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gelnt Poetry,

BPRING VOIUES,

All the alr i full to-day
Of happy spring-time voices,
From the valleys to the hill
Everything rejolces
Trees from wintry sleep are waking
Ice i In the rivers breaking ;
And the birds in field and grove.
Sing with happy volces,

April breezes o'er the hills,
Tell of Summer coming,

And thelr whispers sweetly join
With the bees' low humming
Children in the woodland bowers

Seeking for the early flowe
¥ing and shout in nols
For the bright days ¢

K.
Through the flelds the brooklets ran
Just listen (o thelr singing,
As they rouse the grasses small
On their borders springing
Hear their gentle murmur swelling
Summer and its joys foretelling,
Sunny fields and shady wood
Full of birds glad singing.

Select Story,

UNITED AT LAST.

* Miss Carney walked up the long green
lang on her way home from a tea party.
She wore a brown silk dress and a brown
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. All the lines
of her figure were smooth and rounded.
She was a very pretty old lady, indeed,
and must have been a very prell{ girl,
though she was a spinster,and people who
believed that all unmarried women wer
left upon the bough of single blesseduess
because they tempted nobody to pluck
them, must have owned that it could not
be so in her case.

Down the lane, coming towards her,
walked a geotlewan. He was tall an
broad, his hair was grey, and his was
@voy; and his summer suit was grey; his
beard was grey also. He, oddly enough
ahaded off into another sort of dove. The
green trees were all about them both, the
green grass beneath their feet. The roses
noded oxer the fence.

If these had been two young people in-
stead of two old pesple, one might have
fancied it as a lover's rendezvous, but they
were old. Of course there could be no
romance about them.

In the middle of the lane, shaded by
great chestnut trees, stood an old house.
Hoveysuckle draped the porch. There
was an old fashioned sweep in the well. It
was altogether a thing of the past—no
modern cottage of architectural mysteries.
It was so old fashioned that it must have
been the same when these two people were

oung. Yes, when their parents were
L)yn doubtless it stood, by no means a
new house, just as it stood now.

The pretty old lady in 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 in 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 persons are forbid to
trespass upon these grounds,” nailed upon
it

The lady’s father had put up the sign
ithe day after the pedlar bad stolen all kis
pears.
zen did. 8o the old lady waited courte-
wusly to tell the stranger that he might
take the short cut through the orchard if
e chose.

“Hewalks like somebody I know. Who
eam it be ?” she asked herself. Then she
soddealy blushed and looked prettier than
ever. Yes, certainly, it could not be be-
cause no oue desired to pluck ber that she
remained a faded rose upon the branch—
Miss Carney, not Mrs. Aoybody.

On came the old gentleman in bis grey
coat and as he looked at the little old lady
the doffed his grey hat.

“Madame,” he eaid, “this is where Mr.
Edward Carney used to live, I know.
Does he live here now ?"”

But the old lady lnoked at him with
s sudden start. “Oh!" she cried; and
added, “No he does not.”

YHe is—-"" began the old gentleman.

“It is his tombstone that you can see un-
der the great willow in the highest partof
the churchyard,” she said, pointing through
the trees. ‘‘He was eighty when he r.lie(ﬁ"

“Time flies fast,” said the old gentle-

ma

“Fearful fast,” said the old lady.

She was not looking at him now, but at
the flowers in the borders at her feet.

“Mr. Carney was a widower when I
%eew him,and bad but one child a—
daughter,” said the old gentleman in grey.
“8ko is living is she not ?"

“Yes," said the old lady.

“But she cannot be Miss Carney still,”
said the old gentleman.

“But she fs,” the old lady, and
looked him in the face again.

Their eyes met. Hers were brown and
his were grey.

“People alter out of knowledge in forty
years,” said she; “and bow on earth [
came to know you I don't know, for you

lik"e your own grandfuther, Mark
T,

or.

“Ask the old gentleman to walk in, then,
Miss Carney,” said he, for he ought to be
more weary than he used to grow on the
same road a lifetime ago, coming from

will, you remember, Priscy, every
Sunday evening.”

“Did you 7" said she pretending to for-

t.
""Oh. es | of course I will ask you to
walk in ‘lr. Turner.”

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

Over it, between tl indows, hung the
looking-glass with its narrow gilt frame.
b The book-case fiilled the recess. On the
mantlepiece were some shell flowers under

was the stiff sofa with the
cushiog like the slice of a fluted col-
umy; there were six chairs to match, and
the clawfooted sideboard. There had been
children to break or seratch things.
| was the same as when he left it last
saw Miss Carney standiog in the mid-
of the floor with her long black hair
fls about her shoulders, and a blue
around her taper girl's waist. Now
ooked at her, and she was really old
stout, but somehow she seemed to be
body else, but Carney. She saw
looking from the furniture to her face,

d interpreted his t.
“Yes," she aaid almast argrily, “is it not
:ﬂ.'., There are bits of wood aud glass
used to be. Mx

- |one wants to sec—not even those who |

© | that kept him from going to see her and |

No neighbor minded it, but stran- h

. | day shall we set, my dear ?"

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

®ur Olio.
promised to remember him forever.”

"l-'.orly. years is much worse than for- POETS OP_ONE POEM.
| ever,” said she, “and fifty-six is a terribly | hoge who have Sung one Song and Died.

unromantie LBy
“Yos, it is," said he; “but it is & good | Origin of Some Popular Poems—The Song
age enough for ghosts. By the way, do | of the Shirt—The Old Oaken Bucket—
Let we tell you| Kingsley's Three Fishers, de.

you like ghost stories ?
one. |
“Once there was a ghost—now I think

:f it, he wasn't always a ghost; he wus a
0y once—the son of a miller down by the i 3 i

b : L Afeler recipe for securing fame. It is more easy
vaterside. He worked in the wmill, and to remember a single master-piese than a
was ﬂx.\fry and white as a ghost should be | multitude of spléndid things, and great
| m.,f.t of dlhe time; but he was happy and | authors’ names generally go in public men-
| g2y, and wany things happened as he | ¢ion, with the name of some singular great
| I{‘c<l. ()uv‘ol‘ them was when a certain | work of theirs. It is surprising to find
| rich farmer in the neighborhood came to how many people of real merit have “sung
| !lm mill.  The grain his servants brought | one song and died.” They saved them-
(Io the great wagons, but he, the farmer, | yoleq o world of uscless labor for fame by
| % il wi t 1title | *° 0 ;
i:;:?:l]rl‘l')‘r‘[rlv(li ‘u:'il'hfpni-l;l? I'!“" ‘:'; .l':‘:' | striking twelve the first time. !

ghier I 1e gig beside him.  She was | iy the following, the author and his best
| & pratty child, with long curls, and her | production, have found a lodgement in our

“8ing man
od.” Ina, xx1

This is rather a satire than a serious

; %ones that thou mayest be remember
1: 16,

Somewhat |

All of us are familiar with the pretty

little Scoteh ballad, “Comin’ thro' the
Rye.” The common idea of this song is
that a rye field is meant, but who ever saw
a Scoteh lassie walkin,
rye, or any other graiu
at Daily, in Ayrshire, is meant,

e river Rye,
Before

the days of bridges it was no easy matter |

to cross rivers without paying such a pen-
alty as bas immortalized 3enuiu in the old
ballad.  Burns wrote theballad and Brown
modernized it. As Burns wrote it, it in-
dicates the river plain enough
“Jenny's &' wet, puir bodie
Jenny's seldom dr;

She drag’ it &’ her peti

ieoatle
Comin’ thro' the Rye

Rye is spelled with a capital R. The
air is pentatonic—the only { which oecurs
in the melody being very characteristic
and effective.

The following is the origin of Longfel-
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 tool

‘ eyes were big and brown.” e
| . “She made a pretty picture in her white | | e ¢ ke G
dresses and bright ribbons, and she came | iopkl Columbla.”

when she was 8o young that she used to | i o Homa. Swest Home.”
Id her hands out to this boy and cry, | Chm Burial of 8ir John Moore

{ “Come here, "ittie boy. Show me where |
[ the flour sifts from.”
| “For that was what she liked to see the
best, the flour sifting through fine muslin
| Every week she used to come until the
| miller sent his boy away to school. When
| he came home again she was a girl of six-
teen; prottier than ever, and she remem- | (he Shirt,” was the work’ of an evening.
bered asking him to let her see the flour | [ts author was prompted to write it by the
| sift, and she talked to him while her father | sondition of thousands of working women
| was attending to his business; and the days | jn the city of London. The effect of its
she did not come the boy cared nothing | production was foreseen by two persons—
for, and the days that brought her were | tho poot’s wife and Mark Lemon, the edi-
{ marked and picked out as blessed days. | or of Punch.
| “After a while he got over the shyness | «Now mind, Tom; miad wy words,”
| said his devoted wife, “this will tell won-
| derfully. It is one of the best things you
ever did.”
Mr. Lemon, looking over his letters one
| morning, opened an envelope enclosing a
poem, which the writer said had been re-
jected by three London journals. He
begged the editor to consign it to the waste
| basket if' it was not thought suitable for
| Punch, as the author was “sick of the
sight of it.” The poem was signed Tom
Hood, and was entitled “The Song of the
Shirt.”

It was submitted to the weekly meeting
of the editors and principal contributors,
sevaral 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 16th, 1834,

“The Song of the Shirt," trebled the
| sale of the paper, and created a profound
| sensation throughout Great Britian, Peo-
| ple of every class were moved by it. [t
Jort. | was chanted by ballad singers in the streets
‘ He chmbwn-f] the day ever after. The | ¢ J,ondon, and drew tears from the cyes
{low built, old-fashioned Louse, the great | o¢ princes. Keyen years after the author's

snk-. ﬂu:urhfmr‘.lﬂﬂ '::uw f.:ri;'.:hfy ;:'::i | death, the Enﬁ}i-h people wm.‘x lu mon-
ress o e . o "¢l | ument over his grave. he rich gave
him. He was full of life still, but that : guineas, the luber:rn and sewing women
night, when he turned away ﬁ‘l’"’ "I‘“‘gnw shillings and pence. Sculptured on
house he was a ghost—the miserable ghost | j; iy yhe inscription dovised by himself:—
of his former self, for he no looger had | «fpo sang the Song of the Shirt.”
any faith in love. | #The Old Oaken Bucket” was written
| “Standing before him, pale and sad, and fifty or more years ago by p priater named
| with tears in her sy it is o] h: ,‘u;d | Saimuel Woodworth.” Ho wis in the hablh
B M i3, “1s B g by W T | L gy W Sosed- bt
we should part. I canuot disobey my pa- | drinking a glass of brandy and water, he
’e'“rh AR | swacked his lips and declared lh;’. bkl?ll
“Then she had told him ¢ 1oved | lory's brandy was superior to any drink he
him as well as ever; but he did not belieye ! hn{ cvbcr t‘.’ud_ I v
er, “No," said Mallory, “you are mistaken.
He thought his poverty bad turoed her ’Thcre was a drink w{x’icl{ in both our es-
heart from him, that she had vever felt | yinacions far surpasses this,”
tenderly towards him, and he left her in | «\What was that ?" incredulously asked
anger, believing all that had been ssid and | Woodworth,
written about the falsehood of women.| 4The fregh & ring water we used to

Yes, he was turned into a ghost.” | drink from the old oaken bucket that hung
I “He m;:;ln. have 'fllw“;'} "'2? was ‘"‘r U0 | ju the well, after returning from the fields
happy as he was,” said Miss Carney, from | Itry day.”
beﬂ’ml her handkerchief; “‘but what can :on--.\'.:,y {ruc.,"' replied Woodworth, tear
a girl do when her father threatens to curse | gy, glistening in his eyes.
her, and she the ooly child he has? Noth- | turning to his printing office, he seat-
‘"Rl:“_"“ld “;"h“ hi' “'"H 5“)’ 0;"’ el“"‘ | od himself at his desk and began to write.
nothing. at she could do at least. In half an hour
“But the r ghost did aot kyow that,”
said the old man. “It wandered away | Themaseroyered bucket, which hung in the well,”
krokew:cn{ud: hhfon;mlluil-s Wl:y to sea ;n ?cxbnlmed inrnu ‘lnupiring ;ung l:hl..:
rst, and then into the battle, Or years | has become as familiar as a houschol
it was a wretched ghost, greatly to be pi- | wopd.
tied, and only wishing to die; but at last | My, Kiogaley's song of “The Three
it grew content, though never happy, and | Fishers,” was not the mere creation of his
worked in a great city at a trade until it | imagination, but the literal transeript of
had ::lad«;ln fortune. e aal what he had ‘llecu of “men who worked
“All the same, it was a miserable old | and women who wept,” while he was
bachelor ghost, and never found o mate; | boy in the fishing village of Clovelly. "His
d used ften and ofte d o 3 - gl
orer agaln, 50 Tuel, et women, wers 1l e ok e b e A L
) ) such was his sym, with. the fis
false, and that the woman he loved had g

. L ermen, that when the herring fleet put to
been utterly false to him. He IUYpoud sea, he would hold a short religious ser-
her married to some oue else, and all this | vice on the wharf,

time he grew older aud older, and long | The hardy men and boys, and their
years lay between him and the happy timo | anxious mothers, wives, sisters and sweet-
when he was a boy. o : | hearts would join in singing the prayer-

“Lﬂ?}](» lonzi. years, '.hl'd Miss Car- ‘ book version of the 1215t Psalm ;
ney. ‘“‘Long, long, years. | “shelter . A

“But one :hy," proceeded the old gen- | ;g;{;‘,'gf,m‘:,',ﬁ;';:,(‘_l""""' et
tleman, “one day therc came to him out | ¢ way sung as only those can sing wh

0 4 g who

of the past an old familiar face, and amidst | with stout hearts go out, because it is their
the .wlnrl of the great city this ghost'lllked duty, to danger and to death.
to it of tho green lanes and rippling | 1t was one evening after being wearied
streams of the spot where he was born, | and worn out by the work and trial of the
and asked of tho house under the oaks, day, that Kingsley wrote the song which
lm: ul‘: girl who dwelt ‘::"0 once—the | reproduces the scenes of hilyoulll?ul days,
Kim.And this o ind 1o b some.| b gt ket e,

A - 1o the west, sun went down.

:‘;: llh::':::h;“":'":ﬁl suddenly that he D(::lulhork- dc{‘no;:lnyl appreciate their
i gam. 3 good work. We have all enjoyed Cam
":»‘l:'o “‘i.';’..,"}?,'?,"?; lﬁ:--jhl;m:e by I;:ll‘n;u“ll:lmnliudeu.“ and eviry aohial

. now. %
Other men loved her, but she never loved yu,.,,: e ‘::i_ d i
::.y other man but you. We all know wm"’n.'.".u...ol;'.’:-'i.':-’.‘.’.‘.':?-'
0

Yet Campbell did not know w
this fine ballad was worthy of publi

Shirt
pwe—Hattle Hymn of the Republic
Bret Hart— Leathen Chinee.”

The history of some of the poems which
| bave immortalized their authors will be
found entertaining.

Hood's touching lyrie, “The Song of

| 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
| over his head and fall into a nap. Then
| they used to whisper together. Longafter
" the poor boy came to be a ghost he remem-
bered those evenings, when he was a bright-
cheeked young fellow, the son of a rich
miller, and he had the hope of marrying
| the girl he loved before his eyes.
| " Hle thought the girl loved him as well
as he loved her,and he had no fears of the
future, no thought that trouble could come
to him in any way until misfortune over-
| took his father. The good old man failed.
| The mill was sold. There was nothing
| but anxicty at home. At last worst came,
{ his father died soon after his mother. He
was very sad; he was poor, also; but he
had bope, for he was beloved by the one
| he |u|'l‘tf

“Ooe day he went to her for comfort.

| “The old oaken bucket, the fron-bound bucket,

“And then the ghost said to himself— bethor

tea with them at their charming little
house in Boston. The supper was laid on
\n very small table, indeed; but the poet,
always vigilant in search of new ideas;
| took the smalluess of the table as a theme
| for discussion, and associating the id
| 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 wust be
| increased. When, after long years, the
| children have grown up to rarnhood and
‘wuumnhmxl and have left the fold, the
| larger table will again be replaced by the
small one for the two old folks who linger
|at home. Here you have a picture of
| life, of the growth of the family; and as
}yuu are now entering upon a literary ca-
| reer, and have already written some good
| essays, why not write an essay on the sub
jeet in hand ?"
| Mzr. Aldrich promised to think about it.
]Tlu- years flew by, but no essay had ap
peared. Three years ago wie elder and
the younger poct met again. “Have you
thought of that theme," asked Mr. Long-

| time ago?” I haye thought of it a hun
| dred times,” replied Mr. Aldrich, “but I
| cannot make anything of it.” “The sub
| ject reverts to me, then,” said the vener
able poet, and at once o to write

“The lights are out and gone are all the guests
He completed the poem and sent it tc
Mr. Bonuer, receiving in return the prince

| ly compensation of a thousand dollurs.

The Ledger, the poem was put into the

| elegant holiday volume in which it may be

| said it then became widely known.

It would be appropriate, in this con
| nection, to refer to Bishop Heber, whose
other poems, whose learned
| lectures and able articles in 7"he Quar

terly Review, are weighed down by his
It

si matchless missionary hymn.
came about in this wise

While he was rector of the Episcopa

| chureh at Hodget, in Shropshire, he paid

a visit to his father-in-law, Dr. Shipley

the Vicar of Wrexham, on the border of | % d¢

Wales.  On the next da
| Sabbath, Dr. Shipley w
| course in behalf of the
| Propagation of the Gos
“ Lands." Koowing of hi

happy gift in rapid composition, he said

y, which was the
iver a dis

Foreigr

to him :—*“Write something for us to sing

at the missionary service to morrow morn

his immortality. Heber retired to anoth
ler part of the room aud in a little time
| prepared three verses of the popular hymu
commencing

“From Greenland's fey mountains

Dr. Shipley was delighted with the pro
duction; but Heber was not satistied
“The sense is not complete,” he said.
spite of Dr. Shipley's earnest protest, He

glorious bugle blast which rings like the
reveille of the millenial morning :

“Waft, waft, ye winds, ¢
And

l.ln- story
T

| ™ rol

ng, Cre
In bliss returns o rei;

The next morning the pag

millions of volces around the globe,

I to lay his bungling fiogers on a single syl-

Spirit moved Heber to write.
On that Sabbath morning he caught

He “builded better than he knew."
did more to waft the story of Calvary
around the earth than if he had preached

missions. “In concerts held in school houses,
in frontier cabins, on the docks of mis.
sionary ships bound to Czylon's Isle, and
in vast assemblies of the American Boards,
Heber's trumpet-hymn has been sung with
swelling voices and gushing tears.’

Cowper's (ireat ITyum of Providence,
too, had a history. He wrote it after
those two sweet devotional gems, “O for
a Closer Walk with God,” and “There's a
Fountain filled with Blood.” A forebo -
ing impression of another attack of insan-
ity began to creep over him. The pre
sentment grew deeper; the clouds gathered
fast.

e even meditated self destruction, and
left his quiet cottage to drown himself in
the neighboring river. He was under a
pall of overwhelming gloow. Just while
those black clouds of despair were darting

“Forty years of life lost,” and went down
to the green country place to haunt his old
I:l'.""nd hear her say she was sorry to see
m.
“Oh, dear! oh, dear!” sighed the little
old lady in brown. “How could she help
it? ANl her beauty gone, all her youth,
what could she feel but sorrow, and just a
ghost herself?"
8he arose and turned away. Ho arose
and followed her, putting his arm around
her waist.
“Priscy,” he paid, “you are the only wo-
man I ever loved. Is not that something
for & man to say, when it is trae as gos-
3
P‘“Yu," she said; and I almost believe
you, for—for I never cared for any one
else either.”

Heo and Sir Walter Scott were once tray-
g in a stage coach, and, as they were
alone, they repeated , in order to
beguile the time. At last, Scott asked
Campbell to repeat some of his own poetry.
Campbell said there was one thing E:ehnd
written, but never printed. Itis full of
“drams, and trumpet, blunderbuses, and
thunder,” but he dida’t know if there was
aoything good in it. Theu he repeated
“Hohenlinden.”
Scott listened with the greatest interest,
avd when he had finished out with :
“But, do you know, that's very fine; wly,
it is the finest thing that you ever wrote,

and it must be ted."”
Mrs. Hemans' “The Boy Stood on the
Buraing Deck,” is familiar to every school
but the history of the little hero thus

“Then why not do our best to be happy
now, Priscy? why not marry each otﬂ’r, Qe _&h.”": gene known,
and be living again, not two poar old o

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

“Well, let them,” said he.

“Very well,” said she, “I don't care.”
Then the old gentleman in kissed
the old lady in brown, and said, “What

native Corsica,
wus born in 1788. His fither was a dis-
tinguished French politician and naval
commander, and his mother was a beauti-
ful Corsican lady. But she d
and little Owen went with
war

hat her answer was may be guessed

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 :

“Giod moves In & mysterious way,

e Dlants his Reotaspe i the ses,

ADd Fides upon the storm.”

For several years Cowper's splendid in-
tellect was to be undera total eclipse.
The penumbra was already darkening its
dise. But, in full view of the impendin,
calamity, the inspired son of soag chante
forth those strains of holy cheer :

_ Cowper never could have sung that sub-
lime anthem of vietory except under the
immediate jnspiration of “power from on
qub." The storm was coming, bat Cow-
per's eye of faith saw “Jehovah riding
above the storm.” This matohless hymo

i month - later,
:“.‘,‘J."‘,:,".‘:F'.&'a”?.:“... "of the old

field of |

fellow, “which I proposed to you a long

In
| the ensuing winter, after its publication in

Brompton

son-in-law’s

Short notice that, for a man to achieve

In

ber retired for a few moments longer, and
then, coming back, read the following

ple of Wrex-
ham chyrch listcped to the first rehearsal
of a lyric which has since been echoed by

No profame hymn-tinker has ever dared
lable of those four stanzas which the Holy

the first strains of his own immortality. |

He |

like Apollos, or had founded a board of

of which God put into the soul | ¢

A Letter from Andrew Jackson, !

A lady residing in Freedom district | «
writes to the Advocate as follows :—*Read- | J
ing an account of Jackson's residence, the
Hermitage, in your paper a shori time
since, thinking it not inappropriate I send

{ Audrew Juckson 1o his wife's nephew, |

ien, Hayes. The letter was found in o | claims our attention. It was built by
Cares, of Lindus, s pupil of Lysippus, in
the year 288, A. D., and twelve yoars was
spent in its construction.
| house, to retain the original, which is now | mous statue of Apollo, and was one hun-
| dred and tweuty feet high.

house in Jackson, Tenncssee, once oceu-
pied by Gen. Hayes, who desired my grand-
mother, at that time the owner of the

in my possession :
[ JACKSON'S LETTER. ‘
| WasuiNarox, Sep. 9th, 1833,
| Drar Samues:—I have just rece
your lettor of the 27th ultimo—thank you |
| for it, and assure you that it is the only |
| letter, but one, received from you since
you lefc me. My eastern tour prostrated |
mc, the fatigue was more than my debili- |
tated frame could endure, and I was obliged
} toabandon it at Concord, New Hampshire.
| On my return hither, I repaired to the |
Rip-Raps, where the sea bathing and pure |
| air, was of great service to me, and I have |
{ returned with increased strength, but the |
| accumulated business in my absence, has
occasioned me great labor since my return,
which has again impaired my health. It is
not now good, but I trust in Providence |
that he will make my strength equal to the
burden imposed upon me until I can retire |
from it to the peaceful shades of the Her- |
mitage—to that happy period T most anx- |
iously look. It fills my heart with sorrow
to hear of the affliction of your dear moth-
er—present to her my most affectionate
regard, with my 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. Rawlings on his way to Philadel- |
phia called upon and spent one day with |
us—through bim, I learned for the first
time, thut your dear Frances had present-
ed you with another fine daughter, |
which you called Rachel Jackson Hayes—
for this mark of regard to the memory of
my dear departed wife, I fee] grateful and
honored—there is something in the name
delightful to me, although it brings al-
ways to me 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 arms of her
dear Saviour, aud admonishes me of the
necessity of putting my house in order, as
I must soon follow her and endeavor to
reunite again with her in the realms of
bliss. Kiss the dear little Rachel Jack-
son, for me, and present it with my bless-
ing—that it may live and be a comfort to
its parents in their d ing years, and be
an ornament to the society 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
wy kind regards, and my best wishes for
her health and happiness. T sce you are
befare the lm'ﬂ“" for office. 1 wish you

uocess sincerely—am sorry that you have

ud yourself from the charge of nul-
, | lification. I hope your address has con-
vineed your fellow citizens, that you have
, | 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 goverument. 1 am happy to hear
from all sources that it is going down in
8, Caroliva. Gov. Hamilton, the other
day in New York, has said in conversation
with a friend, that he has abandoned poli-
_ | ties, that he has been offered a seat in
. | Congress or in the Senate that he has de-
clined both, and will for the future attend
to the education of his children—there-
fore will nullification cease 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 live [ intend visiting home next
year, soon adter Congress adjourns, I do
ot know whether I will be able to visit
my friends in the neighborlicod of Jack-
son, but will expect to see you at the Her-
mitage it' I live to reach there.  Accept of
my best wishes for your prosperity and |

| health, and that of your dear little family.
Present my respeets to all my connections,
and believe me sincerely your friend.
ANDREW JACKSON,

P. S.—Andrew and Sarah are at Phila-
delphia; wrote me that they are all well
and their little Hachel is growing fively;
| I expect them in a few days. Major Doo-
elson and Emily are with mo with them,
| three children—all well, and request to be

| kindly presented to your Frances and all

| their connections.

Samvel J. Haves, )
i

Anecdote of a Monkey,

|

f
0

N

| Arich French lady, while promenading
| in the Hyde Parke, London, met a Savoyard
boy, who offeyed her kis monkey for sale,
’llli\‘ll the lady purchased of him. The |
| mounkey was a beautiful little animal, weil
| trained, and could perform a variety of
| tricks, and he behaved himself well, to the
| great delight of his new mistress, and
| proved to her an indispensable companion.
| About four weeks ago the gorgeous saloons
| of the said lady were thrown open to the
‘reﬁnml world for a grand reception ; the
spacious halls of the mansion were filled
with the elite of the eity.
| sion the hostess was im) by her
| fricnds 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 io short order, brought in,
and introduced to the company. After
everybody had caressed and “admired the
| beautiful little animal he retired to a mod-
| est corner, and, of course, was soon forgot-
| ten. In the course of the evening a great
| songstress was to delight the company and,
| after the usual solicitations to sing, the
| lady took her seat at the piano and sang.
| Daring the performance the monkey
sneaked out of his corner and
vory attentively to the music. The
hlriy mmlg ’lnded when the -m
suntched & hat from a gentleman

|

All of the company broke out in an

of laughter, nmn.m the lady of the wim.
who at first was terrified at his conduct,
joined in the -&:ﬂm With a ph‘l:l.
hat to each individual, n’l :'ll‘”.‘
liberally,

ages, and as many of our readers may not
be acquainted with them, we take this op-
portunity of giving a short deseription of
you an exact copy of a letter written by | them.

the harbor of Rhodes for sixty-six years,
when it was prostrated by an earthquake.
' lll; was afterward bought by a Jew from
u
camels with the brass,
Next in order are the Pyramids of | 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 man|

of that country. The largest of the strue- |
tures employed three hundred and sixty
thousand workmen for thirty years in its sights
The general opinion is that | The
it was designed for the tomb of Cheops, | At

construction.

On this ocea- | touch

near by him, and—took up a collection! | | e

The Seven Wonders,

The Seven Wonders of the world have
ustly called forth admiration for many

First, the enormous Colossus of Rhodes,

t Correspondence of the New York Observer.

LETTERS FROM THE ORIENT.

BY HON. N. ¥, GRAVES,
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It was an enor-

It stood across

e Saracens, who loaded nine

Egypt, those wondrous monuments of |
wealth and grandeur of the ancient kings |

the supposed founder of the ids,

Next come the acqueducts of Rome.
Little is known about them except that
they were constructed by Appins Claudi-
us, the Roman censor.

Fourth, the Labyrinth of Psammeti-
chus, on the banks of the Nile, containing |
within one continued wall, one thousand
houses and twelve royal palaces, all cov- |
ered with marble, and haviag only one |
entrance. One building was said to con- |
tain three thousand chambers and a hall
built of marble adorned with statues of |
the gods.

Fifth, the Pharos of Alexandria, a
tower built by order of Ptolemy Philadel+
phos, in the year 252, B. C. It Iui
erccted as a lighthouse and cootained 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 sea. A
common tower now stands n its place.

Sixth, the Walls of Babylon, built by
order of Semiramis, or Nebuchadoezzar, |
and finished in one year by two hund

the ci
th

tivated land that forms the
are at the right.

slope of the bill is as green as the sea,
with a herd of small cattle grazing, and a

| that overhang them. These quaint, old

1 ioation and Landscap
The Chinose and Malays : Oriental
Washing: Tigers.
We ascended a high bill overlooking
ty, the bay, and the green isles of
o Archipel
ight, payin|

with ramparts and guns.
was flying, showing who
narrow passages to the

miles around. The

:Erlliug sea is as smooth as & river.
left lies the low but highly cul-
of
alacca
In the foreground the |

Asia. The beautiful Straits of

little farther away we saw some quaint old
houses with thatched roofs, and here and

there new houses painted white, and some | it;

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 luxarious growth of
palms and other tropical trees and vines

and rusty houses, the bright green around,
with  great profusion of shrubs and vines,
make o charmiog landscape. Upon every
side there are glimpses of water and ship-
ping, and groves of palm, teak and tama-
rind. The road winds around between
the hills, lined with little cottages, with
gardens filled with froits and flowers.
The city lies along the bay and river, and
the ehurch spire towers above the trees.
The little houses of the natives are dingy
and dirty and o‘!ou on the street, but at
t

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 Wonders is the |
the Temple of Diana, at Ephesas, com- |
pleted in the reign of Servius, the sixth
king of Rome. It was four hundred and |
fifty feet long, two hundred feet broad and |
was supported by one hundred and twenty- |
six marble pillars seventy feethigh. The |
beams and doors were of cedar, the rest |
of the timber was cypress wood. It was |
destroyed by fire in the year 363, B, C. ‘
|

An Tncident of the Late War,

— |

It was GGeneral 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. |

In that fight General Barlow, of New 1‘
York, commander of the First division, fell
daogerously and, it wag thonght, mortall l
wounded, He was shot directly lhrougi
the body. Two of his men attempted to
bear him through the shower of lead from
the ficld; but obe was instautly killed
and General Barlow magnanimously said |
to the other:

“You can do me no gaad; save yourself
if you can,”

Gordon's brigade of Georgians in its
wild charge swept over him, and he was
found by General Gordon himself, lying
with upturoed face in the hot July sun,
nearly paralyzed and apparently dying.
General Gordon dismounted from ih horse,
gave him a drink of water from his can-
teen, and inquired of Gen. Barlow his

|

| shells are beautifal, and for sale very

dist d ities are lost, and they
all look plessant. The houses of the Chi-
nese are only shanties. The Chinese are
crowding the Malays and stepplug in their
thu, patiently at work turning their
and toanything that offers. The Chinese
do all the work in the banks and insurance
offices; they are the sailors, cooks and stew-
ards on most of the ships. They aro not
pular here, and are hated by the other
laborers, but they are quiet and inoffen-
sive, and are fast filling up all the places
in this part of the world.
The Malays are generally naked and
appear to be an indolent but inoffensive
race. They are foud of water and have
little boats that ave mere shells of wood,
being logs hollowed out. They use a short
Pcddle, ut their hands seem to do as well.
hey are not black like our neimea, nor
copper-colored like our Indians, 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.
> mouey is thrown lato the water, and
they dive and most always gat it before it

go. It is a pi
g well for the walk. The hill and
| is & fortification,
hundred | The British flag
| commands these

ground, seizes it with his awful
quickly bears it away, ;

How Diamonds m__!_cﬂ h“&ﬂn.

from this famous hill are interesting. | his

i

e ——i

The modern discovery of diamonds

came about in this wise. ~In 1867

tain John O’ g
from the

an :
on the earth floor with some pretty
they had found long  betore

river. One of these pebbles}
O'Reilly’s attention. He

was not to be laughed out of his

said that if Nickerk didn't object he would
take it down with him to Cape Town and
see what it was, and if it
value he would give him half the proceeds
On the way down, a long journey, he

stopped at at the

22§ carats. It was
am glad to say that O’
ly with Niekerk. The latter
that he had seen an immense stone in
hands of & Kafir witeb-doetor who
it in his incantations. He found

ish-wan, gave him 500
nearly ﬂﬂm Mm'
Star of South Africs.” m&.
“Star of Sou rics.”
carats in the rough and was found to
gem quite the rival of
purity and brilliance.
out it was t )
and i is noh:nfhm-h’ s
mond. The natives
ground and found many
excitement grew and became
139 parties in 0X-Wagons
their way over the weary plains to the
Vaal River. From all parts of the
and from forei
and soon, like 1
tented city of twelve
w at Pniel and Kli
nks of the

£

reaches the bottow. Throw ten cents, and
half a dozen of these little black divers g

for it, and very seldom fail 12 reappear
with the coin in their mouth, nmr
another dive.

The caral and shell dealers are here in
great numbers. corals as well as the
cheap. Five dollars will buy a small boat-
load, but what can you do with it ? Ttis

on the wrong side of the world. The na-
tives put twa or three prices on their wares.

If they ask ten dollars and you offer two, | ¢k

you generally purchase it. A Malay asked
ten dollars for a monkey, and a traveller
offered one dollar for it; the mockey man

vame and wishes.

General Barlow said

“I shall probably live but a short time. |
Please take from my breast pocket lhe’
packet of my wife's letters and read one
of them to me,” which was done. He |
thed 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 I doanything else for you,General?”

“Yes," replied General Barlow, earnest-
ly. “My wrl‘e is behind our army. Can
you send a message through the lines ?

“Certainly I will," sald Gordon, and he
did. Then directing General Barlow to
be borne to the shade of a tree at the rear,
he rode on with his command. The wife
received the message and came harmlessly
through both lines of battle and found
her husband who lly d.

Since General Gordon's election to the
United States Senate both he and Gener-
al Barlow were igvited to 4 dinner party
in Washing an pied opposi
seats at the table. After introductions,
Gen. Gordon said :

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

“l am the man,” said Barlow.
you related to the man who is supposed to
have killed me ?"

“I am the man,” said General Gordon. dreds

The hearty greeting which followed the

upon the com, can W.
be imagined than erlbg:..,'

Pniri.—Dog; in (:h i’lu.hdnlphh Zoo.
Among the coptributions mentioned in
the second anoual report are twenty-eight

rnir In time these enf
ittle creatures burrowed out their inclo-

«Are | S00ms 8o

said, “You 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 scomed to
be washing day, for two men came with
t baskets of clothes for the wash.
wet the clothes and then spread t
on the grass, and cover them with g ki
of clay found here, called by the natives
tarna. The hot tropical sun soon dried
the moisture, but the wettin, process was
kept up until the tarna had done its work,
and then these washermen—called here
ahobis—went into the stream and beat
each garment on the rocks, rubbing and
wringing, until the tarna was all removed,
when the clothes were as white as snow.
This is Orieutal washing. It is true it
makes the buttons fly, but it makes the
fabrics white. This tarna is peculiar to
the East, huiu“ extraordinary qualities,
removing all staius from linen when right-
ly applied. The Buddhist priests have a
saying “that aithough tarna removes all
stains from linen, there are stains of sin
of 0 deep a dye that tarna cannot remove.”

stream,
found plentifully and of
by sorting over the

hudndlofundl-,\&-&n-llﬂb’
Australian , were rocking
the edge of the stream, with
precious a
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