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From Harper’s Magazine. 

PERRY’S VICTORY 
OUT LAKE ERIE. 

After the capture of Forts York and 

George, by which the river of Niagara was 

opened to American navigation, Captain Per- 

ry was able to take some vessels brought for 

the service from Black Rock into lake Erie. 
The lake at the time was in possession of the 
British fleet, commanded by Captain Barclay, 
and Perry ran great hazard in encountering it 
before he could reach Presque Isle, now Erie, 
where the other vessels to compose his squad- 
ron had been built. 

He, however, reached this spacious harbor 

just as the English hove in sight. Having 
now collected his whole force he made vigor- 
ous preparations to get to sea. By the first of 

August he was ready to sail, but the enemy 
lay off the harbor across the mouth of which 
extended a bar, that he was afraid to cross un- 

der heavy fire. To his great delight, howev- 

er, the British fleet suddenly disappeared— 
Captain Barclay not dreaming that his adver- 

aary was ready to go to sea, having gone to 

Canada shore. 

Perry was.at this time a mere youth, of 

twenty-seven years of age, but ardent, chival- 

rous, and full of energy and resource. From 
the time he arrived on the frontier, the winter 
previous, he had been unceasing in his efforts 
to equip a ship. 

Materials had to be brought from Pittsburg 
and Philadelphia, dragged hundreds of miles 
over bad roads and unbridged streams, lint 
after his vessels were ready for sea, he was 

destitute of crews. 

To his repeated and urgent calls for men, 
only promises were returned, nor did they ar- 

rive until the English had been able to finish 
and equip a large vessel, the Detroit, which 
gave them a decided preponderance. Perry 
was exceedingly anxious to attack the hostile 
fleet before it received this accession of 

strength, bat prevented from doing this through 
want of men, he was at last compelled to aban- 
don all his efforts, or take his chance with his 

motley, untrained crew, in an action where 
the superiority was manifest. 

He boldly resolved on the latter course, and 

taking advantage of Barclay's sudden de- 

parture, gave orders for his mon to repair im- 

mediately on board ship, and dropped down 
the harbor, to the bar. It was Sabbath morn- 

^ 

ing, and young Perry, impressed with great 
issues to himself and to his country, from the 

step he was about to take, sent his boat ashore 

for a clergyman, requesting him to hold reli- ; 

gioua services on board his ship. 
All the officers of the squadron were assem- | 

bled on the decks of the Lawrence, and lis- 

tened to an impressive address on the duty they 
owed their country. Prayer was then offered 
for success of their cause. Young Perry lis- 
tened to the voice of prayer, as he is going 
forth to battle, and young McDonough lifted 

his own in supplication to God after his decks 
are cleared for action, furnish striking and 

beau, ful examples to naval men. 

Next morning the water being smooth, the 

guns of the Lawrence, the largest vessel, were ! 

taken out, and two scows were placed along 
side and filled till they sunk to the water’s 

edge. 
Pieces of timber were then run through the 

forward and after part of the vessel, and made 
fast by blocks to the scows. All being ready, 1 

the water was pumped out of them, and the 
vessel slowly rose over the bar. -She stuck! 
last, however, on the top, and the scows had to 

be sunk again before she finally floated clear 
and moved off into deep water. The men 

worked all night to get this one brig over. 

The schooners passed, and moored outside. 
The Lawrence was scarcely once more afloat 

before the returning fleet hove in sight. Per- 

ry immediately prepared for action. But Bar- 
clay, after reconnoitering for half an hour, 
crowded all sail and disappeared again up the 
lake. The next day Perry sailed in pursuit, 
bat after cruising a whole day without find- 
ing the enemy, returned to lake in supplies.— 
On the 12lh of August he was about to start 

again, when he received information of the ex- 

pected approach of a party of seamen under 
the command of Captain Eliot. 

Waiting a day or two to receive this wel- 
come aid, he set sail for Sandusky, to put 
himself in communication with Gen. Harrison 
and the north-western army. 

He then, on the 25th, returned to Malden, 
-where the British fleet lay, and going into 
Put-in Bay, a haven in its vicinity, waited for 
the enemy to come out. Here many of his 
crew were t%kv.n sick with fever, which at last 
seized him together with the three surgeons 
of the squadron. • 

He was not able to leave his cabin till the 

early part of September, when he received an 

additional reinforcement of a hundred volun- 
teers. 

These troops came from Harrison’s army, 
and were mostly Kentucky militia and sol- 
diers from the 28th regiment of infantry, and 

all volunteered for the approaching battle.— 

The Kentuckians, mast of them had never 

seen a square-rigged vessel before, and wan- 

dered up and down examining every room and 

part pf the ship without scruple. 
Dressed in their fringe linsey-woolsy hunt- 

ing-shirts, with their mnskets in their hands, 
they made as novel a marine corps as ever 

trod fie deok of a battle-ship. 
On the morning of the 10th of September, it 

was announced that the British fleet was com- 

ing oot bf Malden, and Perry immediately set 

sail^o meet it. His squadron consisted of 

throe brigs, the Lawrence, Niagara,Caledonia, 
the Trippld, a sloop, and five schooners, car- 

rying in all fifty-four guns. 
That of the British was composed of six 

vf3»eW, mounting aixty-three guns. 
It was a beautiful morning, and the light 

breeze searcply ruffled the surface of the water 

as the two sqdadrons, with all sails set slowly 
approached each other. The weather gage, 
at first, was with the enemy, but Perry, im- 

patient to close, resolved to waive this advan- 
tage, and kept standing on when the wind un- 

expectedly shifted in his favor. Captain Bar- 
clay observing this, immediately hove to, and 

laying with his topsails aback, waited the ap- 
proach of his adversary. 

With all his canvas out, Perry bore slowly 
and steadily down before the wind. The 
breeze was so light, that he scarcely made 
two miles an hour. 

The sH^e was lined with spectators gazing 
on the exciting spectacle, and watching with 
intense anxiety the movements of the Ameri- 
can squadron. Not a cloud dimmed the clear 
blue sky overhead, and the lake lay like a 

mirror, reflecting upon its beauty and purity. 
Perry, in the Lawrence, led the line. 

Taking out the flag which had been pre- 
viously prepared, and mounting the gun-slide, 
he called his crew about him, and said, ‘My 
brave lads, this flag contains the last words of 

Captain Lawrence. Shall I hoist it V ‘Ay, 
ay, sir,’ was the cheerful response. Up went 
the flag with a will, and as it swayed to the 
breeze it was greeted with loud cheers from 
the deck. As the rest of the squadron beheld 
that flag floating from the main mast of tlicir 
commander s vessel, and saw ‘Don t give up 
the ship !' was to be the signal for action, a 

long, loud cheer rolled down the line. 
The excitement spread below, and all the 

sick that could move, tumbled up to aid in the 
approaching combat. 

Perry then visited every gun, having a word 
of encouragement for each captain. Seeing 
some of the gallant tars who had served on 

hoard the Constitution, many op whom now 

stood with handkerchiefs tied round their 
heads, all clear for action, he said, ‘Well, 
boys, are you ready?’ ‘All ready, your hon- 

or,’ was the quick response. ‘I need not say 
anything to you. You know how to beat 
those fellows’ he added smilingly as he passed 
on. 

The wind was so light that it took an hour 
and a half, after all the preparations had been 

made, to reach the hostile squadron. This 
long interval ot idleness and suspense was 

harder to bear, than the battle itself. Every 
man stiK>d silently watching the enemy’s ves- 

sel, or in low and earnest conversation with 
each other, leaving requests and messages to 

friends in case they fell. 

Perry gave his last directions, in the event 

of his death, to Hainbleton—tied weights to 

his public papers, in order to have them ready 
to cast overboard in case they should be de- 
feated—read over his wife’s letters for the last 

time, and then tore ihem up, so tlyit the ene- 

my should not see those records of the heart, 
and turned away, remarking, This is the most 

important day oj my life.' The deep serious- 

ness and silence that had fallen on the ship, 
was broken by the Mast of a bugle that came 

ringing over the water from the Detroit, fol- 
lowed by cheers from the whole British squad- 
ron. A single gun, whose shot went skipping 
past the Lawrence, first uttering its stern 

challenge, and in a few minutes all the long 
guns of the fleet began to play on the Ameri- 
can fleet. 

Being a mile and a half distant, Perry could 
not use his carronades, and he was exposed 
to this fire for half an hour before he could get 
within range. Steering straight for the De- 
troit, a fourth larger than his own, he gave 
orders to the schooners that lagged behind to 

range up within cable length. # 

Those orders, the last he gave during the 
battle, were passed by trumpet from vessel to 

vessel. 

The light wind having nearly died away, 
the Lawrence suffered severely before she 
could get near enough to open with her car- 

ronades, and she had scarcely taken her posi- ; 
tion belore the fire of three vessels was direct- j 
ed upon her. 

Enveloped in flame and smoke, Perry strove 

desperately to maintain his ground till the Test j 
of the fleet should close, and for two hours 

sustained without flinching this unequal con- 

test. 
The balls crashed incessantly through the 

sides of the ship, dismounting the guns and 

strewing the deck with the dead, until at 

length, with ‘every brace and bow-line 
shot away,’ she lay an unmanageable wreck i 
on the water. But still through the smoke, j 
as it went before the heavy broadsides, j 
her colors were seen flying, and still gleamed 
forth in the sunlight, that glorious motto— j 
‘Don't fpre up the ship !' 

Calm and unmoved at the slaughter a round 

him, and his own desperate position, Perry j 
gave his orders tranquilly, as though execut- | 
ing a manoeuvre. 

Although in his first battle, unaccustomed 
to the scenes of carnage, his face gave no tok- 

en of the emotions that mastered him. Ad- 

vancing to assist a sailor, whose gun had got 
out of order, he saw the poor lellow struck 
from his side by a twenty-four pound shot, 
and expired without a groan. His second 
lieutenant fdll at his feet. 

Lieutenant Brooks, a gay, dashing officer, 
of extraordinary personal beauty, while speak- 
ing cheerfully to him, was dashed by a can- 
non-ball to the other side of the deck, and 
mangled in the most horrid manner. His 
shrieks and imploring cries to Perry to kill 
him and end his misery, were heard even 

above the roar of guns in every part of the 
ship. 

The dying who strewed the deck, would 
turn their eyes in mute inquiry upon their 
youthful commander, as if to be told they had 
done their duty. The living, as a sweeping 
shot rent huge gaps in the ranks of their com- 

panions, looked a moment into his face to read 

his expression, and then stepped quickly into 

the places left vacant. 

Lieutenant Yarnall, with a red handker- 
chief tied around his head, and another around 
his neck, to staunch the blood flowing from 
two wounds, his nose swelled to a monstrous 

size, from a splinter having passed through it, 

disfigured and covered with gore, moved amid 
this terrific scene, the very genius of havoc 
and carnage. Approaching Perry, he told 
him every officer in his division was killed. 
Others were given him, but soon he returned 
with the same dismal tidings. Perry then 
told him he must get along by himself, as he 
had no more to furnish him, and the gallant 
man went back alone to his guns. Once more 

only did the shadow of any emotion pass over 

the countenance of this intrepid commander. 
He had a brother on board, only twelve years 
old. The little fellow, who had two balls 

pass through his hat, and been struck with 
splinters, wras still standing by the side of his 

brother, stunned by the awful cannonading 
and carnage around him, when he suddenly 
fell. For a moment Perry thought he too was 

gone, but he had only been knocked down by 
a hammock, which a cannon-ball had hurled 

against him. 
At length every gun was dismounted but 

one, still .Perry fought witli that till at last it 
also was knocked from the carriage. Out of 
one hundred men, with whom a few hours be- i 

fore he had gone into battle, only eighteen 
stood up unwounded. Looking through the 
smoke he saw the Niagara, apparently un- 

crippled,drifting out of the battle. Leaping 
into a boat with his young brother, he said to 

his remaining officer, ‘If a victory is to he 

gained, I will gain it,’ and standing erect, told 
the sailors to give way with a will. The ene- 

my observed the movement, and immediately 
directed their fire upon the boat. Oars were 

splintered in the rower’s hands by musket 

balls, and the men themselves covered with 

spray from the round shot and grape that 
smote the water on every side. Passing swift- 

ly through the iron storm he reached the Ni- 
agara in safety, and as the survivors of the 
Lawrence saw him go up the vessel’s side, 
they gave a hearty cheer. Finding her sound 
and whole. Perry backed his maintop sail, and 

flung out his signal for close action. From 
vessel to vessel the answering signal went up 
in the sunlight, and three cheers rang over the 
water. He then gave his sails to the wind, 
and bore steadily down on the centre of the 

enemy's line. Reserving his fire as he ad- 

vanced, he passed along through the hostile 

fleet, within close pistol range, wrapt in flames 
as he swept on. Delivering his broadsides 

right and left, he spread horror and death 

through the decks of the Lady Prevost.— 

Rounding to as he passed the line, he laid his 

vessel close to two of the enemy’s ships, and 

poured in his rapid fire. The shrieks that 

rang out of the Detroit were heard even above 
the deafening carronade, while the crew of j 
the Lady Prevost, unable to stand fire, ran he- | 
low, leaving their wounded, stunned, and be- 1 

wildered commander alone on deck leaning his 
face on his hand, and gazing vacantly on the 

passing fsliip. The other American vessels 

having come up, the action at once became 

general. To the spectators from the shore, ; 

the scene at this moment was indescribably I 

thrilling. Far out on the calm water, lay a 

white cloud, from out whose tortured bosom 
broke incessant flashes and thunder claps—the 
loud echoes rolling heavily away over the ; 
deep, and dying amid the silence and solitude 
of the forest. 

An action so close and murderous could not 

last long, and it was soon apparent that victory 
inclined to the Americans, for while the ene- 

my’s fire sensibly slackened, the signal for 

close action was still flying from the Niagara, 
and from every American vessel the answering 
signal floated proudly in the wind. In fifteen 
minutes from the time the first signal was made 
the battle was over. A white handkerchief 
waved from the tafTrail of the Queen Charlotte, 
announced the surrunder. The firing ceased ; 
the smoke slowly cleared away revealing the 
two fleets commingled, shattered, and torn, 
and strewed with the dead. The loss on each 

side was a hundred and thirty-five killed and 

wounded. 

Perry having secured the prisoners, returned 
to the Lawrence, lying a wreck in the dis- 

tance, whither she had helplessly drifted. She 
bad struck her flag before she had closed with 

the Niagara, hut it was now flying again.— 
Not a word was spoken as he went over the 

vessel’s side, a silent grasp of the hand was 

the only sign of recognition, for the deck 

around was covered with dismembered limbs, 
and brains ; while the bodies of twenty officers 

and men lay in ghastly groups before him. 

As the sun went down over the still lake, | 
his last beams looked on a mournful spectacle. 
Those ships, stripped of their spars and can- 

vas, looked as if they had been swept by a hur- 

ricane, while desolation covered their decks. 

At twilight the seamen who had fallen on 

board the American fleet, were committed to 

the deep, and the solemn burial servied of the 

Episcopal Church read over them. 

The uproar of the day had ceased, and deep 
silence rested on the two squadrons, riding qui- 
etly at anchor, broken only by the stifled groans 
of the wounded, that were echoed from ship to 

ship. As Perry sat that night on the quarter- 
deck, conversing with his few remaining offi- 

cers, while evar and anon the moans of his 

brave comrades below were borne to his ear, 

he was solemn and subdued. The exciting 
scene through which he had safely passed— 
the heavy load taken from his heart—the re- 

flection that his own life had been spared, and 

that his little brother was slumbering sweetly 
and unhurt in his hammock beside him, awak- 

ened emotions of gratitude to God ; and he 

gravely remarked, ‘I believe that my wife’s 

prayers have saved me.’ 
It had been a proud day for him ; and as he 

lay that night ahd ihooght what a change a 

few hours had wrought in his fortunes, feel- 
ings of exultation might swell in hb bosom. 
Such unshaken composure—such gallant hear- 

ing—stern resolution, and steadiness and te- 

nacity of purpose in a young man of twenty- 
seven, in his first battle, exhibit a marvellous 

strength of character, and one wonders more at 

him than his success. 

It was a great victory; and as the news 

spread, bonfires, illuminations, the firing of 

cannon, the shouts of excited multitudes an- 

nounced the joy and exultation of the nation.— 
The gallant bearing of Perry—his daring pas- 
sage in an open boat through the enemy’s fire 
to the Niagara—the motto on the flag_the 
manner in which he earned his vessel alone 
through the enemy’s line, then closed in half 
pistol shot—his laconic account of the victory 
in a letter to the Secretary of the Navy, ‘We 
HAVE MET THE ENEMY, AND THEY ARE OURS,’ 
furnish endless themes for discussion and eulo- 
gy, and he suddenly found himself in the front 
rank of heroes. 

The day after the battle, the funeral of the 
officers of the fleet took place. A little open- 
ing on the margin of the bay, a wild and soli- 

tary spot, was selected as the place of inter- 
ment. It was a beautiful autumnal day, not a 

breath of air rufiled the surface of the lake, or 

moved the still forest that fringed the lonely 
clearing. The sun shone brightly down on 

the new made graves, and not a sound dis- 
turbed the Sabbath stillness that rested on for- 
est and lake. Tt»e fallen officers, each in his 

appropriate imiform, wero laid on plat'orms 
made to receive them, and placed, with their 
hands across their breasts, in the barges. As 
these were rowed gently away, the boats fell 
in behind in a long procession, and the whole 
swept slowly and sadly towards the place of 
burial. The flags drooped mournfully in the 
still air, the dirge to which the oars kept time, 
rose and fell in solemn strains over the water, 
while minute-guns from the various vessels, 
blended with their impressive harmony with 
the scene. The day before had been one of 
strife and carnage, but those who had dosed in 
mortal bate, now mourned like a band of broth- 
ers fur their fallen leaders, and gathering to- 

gether around the place of burial, gazed a last 

farewell, and firing one volley over the name- 

less graves, turned sadly away. There, in 
that wild spot, with the sullen waves to sing 
their perpetual dirge, they slept the sleep of 
the brave. They had fought gallantly, and it 
mattered not to them the victory or defeat, for 
they had gone to that still land whero human 
strifes are forgotten, and the clangor of battle 
never comes. 

Itliscclhuni. 
The Lost Pocket-Book. 

The other day I stepped into a Bowery stage 
going up town, in which were some three or 

four gentlemen, and as many ladies. Soon 
after taking my seat, a young man, upon a 

fast run after us, called to the driver from the 
sidewalk. The stage stopped, and the young 
man came up, pulled open the door, and 
stepped in. He was well dressed, with an 

overcoat on his arm', about eighteen, and evi- 

dently from the country. 
The passengers moved to give him a seat, 

which he did not seem disposed to take, but 
looked anxiously about the stage. 

1 have lost my pocket-book in this stage,’ 
he said, as he began to examine the seats and 
floor. 

Every man smiled incredulously, as every 
man in New York will at the first mention of 

any story of loss or misfortune, suspecting that 

every such story is simply a ruse to get mon- 

ey. 
It wasn’t in this stage, I guess,’ said one. 

Yes, it was in this stage. 1 got out at 

Broome street to take the cars, and, as soon 

as I was out, I found that my pocket-book was 

gone.’ 
Oh, yes,’ said one of the men, I recollect 

seeing you get out.’ 
This declaration quickened the memory of 

another, w ho also remembered that he left the 

stage at Broome street. 

Here every one in the stage commenced a 

search for the lost pocket-book. The search 
in a stage is not an extensive one ; there are 

few crooks or crannies, or by-places in a ’bus, 
where lost treasures may lie secluded. Just 

cast your eye along the floor, and turn up the 

cushions, and the work is done. Every one 

got up, every one looked intensely along the 

floor, and every one assisted in turning over 

cushions. But every one failed to find a lost 

pocket-book. It certainly was not there.— 

Again they looked at the floor, again pulled 
up the cushions, hut with the same success. 

The first thought I said always is, where 
one complains of losing, that it is all a ruse.— 

The second thought is that somebody has stol- 
en it. When no one could find the pocket- 
book, each one began to wonder who took it 
from his pocket. 

* It was in this pocket,’ said the young man, 
and 1 sat in that corner ;’—which would 

have made it impossible for any one to have 
taken it while he was in the stage. 

I don’t know what I shall do,’ said the 

young man, despondingly. I was going into 
the country, and I haven’t got money enough 
left to pay my fare. I wonder if the conduc- 
tor would take me ?’ 

No one ventured a reply to this query, but 
some one asked how much money he had in 

his wallet. 
* Oh, only about a dollar-and-a-half. I don’t 

care anything about it, if I only had enough to 

get home with.’ 
The case new was reduced to a very simple 

point, and the question was, how should he 

get money enough to pay his fare. No one 

moved, but all were thinking, perhaps, though 
they did not say it, Well, go to the conduc- 

tor—1 guess he will let jou pass ;’ or, ‘Some- 

body, if you ask them, will let you have the 

money ;’ or, Well, I can’t do anything for 

you—you must look out lor yourself.’ 
And all looked hard at the floor, for the 

third time, and thought of turning over the 

cushions again. / 

No one dU’ered to give him anything, for if j 
j any one felt disposed to a generous act, lie had 
not courage, because every one would think>, j 

Why, what a fool you are, to give money to j 
everybody that gets into a fix! If you under-! 
take to give to every one, your hands will be 

full.’ 

Come, hurry up P cried the driver ; ‘can’t 

stay here all day.’ 

And on went the stage, tumbling over the 

rough pavement. 
How much did you say you needed V asked 

a lady. 
Fifty-five cents,’ was the reply. 

Without saying another word, she quietly 
drew out her puree. The effect was electri- 
cal. Every lady fumbled for her purse ; eve- 

ry gentleman put his hand into his pocket, as 

they do in the city care, when the conductor 
comes along and says, Fare, gentlemen !’— 
And almost before the lady could put her mon- 

ey into the young man's hand, six or eight 
hands were extended to him with their contri- 
butions. 

There, there !’ said the young man ; take 
care—don’t give me too much. I only want 

fifty-five cents; that’s all. There you keep 
that—no, I don’t want it, here’s enough;’ and 
he refused to take several pieces that were 

held out. Thank you, ladies and gentle- 
men;’ and immediately lie jumped from the 
stage and was out of sight. 

I looked at that hdxj, whose magic touch of 
her purse called money from so many pockets, 
more surprisingly than Signor Blitz could pos- 
sibly have done. She was perhaps thirty, 
well dressed, though not richly, with a fine, 
interesting countenance, yet not particularly 
beautiful. Shi was evidently in easy circum- 
stances in life, and yet as evidently not weal- 

thy. She was also, I suppose, a mother, as 

she had a beautitul little girl, of some four 
years old, about whose smiling rosy cheeks ! 
the chestnut curls danced, as she nestled into 
her mother’s lap, or whirled round to look out 

of the window. 
The gift of the money was a very small af- 

fair ; but the manner in which it was done, 
and the circumstances, made a deep impres- 
sion on my mind. She did not ask who his 
father was, and where lie lived, and what he 
came to New York for, and why he was not 

more careful, and if he could not beg the mon- 

ey, or borrow it, or work for it. There was 

no flourish or parade—not a word ; no vain- 
glorious look of triumph. She did not gaze 
round at others, as much as to say, Now fol- 
low my example.’ A Fifth Avenue Madame 
(just moved into that quarter) would have 
turned up her aristocratic nose, and said to 

her coachirihn, John! send the fellow away ; 
we can’t be troubled all the time with these 
cheats and beggars ! 

It was a small particle, but it was the genu- 
ine, pure gold. She was a mother ; perhaps 
she had a son; and he might meet some time 
with a little accident away from home, and 
need a few pennies to return him to her fire- 
side and her embrace. Would she not then 

j 
bless the heart that might prompt a generous 
though a trifling service! 

If it had only been in an old-fashioned coun- 

try stage-coach, so I could have talked with 
her ! In stage-coaches, anybody may talk to 

anybody without being intrusive. Even in a 

railroad depot, waiting for the cars, you might 
venture to speak. But in an omnibus, it is 

scarcely polite to do more than assist a lady 
in getting in or out, or make change for her 
when she pays her fare, or—give her your 
seat. 

But a mother has always a second self in 
her child. The little rosy-teheeked girl was 

reaching her dimpled hands out of the window, 
catching at the carriages as they passed, and 

laughing at the sport. I patted her cheek and 
said, Won't you come and sit with me?’ 

She turned around with a merry laugh, that 

made her sweet face radiant as if the golden 
borealis was playing w ith her curls. 

Won’t you go and sit by the gentleman ?’ 

said her mother, turning around and smiling. 
What mother ever failed to be pleased when 

you caressed her child? 
Ah ! hold up, driver—I must get out.’ 

No matter; I left the stage, and the child, 
and the mother. Who she was, or where 
she went, I do not know. It’s of no conse- 

quence. But there is one home, somewhere, 
that she makes happy ; there is one fireside, 
not very rich, not very poor, tvhere the com- 

forts if not the luxuries of life, and even its 

toils, are sweetened by her goodness. 
CJod bless her! whatever joys or sorrows 

she may have in life. May she, every day, 
do some little deed of noble, generous sympa- 

thy and love, that shall help to lighten some- 

what the heavy load of trouble, misfortune 
and misery that afflicts humanity! Every 
such act shall be a new set to gleam in life’s 
dark firmament; a new spark to kindle fires 
in its chilly and cheerless waste ; a new bea- 
con to light others to generous deeds. She 
did not dream that any one would think of it 

—perhaps has already forgotten it herself.— 
Yet that little act has a better memorial than I 
can give it. I shall see her no more ; but I 
will think of that acU 

Who knows but some day to come, my boy 
may be far from home, in a great city, and 

penniless! Who knows? Would I not bless 
and pray for the one who should give him but 
a farthing, that he might return to my em- 

brace, so that I might kiss him when he went 

to sleep, as I used to do, and he not be ex- 

posed to stay all night in the streets, or, what 

is worse, perhaps, be seduced to the abodes of 
death ? 

Do deeds of generous love ! They may be 

small. Never mind that; they cannot be so 

small but that they shall call forth thanksgiv* 
ing from some heart—but that they will be 

seen of Him who numbers your hairs, and no* 

tices a sparrow's fall '.—New York Recorder. 

Flour Trade of Rochester.—It may be 

of interest to those abroad, says ^he Rochester 

Union, who have never visited the flour mills of 

this city, to know something of the extent of 

their operations at this season of the year.— 
There are ninety two runs of stones in motion 

here, all engaged in merchant grinding. They 
qianafacture daily seven thousand barrels of 

flour, which they take in thirty one thousand 

bushels of wheat, the total value of which is 

over forty one thousand dollars. To purchase 
the stock and operate these mills, over twelve 

hundred thousand dollars are drawn from the 
bank every month, 

I 

School-Girls should be School-Girls. 
The Southern Ladies’ Companion has some 

oxcellent observations on this subject, which 
the Hume Journal commends heartily to the 
attention of mothers :— 

As girls are usually at school from early 
period till within a short time of their mar- 

riage, it is important that they acquire habits 
of industry, neatness and economy during the 
time they are at school, and especially in the 
instances where they are from home at board- 
ing-school. How arc these important lessons 
taught in our female colleges? Are girls 
taught to make, or oven to mend, and careful- 
ly look after their own clothing? Arc they I 
taught habits of neatness ? Or rather is not 
the whole matter of keeping their apparel, ; 

their rooms, and other matters, in neat order, 
left entirely to servants or other persons? As 
to economy, girls have a poor opportunity at 

many of our schools, to learn that the word 
has any practical use. The daughters of 

wealthy parents arc indulged by their pareuts 
and teachers in expensive apparel, jewelry, 
and the rest. Those in more moderate cir- 
cumstances, not having the courage to be 

placed in a lower caste, by living within their 
means, strain every nerve to keep pace with 
the wealthy in a career of extravagance.— 
W e have known the heads of female schools, 
instead of restraining this tendency to extrav- 

agance, to encourage it. An examination, or 

some other pageant, is to come off; and, for 
the credit of the schools, he wishes the girls 
to show to the best advantage possible before 
the public. The parents are at a distance, and 
the principal encourages the girls to make ac- 

counts and purchase goods for the occasion on 

credit. Suggestions of this kind are readily 
followed by girls naturally desirous to make 
a fair show, and the fathers or guardians are 

run in debt without their knowledge and con- 

sent ; and we have known cases in which these 
extra expenses have exceeded the whole cost 
of hoarding, tuition, and all other regular ex- 

penses. Such a course may gain the princi- 
pal favor with thoughtless girls ; but the fa- 

ther, who, on coming for his daughter, with 

money enough to pay the regular school charg- 
es, finds as much more charged against him 
for what he was neither willing nor able to 

indulge his daughter in, feels that lie lias been 

imposed upon, not to say defrauded. One ex- 

cellent means of counteracting this evil is, by 
the establishing a uniform dress for the stu- 

dents, of a plain, cheap, substantial character, 
rejecting all jewelry and ornaments, and al- 
lowing them to appear abroad in no other; 
and we are gratified to notice that this course 
has been adopted in some of our female schools, 
and with fine effect. It tends to promote both 

! the economy and republican equality, so essen- 
tial to the success of such schools. And noth- 

* ing can be more predjudicial to the prosperity 
of a school than the fostering of castes, or any 
kind of aristocracy in them—engendering en- 

J vv, jealousy, discord. No distinctions should 
be allowed in schools but such as arise from 
merit. Let the rich man's daughter outstrip 
the daughter of the poor, or of the man in mod- 
erate circumstances, in a race of extravagance, 
if she will; hut let not this unholy and unca- 

qual competition enter into the school—never. 
It is ruinous. If parents and teachers would 
act on the firm resolve that school-girls should 
be school-girls, and nothing more, it would go 
far toward checking the evil under notice ; for 
what good reason can be shown for bedecking 
a little girl twelve or fourteen in the gaud aud 

trappings of an oriental bride, merely to study 
in, or to appear in as a school-girl at church 
or an examination ? In the first caso, they 
should be apparelled in neat, common cloth- 

ing, in which they would be comfortable and 

perfectly at ease; and in the second, they 
should appear in the simple uniform of their 

school. Scarcely anything can appear more 

ridiculous, in the eyes of a sensible person, 
than a girl at her books, laced, and dressed, 
and jeweled up like an actress. They are hut 

school-girls, and they should appear in char- 

acter. Where the opposite course is adopted, 
young men readily take the very intelligible 
hint that these finely dressed little maidens 
are thus unseasouably offering themselves in 
the matrimonial mart, and are not backward 

in bestowing attentions and making bids.— 

Now, give those young men but a restricted 

opportunity of access to the society of the lit- 
tle ladies—they are dressed as yovng ladies 

from eight to ten years old—and soon we have 

a fine exhibition of gallautrics, billet draw, 
and the rest. Parents dress their children 
like brides, and so advertise them as disposa- 
ble commodities ; teachers allow young men 

to visit their girls, converse with them, hear 

them play, accompany with them the flute or 

voice ; perhaps attend them to church and on 

their evening w alks ; and yet their parents 
and teachers are utterly at a loss to aceount 

for the results which they have themselves 

produced; they cannot imagine why their 

girls will not study, and have an utter aver- 

sion to books—villainous, love-sick novels al- 

ways excepted—w hy they arc so fond of the 

company of the other sex, why they are ready 
to elope with worthless dandies and brainless 

fops. If parents and teachers do act in the 

premises with common sense and discreetness, 

it is hardly reasonable to expect children to 

act with perfect prudence and wisdom. We 

are much pleased to find that some of our best 

female schools, and some, too, in the most 

wealthy sections, and patronized by the more 

wealthy class, are rigidly restraining all cx- 

pensivencss of dress, rejecting jewelry, and 

prohibiting the society of young men entirely. 
Yet there are even mothers to be found, 

who fear that, without mixing with the socie- 
ty of young men, their dataghters will tail to 

acquire ease and gracefulness of manners, and 
are, therefore, willing to peril all else to se- 

cure these. For the like grave reason, there 

must be a dancing department in many of our 

schools—in some places publicly, in others 

more or less secretly conducted, to teach the 

girls the poetry of motion,’ as if dancing mo- 

tion had anything to do with' imparting grace 

^o the common movements of life. And when 

once you allow a girl s head to get full of fin- 

^_ 
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cry and beaux, aud her heels full of waltzes, 
polkas, and cotiljons, you may about as well 
throw her books in the fire and marry hoc to 
the first simpleton who will take her off your 
hands—for her days of study and improvement 
are at au end.” 

A Decided Hit. 
A good humored correspondent of the Alba- 

ny Register, writing from New York city, 
describes the misfortunes that sometimes be- 
lall guests ol fashionable hotels, arising from 
the silly custom of printing bills of fare in a 

foreign language, instead of plain English-— 
The reader is imagined to be seated at the 
dinner table:— 

A card is placed in your hand, all printed 
over. It is called a bill of fare. Read it and 
be wise. Call lor the good things it tells of, 
and be happy in the joys of gastronomy.— 
Pshaw ! It is French, and we understand on- 

ly the mother tongue. Much edification is 
there to m.s in this printed sheet. Much wis- 
dom can ire draw from its admonitions. Were 
it Latin, we could call up our ancient learn- 
ing, and spell out an inkling of its meaning. 
Even were it Greek, we might, by drawing 
upon our schoolboy studies, make a faint guess 
as to what it refers. Rut French! Away 
w ith it I It is all Dutch to us. Rut, our dear 

sir, we must eat. Aye, we must dine. Call 
up the Irish waiter standing a little way down 
and point to the largest word on the bill, and 
ask him what dish that is. Pat scratches his 

pate in bewilderment, and seizing the bill and 
your plate, trots off to the cook-room, and re- 

turns with what ? Pommc dc terre, au natu- 

re/,’ was what you called for, and here is a 

boiled potato with the skin on ! Wonderful 
transformation in the name of a simple potato. 
Try again. Pick out another dish with a 

1 high-sounding, long-waisted name, and send 
; for it. What on earth is this ? A beef steak 
smothered in onions, steaming up under your 
nose ? Re calm, our friend. The servant is 
not to blame, lie brought yon what yon call- 
ed for. Throw away the bill. Discard 
French names and French cookery. Go back 
10 me nrsi principles, ana cry oui ior rossi 

beef, pork and beans, or some oilier primitive 
dish, whereon our simple-minded ancestors 

ted and grew fat. In this bill of fare printed 
in French, is not only had faith but great hilly. 
What Frenchman, wo should like to know, in 
his own frog-eating country, ever saw a hotel 

like the St. Nicholas ? Why, then, this mis- 
erable allectation, this libel upon our country 
and our language, by adopting a French jar- 

1 
gon in our bills of fare ? Is not plain, simple 
English, the language of our people, our in- 

stitutions, our Courts, obj Presidents, our 

Governors, Legislators, our Statutes, and our 

history, good enough for our public houses?— 

Disgraceful, belitlleing affectation is it all, 
and if we had our way, we should leave those 
hotels that adopt French as the language of 
their bills of fare to the patronage of French- 
men alone. We would make it a losing game 
to call a potato either more or less than sim- 

ply a potato. We would make the mother 

tongue respected at table as well as every- 
where else, so that a gentleman who is learned 
only in good English, could call undeTStand- 
ingly for what was palatable to him. We 
would save him from the hazards of having a 

dish or frogs set before him, when his heart 
was set on spring chickens or the side-bone of 
a turkey. We are against the hard alterna- 
tive of studying French, or losing a good din- 
ner. It does not accord with the freedom of 
the citizen, or square with the national pride 
of an independent American.’ ” 

A Lucky Dream.—A correspondent of the 
United States Gazette gives the following curi- 
ous account of the manner in which the mode 
of making round shot was originally discov- 
ered. We believe it will be new to many of 
our readers: “My father was a plumber in 

; this city, and for a long time could think of 

| nothing but how to make round shot. Round 
shot was the burthen of the night as well as 

the day. One night he was awakened by a 

blow in the back from my mother, who ex- 

claimed, I have found out how to make round 
shot. 1 dreamed I was going into a shop to 

buy the child (myself) a hat, when, on hearing 
a hissing noise proceed from an inner room, I 
was informed that they were making round 

shot; on going in, I looked up, and saw a man 

pouring melted lead through a sieve at the top 
of the building, which fell into a tub of water 

on the floor, and on taking some of the shot into 

my hand, J found they were perfectly round! 

My father exclaimed in ecstasy, You havo 

found it out.’’ Immediately he set the melt- 

ing-pot lo work, and on pouring some of the 
lead from the top of the stairs he found the shot 
much rounder than any which he had beforo 

made. At daylight he poured some from thn 

j t„p of the leading tower in the city, succeeding 
much better; and on pouring some from the 
shaft of the mine he found that he had obtained 

roond shot.’’ 

Manners.—I. make it a poiut of morality 
never to find fault with another for h» manners; 

they may be awakward or graceful, blunt or 

polite, polished or rustic.. 1 care not what they 
are, if the man means well and acts from honest 

intentions without eccentricity or affectation. 
All men have not the advantages of “good so- 

ciety,” as is called, to school themselves in all 
its fantastic rules and ceremonies, and if thore 

is any standard of manners, it is one founded in 

reason and good sense, and not upon these ar- 

tificial regulations. Manners like conversation, 
should be extemporaneous and not studied. I 

always suspect a man, who. meets me with the 

same perpetual smile ,on his face, ihe MM 

congeemg of the body, and the same premedi- 
tated shake of the hand. Give me the (it pay 
he rough) gripe of the hand, the careless nod 
of recognition, and when occassion repuhres, 
the homely, welcome salutation, “How are 

you my old friend?” t 1 

Don't attempt too n%uch.—A cotemporary 

says—knives that contain ninety blades, .four 
cork-screws and a boot-jack, are never good 
for much practically. 


