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You're springing for my lady, flower!
You're training for my love,

The glory of her summer bower,
While skylarks soar above ;

Go, twine her locks with rose-buds,
Or breathe npon her breast,

While sephyrs curl the water-floods,
And rock the halcyon's nest.

Bat, oh'! there is another worm
Ere long will visit her,

Aud revel on her lovely form,
In the dark sepulehre:

[t from that sepulehre shall spring

A flower as sweet as this;

Hard by the nightingale shall siag,
Boft winds its petals kiss,

Frail emblems of frail besuty, ye!
In beauty who would trust?

8ince all that charms the eye must be
Consigoed to worms and dust :

Uet, like the flower that decks her tomb,

Her spirit shall quit the sod,

To shine in amaranthine bloom,
Fast by the throne of God.

Miscellaneous,

I_';u;_lho Urc_nﬁt';'i'cst.
THE HUNTER'S REVENGE,
A WEETERN LEGEND.

CHAPTER |,

A few yoars since while wandefing in
some of our Kentucky counties which bor-
der upon the Ohio river, chance caused
me to pass the nightin the house of one of
the eldest pioneers of the ‘dark and bloady
ground ' The sight of such mer—relicis
of a departed age, and memorials of thai
state of intancy from which our country
has grown into its now glorious manhood
—always possesses for me the highes!
interest. 1 listen o their words with rev-
erence and delight. 1 never tire of their
simple loquacity, for [ feel that it is (rom
their stores of truditionary lore that we
can become fully aware of all the peculiar
and distinguishing leatures of the spirit
stirring times in which they bore a part.

He, to whom [ have alluded, was a fine
specimen of his class. Though his once
stalwart form was somewhat bent, and his
white locks hung thin upon nis temples,
yet his body and mind were still active
and vigorous. His cheerful laugh, the
1uddy glow upen his cheek, and the quier
gleaming of his clear blue eye, told the
good effects of an early life of temperance
and active manly toil. In the opposite
chimney corner sat the gray haired ma-
tron whose love Liad cherished him thro’
all the 1oils of youth and manhood, and
who vow shared the peace and content-
ment of his age.

I soon found, to my pleasure, that the
old man both remembered well and loved
to speak of the scenes of his early days,
and never had story-toller, old or young.a
more pleased and autentive listener. It
was a coil, stormy, blustering, winler
night.  7'ne wind howled around the old
furw house and drified the snow wreaths
against the window panes with a fury
tuat made the great fire of logs, that was
throwing its cheerful, fickering blaze
overthe room, doubly welcome,

As (e night grew colder, we drew our
chairs closer around the hospitable hearth,
and while the young folks were enjoying

- the winter store of apples and nuts, and

the old lady quietly knitting and the house
dog slumbering on the fioor, and the win-
dow panes ratling with fury, my venera
ble backwoodsman etailed many a thril-
ling anecdote of the pleasures and perils
of the past; of the daring of the hunter,
and the vengeance of the red man.

. Atlength at the earnest request of the
young folks, he told us a story that I will
endeavor 1o repeat accurately, though
without hoping to convey the charm im-
parted to 1t by the simple words and man-
ner of ils narrator.

Wisthout further preface than a prelima-
ry punch at the great backlog whica sent
a cloud of sperks up the huge chimney*
yawning like the mouth of a cavern, and
roaring as if in defiance of the storm
without, the old man proceeded some~
what as follows:

For several, years after the interior
of the state bad began to settle up and
was becoming quiel, this part of the coun-
try remained continually liable to incur-
sions by the wild roving tribes of Ohio.
Companies of Indians, sometimes consis-
ting of thirty or forty, sometimes of only
three or four, were constantly crossing
over incanoss at night, and setting fire to
the burns and fields of grain, stealing
hioyses and sometimes carrying off women
and children. True there was one petty
“station’ nct far from where we now are,
but the scant, though vigilant garrison
could do but lttle fur the defence of the
frontier beyond protecting the families
within or around the walls, and by chas-
ing retreating parties to theriver. It was
about the year 17— that the Indians, tak-
ing advantag of this defencelvss state of
the bordar, increased their depredations
10 ap algrmjng extent. And it was in
the spring of (hat year there appeared at
ghe station. [ haye mentioned, a man
whose charactersod getiops seemed for a
while 19 infuse new spjrit intg the des-
ponding frontiermen, _

‘Who he was, or whence he came, po
pne knew, though his singular habits and
E&puupm called forth many inquiries.

l, singwy and rawboned, with sune
burnt coyntenance, across the
forehead with a deep acqr, deep-sunken
eyes, which in moments of excitement

lurid fire, and
ressed in the wild, hal{ Indian cml.n.;:.
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able figure. In spite, however, of his
looks, his aress and his aceoutrements,
there was something in his conversation
and manners that showed that he possess.
{ed an imelligence snd n breeding sbove
the rude unlettercd men among whoni'he
had moved,

The most prominent feature of hischar-
acter, the one thought of his soul, seemed
o be deadly, uncompromising hostility to
the whole Indian race. In his ordinary
intercourse with men he was shy, taci-
turn and retiring. But in moments of
the chase and the conflict, he seemed
changed, transformed, and filled with »
mysterious fire which rendered him an
object of wonder even lo the bravest ol
the old hunters witofgoked upon hid reck-
less during.

Thus uniting to superior intelligence,
andaunted courage, and fierce energy of
purpose be acquired al once and without
appearing to seek it. that ascendency
over tho minds of the simple backwoods-
man, which such qualities must ever gain
in any community* Yet he seemed as
much as possible (o avoid mingling with
his fellows. He refused to live in the
stockade fort, but built himself a little hut
on the summit of » hill about three miles
distant, where he passed most of histime,
with no seciety save that of his dog.

But whenever the alarm was given that
the foe had crossed the river, he was seen
at the station, commanding, organizing
and planning ; a sell'appointed dictator,
to whom all yielded implicit obedience.
In the pursuit and conflict he was ever
foremost. He sought to make no prison-
ers; denth 1o the enemy was his walch-
word and his only object. When the
fight vias over, he wus licard claiming no
booty, disputing with no man about his
share in the conflict; but silently and un-
noliced he stole back to his mountain hut,
to resume his solitary mode of life. Thus
the woodsman came to regard him with
awe and alinost supersiitious reverence,
and the inquiries concerning his path of
life,checked by his stern and austere man-
ner, gradually died away.

7 here was but one living baing beside
his dog, for whom he seemed to entertain
any feeling ofinterest or affection. This
was a young hunter living at the station,
and who had once. in an Indian batle,
saved the old man’s life at the risk of his

pect, and two rifles are better than one,
anyhow,"

“ No, no, boy; just do as [ tell you,
There is no chance whatever of there
being any more of 'em; and if there
was, why my old sealp is worlh 10 hing
at any rate; but you kuow it wont do
for you to get hurt about this time."

The old man chuckled, and the young
one blusked in spite of his sunburnt cheek,
He was 1o be married in a few daystoa
young girl at the station.

His friend, however, paid no atlention
o his blushes, but carefn'ly replacing the
canoe, and erasing their own foot-prints,
he led the way up a. rugged path which
lay before them. This path wound along
the side of a narrow gorgd, shut out from
the river by cliffs, and rendered gloomy
by their eternal shadows. Afler a tedious
walkk of half an hour, the rocky path
brought them to the summit of the hill
on which the hunter's hut was built

—_—

CHAPTER 111, v

Tha hut was of the rudea! and simplest
construction, and almos hidden by the
thick growth of young trees, willl vines
and bushes, which the hunter left undis-
turbed. In front of it stretched the green
sward for a few yards, and then the hill
went abruptly down, forming an almost
perpendicular precipice, at the foot of
which it sloped off again to the river's
bank, which was thus a considerable dis-
tance fom h:lm.

As the two huuters gazed around from
thig lofly eminence, the scene spread out
below and around them was one of almost
indescribable beauty. Far as the eye
could reach, stretehied a sea of hill, more
or less abrupt, and covered [rom base lo
summit witha mantle of rich foliage, with
all the varied hues of autumn. West-
ward, lay a level expanse of forest, over
whose lops arose the curling smoke of
the station, the only visible signsof hu-
man existence. At their very feet ap-
parently flowed the broad Ohio, rolling in
its sluggish majesty undisturbed, as yet,
by the keel of the steamboat, or the snort
and the whistle of the engine. And now,
thesetting sun, in his dying glories, poured
a rich flood of light over the whole scene,
making the ripples of * La Belle Riv-
iere” seem a flood of molten gold.

The prospeet was indeed glorious, but

own, This boy he sometimessuffered to
join him in his hunting expeditions, and
to share his frugal mea's. Buteven to
him he never spoke of his past history,
and the boy was too di:erete to allude to it.

CRNArIBv 1n.

Spring and summer had come nnd gone,

bright and mellow hues the landscape
over, when one evening, a few hours ere
set of sun, the hunter and his young com-
panion might have been secen ascending
and descending the long green hills, which
skirt the shores of the Ohio, on their re~
turn from one of their long and lonely
wanderings among the recesses of the
mountains. Descending the slopeof a
thickly wooded hill. they came to the
bank of the river, where a sudden bend
in the stream formed a little cove, known
as the Horse Shoe. As they were aboul
to cross the little pebbly beach in order
to reach the hill which rose in front of
them, the hunter's attention was attracted
by the unusval and uneasy motion of the
dog running hither and thither, snuffing
the air, and pushing through the bushes
which skirted the bank with a sharp quick
bark.

« Ha! old Snarl has snuffed something
in Jie wind, That dog’s never wrong.
Here Snarl, down, down, old fellow, be-
fore the red sking heur you."

The Jog came back and crouched at his
master’s feet, while he stepped cautiously
forward looking carefully about for
¢ tracks,” and peering anxiously into ev-
ery thicket he saw,

“'There il is, ot las,," said he suddenly
puinting to the ground, and turning a sig-
nificant look towards his companion. Sure
enough there were iwo foot-prints in the
sand. They were half-effaced, but the
keen eye of the hunter could detect at
once that they wera quite recent, and had
been made by a moccasin, Alfter a few
moments search they found, snugly hid-
den beneath the thick undergrowth that
skirted the immediate bank of the river,
an Indian canoe, conlaining a bag of
parched corn, a little venison, and some
powder.

“ Well,” said the old hunter, alter a
few @oments reflection, ** I'll rap the red
scoundrels this time."” i

« How so 1" asked his young friend.

“ Why, you see the canoe is so small
that no more than two or three can be in
the party. They must intend to return
soon, or they would have brought more
provisions and hidden them in a better
place. Sol judge they intend to com-
mit their deviltry to-night, and be off’ be-
fore day. ‘T'herefore I'll just come down
as soon as the moon rises, lay in wait till
they get here, and then I think that Black
Bess and myself will answer for two or
threp scelps to hang yp in the cabin, In
the meaptime | want you to go to the fort
and put the boys on their' guard, or some
of them may be picked off before they
know what hurts "em.”

“Well,” was the reply of the youth,
“ [ am wiljipg to go to the station-house
ar] wprn them, but yol must let me re

turn and stand guard with you here.—

of the times, he presented s rather remark.

Months had passed since the stranger | ] 4
made his first appearance at the fort.|buried in his hends, and returning brief,
| and often incoherent answers, 1o the words
and autumn had thrown his vich mantle of | ol his companion.

There may be more Indiany than you ex-

the young hunter endeavored in vain upon
that evening to make his friend partici-
pate in his feelings of delight and admi-
ration, During the whole day he had
secied unusually gloomy and taciturn,

and as svrni:g advanced, n deeper mel-
ancholy settied upon his brow. Now he

sat upon the green grass, with his face

At length, vs il en-
dent effort to be cheerful.

“ And 8o, my boy, you are going to
get married soon, they tell me? Well,
well ; you needn’t blush so—Molly's a
good girl, and will make a hunter, like
you, a first-rate wife. But these are
troublous times 1o be ‘ marrying aud giv-
ing in marriage.” Ah! I remember—""

“ What is it that depresses you?”
said the young man.

“ This,"”_gaid the hunter. * is the fifth
anniversury of my sorrow ; that which
made the outcast, wandering hunter that
yousee now. Never before have I sought
for buman sympathy. Butl love youas
a son, and something seems forcing me
to speak. Iive summers ago, this very
hour, that same sun looked down upon a
happy home in Western Virginia. Itwas
an humble log-heuse, it is true, situated
ina lonely spot, amid hills and woods,
but it was full of comfort and happiness,
Tnat home was mine. For years, all
went well with me. My crops and my
cattle were unsurpassed. But above all,
| had a wife who was an angel upon earth,
and two babes, a boy and a girl, who
would have made a desert happy with their
sweet laugh er and their sporis.

“Though remote (rom any human habi.
tation, and though the Indians were occa-
sionally seen and heard of in the neigh-
borhood of my dwelling, I yet felt no fear.
1 had never wronged them, on the contra-
ry, had often fed and clothed half-starved
stragglers {rom the tribe, who would wan-
der to my door, and blindly I trusted 10
their magnanimity for the safety of all L
held dear.

“Well, alittle later in the day than this,
just five years ago, I was seated by my
hearth with my children on my knees,
while my wife was busied in the prepara-
tionot our eveningmeal. Thesun went
down, and darkness came on, but the air
was 20 pleasant that I left the door open
to enjoy the fresh breeze that seemed
making musie among the branches of the
great oaks before the door. 1 had lent
my dogs to a neighbor for a hunt, and
there was nothing to give warning of dan-
gersave the melancholy hooting of an
owl in the neighboring forest. More than
once my wife spoke of the effect that dis-
mal sound had upon her feelings, but I
laughed at her fears. Suddenly, as she
was crossing the room, I heard her utter
a scream of terror. I turned, and beheld
a dozen dusky forms crowding into tle
door-way. ven now I can ses their
eyes glaring, and their white teeth shin-
ing as the fire flashed upon them. Spring-
ing from my seat, I was snalching down
my rifile which always hung over the fire-
place, when | ressived a blow from =
tomahawk, which made that scar upon
my forehead. A thousand lights gleamed
in my eyes, and horrid soundas echoed in
my e€ars, a8 I {ell insensible. Bevere as
was the blow I soon returned toconscious-

| neath my hand

ness, owing no dBubtio the excessive flow
of b'ood. THow awful the sight which 1
beheld ! My wife standing bound in one
corner of the room, the liule children sob-
bing and clinging ‘o her knees for pro‘ec-
tion, while the fiends were heaping all my
furniture into the eentre of the room, evi
dently wich the jutention of firing the
house. Makinga desperate effort 1 rise,
| gained my feet, stepped forward o step
or two, when the blood gushed over my
cyes, and [ fell helpless and blinded upon
the floor. The shrieking snd sobbing of
my wife and children at this pitiable
sight, were mingled with a laugh of de-
rision from the savages, who supposed
that | was dead atfest. At this moment,
one of their senlinels rushed in exclaim-
ing in their own language, S 1y! fly! the
wlriles are coming !’

“] heard a fow words of consultation.
Then a command was given in tones |
never shall forget. Then came blows and
shrieks, They were murdering my chil-
dren, Oh, God! how I writhed and
struggled, in vain, 1o rise! In a moment
their infant cries were stilled in death,
Then came a crashing blow, a fall, a
groan, and all was over!- They had
murdered my wife! Yes they were all
gone !—all—all ! not one lefi!"”

The big tear drops fell like rain through
the ald man's clasped hands, and his
s'rong frame shook with agony. The
young man said nothing, but wept At
length the hunter calmed himself, and
proceeded:

“I became again insensible. A party of
hunters who happened to be in the neigh-
borhood, came in time to snatch my body
from the burning dwelling, but not soon
enough to !nkmvengennne on the murder-
ers, No; thank God, that task was lelt
for me !

“ was tnken to a station, | was nursed
and tended most kindiy, bu' for weeks and
weoks I lingered upon the brink of the
grave. I wished to die. [ was delirious,
no t only with pain and fever, but with
grief and rage. But atlength, good treal-
ment, and iy own iron constitution
proved vietorious. [ recovered my health
and strength of body, but there was a [e-
ver at my heart, which no time—no med-
icine could cure. I came forth twenty
years older in feelings and appearanco.
My hair was gray, and my face wrinkled,
as yen see them now. But my change
in body, wes nothing to my chinge .n
soul. I, who was before too kind-hearted
to have harmed'a worm, was now a tiger,
thirsting for haman blood! T thought of
uothing, prayed for nothing but revenge.
[ sold my lind, and swore never (o resi
until the lust of that band had fallen ba-
Though I saw them but
ouce, each of their features was burned
into my brain, and I could not forget or
mistake them. Day and night, summer
and winter, alone, and with bands of
men, over rivers and mountains, throngh
forests and morasses, in all shapes, and in
ull disguises, 1 have followed them. "They
hdve made me a demon, and the demon
has turned agoin and rent them. In their
tents at midnight, with their wives around
them, in the battle-field, and .alone in the
dark forest, I have met and slain them !
One afier another they have fallen, and
still one remains—the most subtle and fe-
rocious of them all ; and [ have followed
him here. He leads a band up the Ohin
side, and 1 have watched and sought for
him by day and night.  They call
him the Black Wolf of the Prairie. You
have heard of lim belore, but when we

meet you will not hear of him again {"”

The hunter clenched his rifle fiercely,
and wassilent- His companion sat mute
and motionless,

CHAPTER 1V,

The boy had not sat thus many min-
utes, however, lisiening to the low breath.
ing of his excited {riend, when his atten:
tion was attracted by the sight ofa famil-
iar object floating upon the river. It was
the large boat belonging to the station,
and rowed by an old and faithful negro,
The fluttering of & female dress in the
stern of the boat, revealed the presence ol
his sister and betrothed. They had came
out to meet him on his return from the
chass. Jumping from the grass to hail
them, his step was arrested by an occur-
rence which struck him at once with ter-
ror and amazement. ‘[ he river bank was
far below him was lived with a thicket of
young trees; matted together by a Juxuri-
ous growth of creepers of every descrip-
tion. From this thicket he beheld a thin
curl of smoke arise, followed by the re-
port of a rifle and a single warhoop. Be-
fore he could move or speak. the old ne-
gro had fallen heavily from his seat into
lo water, and the two savages were seen
to spring into theriver, and with their ri-
fles above their heads, gain the now drilt-
ing boat with the current.

With a cry of horror the young man

ped his rifle and rushing forward,
would have plunged over the precipice,
had not the strong hand of the hunter,
laid apon his arm, restrained him.

‘astop rash boy, or you will ruin every-
thing !”

* Hands off, old man, I say ! My sis-
ter—and Mary ! I must save them ™

“You must and you shall. Follow me
at once! If the Indians see you they
will push across the river, and they will
be lost to you forever.”

By this time the ludians had placed
themselves in the bow and stern of the
boat, and were sculling her along, keep.

ing her in the current. The boat was
large and heavy and their progress was

not rapid. Dol the young man saw at a
glance that his companion was right, and
accustomed to yield implicit obedience 10
to his dictates, he turned reluctantly and
followed him down the same narrow pass
which bad brought theaf®

“Bagk Snarl! stay here sirrah 1™ mid
the old hunter 1o the dog, who would have
followed them, *“And now, my boy,look
well to your tools, we have work ahead !’

Away. like bloodhounds on ghe tnil,
they started down the rocky path. The
sun had set, and the twilight glimmer
which was left, served only to throw
sirange, dark shadows over their rugged
pathway; but with the firm and uneirng
iread of hunters, in & mountain land,they
dashed forward at full speed. The con-
trast between the iwo was great. The
one, furious and half demented at the idea
that those he loved best on earth, were in
the hands of the brutal savages, grasped
his rifie with a very death grip, and with
clenched teeth, sprang and bounded like
a wiid deer startled from his covert. The
other, elder and more accustomed 10 res-
training outword emotion, went as swift~
ly, but with the long measured tread of a
pursuing panther, taking care ns he went
to the priming of his rifle, and to loosen
his long hunting knife in its scabbard.—
Few were the minutes,(though they seem-
ed like hours to the youth) ere they
emerged upon the smooth level beach of
the cove. It was, as we have said be.
fore, a little pebhly place, a few yards
square, with hills coming gently down 1o
it upon three sides. On that side fur-
therest, but only a few yards distant from
the shore, lay a gigantic vak, which had
been uprooted in some long previous
storm, and which now reclined, like a
fallen monarch, in stern and silent majes-
ty, with its giant arms still lifled up to-
wards heaven. Behind this natural ram-
part, the two_hunters placed themselves,
with tha long barrels of their rifles sup
ported by its trunk,

T'he harvest moon had now risen in all
its splendor, shedding a glorious flood of
light uver the scene. ‘I'he river seemed
one bed of liquid silver. The fog rising,
and the distant hills stealing out through
their hezy azure mantle, seemed like
ghostly rentinels or mountains in dream
land. The nearer forest as thay seemed
to clamber up the steep hill-sides, were
here tipped with silver, there wrapped in
impenetrable gloom.

A liule ridge which ran out in the river
from one end of the cove giving it a pe-
culiar shape, was crowned with a brist-
ling array of young forest troes that stood
out with strange distinciness against the
clear blue sky.

“ De still boy ! said the old man in a
whisper, as the youth moved uneasily in
his place.  All was still indeed. There
was a low rippling, splashing noise among
the bushes that hung down into the water,
and an owl in a neighboring tree sent
forth his long and melaucholy hooting,
but all else was calm and noiseless.

“Curse that owl,”’ mutterod the old man,
forgetting his own injunctions, “it was
just thateway he hooted this night five
years agu'"

The young man shuddered, as the tale
of horror he had listened to was thus bro’
to his mind, and made him reflect how
soon the same fate might fall upon kis sis-
ter and bride.

A moment and the low splash of oars
was heard; another, and the boatswung
around the projecting point which formed
the upper end of the cove. In the bright
moonlight every figure was plainly dis-
cernible. In the stern sat a small Indian
steering, and occasionally speaking 10 the
two girls in the middleof the boat, who
with terrfied countenance, lay clasped in
each other’s arms as if for protection. In
front stood a tall and magnificent looking
fellow in all the war finery of an Irdien
Cliief, with scalp lock, feathers, paint, and
silver bracelets. He, too, handled an oar
while his rifle lay at his feet.

As the boat came near enough fur them
to distinguish the features of those on
board, the old man started as if an adder
had bit him.

“By heaven ! 'tis the Black Wolf !—
Thank God! the hour is ecome! Don't
move,'” he whispered between his clench-
ed teeth, *'until [ say the word; then fire
at the small Indian.”

The youth felt excited also, but by a
strong eflort, quelling their emolions, the
two lay motionless as statutes, while the
polished tubes of their rifles gleamed like
fire, in the moonlight,

‘T'he boet strikes ihe shore. The Chiel
stepped out, and ordered the girls to rise
and follow him; but insensibly with griefl
and fear, they neither hear nor heed his
command, The smaller Indian enraged
at their obstinacy, rises with an oath, and
stepping lorward. clutches Mary by the
arm, as if to pull her fiom the seat. The
hunter can contain himself no longer. A
quick, clear report rings out upon the air,
and the emaller Indian with a single gry,
leaps up and falls dead in the boat. The
old hunter, taken by surprise, fires burri-
edly, and a hall smothered groan from
the Chief, as he sprang back into boat,
tells that he is wounded, but not mortal-

from the land. Quick as though!, w

bound like that of a ligress robbed of her
young, and a terrible shout of vengeance,
the hunter sprang into the boat, and grap-
pled with his last and most deeply en-

emy !
l{ul the warrior though wounded is
not conquered. The long, keen blade of

an Indian scalping-kunifée gleams an in-

stant in the moonlight—the next it finds

— —  —

Wymouth, Ghio, Satutvay Howving, Habember 26, 1853, -

ly. He seizes an oar and lE‘-uslmi lhehonﬂ
ith a

a sheath in the humter’s bresst. Bw
there is no time for a second blow—the
hands of the Avenger are at the Chieflain’s
throat, The cry of * Blood for blood,"
rings in his ears ! The boat rocks with
the terrible struggle. ‘T'hey totter, they
fall with a heavy splash and go down in
the terrible embrace ol death. _ A sullen
wave, a few bubbles, and the walers

of the Ohio roll over the Hunter and his
lndian foe. Such was the Hunter's Re-
venge: !

« And were their bodies ever found 1"
1 inquired, when the old man hsd finished
o yoars afterwards, whan the
Yes, aflerwards, w

walers m unusually low, in a bed of
drift wood which must have lain upon
the botvm for n half & century, two
skeleton forms were found by a staftled
fisherman, still locked in 3 last embraco.
They have been buried upon the summit
of the hill, where once stood the Hunter’s
hut, and there, they repose, side by side."
“And the young Hunte ~vhat ot him?”
*[ am he, and there is the young bride,”
and he pointed with a smile to the gray-
haired matron, in the opposite chimney
corner.

I looked up and saw the eyes of the
old couple filled with rears,

Lexisaron, Ky., July, 1852,

The Family Opposed to Newspapers.

The men who don’t take the paper was
in town yesterday. He brought the whole
family in a two horse wagon. He still
believes that General Jackson was Presi-
dent, and wanted to know if the “K m-
schatkians' had taken Cuba, and if so,
where they had taken it. lle sold his
corn for 31 cents—the price being 55—
but on going to deposit his money they
told him it was mosily counterfeit, The
only hard money he had wss three cent
pieces, which these same sharpers had
‘run on him' for.half dimes! Hisold lady
smoked a ‘cob pipe.' und would not be-
lieve anything else could be used. One
of the boys went to the blacksmith shop
to get measured for a pair of shoes, and
the other mistook the market house for a
church.  Afier hanging his haton a mea!
hook, he piously took his seat on a butch-
er's stall, and listened to an auctioneer.
whom he thought to be a preacher. He
left before ihe “meetin’ was out” and had
no great opinion of the ‘sarmint,’

One of the girls took a lot of seed on-
ions 1o the post oflice to trade fur a letter,
She had the baby, which she carried in a
‘sugar trough,” stopping at times to rock
it on the side walk. W hen it eried she
stuffed its mouth with an old stocking,
and sung ‘Barbary Allen.’

The oldest boy had sold two ‘ecoon
skins,’ and was on a *bust,’ When last
seen he had called for a glass of ‘soda and
and water,’ and stood soaking gingerbread
and making wry faces. The shop keep-
er mistaking his meaning, and gave him a
dose of sal soda, and it lasted strongly of
soap. But ‘he had hearn tell of sody and
waler, and was bound to give it a fair trial;
puke or no puke.” Some ‘town fellow’
came in and asked for lemonade with *a fly
in it," whereupon our sosped friend turned
his back and quietly wiped several flies in-
to his drink.

We approached the old gentleman and
tried to get him to ‘subscribe,’ but he
would not listen to it. He was opposed
to ‘internal improvements, and he thought
that ‘larnin was a wicked wexation.'—
None of his family ever learned to read,
but one boy, and he teached school awhile
and then went to *studyin dwinity— PPest.
ern Paper.

A * brilliam"” young miss discoursing
on poeltry, the other day, burst into the
following strain :

*Poetry, sir in my opinion, is harmo-
ny ; it is the voice of the angels, the mu-
sic of the spheres, the royal harp of love,
the patent of purity, the benign instru-
ment of charity. Poetry breathes sweet-
ly in the passing zephyr, and sings lulla-
bies in tke majestic symphonies of Boreas,
the sea echoes its music, and the waves,
as they roll onward without cessation, in
the chromatic scales, express its very
soul, Poetry to me is the—the—the—
Jane my dear, where did you purchase
that new bonnet "

A “distinguished"’ Clergymen of New
York, remacked last Sabbath, that ** neith-
er pecuniary prolixity, nor intellectunl
longevity, nor even both those combined,
atone foran excess of moral convexity.”

A young poet out wesi, in describing
Heavén, says, “ it's a world of bliss,
fenced in with gal~.”” Where’s the man
who won't repent now !

W‘M
Counterfeit coppers are in eirculation.
A man who will manufacture bogus cop-

sent to the penny-tentiary.

Wife—(ecomplainingly)-—*1 havn't
more than a(lh' of the bed.” Husband
—(triumphantly,)—** Well, that’s all the

law allows you.”

Be kind to all, but associate intimately
only. with persons of the most ‘estiinadle
character; thus yow will not be dirliked
by any,and you will be admired =8 a
friend by the good.

yesterday put his spinal columa out of]
 joint in Irying to ‘draw a contluzion.?

pers in this age of the world, ought 10 be

A young lawyer in Chambers street, _

-

n the gentle rills or the eataract’s rour
Or the waves that dash on the Ocesn’s '
When twilight's dim shades sre gathering fast,
And thelast ray of sunset Woliauteout v lnst,
Has faded and gone, do we theu Hst in veisl,
For the musie of ustare with its low pensive
strain 1

Ab, no! for there's msic and poetry %00, '
In the wild starlit sky end earth glittering with

h' o . g
Doss it need to be fashioned ﬂ“ =l

To make it more lovely, more grami agsd sublins:
Mvumwhuu.u‘l-cﬂv_njﬂ
Whea first from its Maker's hands it sprang,
Then the courts of hesven with music sng;
And the morning stars together sang.
Plymouth, Ohlo, November, 18563,

W
A BeEsvmivor Momar—We find in

an exchange the following simple sud
wuching paragraph. Thére is o weslih
of besuty in it, and x'oral op which
many a word might be said; and lesson

taught s : _

«God will take care of baby,"—a bead-
tiful infant had been taught to say it, and
it could ssy litle else, “*God will take
o 4t 3 dme when, bt P wobt
ness, at a time
just recovering from a dangerous illness.
Every day it grew worse, and at last was
was given up lo die.

Almost agonized; the miothet &Ed‘ld
be carried into the room of her darling,
to give it one lest embrace. Bom
rents succeeded in teaching the :
ment, just as it wag thought the baby had
breathed ite last. mother wept aloud,;
when once more the little ereature opered
its eyns, looked lo¥ingly ip in her face
smiled, movea its Jips, and in a faint
voice said, * God will take care of baby,”
Sweet consoling words'!—they hardly
ceased when the infatit spirit was it
Heaven.

RoTruascuiLp is foreed 10 con'ent himself
with the same sky as the poor newspaper
writer, and the great banker cannot order
a private sunset, or add one ray to the
magnificence of night. The same air
fills all lungs. The same blood swells all
veins. Each one possesses really, only
his own senses—soul and body—these
are all the property which a man owns.
All that is valuable is to be had for noth:
ing in this world—-Genius; beauty and
love are not bought and sold. You may
buy a rich bracelet, but not & well-turned
arm to wear it—a pearl necklace, but not
a pearly throat with which it shall vie:
The richest banker on elirth trould rainly
offer a fortune to be able to wrile a verse
like Byron. Une comes into the world
naked, and goes out naked ; the difference
in the fineness of a bit of linen for
shroud is not much, Man is a*handful
Elny which turns quickly back sgain into

ust.

A Sckne.—We saw yesterday, at the
depot,& poor,pale litlle girl peddling pback-
es imong the passengers who were con-
stantly toming and going through the
place. Her sorrowful locks, her timid
way, her pale thin face, with traces of
tears visible upon ii; and her meek blue
eyes, ‘all and singular,’ had their effect
opon the strangers around, and many
there were that bought her frult to cheer
her heart, and with their bits of silvet
dropped a word of kindntes in her ear;
more precious than coin to het, after the
preesing necessity that drove her omt
among that crowd should be satisfied.—
Bur one there was who excited our in-
diganation, With 4 cosily overcoat upon
one arm, a well stuffed carpet bag in the
other hand, in elegant spparel, and with
a massive gold walch chsin ®
f“;:t?;e:ﬁh I‘hrom;:.f:h and hi:
ac y D8 t ‘on
way to the Western m%m
some peaches, sir 1’ said the little
with the arch twist of her head and &
pleasant smile playin;
brought there by the cheerful words

ufallen so like a gentle blessing on her
‘Some peaches ! only one penny
apiece,’ and she held out her basket,—
‘Eat awny with r trash!' ‘was the

surly regly of this human mastiff, aecom-
nied by

~ A

?




