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Cfie Storjj Cdlcr. 
SINGULAR INCIDENT. 

A Wonderful Relation! 

The facts hereinafter narrated, says the 
Cincinnati Times, occurred in the year 1815, 
and were fuffy confirmed to John F. Watson, 
our annalist of Philadelphia, by the Commo- 
dore himself, in 1824, through the medium of 
Joseph Nurse, Esq., Register of the Treasury. 
After the occurrence, such was the impressive- 
ness of the facts on the mind of the Commo- 

dore, that he became a religious professor. 
He stated to Mr. Watson, that the Surgeon of 
the ship should some day thereafter give a 

published account of the whole transaction. 
This seems.to have been fulfilled in the Itin- 
erant,’ about the year 1824. At all events, 
the following, as republished in the Norris- 
town Herald, of 8th July, 1829, give the same 

as from the Itinerant. Although the name of 
the Surgeon is not given, it is ascertained that 
R. L. Thorn was Surgeon, and Wm. Turk, 
mate, for the year 1816. 

The Itinerant had prefaced the relation by 
saying, It has come to us with evidence suf- 
ficient to warrant confidence, as much as any 
fact in history ; and to doubt it, would argue 
an affected scrupulosity, foreign from our con- 

victions,’ to wit:— 
And he that was dead sat up, and began to speak.” 

Although the events now for the first time 
recorded, occurred ten years ago, they are 

still fresh in my recollection, and have made 
so strong an impression upon my mind, that 
time can never obliterate them. They partake 
so much of the marvekius, that 1 would not 

dare to commit them to paper, were there not 

so many living witnesses to the truth of the 
facts narrated ; some of them of the greatest 
Tespectabilily, and even sanctioned by Com- 
modore Rogers. The story is Considered hy 
all who have heard it, too interesting to be 
lost. I therefore proeerd to the task, while 
those are in existence who can confirm it. 

Living in an enlightened age and country, 
where bigotry and superstition have nearly 
lost their influence over the minds of men, 
particularly among the citizens of this republic, 
where knowledge is so universally diffused, 1 
have often been deterred 4rom relating a cir- 
cumstance, so wonderful as to stagger the be- 
lief of the most credulous ; hut facts are stub- 
born things, and the weight of testimony in 
this case cannot be resisted. Unable for the 
want of time or room to enter into any partic- 
ulars as I could wish, I will give to the best 
of my recollection, the most prominent and 

striking occurrences in the order in which 

th,ey took place, without comment or em- 

bellishment. 
Some time in ‘.he latter part of Dscemher, 

1813, a man by the'name of William Kemble, 
aged about 28 years, a seaman on board of the 
United States frigate President, commanded 
by Commodore Rogers, on a cruise, then near 

the Western Islands, was brought to me from 
one of the tops, in which he had been sta- 

tioned, having bursted a vessel in his lungs. 
Being ;t that time in great danger of instant 

death, the blood gushing with great violence 
from his mouth and nostrils, it was with much 

difficulty that I succeeded in stopping the dis- 
charge. He was immediately put on the use 

of remedies suited to his case. I visited him 

often, and had the best opportunity of becom- 

ing acquainted with his temper, habits, and 
intellectual attainments, and under all circum- 
stances during his illness, found his language 
and behavior such as stamped him the rough, 
profane’ and illiterate sailor. It is my belief, 
though I cannot postively assert it, that he 

could neither read nor write. It is certain 
that his conversation never differed in the 
least from that of the most ignorant and aban- 
doned of his associates—constantly mixed with 
oaths and the lowest vulgarity. Had he pos- 
sessed talents or learning, he must have be- 

trayed it to me during his long confinement. 
In the early part of January, a vessel bore 

down upon us, with every appearance of being 
an English frigate. All hands were called to 

quarters ; and after a short and animated ad- 
dress by the Commodore to the crew, all pre- 
pared to do their duty. Before I descended 

no the cockpit, well knowing Kemble's spirit, 
and how anxious he would be to partake in the 

glory of the victory, (defeat never entering 
our thoughts,) 1 thought-it better to visit him. 
After stating to him the peculiar situation he 
was in, and the great danger he would be ex- 

posed to, by the least motion, I entreated him 
and ordered him not to stir during the action, 
which he promised to observe. We were 

soon after obliged to fire. At the sound of 
the first gun he could restrain himself no 

longer—regardless of my admonition, and of 
his own danger, he rushed upon the deck and 
flew to his gun, laying hold to help to run her 
■out. A fresh and tremendous discharge from 
his lungs was the consequence, and he wag 

brought down to me again, in a most deplora- 
ble state. I apprehended immediate death, 
but by the application ot the proper remedies, 
I succeeded, once more, i„ stopping the 
hemorrhage, by which he was reduced to a 

atate of extreme debility. Being near the 
equator, and suffering much from the heat, his 
hammock was hung upon the gun deck, be- 
tween the ports, as affording the best circula- 
tion of air. He continued some time free from 
hemorrhage, but was under the constant use 

of medicines, and was confined to a particular 
diet. This made him fretful, anij he would 
frequently charge my mates with starving 
him, and at the same time damning them in 
the true sailor style. After some time being 
again called to quarters at night, he was 

necessarily removed below to the siok birth, 
(commonly called bay-;) this was followed by 
another discharge of blood from his lungs, 
which was renewed at intervals, until his 
death. On the 17th of January, in the after- 
nooa, Dr.-, (my first mate,) came to me 

on deck, and reported Kemble to be dead. 1 
directed him to see that his messmates did 
what was usual on such occasions, preparatory 
to committing his remans to th^deep. About 
two hours after this, Dr.-again called 
upon me, and said that Kemble had come to 

life, and was holding forth to the sailors in a 

strange way. 1 went down, when I witnessed 
one of the most remarkable and unaccountable 

transactions, that perhaps has ever fallen to 

the lot of man to behold. Kemble had awak- 

ened, as it were, from sleep, raised himself 
up, called for his messmates in particular, and 
those men who were not on duty, to attend to 

his words. He then told them he had expe- 
rienced death, but was allowed a short space 
of time to return, to give them, as well as the 

officers, some direction for their future con- 

duct in life. In this situation I found him 
surrounded by the crew, all mute with aston- 

ishment, and paying the most serious at- 

tention to every word that escaped from his 
lips. The oldest men in tears—not a dry eye 
was to be seen, or a whisper to be heard—all 
was as solemn and as silent as the grave.— 
His whole body was as cold as death could 
make it. There was no pulsation in the 
wrists, the temples or the chest, perceptible. 
His voice was clear and powerful ; his eyes 
uncommonly brilliant and animated. After 
a short and pertinent address to the medical 
gentlemen, he told me in a peremptory man- 

ner.'to bring Commodore Rogers to him, as he 
had something to say to him before he finally 
lelt us. The Commodore consented to go 
with me, when a scene was presented truly 
novel and indescribable, and calculated to fill 
with awe the stoutest heart. The sick bay, 
(or birth.) in which he lay is entirely set apart 
to the use ot those who are confined to their 
beds by illness. Supported by the surgeons, 
surrounded by his weeping and astonished 
comrades, a crowd ot spectators looking 
through the lattice work which enclosed the 
room, a common japaned lamp, throwing out a 

sickly light, and a candle held opposite his 
face by an attendant, was the situation of 
things, w hen the worthy Commodore made his 

appearance. Ajtd well does he remember the 
effect produced by so uncommon a spectacle, 
especially when followed by the utterance of 
these words from the mouth of one long sup- 
posed to have been dead ! * Commodore Rog- 
ers. I have sent for you all, sir, being com- 

missioned by a higher power to address you 
for a short time, and to deliver the message 
entrusted to me, when I was permitted to re- 

visit the earth. Once I trembled in your pres- 
ence, and was eager to obey your commands ; 
hut now I am your superior, being no longer 
an inhabitant of this earth. I have seen the 

glories of the world of spirits. I am not per- 
mitted to make known what 1 have beheld. 
Indeed, were I not forhidden, language would 
be inadequate to the task. ’T:s enough for 

you and the crew to know that I have been 
sent back to the earth, to reanimate, for a few 
hours, mv lifeless body, commissioned hy 
God, to perform the work I am now engaged 
in.’ ffe then, in language as chaste and ap- 
propriate as would not have disgraced the lips 
or the pen of a divine, took a hasty view of 
all the moral and religious duties incumbent 
upon the commander of a ship-of-war; he 
reviewed the vices prevalent on board a ship ; 
pointed out the relative duties of officers and 

men, and concluded bv urging the necessity of 
reformation and repentance. He did not as 

was feared by our brave Commodore, attempt 
to prove the sinfulness of fighting and wars ; 

but, on the contrary, warmly recommended to 

the men the performance of their duty to their 

country with courage and fidelity. His 

speeches occupied about three quarters of an 

hour ; and if the whole could have been taken 
down at the time,- they would have made a 

considerable pamphlet, which would, no doubt, 
have been in great demand. Dr.-, now 

at Boston, heard all the addresses ; 1 only the 
last. When he had finished with the Com- 
modore, his head dropped upon his breast, his 

eyes closed, and he appeared to pass through 
a second death ; no pulsation, nor the least 
degree of warmth, could be perceived during 
the time^he was speaking. I ordered him to 

be laid aside, and left him. 
I was soon caHed into the cabin, where the 

Commodore required from me an explanation 
of the case on rational and philosophical prin- 
ciples. This I endeavored to give—I but in 

part succeeded. It would swell this narr^M| 
too much to repeat all I said in endeavoriiffTM 
elucidate the subject, at least it proved a lame 

attempt. For, when asked how this man, 
without education or reading, or mixing with 
other society than that of common sailors, 
should acquire the command of the purest 
language, properly arranged, and delivered 
clearly, distinctly, with much animation and 

great effect, I gave no reply ; and it was, and 
ever will remain, inexplicable, without admit- 

ting supernatural agency. The days of mira- 
cles are passed, and 1 know I shall be laughed 
at by many for dwelling upon or repeating 
this story. But never since I arrived at the 

years of discretion has anything taken a 

stronger hold upon, my mind ; and that man 

must have been made of strange materials, 
who could have been an indifferent spectator. 

I Was he divinely illuminated! Was he in- 

spired ! or was the whole the effect of natural 
causes! These are questions which have 
arisen in the minds of many, and must be left 
for the learning of two professions to answer. 
I returned to bed deeply reflecting npon the 
past, unable to sleep, when about nine o’ciock, 

i roany hours after Kemble had been laid 
by, I was called out of bed to visit a man taken 

| suddenly ill in his hammock, hanging near 
Kemble s apartmont. It was an hour when 
all, but the watch upon deck, had turned in; 
general silence reigned, and all the lights be- 
low put out, with the exception of a single 
lamp in the sick man’s apartment, where lay 
the remains of Keuible. I had bled the sick 
man—he was relieved. I entered the sick 
room before I retired, to replace something ; 
and was turning round to leave h, being alone, 

when I was almost petrified upon beholding 
Kemble sitting up in his berth, with his eyes 
(which had regained their former brilliancy 
and intelligence,) fixed intently upon mine. 
I became, for a moment, speechless and mo- 

tionless. Thinks I to myself, what have 1 
done, or left undone in this man’s case, that 
should cause him thus to stare at me at this 
late hour, and alone I waited a long time in 
painful suspense, dreading some horrible dis- 
closure, when I was relieved by his command- 
ing me to fetch him some water. With what 
alacrity 1 obeyed, can easily be imagined. I 
gave him a tin tnug containing water, which 
he put to his mouth, drank the contents, and 
returned it to me ; then laid himself quietly 
down for the last time. His situation was 

precisely the same, in ^ery -respect, as before 
described. The time had now expired whicjt 
he had said was given to remain in the body. 

The next day by noon, all hands attended, 
as usual, to hear (Be funeral service read, and 
see his remains consigned to a watery grave. 
It was an unusually solemn period. Seamen 
are naturally superstitious, and on this oc- 

casion their mindshad been wrought upon in 

a singular manner. Decorum is always ob- 
served by sailors at such times ; but now they 
were all affected to tears. And when the 
body was slid from the plank into the sea, 
every one rushed instinctively to the ship’s 
side to take a last look. The usual weight 
had been attached to the feet, yet, as if in 
compliment to their anxiety to see more of 
him, the body rose, perpendicularly from the 
water, breast high, two or three times. This 
incident added greatly to the astonishment al- 

ready created in the minds of the men. I beg 
leave to remark that it was not thought proper 
to keep the body longer in the warm latitude 
we were in. I have now given a short and 
very imperfect sketch of the important events 

attending the last illness and death of William 
Kemble. 

The change produced upon the crew, was 

for a time very remarkable. It appeared as 

if they would never smile or swear again ; but 
the effect wore off by degrees, except when 
the subject was renewed. 

(Signed.)-. 

|HisffIhnt). 
The Willis Family. 

[The following lines, which are copied from 
the Youth's Companion, furnish a grateful in- 
stance of filial remembrance and love. They 
were addressed by the writer to an aged and 
revered father, on the occasion of a recent af- 
flictive event. They are full of filial honorand 
gratitude, and speak well for the hpart which 
prompted them. They derive an additional 
interest from the fact that both father and son 

have recently been dragged before the public 
in a most vindictive spirit, and held up to con- 

tempt, in the work entitled ‘Ruth Hall,’ writ- 
ten by a daughter of Dea. Willis :] 

TO MY AGED FATI1ER, 
On hearing of his recent calamity, in having his office 

destroyed by the latejir« sittwc street. 

BV Ji. P. WILLI:!. 

Cares thicken round thee as thy steps grow slow, 
Father beloved !—not turned upon, at once, 
And battled back with steadfastness unmoved— 
(That baitle without fame or trump to cheer— 
That hardest battle of the world—with care— 

Thy life one patient victory till now :) 
Faint has thy heart become. For peace thou prayest— 
For less to suffer as thy strength grows less. 
For 0, when life has been a stormy wild— 
The bitter night too long, the way too far— 

The aged pilgrim, ere he lays him down, 
IVays for a moment’s lulling of the blast— 
A little time, to wind his cloak about him, 
And smooth his gray hairs decently to die. 

Yet, O, not vain the victories unsung ! 
Not vain a life of industry to bless. 
And thou, in angel-history—where shine 
The silent self-forgetfulness who toil on 

For others until death—art named in gold. 
In heaven it is known, thou hast done well! 
But, not all unacknowledged is it, here. 
Children thou hast, who, for free nurture, given 
With one hand while the other fought thy cares, 
Orow grateful as their own hands try lhe fight. 
And more—they thank thee more ! The name thou leavest 

Spotless ar.d blameless as it comes from thee— 
For this their pure inheritance—a life 

Of unstained honor gone before our own— 

The father that we love an44 honest man”— 
For this, thy children bless the. 

Cheer thee, then !— 
Though hopelessly thy strength may seem to fail, 
And pitiless far thy cares pursue ! 
What though the clouds follow to eventide 
Which chased thy morn and n«on across the sky ! 

From these thy trying hours—the hours when strength, 
Most sorely pressed, has won its victories— 
From life's dark trial clouds, that fall 
Even to sunset—glory comes at last ! 
Clouds are the glory of the dying day— 
A glory that, though welcoming to Heaven, 
Illumes the parting hour ere day is gone ! 

{In the last number of the Musical World, 
a paper conducted by Richard Storrs Willis, 
another brother of 'Fanny Fern,’ we find a 

pleasant description of ‘A Winter Visit to 

Idlewild,’ from which we copy the following 
reminiscences, suggested by the ‘family por- 
traits’ hung up in the hall of Idlewild :] 

One parent, we reflected, is still left to us. 

t*How little the old man thought, some five-and- 

thirty years ago, when he wearily remarked 
one day, ‘1 shall never live to see the down 

upon that boy’s cheek,’ that a son at that time 
unborn would long have gained maturity and 

yet his honored life still be spared to us' By 
a natural association in our mind we then 

thought of this same subject of industry;— 
whether such a quality might not be trans- 

missible in the blood, as a constitutional hab- 

it ! Like most legacies it would very likely 
dwindle, to be sure with the younger genera- 

tions, and the oldest son unfairly get the larg- 
est share-^a view which, however depressing 
to ourselves, in the present instance, also in- 
duced a secret withdrawal of the fraternal ‘re- 

ward of merit’ just bestowed, for a quality, 
which after all, was perhaps a mere inheri- 
tance ; the merit thereof attaching entirely tc 

the original possessor of it. 'And he, certain- 

ty, though in naught eke, has been rich in in- 

dustry. Had journalism ever, thought we, t 

more untiring, and his children may proudly 
say, succesful representative than in him?— 
For, the accumulated result, at the life-close 
of any man, tells the story of his ability and 
his industry. Three journals, of entirely dis- 
similar nature, permanently established and 
living at this very day ; the Eastern Argus, 
(political;) the Boston Recorder, (religious ;) 
and the Youth's Companion, (juvenile.) Of 
these three journals, the last two were the 
pioneers of their kind—the type of that species 
of periodical ; and since that time, what hosts 
of similar and imitated journals have arisen 
and fallen in this country ! 

Now—we could not but reflect—does a man 

willingly do the hard work of life to such an 

extent as this ?—particularly where any one 
of those journals had a success adequate to 

furnish him alone and the partner of his life, 
with so handsome a support to their life’s 
close ? Not so—but the necessities of many 
and much loved children may urge him neces- 

sarily and energetically on to it. Aid what, 
in this case, through evil report and good re- 

port, through hard times and happy times, 
must these journals per force accomplish ? 

Our imagination dilated upon the impressive 
fact of nine children ;—each of whom was 

sustained and reared from infancy up to full 
maturity ! Ye divinities of household ex- 

penses ! wliat illimitable bread-aRd-buUer '— 

what interminable roast beef!—what exhaust- 
ed establishments of summer and winter 
‘suits!’—what Ossa-npon-Pelion heights ol 
small shoes and stockings! Reallv, one’s re- 

spect for the productive capacity of journalism 
somewhat increases by such a view. For, 
sustaining in a city, from infancy up to ma- 

ture age, nine children ; affording them, suc- 

cessively the very best education which New 
England facilities near home and far from 
home, collegiate and academic, could funrish ; 
with the various collaterals of incidental ex- 

travagance natural to city-bred children—im- 
plies positively a small fortune spent upon 
each ! a fortune in each case almost adequate 
to support the parents themselves. Any man 
of figures could reckon this out; at least any 
parent, who has ever reared to maturity and 
liberally educated a child. 

Therefore, in our thought we honored jour- 
nalism—or rather the old man in whose ener- 

getic hand it had proved thus productive.— 
And the mote so, that this was journalism, 
not of our present rampant and luxuriant 

•growth, when large fortunes are suddenly 
made (and sunk) in them, but the modest, pi- 
oneer journalism of this country ; launched 
upon the public wave and sustained and forced 
onward without prestige—without secret, 
moneyed patronage of men or parties—utterly 
without capital, except industry, and the in- 
domitable energy of an enterprising, self-edu- 
cated and self-reliant mind. 

God bless the heroic old man !—for the mar 

is a social hero, who with such materials tc 
work with, and under such circumstances, 
can accomplish thus much as a family-falhet 
and as a citizen in the community where he 
lives ! Ah ! brother !—thought we—if the 
children of such a man, have any self-won 
laurels, they ought, and must, by right, to resl 

upon his honest oak-leaf chaplet : from whicf 
was transmitted and imparted the virtue and 
educated power that produced them. And 
when the aged hands, from very habit partly 
and from necessity partly, (alas for those 

child-spent fortunes!) still falteringly insis 
upon their daily labor, let us sing, at least 
one heartfelt song in praise of industry, t< 

cheer and re-animate them 1 and devote ont 

! strophe of the filial pecan to a grateful cele 
bration of the sturdy virtues, and the life-long 
earnest devotion of a true men and loving 
father to his children ; children who, even ii 
the vicissitudes of their maturer years, alwayi 
found him ready to fill the breach, to the vert 

extent of his loving ability ! 
[As our readers may be curious to knjiw 

something more of this noted family, we ap 
pend the following paragraphs, from an edi 
torial article in the Olive Branch of last week 
The information here given is, we presume 
in the main reliable :] 

Good old Deacon Nathaniel Willis wai 

a hard-working, hard-plodding, honest man 

who resided ‘once upon a time,’ in Portland 
Maine. He came to Boston to seek his for 
tune some thirty or more years agone. Her 
he established, in the good Puritanical times 
a weekly paper called the Recorder. He wa 

projector, proprietor, editor, foreman aud com 

positor in his own office for a season, and un 

til money flowed into his pockets. 
The Recorder Was the acknowledged orga 

of the ‘Orthodox,’ ‘Calvinistic,’ or Congre 
gational family yf Christians. It had a grea 

| circulation and great influence in its youli 
and manhood, and perhaps it has to the pres 
ent hour. The very best theologians and mos 

popular divines of the Calvinistic school, cor 

tribuled gratuitously to its columns. (Di 
‘Fanny Fern’ ever write ‘without money, am 

without price ?’) The profits of the Recorde 
soon handsomely supported the large Willi 

; family. Nathaniel, the poet, eldest son c 

Deacon Willis, at one time induced his lathe 
to publish some poetic sketches which he hat 
written from Biblical history, and they a 

: once, by their beauty, polish, brilliancy, am 

excellence, secured for their author a nam 

which haB not to this day been blotted out c 

the memory of man, woman, or even chiid. 
But what has all this to do with ‘Fann; 

Fern?’ Listen? The secret is not yet di 
vulged. We promised to show the genealog 

1 ical tree. Here it is:— 

Deacon Nathaniel Willis was, and is, a 

esteemed and worthy member of Park Strce 
church—so was his son, Nathaniel Parker— 
but no more about that part of the story.)— 
The deacon had a large family : his oldea 
daughter married the son of Deacon Josial 
Bumatead, with whom the old man wot 

shipped truly and faithfully at Park Stret 

church, and we believe he does now, (goo 
old patriarch of the good old golden days ! 

Of the domestic happiness and exemplary pri- 
vate life of his daughter-in-law, no one has a 

right to say one word, except in her praise. 
The next child was Nathaniel P. Willis, 

the charming poet and_ writer, whose name 
and fame are so well-known that ink, paper, 
and time would be wasted by writing another 
word about him. 

Louisa Willis, his sister, was one of the 
most beautiful women of the earth. She mar- 
ried the Rev. Louis Dwight, a worthy and 
good man, but both husband and wife are now 
in Heaven. 

Julia, another sister, was a blue-stocking, 
and for a time was an assistant, and subse- 

quently sole editor of the Youth’s Companion, 
a weekly, religious, juvenile paper, which 
was started by Deacon Willis after he sold 
the Recorder to the present proprietors, and it 
flourishes as our readers know at this moment. 

Sarah, the next sister to Julia, was plain in 
appearance—the plainest in the whole family 
some folks called her homely—but she was 

smart as a steel-trap ! She snapped at every- 
body—even her most intimate playmates (we 
now speak of Fanny in her teens.) She was 

proud, haughty, forward. She was, at home 
or abroad, full of life, talk, vivacity, romance 

and reality. She was, however, kept some- 

what in the background of every day life by 
her older and more quiet sisters, who were 

often shocked at her forwardness on all occa- 

sions, even, we were about to say, jf it were 

the hour of family prayer. 
Mary, her sister, was a most beautiful moss- 

rose, whom everybody loved and flattered, but 

| she was taken away by angels to the Paradise 
above ! Is it not said that whom the Gods 
love they take early 1 Of the other members 
ot the Willis family it is useless to speak. 

Sarah is, or was, Mrs. Eldredge, wTfe of 
the late Charles H. Eldredge, and afterwards 
she was married to Mr. Farrington. Of the 
first marriage ‘Fanny Fern’has spoken; of 
the second she has written not one word !” 

Crossing the River. 
A correspondent of the Toronto Patriot 

gives the following interesting description of 
the method of crossing the St. Lawrence riv- 
er in the winter season :— ■ 

1 The mode of crossing the St. Lawrence at 

this point during winter, is of the most primi- 
tive character. The ebb and flow of the tide 

* 

prevent the formation of a fixed crust of ice 
over the surface, while the freezing is so in- 
tense that the agitation of the waters does not 

[ftevent the formation of drifted ice, which is 
floated up and down by the tide. The masses 

of ice vary in size, up to several acres. Be- 
tween the floating masses, vacancies of water 
of irregular size occur here and there ; some- 

times larger and sometimes less. The ordi- 

dary rate at which the drift ice moves is six 
miles an hour. The river is about a mile 

wide, and there is no means of crossing but in 
frail canoes. The passengers get into the 
canoe, and the boatmen drag them over ice 
and row them through the intervening spaces 
of water ; the passenger keeping in the canoe 
an the time, as well while it is being dragged 
over a .three, six or ten acre fragment, as the 
case may be, of moving ice, as while they are 

being rowed in the water space* from one 

field of ice to another. The operation to a 

stranger has the appearance of extreme peril, 
especially when he sees the canoe carried three 

or four miles out of its course by the current; 
but practically the danger is very small, ac- 

cidents being extremely rare. Occasionally a 

canoe is carried off a great distance; one 

having been drifted to St. Thomas, a distance 
of forty miles, last winter. The Canadians 
are a cautious people, and generally decline tc 

take persons across when there is danger. 
Let the reader imagine himself on Durbar 

Terrace, 700 feet above the confused rivet 
surface of 3now-covered ice, and restless, chaf 
fing water. The tide is running down.— 

Down the river, towards the islands of Or 
leans, is a canoe wi’h a party of six or seven 

buffeting with fields of ice that are scatteret 
1 in wild contusion over the river. I he cano< 

—now upon a field of ice, now in the river 
i like space of water, between two fields—geh 

perceptibly further down. The boatmen havi 

dragged her across the mass of ice. She ap- 
proaches the edge ; and, just as she is going 
to plunge down into the water, the boatmei 
get aboard with the passengers. The water 

channel into which she has plunged runs ob 

liquely across the river, and if she keeps i 

any considerable distance, she must be carriei 
much further down. For a few minutes thi 

spectator is left in doubt whether she wil 

keep the channel till she passes the field of ici 
that separates her from the open water nea 

the north shore, or whether she will cross it 
No! she is making directly for it; she ap 

; proaches and draws up to it; in an instan 

j the boatmen get upon the ice, and drag th< 
i boat, with the passengers, after them. Finall; 
1 she makes the shore nr open water, if then 
r happens to be any open water near it; and 
s as the case may be, the passengers are eithe 
f landed distant from the point they wish ti 

r make, or the canoe has to struggle up agains 
1 tide, amid the same difficulties of ice am 

l water, till the desired point be reached. Ii 

1 no other way can a person in Quebec read 

) the Richmond railroad ; in no other way cai 

f passengers and goods, to and from that rail 

road, get across from Point Levi to Quebec 
r >At high or low tide the crossing is compara 

lively easy, for then the boatmen can maki 
their way directly across the river wifhou 
disturbance.’ 

i 

t A lovely girl was bending her head over 

ruse tree which a lady was purchasing from a 

Irish basket woman in Covent garden marks 
t when the woman, looking kindly at the youni 
i beauty, said :— 

1 I axes yer pardon, yonng lady, but if it* 
t pleasing to ye, I’d thank you to keep you 
1 cheek away from that rose ; ye'll put the lad 

) out of consait with Ihe color of her flowers. 

——— 

The Russian Czar. 
There exists a man in Eurape who weighs 

Europe down. He is at once Spiritual Prince 
and Corporeal Lord ; despot and autocrat—he 
is obeyed in the barracks and worshipped in 
the monastery. He gives the password to the 
former, and draws up the dogmas of the lat- 
ter. He set in motion to crush the liberties 
of the Continent, an empire of sixty men-mil- 
lloifgower. He holds these sixty nien-niil- 
lions in bands, not like men, but like brutes; 
not like minds, but like otenails, tools. In 
his double quality of ecelesiastic and soldier, 
he puts a uniform on their souk, as he uni- 
forms their body, and says to one, Believe! 
as he says to the other, March ! This man is 
the supreme expression of human might. He 
tortures whole nations as he pleases. With 
a sign he empties Poland into Siberia. He 
weaves, interlaces and knots the threads of 
the great conspiracy of princes against men. 
He has been to Rome, and there ha, the 
Greek Pope, exchanged the kiss of alliance 
with the Latin Pope. He reigns at Berlin, 
at Munich, at Dresden, at Stuttgardt, at Vi- 1 

enna, as he reigns at St. Petersbufgh. He 
is the soul of the Emperor of Austria, and the 
will of the King of Prussia. Germany is a 

, 
mere flat-boat in his tow. This man resem- 

| hies, in some sort, the ancient Kingof Kings | 
he is the Agamemnon of the Trojan War 
that the men ot the Past are waging against 
the men of the Future. He is the savage 
menace of the Shadow against Light; of the 
Pole against High Noon. I express in one 
word this monster of omnipotence—Emperor- 
Like Charles Quint, Pope like Gregory VII., 

he holds in his hand a cross which ends in 
a scimetar, and a sceptre which ends in a 
knout!—Victor Hugo. 

The Bat’s Sixth Sense. 
The animal senses are usually considered 

to be five in number, viz: smelling, hearing, 
seeing, tasting, and feeling. But besides 
these, bats are endowed with a sixth sense, 
which enables them during flight to avoid all 
obstacles without the aid of light. The cele- 
brated naturalist, Spallanzani, long since 
found, by experiment, that bats deprived of 
sight, by having wax placed over their eyes, 
still avoided obstacles as perfectly as they did 
with their entire sight. More recently, oth- 
ers have confirmed thf truth of this curious 
(act, by various and repeated trials ; and it 
has also been found that the destruction of 
hearing, as well as of sight, made no differ- 
ence in this respect, but that, without the ex- 
ercise of either of these senses, the bat would 
fly through apertures just large enough to ad- 
mit it, without touching. In the course of 
these experiments, numerous small threads 
were drawn across the room at various angles, 
and still the bat, flying about in every possi- 
ble direction, never touched one of them, 
even by accident. M. Jardine supposed that 
this sense was lodged in the expanding nerve 
of the nose, but that several species want this 

peculiar nerve. Others have believed that the 
pt-vuJiuti«.jr iu ijueauuu dv^v^juj_,1.. 
tion of the air, which striking against the im- 

pediment, returned a sound by which the bat 
was warned of iu direction. But since it was 

found that deafness made no difference in the 
facts, naturalists have proposed no theory to 
account for this curious circumstance. 

“I will be Home soon.” 
The insignificent word-couplet,'‘ All aboard’ 

: —uttered thousands of times every day, in de- 

pots and on docks—is always the prelude to a 

long psalm of sorrow. Of itself it is a mere 

I business behest; in its bearings, it involves re- 

gret, suffering, and ofuimes, despair. Nut an 

hour glides into the great sea of the past—not 
a moment leaps to the surface, and then is lost 

| forever—but some ear listens to its knell for 
the last time! 
I.' 

ii your neart nas tiecome dissatisfied with its 

treasures, and yon are disposed to grope amid 
the shadows of despondency, gn where friends 
3re parting. We do not know of a surer recipe 
for rekindling the flame of sympathy than this. 
No one with eren the fragment of a heart in 
his bosom, can see the warm embraces of those 
who are to go aod those who are to stay, or 

hear the tremulous hut earnest gnod-bve and 
God bless you, uttered by lips that tremble with 
the freightage, without a blessing oMtis own. 

A few weeks ago we were the witness of a 

parting which touched us nearly. It was be- 
tween two who were newly, wedded, and who, 
since the sweet day of their nuptials, had not 

been parted for a day—hardly for an hour.— 

Nothing short of sheer necessity could have 
called the husband from his idol now—but the 

j necessity came between them, and he must not 
1 shrink. We saw the long and wild embrace, 
| heard the goer whisper, ‘Be of good cheer—] 
| will be home soon'—and in a few moments 

more the billows rolled between the hearts that 
so lately God had joined together. 

•1 will be home soon,’ These were the 
words—the only consolation left, amid so modi 
bitterness. Perhaps the pangs were sharpened 
by the rague presentiment that they might ner- 

er meet again ! And so she turned froifi the 

j spot, that sad young wife, and went back to the 

j home whose light had departed. 
[ 'I will be home soon.’ And so he was home 

before he was expected—home ere yet the tears 

i were dried from the eyes of the weepers, whom 

he left behind. But alas ! how did he come I 
1 Encompassed by a shroud, embraced within a 

j coffin, cold as the perpetual snow that crown: 

the monarch mountain of Switxerland. Sure 

enough—he was ‘home soon.’ 

, j They dug but one gra»e then—but since 
t another was demanded—and now, the young 
I husband and the young wife sleep together. 

We shall all ‘be home eoon.’ What that 
home will be rests with ua. The deeds of sir 

r tue will secure a passport to golden palaces— 
r the enormitiea of rice will end in worae that 

dungeon darkness.—Buff. Erfress. 
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Astronomical Discovery, 
The enirersally accredited theory, that lha 

moon ia uninhabitable because she has no at- 

mosphere, has received, from a recent disco** 
ery, a blow that win unsettle If, at lent.— 
That the moon, as far as we hate been aide ta 
examine her, has no atmosphere; or at least of 
sufficient density to conform to our optical laws 
and the demands of any animal life known to 

us, is unquestionable. Rut this can bh pos- 
itively affirmed of only one side of onr satellite; 
for as will be remembered, although the re- 
volves on her asis, she constantly presents but 
one aide in ibe earth, flow it has been dis- 
covered by calculation, and demonstrated as 

geometrical fact, that the moon’s centre of form 
is eight miles nearer to iis, than her centre of 
gravity, through which, ofcoerse, her alia of 
revolution must pass; or in other words, t)Us 
side of the moon is sixteen mild higher than the 
other, If, therefore, we suppose that the moon 
has art atmosphere such as ours, it wonld be of 
such extreme rarity on the only.side exposed 
to our observation, that for optical effect and 
animal life it might as well not exist. For 
mountains upon the earth, nm.e of which are 
over fire miles above the sea, have been ascen- 
ded to a height at which life could not be sup- 
ported for any length of time, and still moun- 
tains have stretched hove the panting traveler. 
What must be the atmosphere of four times 
such an elevation ? The conclusion seems in- 
evitable that although the higher side of the 
moon is uninhabitable for want of an atmos- 

phere, the remote aide may .tie perfectly adap- 
ted to human life. It is at least certain that 
the mere want of an atmosphere perceptible to 
us is no longer conclusive as in the uninhabita- 
bleuess of the planet that rules the night. W# 
announce this discorery on the authority of on* 
of the most eminent mathematicians and astron- 
omers in the world. It will soon be formally 
declared in a scientific quarter.—Cour.andEn. 

A New Bullet Extractor.—An English* 
man by the name of Miles has constructed an 

instrument which it is thought will ensun 

comparative ease, rapidity and safety, in tha 
process of extracting bullets from wound*, h 
is thus described ; 

1 Re contrivance consists of a small jir* 
pump and cylinder, to which a tap is affixed.— 
To this tap is attached a suitable length of flex- 
ible tubing, about a quarter of an inch in di- 
ameter, lined inside with silver wire, to pre- 
vent its collapsing. At the other end of this 
lube there is a emaU globe, from which a tube 
sufficiently minute to pass into a bullet wound 
is fixed, the end terminating with ah india-rub- 
ber collar. On the top of the globe there ie a 

small tap, in order to admit a probe to pass 
down the tube, tu sound when on the bullet. 
The mode of operation is this A vacuum is 
created in the cylinder, the tube before alluded 
to is passed Into the wound, and when it is as- 

certained to be on the ball, tho lap in the cyl- 
inder is opened, when the bullet becomes fixed 
to the tube hy the vacuum thus created, and is 

thus, withdrawn. The great merit of this in- 
vention consists in obviating the necessity for 
me u“'"C..t —A J—operation of cutliug 
cut bullets, anif by its means a medical matt 
with the aid of an assistant to work the air 
pump, would be sble to accomplish the work 
which no»r occupies many surgeons. When 
ihe cylinder is once exhausted, it would ex- 

tract several bullets without the necessity of 
again Working the air-pump. The Medical 
Board has given directions to in eminent in- 
strument maker lu fit op the apparatus,’ 

1 We'll all meet again in the Morn- 
ing.’ Such was the exclamation of a dying 
child, says the Newark Mercury, as the red 
rays of the sun-set streamed oo him through 
the casement. ‘Hood bye, papa, good bye ! 
Mamma has come for me to-night j don’t cry, 
papa ! we'll all meet again in fhe morning !* 
It was as if art angel had spoken to that father, 
and his heart grew lighter under its burden, 
{pr something assured him that his little one 

had gone to the bosom of Him who said, ‘Suf- 
fer little children to come unto me, for of such 
is the kingdom of HeaVen.’ 

!• There is something cheerful and inspiring 
to all who are in trouble in this ‘we’il all meat 

again in the morning.’ It rouses up the soul 
like a trumpet blast; and frightens away for- 
ever the dark shades thronging the avenues of 
the outer life. Clouds may gather upon our 

paths—cares press their venomed lipe against 
our cheeks—disappointments gather arotind us 

like an army with banners, but all this cannot 

i destroy the hope within us, if we have thia 
motto upon our lips: ‘All will be bright io 
the morning.’—Manchester American. 

Illustrious Tradesmen.—The doctrine* of 
Islamism t^ach that no man may be above hit 

destiny ; lhat every one may learn a vocation 

whereby lie may earn hi* bread, if predestined 
! to do so. A curioui list is gilen in Maradji of 

the occupations of patriarchs, caliphs, and till* 
1 tana, which commences with the first man: — 

Adam, tilled the ground ; Noah, was a car- 

penter ; Abraham a weaver ; David made 
coats of mail ; Solomon made baskets of tho 
date-tree ; the Caliph Omar manufactured 
skins ; Otliman sold eatables ; Ali, the cousin 
of the Prophot, hired himself to a master for * 

salary. The Ottoman sovereigns did not think 

j it beneath them to submit to this law, in itni- 

| tatioit of so many eminent examples. Thua 
! Mohammed II. sold flowers ; Soliman the 

I Great made slippera ; Achmet III. excelled in 

writing, and in emblazoning the canonical 

I books ; Selim II. primed muslins.—Dtan't 
j Ottoman Emp. 

Mrs. Partington is anxious to know, if the 

compass hds a needle and thirty-two point*, 
how long it would take a woman with anch a 

needle to make a shirt. 

• The victory ia not always to the strong,' a* 

the boy said when he killed ■ skunk with • 

j brickbat. 


