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OLD SCRATCH. 
A TEXAN SKETCH. 

BY D. J. CLIFFORD. 

Mais quediable allait il faire dans cette galere ?” 

l)oubtless most people know—or, at least, 
people in general have had passable reasons to 

tioubt if Texas, just previous to the annexa- 

tion, or in fact, at any time, was precisely the 

|>lace that a timid man, posted up in the pe- 
culiar characteristics of its early pioneers, 
Would be likely to select as a permanent resi- 
dence. Emigrants, however, with no bumps 
of combativeness to speak of, drifted across 

Ihe Sabine into a disagreeable sense of inse- 
curity, and found, this side of the Neches, no 

position allotted to them that did not speedily 
become exceedingly, so to speak, near the 
wall. In fact, the border settlements were 

governed by and at the mercy of desperadoes, 
who taking the name of Regulators or Mod- 
erators, levied black mail on the helpless set- 

tler or drove off his cattle with impunity. It 
is true that there were in this part of the 

country, traditions, at Jcast, of sheriffs—real 
sheriffs—and their doings ; but few honest 
settlers ever had the luck to see a live one two 

miles from Nacogdoches. 
About the year 183ft, a few families, push- 

ing their fortunes in this new country, found 
on a branch of the river Neches, a spot of 

exceeding beauty ; and here, pitching their 

cabins, they proceeded to clear land. For a 

lime they were left to extend and cultivate 
their clearing unmolested. At length, how- 

ever, a band of men, calling themselves Reg- 
ulators, seeing, and being unfortunately struck 

by the beauty of the locality, immediately con- 

ceived the idea of ousting the occupants and 

taking possession themselves. This, after 
some bloodshed, they succeeded in doing ; and 
directly this beautiful valley began to obtain 
a reputation by no means enviable. All set- 

tlers for miles around were required to pay 
tribute—failing this, no farmer between New- 
castle and the Tweed, was ever harried more 

effectually. Villains, however, who presumed 
to commit villainies on their own private re- 

sponsibility, got nothing from the Regulators 
save a short cord and the nearest tree. 

About half a mile beyond the principal 
clearing was the solitary cabin of an old man, 
who with his family had squatted here some 

time previous to the descent of the Regula- 
tors. This family had thought proper to re- 

sist the authority of the latter persons, and, as 

a consequence, the old man and his two sons 

were shot down in front of their own door. 
The cabin at the same time was somewhat in- 

jured ; and for this or some other reason, no 

one had attempted to take possession of it, un- 

til nearly a year after, when news was re- 

ceived at Hood’s grocery that an old man was 

engaged in repairing it. This information, as 

it offered a chance for a new outrage, created 

among the dram-drinkers therein congregated, 
somewhat of a sensation. So long a time had 

elapsed since any new comer had presumed to 

occupy land in the vicinity without first pur- 
chasing the sanction of the principal regula- 
tors, that the old man’s audacity was pro- 
nounced by Tom Blake, the leader of the ma- 

rauders, ‘d—d amazin,’ since he had seized 

upon what that gentleman was good enough 
to consider his own private property. Curi- 
ous to get a glimpse of this new victim, the 

gang, cracking horrid jokes at the expense of 

the deluded old man, started at once for his 

quarters. It was not, hewever, their policy 
to interfere with him at present. They gen- 

erally permitted strangers to house themselves 

snugly, in order that they might be, when 

called on, less willing to quit, and consequent- 
ly more likely to come to lair terms or open 
resistance. 

Two weeks after this, the band, having 
gathered at Hood’s, a larger quantity than 

usual, of corn whiskey, helped them to the 

conclusion that it was time to show up the 

stranger ; and accordingly three of their num- 

ber was about to start for the old cabin to for- 

mally notify the interloper of their rules and 

regulations, when the object of their cares 

suddenly stalked through the door, and quietly 
saluting them, called for powder. He was a 

tall old man, past fifty, but apparently as lithe 
and active as ever ; stooping a good deal when 

he walked, but when motionless, standing firm 

as a stake and straight as an arrow. Save 
his eye, which was like an eagle’s, there was 

very little in his appearance to distinguish 
him from any one of those men who spend 
their solitary lives in the forests of the west, 
under the names of hunters and trappers, lie 
was followed into the store by a wiry-haired 
dog with a muzzle as worn and battered as 

the rifle which his master carried on his arm. 

After an interchange of news with one of the 
men who had civilly accosted him, the old man 

was on the point of departing, when Blake— 
who, by the way, was a short, heavy-limbed 
fellow, with a queer nose, but a countenance 

that bore very little evidence of the villainous 
soul within—arrested him with— 

I say, stranger, you don’t seem to remem- 

ber me, but 1 reckon I’ve seed your kewris 

mug before. I don’t keer to hurt your feel- 
ings, but the last time I was in Galveston, 
there was a longshanked chap, onkimmon like 

you, toted up for horse stealin’. He started a 

stampede from the caral of a cattle drover on 

the Sabine. P’r’aps it was you V 

( Not likely,’ said the hunter, with a good 
humored laugh. ‘But howsomever, if it hap- 
pened lately, I’ve a notion it was the same 

man the people over yonder were in sarch 

after the last time I passed that way. A sar- 

tain Thomas Brake, or Blake, I disremember 

which.’ 
Blake’s brow grew black, but stifling his 

wrath, he pointed to the other’s long rifle and 

coutinued, ‘I'd swear to the shootin’-iron any- 
how. One don’t see such a komplicated ma- 

chine as that often. It looks like Stockton's 
peace-maker, draw’d out a mile.’ 

And fitted into a stump fence for a stock,’ 
said one of the men. 

Hold it down to the yearth,’said a tall, 
red-headed wretch,’ and kiver it up, stranger, 
for it’s ugly enough to skeer off the wust 

charge of powder that ever was wadded. 
And if one mount presume to ax, kurnil,’ 

resumed Blake, ‘wot sort of business draw'd 
you into these parts 1 There hain’t a hoss 
hereabouts that can be spared.’ 

* It’s not horses I want,’ returned the old 
trapper, coolly; ‘I’m arter hides and furs. 
There's a tolerable chance for a smart busi- 
ness in these parts, so I took possession of the 
cabin up there on the creek—’ 

The cabin on the creek!’ cried Blake, 
with affected surprise. ‘And who the devil 
gave you liberty to make free with my prop- 
erty ? 1 reckon, ole chap, you hain’t seen 

much of civilized life or ye’d know the laws a 

little better.’ 
Much or little, naber,’ returned the hunt- 

er, drily, ‘I can't cackcrlate on addin’ to that 

knowledge hereabouts. Ilowsomever, John 
French owed me money; and I’m torrably 
sartain I've the best right to his clearin’, con- 

siderin'. 
jNow look here !’ roared Blake, giving full 

scope to his wrath. ‘Look at me well! That 
land's mine, and either you shell out fifty 
shiners or walk Spanish! There, now ! I 
bought that land.’ 

Yes,’ said the hunter, as he strode to the 
door, ‘1 know well how ye bought it.’ 

‘D—n ye? yelled Blake, foaming with 

rage, ‘if you don't send in the money within 
twenty-four hours, and are found in these parts 
after to-morrow, we’ll string you up to the 
nearest tree!’ 

ive seen too mucn danger in my time, na- 

ber,’said the other, as lie departed,‘to be 
skeert at the cry of a loon. Good day t'ye.’ 

Had not Blake anticipated the pleasure of 

eventually stringing up the old man, it is 

probable that he would have sent a bullet after 
hi3 retreating form. As it was, he vented his 
wrath in horrid curses and threats of ven- 

geance, in which he was joined by the rest of j 
the gang, who during the latter part of the 

colloquy, however, had looked on with a sort 

of wolfish admiration for the old fellow's cool- 
ness. 

On the eve of the third day succeeding the 
events just recorded, Blake and his gang, 
numbering some ten stalwart villains, closed 

silently up around the old trapper's door.— ; 
Finding this unfastened, they entered without | 
ceremony. A few half-burned brands, blazing I 
in the rude stone fire-place, cast a fitful light 
around the room, disclosing a few uncouth ar- 

ticles of furniture, a large bundle of furs and 
a number of curious contrivances for taking 
game. 

H—11 and furies !’ cried Blake, after a 

hasty survey of the interior, ‘he’s off. Say 
you, Jack Welch, how's this 1 You said he 
was here.’ 

i:d a took my bible oath on it!' growled a 

tall red-headed fellow, staring stupidly around 
the room. ‘I’ve had my peepers glued to 

that there door ever since I seen him come in 
tialf an hour ago. He must a broke cover by 
some other trail.’ 

The captain seized a brand from the hearth 
ind carefully examined the wall. ‘There 
rain't a hole big enough for a weasel to go 
hrough,’ said he at length. ‘Well, now, 
what the old Scratch is this?’ 

It was a broad piece of birch bark fastened 
to the wall and bearing upon its face, boldly 
but neatly drawn in profile, the bust of a hu- 
man figure. Beneath were the words—‘No- 
tice to Meddlers.’ In the end of the nose there 
was a small round notch, from which seemed 
to drop gouts of blood ; and this peculiarity 
appeared to be pointed out by a hand drawn 
opposite, as the key to the meaning of the 
words below. 

uai uuw u an mean, aujuuv* gruwieu 
one. 

4 Don't you see V cried Jack Welch, ‘the 
old fox is poking fun at us. There’s Cap’n's 
nose all holler—leastways all but the pint, or 

I never seen it! 
4 Fact, by — !’ cried another, ‘and if that 

ain't the quirl of Jim's mustache, there never 

was a kink in a pig's tail!’ 
4 And there's Sorreltop's chin with the scar 

slashed across it,’ said another. 
4 That's my old hat, by the pow’ers! Fd 

knew it a mile,’ and the speaker took oil' his 
hat and compared it as he spoke. 

Holbrook bit that junk out o' Sam's ear 

down to Hsnnesay's Landin’. There it is 

plain as yer nose, Sammy,’ said Welch. 
4 And there's Ben’s Adam's apple—as like 

as two peas—turn round. Ben.’ 
4 Well,’ growled the-individual addressed, 

passing his hand over a huge protuberance in 
his throat, ‘just let me get an eye peeled on 

the old cock, and maybe I’ll show him a joke 
worth two o’ that !’ 

4 It’s that infernal liorsethief, I tell ye,’ 
Blake broke in. ‘lie could draw, too. The 

night afore he broke prison, he drawed on the 
wrall a gallows with a broken halter hangin’ 
to it. He’s gin us the slip this time, but let 
him venter into these parts agin, that’s all! 

Well, them furs is worth something, and these 
here traps—’ 

The captain incautiously placed his hand on 

one ot them as he spoke, and instantly a 

grooved bar closed upon it, nearly wrenching 
the fingers off. Tho ruffian howled with 
rage and pain, and dashing his feet among the 
frail contrivances, he speedily demolished 
them. > 

Now, look here, boys!’ cried he, fiercely. 
‘I’ve got ten Mexican dollars ; let every one 

put five to that, and the chap that brings in 
that cussed horse-thiefs scalp afore this time 
to-morrow night, has the whole, and them 
furs to boot. What do ye say ?’ 

Good as wheat,’ said Jack Welch ; and 

after some discussion, the proposition was 

agreed to by all, and the band started for 
home. 

About an hour after their departure, when 

the brands which burnt in the fire-place, emit- 
ted but a faint glow, the broad flagstone, com- 

posing the hearth, rose slowly from its bed, 
and the wiry-haired dog of the hunter leaped 
from beheath it into the room, presently fol- 
lowed by the old man himself. 

l’he next morning, at the first streak of 

dawn, the Regulators, mounted on fleet steeds, 
set off to scour the country, each taking a dif- 
ferent direction, and all eager for their prey. 
The day passed and twilight, and with the 

darkness, came hack, one by one, jaded and 
fierce, the baffled marauders. Each drew up 
and dismounted at the grocery door; and 
there Without entering, moodily awaited the 
arrival of the rest. Five minutes had not 

elapsed from the time of the first arrival, before 

Captain Blake and the last of the band, trot- 

ted up. llis face, as a gleam from the lan- 
tern crossed it, showed that he, like the rest, 
had failed. Without a word he entered the 

house, closely followed by the others. There, 
turning upon them, he said, 

Well, boys, who’s the lucky man V 
1 The old trapper, himself, I reckon,’ said 

Jack W eleh ; ‘for, by the holy poker, it seems 

lie's got off.’ 
•un: vvnat, an tailed! well, nothing 

gained, nothing lost hut labor. And now who 
was the blunderhead that let drive at me down 
there at the forks ? Look here,’ and he point- 
ed to his nose, from the end of which the skin 
and a bit of flesh had been cut away. ‘A lit- 
tle windage of the ball, and—’ 

I3y the mortal gods !’ exclaimed Welch, 
‘the old feller's pictur up there meant some- 

thing, after all? Look here?’ 
And here !’ ‘And here !’ cried a chorus of 

excited voices. 
And now it was perceived as they all crowd- 

ed up into a circle, that each nose had been 
operated upon in precisely the same manner 

as the captain's. The whole scene, as they 
stood there for a instant, silently pointing to 

their blood-bedaubed noses, was eminently ri- 
diculous ; and something of this seemed to 

strike them, for with one accord, they burst 
into a shout of laughter—genuine at first, but 

gradually changing into a savage sort of roar, 
broken by oaths and exclamations of amaze- 

ment and admiration. 
1 1 11 be blamed,’ cried Welch, surveying 

his proboscis in a three-cornered bit of look- 

ing-glass, ‘if the old fellow hain’t showed us 

a kink or two in shooting. The devil must a 

been in his old Copenhagen ; for the joke of 
the thing is, that just the minit the shot hit 

me, 1 was thiukin’ that Beelzebub himself 
would he puzzled to pint me out.’ 

I'll tell ye what, Jack Welch,’ observed 
a battered old fellow, solemnly, ‘it's my opin- 
ion the devil gets loose sometimes, and—that’s 
him !’ 

Who ? What does he say ?’ asked Blake. 
Sammy thinks it’s old Scratch,’ returned 

Welch. 
Fact,’ cried Jack. ‘There's worse cus- 

tomers than the devil, Sammy, though he does 
look matin' ugly in picter books.’ 

In the afternoon of the following day, a boy, 
who had been despatched to reconnoitre the 
disputed territory, returned with the informa- 
tion that he had seen the old hunter at the 
cabin thereon. The news flew, and ere five 

minutes, the Regulators had rallied and were 

en route for the place in question. Posting 
themselves at different intervals along the bor- 
der of the clearing so as to surround the cabin 
with a cordon of pickets, they contented them- 
selves for awhile in keeping strict watch 
and ward—none of them being inclined after 
their recent lesson to venture in broad daylight 
within range of the old man s rifle. Blake 
and one or two others took up positions in the 
underbrush opposite the front of the cabin, 
and covered the entrance with their rifles, 
ready to drop their man at an instant's warn- 

ing. The door was wide open, and they could 
see the hunter’s dog lying across the thresh- 
old. In this manner nearly an hour passed, 
and Blake’s eyes began to grow filmy with 

steady watching, when suddenly the hunter 

appeared in the doorway. Instantly three 
rifles sent him their compliments. Whether 
it was the distance, or owing to the eagerness 
and sharp watching of the marksmen^ it is 

difficult to determine ; but certainly the dis- 

charge appeared to produce as little effect as 

if the rifles had been loaded with blank car- 

tridges. Not a splinter or a bit of dust told 
where a bullet had fallen. As lor the trap- 
per himself, he seemed totally unconscious of 

having officiated as target to three of the best 

marksmen in the country. He did not even 

lift his eyes at the report, but, stooping, jjpt- 
ted the dog’s head, blew' his nose, and then 

dog and man disappeared within and the door 
was closed. 

Blake swore till he was black in the face, 
and Sam Bell repeated his former conclusion, 
with still more solemnity than before, viz :— 

that it was the devil and nobody else. 

The day now waned apace; and in the twi- 

light, taking advantage of every bush and hil- 

lock, the assailants slowly lessened the space 

; between them and the dwelling ; and at length, 
as the darkness closed in, stood around the 
door. This, as on the former occasion, was 

ascertained to be simply on the latch, and 

was immediately thrown open by the captain. 
All was silence and darkness within, and the 

bold ruffian caused and hesitated to enter, as 

he remembered the daring eye and long arm 

of the old man. 

Look ye, old fellow,’ said he, ‘the hunt's 

j up. There hain’t a chance for you unless you 

give in at once. Submit quietly, and I hain’t 

a doubt but what we’ll come to terms. Show 

a glim, will ye V 
There was no reply to this exhortation, 

and after some discussion a pitchknot was ig- 
nited under shelter of the wall, and thrown 

into the room. The lurid blaze lit up each 
nook and crevice, but the hunter was nowhere 
to be seen, and warily entering, they found he 
had again eluded them. Blake seized the 

burning knot, and once more examined the 
wall and floor. The former were found to be 
solid in every part, and the split logs compos- 
ing the floor, appeared to be imbedded in the 
solid earth, and gave no evidence of having 
been disturbed. The building and ground out- 

side also passed under critical inspection, but 
no clue to the mystery could be found. As 
the broad stone hearth was so placed that it 
seemed to support the whole weight of the 

huge chimney, no one thought of interfering 
with it. 

The band, with the exception of Blake, 
who, though grown wondrous silent, still con- 

tinued doggedly to pry into each crevice, had 
now gathered in a group, and exchanged 
opinions in a low tone, every now and then 

looking uneasily over their shoulders. Gen- 

erally speaking, the conclusion they drew 
from what they had seen, harmonized tolera- 
bly with that of Sam Bell, mentioned hereto- 
fore. Here the captain, who was proceeding 
to examine the chimney flue for the third time, 
saw that the piece of birch bark hanging over 

the fireplace was not the same that had hung 
there on the night of their previous visit; at 

least, the drawing was different in many par- 
ticulars. It contained as before the outlines 
of a man's head and shoulders, but in this in- 

stance, the drawing afforded a front view of 
the countenance. Beneath was written— 
‘The Meddlers who wouldn't be warned.’— 
in me exact centre or me ioretieau,a nole was 

pierced in the bark as if cut out by a bullet. 
Thp band gathered round ; and as before, real 
or imaginary resemblances to those present, 
were pointed out and commented upon. 

Look at that!’ said Jack Welch, pointing 
^out the bullet hole in the forehead of the effi- 

gy. ‘Do you know what that means 1 I’ll 
tell ye what, boys,’ continued he, rubbing his 
forehead nervously, ‘there hain’t a man as can 

say I ever flinched afore, but if ever 1 am 

caught interfering with this old fellow agin, 
may I be trod out by gallinippers.’ 

This speech was received by all save the 

captain, with silent though unmistakable tok- 

ens of approbation ; and though the latter 

swore, not loud but deep, he spoke no more 

of vengeance, but closely followed the others 
as they made their exit, closing the door with 
his own hand. Ever alter the old man was 

shunned by his neighbors, and marvellous tales 
were related in the country, of ‘Old Scratch,’ 
under which flattering title he wrent down to 

his grave. 

Ipisccllitnii. 
Social Dependence. 

Human beings, though separate units, each 

having a distinct existence of his own, are 

nevertheless must intimately bound together by 
the great law of social dependence. In this 

respect none liveth to himself, and no one dieth 
to himself. No one can isolate himself, and 
exist independetly of all others. This fact 
offers to our meditations a very interesting, in- 
structive, and profitable view of life. 

If we look into the family, the primitive 
society of man, we cannot fail to Bee the de- 
pendence of all the parties upon each other.— 
Children in infancy and immature years must 

lean upon the arm of their parents; and then 
these parents, worn out with the toils of life, 
often return to the condition of childhood, and 
must find their support and help at the hand 
of those whose infancy they had nurtured.— 

They are related to each other not only by the 
laws of morality, but also the decree of mutual 

dependence; they are helpers of each other's 

joy, iea ai me ooara oi reciprocated service.— 

To be happy, every one wants a home as much 
as he wants air; a place of retirement from the 
outside world, the society of his kindred, faith- 
fnKin affection and lenient in censure, persons 
whom ho can trust and love without fear or 

disappointment. The world, with its inveterate 
selfishness and discordant interests, would be 

by far too cold a climate for our nature, if we 

could not break the chill beneath the softer 
sky of a quiet and happy home. God has 
ordained that we should have a home ; it is a 

part of His beneficent plan for our comfort as 

well as virtue; and when not perverted by 
wicked passion, every link of its mutual de- 

pendence is an element ot pood. A really 
happy family, where all serve and all are served, 
is the best symbol of heaven that can be found 
on earth. The fact, that all its parts cohere, 
each essential to every other, is one of its 
choicest blessings. 

The same principle extends throuphcut the 
entire mechanism of human society. All classes 

lean, and must lean, upon each other, receiving 
and imparlinp. some in one form, and some in 
another. The rich are really as dependen as 

the poor ; the employer as truly so as the man 

j whom he employs. Sometimes we speak of the 

higher and the lower classes, as if the former 
were independent; yet this is a mistake; for 
in this sense there are no higher classes. The 
rich may have an abundance of moneyj^but, 
for a great variety of purposes, they want the 
se^ice of others quite as much as the latter 
may need their money. No man is able to 
supply his own wants. To meet the constantly 
recurring necessities of existence, he has oc- 
casion for more things than he can produce; and 
for these he must look to the agency of others. 
If we need our neighbor’s services, then he as 
much needs ours; if we have money to lend, 
then we need a borrower; if we have goods to 

self, than we want a purchaser; if we wish to 

build a house, then we need a builder; or if 

| one has skill to use, then he must find some 

one to whom it will be of sufficient value to 

return a reward, always remembering that if no 

one wants his skill, it is worth nothing to him. 
Thus we are woven together in the great web 

^ 
of social life, every thread of the complicated 

structure bearing the stamp of our social de- 
pendence. There are none so strong, so great 
so rich or wise, as not to subject to this law. 
It is as really true of a king as it is of a slate. 

Independence of even men, and much more so 

of God, is nothing but a pompous and foolish 

dream, with no corresponding reality in Iffe. 
This arrangement of God, while placing ns 

in very interesting relations to each other, offers 
a very delightful opportunity for' social ex- 

changes. We are helped and helping all the 

time, if we do our duty and others do the same. 

We give to others and receive from them, bene- 
factors and beneficiaries .at the same moment; 
and are thus enabled to lire to some purpose 
in respect to ourselves and others. The moral 
fraternities of our being are strengthened by 
daily facts ; the sense of companionship in the 
journey of life is supported and invigorated by 
necessities, and the wall of partition between 

men, which pride and stupidity are so anxious 
to tear, is broken down by the indispensable- 
ness of human intercourse. God's plan is to 

bring men together, and make them bless each 

other; and hence he has established over them 
the irreparable law of social dependence. He 
who so honors this law as to scatter blessings 
on his path, and make his existence of real ser- 

vice to others doing all the good he can, and as 

little harm as possible, will not have lived in 
vain. Such a man never dies in debt to the 
world. He is no loss to his race while he lives, 
and always leaves a vacancy to be filled when 
he is gone. J4e, on the other hand, whose prin- 
ciple is to care for nobody but himself, makes 
war upon one of the first conditions and duties 
of his existence. He ignores the law of social 

dependence, and acts as if he himself had no 

want3 to be supplied by the hand of others.— 
Men in his view are mere machines, and he 
uses them on the same principle that governs 
him in eating an apple. He wants to get out 

of the world all lie can, and give back to it as 

little as possible. Such a man is not fit to 

live, and less fit to die.—N. Y. Evangelist. 

Self-Possession. 
Years ago an unknown correspondent to a 

city paper gave the following anecdote of the 
olden time. 

When the town of Woodstock, Connecti- 
cut, first began to be settled, there was a time 
when the few and scattered families were 

filled with the dreadful apprehension of being 
taken and perhaps killed or carried off by the 
Indians. No man retired at night, without 
first having his gun well loaded and placed 
over his head where he could seize it instantly. 
With these and other precautions, one of 
these brave men and his no less courageous 
companion on a certain night retired to bed. 
In the dead of night they were simultaneously 
awakened by an unusual noise around the 
house. They listened ; presently they heard 
it again; it sounded like a slight knocking 
against the window shutter at the opposite end 
of the house. The man seized his gun and 

boldly entered the apartment whence it pro- 
ceeded, and in thunder tones demanded 

Who’s there V 
A gentle voice, which he well knew, re- 

plied :— 

I am your neighbor, and have come to get 
some medicine for one of my children who is 
sick.’ 

He lowered his gun and turned to go and 
replace it over his bed, almost in vain 

struggling as he went to let his courage down 
and to calm his perturbed feelings, as he en- 

tered the bed-room, he discovered his wife de- 
liberately changing her inner garments 

Pray, what are you about,’ he exclaimed, 
at such a time as this?’ 

Why,’ she replied, you see what I am 

about, don’t you ? I wasn’t a going off among 
the Indians without clean clothes on, I would 
have you to know.’ 

All about Kisses. 
Kisses are an acknowledged institution. It 

is as natural for folks to like them as it is 
for water to run down hill except when it is 
so cold that it freezes and can’t run at all. 

Kisses, like facts of philosophers, vary.— 
Some are hot as coal fire, some sweet as hon- 

ey, some mild as milk, some tasteless as long- 
drawn soda. Stolen kisses are said to have 
more nutmeg and cream than any other sorts. 

As to proposed kisses, they are not liked at 

all. We have made it our business to inquire 
among our friends, and they agree with us, 
that a stolen kiss is the most agreeable—that 
is, if the theft is made by the right person. 
Talk of shyness and struggling, no wonder ! 
when some bipeds approach, it is miraculous 
that ladies do not go into convulsions. We 

do not speak altogether from experience, but 

from what we have heard others say. We 
have been kissed a few times, and as we are 

not very old. we hope to receive many more. 

A clean mouth and handsome teeth are in- 

dispensable requisities, but they are seldom to 

be found. Most men would contaminate the 
cheek or brow of the lady (her lips they must 

let alone) with the odious incense of cham- 

paigne, tobacco, or seeds—which are worse 

than all even though they do conceal the per- 
fume of the two first mentioned ; for certainly 
that is what they are eaten for. We expect 
gentleman think we are entirely innocent of 

understanding their use, but they are mis- 
taken. 

The very idea of one who professes to be an 

eloquent gentleman, to appear in the presence 
of ladies with his poekets well stored with j 
these abominable seeds, is absurd. If you | 
wish to kiss a lady without her blushing and 
struggling, dispense with these disagreeable j 
articles, and we’ll guarrantee you will have 
no unnecessary trouble.—Ladies' Enterprise. 

The credit system ruins both buyer and 
seller. It ruins the latter with bad debts, and 
the former with extravagance. Due bills are 

very properly named. To them are * due’ 

about two-thirds of the bankruptcies that one 

runs against in this market. 

■ I m_ 
* All Cowards in the Dark.* 

An American medical gentleman, who some 

years since visited Paris under circumstances 
favorable to his admission to a circle of the 
survivors and supporters of The Empire,’ 
tells a capital story, as he heard it related by 
the celebrated General Excelmans, one of Na- 
poleon's 4 Paladins.’ 

It was a dinner-party, composed of some of 
the survivors of Waterloo, a few of their yonn- 
eer relatives, and the scion of an ex-king on a 
visit from his home in America, and to whom 
the gentleman owed his introduction to the cir- 
cle we have mentioned. Some questions arose 

about bravery, when the younger members of 
the company were electrified lo hear the ven- 
erable and heroic Excelmans gravely and se- 

riously declare : * Men are all cowards in the 
dark !’ 

The general smiled at their expression of 
dissent ; remarked that it was 4 

very like 
youth ; and proceeded to relate the following 
anecdote, in suppnrt of his strange (leclaratinn: 

There was a young hot-head in the Emper- 
or’s service, who burning fur action, and his 
duties for the time affording no opportunity, at 

last resolved to fight a duel ; accordingly, 
choosing to construe some remark or other of 
an older and superior officer into an insult, he 

challenged him. The old soldier, waiving all 
considerations of rank, a|keed to meet the 

young man, but on the following unusual 
terms : The time should he night ; the place 
a room ; in opposite corners of which they 
were to stand. The seconds, having placed 
their men, were to withdraw outside of the 
door, taking the candle with them. The word 
should be given from without, when he who 
had the first fire should discharge his weapon, 
and the seconds having the light should imme- 

diately rush in. 
nese strange conouinns were accepted ; 

the time arrived ; and the seconds plated the 

parties as agreed upon, withdrawing immedi- 

ately, and leaving their men in the dark: 
The word was given ; the fire was heard ; 

the door was re-opened ; and there stood the 
elder of the two bolt upright in the corner, 
his adversary's ball having entered the wall so 

close to his head that his escape seemed little 
less than miraculous. 

It was now the old soldier’s turn to fire.— 
They were again left in the dark ; the word 
was again given from the outside ; and instan- 

taneously with the discharge, the seconds 
rushed in to find the challenger prostrate upon 
the floor, not yet having recovered himself from 
his trick to avoid the ball, which, on examina- 
tion, it was found must have killed him ! 

The young man was covered with confusion, 
and the seconds were overwhelming him with 
the expression of their scorn, when the veteran 

stopped them. 
Not so fast ! not so fist! my young 

friends,’ said he, * 
you will live to grow wiser. 

Where do you suppose I was at the first fire ? 
On my hands and knees io the corner ! but I 
was up quicker than he. Ah ! Messieurs, say 
what we will—boast as we may—we are all 
cowards in the dark !’ 

It was afterwards ascertained that the story 
was an actual fact, and that the elder of the 

parties was no other than the brave warrior 
Excelmans himself.—Harper's Magazine. 

A Right-Hander Badly Invested. 
* Thank you, 1 don’t care if I do,’ said a 

fast young man, with a large pressed brick in 
his hat, as he surged up to the Indian that 
stands in front of Van Cott’s tobacco store in 
Broadway, with a bunch of cast iron cigars in 
his hand. I'll take one, I smoke sometimes,’ 
and he reached out to take the proffered weed, 
but the Indian would'nt give it up. He hung 
on to the cigars like grim death. Look, 
here, old copperhead,’ said the fast young 
man, none of that, no tricks upon travelers, 
or there’ll be a muss, you and I’ll fall out, 
somebody’ll get a punch in the head.’ The 
Indian said never a word, but held on to the 
cast iron cigars. He was calm, dignified, un- 

moved, as an Indian should be, looking his as- 

sailant straight in the face, and no muscle 
moving a single hair. Yes ! yes ! Look at 

me, uiu icaiuer ueau : m one or em, 1 m 

around, I’m full weight, potato measure, 
heaped up,’ and he placed himself in a posi- 
tion, threw back his coat, and squared off for 
a fight. All the time the Indian said never a 

word, looked without the least alarm unwink- 
ingly straight in the face of the fast young 
man, still holding out the cigars in a mighty 
friendly sort of way. The young man was 

plucky, and just in a condition to resent any 
sort of insult, or no insult at all. He was 

rpady to go in,’ but the calmness and im* 

perturbability of the Indian rather cowed him, 
and he was disposed to reason the matter. 

I’ll take one,’ said he, certainly ; 1 said so 

before. I freeze to a good cigar, I’m one of 
the smokers. My father was one of the 
smokers, he was ; one of the old sort, and Pm 
edition number two, revised and corrected, 
with notes, author’s handwriting on the title 

page, and copywright secured. Yes, P// take 
one. All right, old red skin, TU take one.’ 
But the Indian said not a word, all the time 

looking straight in the face of the fast young 
man, and holding on to the cigars. Look 
here, old gimhled eye, I'm getting riled, my 
back’s coming up, and you and I’ll have a 

turn ; smell of that, old copperhead, and he 
thrust his fist under the nose of the cast iron 

Indian, -who said not a word, moved not a 

muscle, but kept right on, looking straight in- 

to the face of the fast young man, as if not 

caring a fig tor his threats, or taking in at all 

the odor of hU fist. • Very well,’ said the fast 

young man, ‘I’m agreeable, I’m around, look 

to your ugly mug, old pumpkin-head,’ and he 

let go a right-hander, square against the nose 

of the cast iron Indian, who never moved an 

inch, nor stirred a muscle, looking with calm, 
unchanged dignity, as before, in the face of his 

enemy. Hallo,’ cried the fast young man, 
in utter bewilderment, as he reeled back half 

way across the side-walk, with the blood 
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dripping from his skinned knuckles : * hallo ! 
here’s a gO, here’s an feye-dpenet, here’s a 

thing to hunt fbr round a cornet. I’m -eaiis* 

tied, old iron-face, Iain. Enough said be- 
tween gentlemen.’ Just then ho caught sight 
of the tomahawk and scalping knife in the 
bell Of the savage, and his heir began to rise. 
The Indian seemed to be making up his mind 
to use them. Hold on !’ cried the fast young 
manj aa he dodged round the awning post. 
1 Hold on ! none df that, I’ll apologise, 1 
squat, I knock under. Hold oh, 1 aay,’ he 
continued, as the tndian seemed to scowl with 
peculiar fierceness, ‘hold on! Very well, 
I’m off, I’ve business down the street, people 
at home waiting for me, can’t stay,’ and be 
bolted like a quarter horse down Hroadway, 
and his cry of hold on died aWSy as he van- 
ished beyond the lamp-lights on Columbia 
street.—Albany ilrgitleti 

Dull Children. 
rI he following, the last paragraph of which 

our readers Will find to contain some excellent 
advice, is going the rounds of the papers with- 
out credit 

No fact can be plainer than this, it is im- 
possible to judge correctly of the genius or in- 
tellectual ability of the future man by the in- 
dications of childhood. Some of the most em- 
inent men of all ages were remarkable only 
for dullness in their youth. Sir Isacc New- 
ton, in his boyhood, was inattentive to his 
study, and ranged very low in school until the 
age of twelve. When Samuel Wythe, the 
Dublin schoolmaster, attempted to educate 
Richard Brinsley Sheridan, he pronounced the 
boy an incorrigible dunce.’ The mother of 
Sheridan fully concurred in this verdict, and 
declared him the most stupid of her sons. 

Goldsmith was dull in his youth, and Shak* 
speare, Gibbon, Davy, and Dryden do not Ap- 
pear to have exhibited in childhood even the 
common elements of future success. 

When Berzelius, the eminent Swedish 
chemist, left school for the university, the 
words indifferent behavior and of doubtful 
hope,’ were scored against his name; and 
alter he entered the university he narrowly es- 

caped being turned back. On one of his first 
visits to the laboratory, when nineteen years 

| old, he was taunted with the inquiry whether 
he understood the difference between a labor- 
atory and a kitchen.’ Walter Scott had the 
credit of having the thickest skull in the 

school,’ though Dr. Blair told the teacher that 

many bright days of future glory shone through 
that same thick skull. Milton and Swift were 

justly celebrated lor stupidity in childhood. 
The great Isaac Barrow’s father used to say, 

l that, if it pleased God to take away trom him 

| any of his children, he hoped it might be 

Isaac, as the least promising. Clavius, the 
great mathematician of his age, was so stupid 
in his boyhood, that his teacher could make 

nothing of him, till they tried him in geome- 
try. Caracci, the celebrated painter, was so 

inapt in his youth that his masters advised him 
to restrict his ambition to the grinding of 
colors. 

One of the most popular authoresses of the 
present day,’says an English writer, ‘could 
not read when she was seven. Her mother 
was rather uncomfortable about it, but said as 

everybody did learn with opportunity, she 
supposed her child would do so at last. By 
eighteen, the apparently slow genius paid the 

heavy but inevitable debts of her father troin 

the profits of her first work ; and before thir- 
ty, had published thirty volumes.’ Dr. Scott, 
the commentator, could not compose a theme 
when twelve years old ; and even at a later 
age Dr. Adam Clark, after incredible effort, 
failed to commit to memory a poem of a few 
stanzas only. At nine years of age, one who 
afterwards became a chief justice in this coun- 

try, was, during a whole winter, unable to 

commit to memory, the little poem found in 
one of our school books. 

-L.aDor and patience ate tne wonaer-wortters 

of man—-the wand by whose magic touch ho 

changes dross into gold, deformity into beauty, 
the desert into a garden, and the ignorant child 
into the venerable sage. Let no youth be giv- 
en up as an incorrigable dolt, a victim only te 

be laid upon the altar of stupidity, until labor 
and patience have struggled with him long 
enough to ascertain whether he is a natural 

fool,’ or whether his mind is merely enclosed 
in a harder shell than common, requiring only 
a little outward aid to escape into vigorous 
and symmetrical life. 

CuRtNG a bad temper.—If a married lady 
of a cross, unhappy disposition, will take the 
trouble to wash her face and comb her hair, 
and arrange her dress, it will be almost im- 
possible to indulge in anger until her hair and 
and dress become disarranged again. If a gen- 
tleman is troubled in the same way, let him 
kiss his wife three times a day, and put on a 

clean shirt every morning, aud our word for it, 
he will be the happiest man in the world. 

Amethyst.—-This is a precious stone of 

great value, and one of those that were on the 

high-priest’s breast plate. It was so called 
from the superstition that it would cure drunk, 
enness. It means not intoxicated ; and it was 

supposed that if this stone was put into a 

drunkard’s cup that it would cure drunkenness. 
Hence the name that was applied to it.— Cum- 

ming'a Scripture Readings. 
There scarce can be named one quality that 

is amiable in a woman, which is not becoming 
in a man, not excepting even modesty and gen- 
tleness of nature. 

Patent Hunky.—The Cooperstown (N. 
Y.) Times says there is a Yankee in that town 

selling rights to manufacture honey. The ed- 
itor has tried the honey, and pronounce* it 

beautiful in appearance and delightful to the 

taste.’ It is made principally from sugar, aud 

eao be afforded at one shilling p r pound.— 
What shall we have next ?, 


