almost
everything out of the city Is called a jun-gle. There are junglea of grass, bushes
and trees. The island of Hingapore is
being cleared of forest trees, leaving only
groves of palm and fruit trees.

Every one has read of the ravages of
tigers on this island, but can hardly realize
the extent of the depredations of these fe-
rocious beasts when they become man-eat-
ing, There are a great number of small
islands separated from this by only narrow
straits, often not over a fourth of a mite
broad. Most of these islands are volcanic,
with rooky hills with thousands of caves,
making secure hiding-places for wildani-
mals. The tiger is at home in the water,
being a splendid swimmer. He crossesthe narrow strait, creeps along the fencesand lurks in the bushes or grass waiting
for his victims. We were riding on the
great macadamised road to the Botanical
Hardens, not two mile* from the city, when
our driver pointed out to os the field wherea Chinaman was taken by a tiger only a
few days before. Ho was hoeing in the
field five or six rods from a fence along
which there were some bushes. Several
other persons wore only a few rods away.
They heard a terrific growl and a scream.They looked, a tiger had the Chinaman in
his mouth and was at full speed for thestrait, which was about two miles away.
They said the tiger cleared the feuee at a

bound and seemed to carry the man as
\dog would They

all followed and shouted, but no trace orhis viotim could be found. They say herethat this tiger has carried away more thanfifty persons, and he has become so cun-
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' after night fall. There is a record hero
of ‘he ravages of tiger* for many year*

i past which is astonishing and almost ex-
ceeds belief. A few years ago one tigar

1 carried off one hundred and fifty persons
in one year. About twenty years since

; three hundred persons wore devoured by
tigers in one year. This record of the
devastation of tigers is a very curious one,
full of inoidenteof thrillinginterest. Theman eating tiger becomes very bold, and

I lurks in the suburbs of the city, and hasoften entered the city after dark and seiz-
ed his victim at the very door of bis house.
The tiger advances stealthily, until withio
springmg distance, and then, with a rush
and terrible roar, he dashes his prey tothe
ground, seizes it with his awful fangs and
quickly bears it away.

How Diamonds were Fonnd in South Africa.

The modern discovery of diamonds
came about in this wise. In 1867 a cer-tain John O’Reilly, trader and hunter, on
his way from the .interior, reached thejunction of the rivets and stopped for the
night at the farm of a Dutch farmer namedVan Niekerk. The children were playing '-- -

i on the earth floor withsome pretty pebbles
: they had found long before in tho

river. On* of these pebbles iattranted
O'Reilly’s attention. Ho sai* picking
it up, “That might be a diamond." Nie-
kerk laughed and said ho could haveit; it was no diamond; ifitwas, there were
plenty around there, However, O'Reillywas not to be laughed out of his idea, andsaid that ifNickerk didn’t object be would
take it down with him to Cape Town and

i sec what it was, and if it proved to be of
I value he would give himhalf the proceeds.

1 On the way down, a long journey, he
1 stopped at (,’oleebnrg, at tho hotel, andshowed the pebble, scratching with it aa pane of glass. Hi* friends laughingly

scratched glass with a gun flint and threw
1 the pebble out of tho window, lulling

I O'Reilly not to make a fool of himself.¦ However, O’Reilly persevered, got it to

1 Dr Atherstooc, near the coast, who an-
nouuced that it was in truth a diamond of

f 224 carats. It was sold for 13,000. I
I am glad to say that O’Reilly divided fair-
' ly with Niekerk. The latter remembered

- that he bad seen an immense stone in the
6 hands of a Kaffir witch-doctor who usedr ft •“ hi* incantations. He found tho fel-r uh-mau, gave him 500 sbaep, horses, ande nearly all ho possessed, and sold it thee same day to an experienced diamond buy-

er for $56,000. This was the famous
'I “Star of South Africa." It weighed 83Jr carats in the rough and was found to be a¦ gem quite the rival of any Indian atone in
" purity and brilliance. After it had been

cut it waa bought by tho Karl of Dudley
d and if is now known as the “Dudley"di*.e “ond. Tho natives crawled over Diee ground and found many more, and the

1, excitement grew and became intense. By
"t 1869 parties in ox-wagons bad worked
' "}e,T way over tho weary plains to ther Vaal River. From all parts of the colony

k and IVom foreign lands, people swarmed,:r tto(* soon, Hko the creation of a dream, ao tented city of twelve thousand and more
• grew at Pniel and Klipdrift, the opposite
d banks of the stream, where diamonds were

fo“n<l plentifullyand of excellent qualityd by sorting over tho bowlder-drift. Soon
to hundreds of cradles, like those used by ther Australian gold-diggers, were rocking onor the edge of the stream, supplied with tho

precious gravel by alarge force of diggers,
m sievers, and carriers. People were thun-¦o dsrstruck at their success. Poor meny with a turn uf the hand became rich,y Hotels, bakeries, breweries, drinking aa-
“ loons and shop* were erected and reaped
i- rewards quite as largo as did the diggers.s - It was a marvelous scene at night when
b the opposite camps were lit up with the
0 warm glow of lights shining through the
ir tent cloth buildings and the brilliant camp-n fires of their twelve thousand inhabitants
II glinted across the water,from bank to bank.?¦ Par into the night wore kept up the shouts
d and laughter and singing and music, and

K the crossing and recrossing of the boats.
0 Tho excited crowds shifted their quarter*
" up and down the river, making now dis-
-1 ooveries during 1870 and 1871, over an

k area of from forty * fifty miles of the
“ stream and forming many camps such as
• Hong Gong, Union Kopje, Colosberg
>• Kopje, Delport’s Hope, Blue Jacket, For-
-9 lorn Hope, Waldeks' Plant, Larkins Flat

: t and Niekerk’s Hope.

I The Bushman Alter the Lion.
d

1. l-apt.. Aylward tells a droll story of ar. rencontre between a bushman and a lien,

it The narrator was acquainted with the man,o and there is no doubt of tho truth of theo story. The bushman while a long way
i, from bis home, was met by a lion. The

annimal, assured that he had bis victimn completely in bis power, began to sport
|| and dally with him with a feline jocosityn which the poor little bushman did not ap-
” preeixte. The hoc would appear at au point in the road and leap back again into
is lhc ju“glc . to reappear a little further on.
,t But the bushman did not lose his pres-e enco of mind, and presently bit upon a de-

c vice by which he might possibly outwit
. his foe. This plan was suggested by the
d lion's own conduct. Aware that the brutev was ahead of him, ho dodged to the right,u and feeling pretty sure oftho lion’s wherc-

-0 a bouts, resorted to the course of quietly
f watching his movements. When the lion
f discovered that the man had suddenly d-

t appeared from tho path bo was a good
. deal perplexed. He roared with mortifi-s cation, whan he espied the bushman peep-s >“g at him over the grass. Tho bushmany at once changed his position, while the

lion stood irresolute in the path, following
,f with his eye the shifting black man. Ine another moment the little man rustled the
.- reeds, vanished, and showed again at an-
.. other point. Tho great brute was first
I) confused, and then alarmed. It evidently

, began to dawn upon him that he had iuis-
-0 taken the position of matters, and that hewas the hunted party. The bnshman, who
i, clearly recognised what was passing in the
. enemy’s mind, did not pause to let the lion

recover his startled wile. He began toj steal gradually toward the foe, who, new
, in a complete state of doubt and fear, fair-
, ly turned tail and decamped, leaving the

\ plucky and ingenious little bushman mas-
-1 ter of tho situation.— Chaatber't Jonnnl.

, —ll i 'S ' ..'C’j
Japanese Fruit.—One of the recent

importations to this country in the depert-
; moot of horticulture is tho Japanese per-

simmon tree, a very prolific hearer, freefrom worms and insects ami highly ostia-

go'den-hued*'rollfime, is S
weigh, from 12 to 20 ounces. fruit
docs not require the frost to ripen it.and
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i ~lclo< ,,lclo<w ’ "f* ™ flavor

ihi* nJon i, 'nJtSim
p!ain

No man ever regretted that h. was vir-
tuous and honest in his youth, and kept
aloof from idle companions. .


