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Oh ! how quickly the day flew, and the
night approached; and just as twilight
was setting in, a ruthless savage seized my
boy roughly by the arms, and bound him
to a tree. First he waved a tomahawk
over his head to frighten him, but the
boy’s blue eyes looked steadily at the sav-
age in scorn; and his cheek never blanch-
ed. Enraged at his scorn, the Indian
raised his tomahawk for the last time.—
Instinctively my hand rested on my revol-
ver, I felt sure of my aim! I raised it
slowly, and pointed it at the heart of the
savage and fired. With a frightful yell,
he sprang into the air, and fell dead.

With a scream of rage the Indians rush-
ed upon me; another fell by my revolver.
Again I attempted to fire, but my pistol
snapped; throwing it away, I prepared to
die; and just as the foremost Indian was
about to sink his knife into my bosom,
the sharp crack of a rifle was heard, and
the Indian fell dead at my feet, bathed in
his own blood. The next moment the stal-
wart Harry Cheverly leaped into the ring.
All the savages fled but their chief who
rushed upon my husband, shouting :

“Ha, Harry Cheverly, revenge at last!”
and pointed his pistol which missed fire.

The next moment my husband’s knife
was in the renegade’s heart. Harry had
seen the lines which I wrote on the wall
and knew the fate of his wife and child.—
We were troubled no more with the In-
dians, for the next year old Tippecanoe
with the avenging riflemen under his com-
mand, drove away and cleared the forest
of our dusky foes.

No Mother.
She has no mother ! What a volume

of sorrowful truth is comprised in that
single sentence —no mother! We must
go far down the hard, rough, uneven paths
of life, and become inured to care and sor-
row in their sternest form before we can
take home to our experience the dreadful
reality—no mother—without a struggle.
But when it is said of a frail young girl,
just passing from childhood toward the
life of a woman, how sad is the story sum-
med up in that one short sentence. Who
shall admnister the needed counsel—who
shall check the wayward fancies—who
shall bear with the errors and failings of
the motherless girl ?

Deal gently with the child. Let not
the cup of sorrow be overfilled by the
harshness of your bearing, or your unsym-
pathizing coldness. Is she heedless in
her doings ?. Is she careless in her
meats? Remember, oh, remember she
has no mother! When her companions
are gay and joyous, does she sit sorrow-
ing ? Does she pass with a downcast eye
and languid step, when you would fain
witness the gushing of youth ? Chide
her not; for she is motherless; and the
great sorrow comes down upon her soul
like an incubus. Can you gain her confi-
dence—can you win her love? Gome, then,
to the motherless ; with the boon of your
tenderest care; and by the memory of your
mother already passed away—by the
the possibility that your own child may
be motherless—contribute as far as you
may to relieve the loss of that fair child,
who is written “motherless.”

' Girls.—There are two kinds of girls.
One is the kind that appears the best
abroad —the girls that are good for parties,
rides, visits, balls, &0., and whose chief
delight is in such things. The other is
the kind that appears best at home—the
girls that are useful and cheerful in the
dining-room, the sick-room, and

(
all the

precin'cts of their home. They differ
widely in character. One is often a tor-
ment at home, the other a blessing. One
is a moth, consuming everything about
her; <tho other is a sunbeam, inspiring life
and gladness all along her pathway.—
Now it does not necessarily follow that
there should be two classes of girls. A
slight education will modify both a little,
and unite their good qualities io one.

Happiness —Now let me tell you a
secret—a secret worth bearing. This
looking forward for enjoyment don’t pay.
For what I know of it I would as soon
chase butterflies for a living, or bottle up
moonshine for cloudy nights. The only
true happiness is to take the drops of hap-
piness, as God gives them to ns every day
of our lives: the hoy must leart to be
happy when he is plodding over his les-
sons ; the apprentice while he is learning
his trade; the merchant while he is ttak-

art*
jwhen he gains what he sighs for.

pressed his suit with the utmost zeal.
One evening as 1 was riding out, en- i

joying the mountain scenery, Iapproached v
a little eminence on which there was a I
thick growth of underwood; as I passed t
it, Mark Ruthson rode ont and joined me. c
He pressed his suit with his usual fervor, 1
his hypocritical face looking, if possible, i
more repulsive than ever. He finally of- <
fered me his hand and heart. Rising in i
my seat, I said : ]

“Mark Ruthson, no words can express i
the disgust 1 feel for you, and if you in- i
suit me again I will cowhide you, sir !” i

It would be impossible to depict the I
expression of rage which swept over his
face. (

“Jane Mannering, mark my words, I .
will be revenged.” £

Casting upon him a look of unutterra- c
hie contempt, I whipped my horse and i
soon lost sight of him. I

The next day Mark Ruthson left the 1
village, and went no one knew where. A 1
year from that Harry Gheverly and 1 y
were married, and with the blessing of .
my mother, and the best wishes of my i
friends, we started for the western wilder-
ness. ;

I will pass over a period of ten years,
during which a- substantial log cabin had y
been bnilt and rude though it was, love £
made it a little palace. Our hearts were i
also gladdened by our little Eddie, the ’
image of his father, and a noble little fel- <
low. 1

About this time we heard of the depre- i
dations that the Indians were committing, i
by some passing stragglers, which filled
us with a temporary alarm. But our
fears soon passed away, aud wc regarded
tl)o report as greatly exaggerated, or to- (
tally untrue.

One evening Eddie returned from his
rambles, bringing with him a moccasin,
which be said he found in the woods.—
This filled mo with alarm and uneasi-
ness, 1 felt a presentiment of coming dan-
ger.

Next morning I mentioned my fears to
Harry. But he only laughed at my ter- '
ror, and playfully handing me a little re-
volver, bade me defend myself like a man,
and went to the woods to his daily work.
I slipped the revolver into my pocket
playfully, but could not entirely divest
myself of my fears.

For au hour I sat on my low rocking
chair, counting the moments as they flew,
when my attention was attracted by noise

’on the opposite side.of the room. Look-
I ing quickly around, to my dismay, I saw

a dozen Indians, evidently just from war,
each bearing his bloody sbalp. The fore-

, most advanced, and appeared to be the
chief of the party. He approached and

i would have laid rough hands on me, when
my darling boy raised himself to his full

! height, his blue eyes flashing, and de-
manded what they meant by their intru-
sion, and how they dared lay bands on his
mother.

) The chief paid no attention to him; but
bade his warriors bind us, which was
quickly done, and after a few moments,
the chiefs retired for consultation; when

) seizing the opportunity, 1 scratched on
the wall—-

“Harry, wo are in the hands of the In.
dians.”

' The chiefs returned, and we were soon
borne with rapid, but noiseless steps, into

, the depths of the wilderness. The chief
. whe bad bound us attracted my attention*

! I was sure I had seen him before, but
where I could not say.

Three days and three nights without
stopping, we were borne away from our
home, and the fourth we stopped in a small
hollqw, which I found strewed with bones
and skulls. While contemplating this
scene with horror, I looked up, and the

- Indian chief stood before me. With a
• sneer over his dark features, he said, in

II good English;
1 “Though you have forgotten me, Jane
- Mannering, for so I will call yon, I have
a by no means forgotten you.”
t “Who are you ?” said I. ¦
i “Iam Mark Ruthson,” the chief re-
y plied, and in those painted features, I re-
v membered the hypocritical {bee of the con-
[- sum mate villain.
e There was no pity in bis revengeful
e heart, and I read our doom in those hard

features. -y.;
“Doyou see yonder tree ?” said he, in a

n quick, sharp tone.. “Before the night
t your boy will be b*ud to that tree, and
k his young scalp be clipped from his head

by my savage friends) and you will re-
h main and in the morning share the same
e fate.”

w m

FITTED TO A HAIR
Sometime ago, being in company with a

medical man whom I will call Mr. R ,

we fell into conversation on the use of the
microscope, in the management, of which
he was an adept. “Now,” said he, “I
will tell you a story of what happened to
myself—one which, I think, will illus-
trate the importance of this instrument to
society, though Iwas put in a very unpleas-
ant position, owing to my acquaintance
with it.

“Ihave as you know, given a good deal
of attention to comparative anatomy, espe-
cially to the structure of the hair as it ap-
pears under the microscope. To the unas-
sisted eye,.indeed, all hair appears very
much alike, except as it is long or short,
dark or fair, straight or curly, coarse or
fine. Under the microscope, however, the
case is very different; the white man’s is
round ; the negro’s oval; the mouse’s ap-
parently jointed; the rat’s jagged; and so
on. Indeed, every animal has hair of a
peculiar character, and what is more, this
character varies according to the part of
the body from which it is taken—an im-
portant circumstance, as will appear from
my story, which is this:

“Ionce received a letter by post, con-
taining a few hairs, with a request that I
would examine them, and adding that
they would bo called for in a few days.—
Accordingly I submitted the hairs to the
microscope, when I discovered that they
were from the human eyebrow, and had
been bruised. Imade a note to this effect,
and folded it up with the hairs in an en-
velope, ready for the person who bad sent
them. In a few days a stranger called
and inquired whether I had made the in-
vestigation. “Oh yes,” I said, “ there
they are, and you will find them and their
description in this envelope,” handing it
to him at the same time. He expressed
himself as being much obliged, and offer-
ed me a fee, Which, however, I declined,
telling him that I could not think of
taking anything for so small a matter.

“It turned out, however, of more conse-
quence than I had imagined, for within a
week I was served with a subpoena to at-
tend as a witness on a trial for
murder. This was very disagreeable,
as I have said; but there was no help for
it now. The case was this : A man had
been killed by a blow with some blunt in-
strument on the eyebrow, and the hairs
sent to me for examination had been
taken from a hammer in the possession of
the suspected murderer. I was put into
the witness box, and my testimony, ‘that
the hairs were from the human eyebrow,
and had been bruised,’ was just the link
in the chain of evidence which sufficed to
convict the prisoner. The jury, however,
were not easily satisfied that my statement
was worth anything; and required the
solemn assurance of the judge that such a
conclusion was within the reach of science,
to convince them that they might act,upon
it.

“One juryman in particular—an old
farmer—was very hard to satisfy. ‘Does
thee mean to say,’ said he, ‘that thee can
tell the hair of any animal ?' I answered
that I would not take upon myself to as-
sert positively that I could do so, although
1 believed I could. ‘Well,’ said he, ‘l'll
prove thee.’

“The prisoner, as I said, was convicted,
and I went home, and in the busy life of
an extensive practice, forgot all about my
obstinate old farmer. About two years
afterwards, however, a person, an utter
stranger to me, called on me with a few
hairs screwed up in a.piece of paper,which
he asked me to examine and report on.

“Is this another murder case? I in-
quired ; for if so, I will have nothing to
do with it; I’ve had enough of that sort
of work.

“‘No, no,’ said he, ‘itis nothing of the
kind. It is only a matter of curiosity,
which I be very much obliged if
you would wive; and if you will do
it, I will call or send for the result of your
examination in a few days’ time.’ Hav-
ing received this assurance, 1 undertook
the investigation.

“When he was gone, and I had leisure,
I put the hairs under the microscope, and
soon discovered that they were taken from
the back of a Norway rat.

“Two or three days afterwards, as^l
‘Well/ said ire, ‘has thee looked at them
hairs V

I mmi .nd I find tb.t the,

‘Well*’ Mc'aimodho are lime
hast forgotten me, but I have not forgot-
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An Incident from the Battle of Fort
Donelson.

I enclose you a copy ofone of the most inter-
esting trophies ofthe battle of Fort Donelson,
some beautiful verses that were taken from a
Southern soldier, who was shot by Corporal J.
W. Miller, Thirty-first Illinois regiment. The
copy of the versps was found in his hand when-
he was dead, together with a couple of letters
from a lady. The “Confederate Flag" was wa-
ving ten feet from him when he fell, thus verify-
ing for a time the sentiment of the 7th verse.
There is a great deal ofpathos, not only in the
poem, but in the circumstances under which it
was found.

*

Kentucky. S. A.R.

The Dying Soldier.

My noble commander, thank' God you have
come,

Yon know the dear ones who are waiting at
home;

And oht it was dreadful to die here alone,
No band on my brow and my comrades all gone.

I thought I would diemany hours ago,
And those who are waiting me never could

know,
That here with the faith of its happiest years,
My soul has not wandered one moment from

theirs.

The dead are around, but my soul was away,
Midthe roses that bloom round my cottage to-day.
I thought that I sat where the jessamines twine,
And gathered the delicate buds from the vine.

And there like a bird that has folded his wings,
At home ’mid the smiles of all beautiful things,
With sweet words of welcome, kisses of love,
Was one, I will miss, in yon heaven above.

By the light that I saw in her radiant brow,
She watches and waits there, and prays for me

now ;

My Captain bead low, for this poor wounded
side,

Is drawing my heart of its last crimson tide.

Some day when you leave this dark place and go
free,

You willsee afair girl, she will question of me,
She has kissed this bright curl as it lay on my

head;
When it goes back alone, she will know I am

dead,
And tell her the soul that on earth was her own,
Is waiting and watching in heaven alone.

My mother 1 God help her I her grief will bo
wild,

When she bears the mad Hessians have murder-
ed her child;

But tell her ’twillbe one sweet chime on my knell,
That the “Flag of my country’’ now waves

where I fell,

It is well—it is well—thus to to die in my youth,
A martyr to freedom, to justice and truth I
Farewell to earth’s hope, precious dreams of my

heart,
My life’s going out, but my love shall depart
With me on the wings that my soul has unfurled,
Going up—soft, sweet —to yon beautiful world.

iPscfUaßfflits.
•AN INDIAN ADVENTURE.'

I A Thrilling Tale.

I was tbs acknowledged belle of Clin-
ton, a small Tillage bordering on the west-
ern wilderness. I could outshoot any
one, even the old woodsmen that thronged
our village. My mother was kept in per-
petual alarm by my daring exploits) in
fact, as the old trappers said, I was oat
out for a backwoodsman’s wife. I had
two lovers then; one was Harry Gheverly
and the other Mark Rntbson. Har-
ry was a splendid specimen of an Ameri-
can backwoodsman, with a heart as tree
as steel, and to my experienced eye, he
was the very personification of manly ex-

i Mark Ruthson was to him^io

suming au air of injured innocence, he

¦SST

ten thee. Does thee recollect the trial for
murder at L assises ? I said Iwould
prove thee; and so I have, for them hain
come from the back of arat’s skin my son
sent me from Norway.’ So the old gen-
tleman was quite satisfied with the proof
to which he had put me, and I, as- yon
may suppose, was well pleased that my
skill and sagacity had stood such a queer
proof as this, and more convinced than
ever of the value of the microscope.’’

Here the doctor ended his story, which
I have given as nearly as possible in his
own words, and upon which I believe that
a thorough dependence may be placed.

11l Keep ’em Awake.
Near Newark, N. J., lived a very pious

family, who had taken an orphan to raise,
who by the way, was rather underwitted.
He had imbibed very strict views on rela-
gious matters, however, and onoe asked
his adopted mother if she did’nt think it
wrong for the old farmers to come to
church and fall asleep, paying no better
regard to the service. She replied she
did. Accordingly, before going to church
the next Sunday, he filled his pockets with
apples. One bald beaded old man, who
invariably went to sleep during the ser-
mon, partiularly attracted bis attention.—
Seeing him at last nodding and giving
nasal evidence of bis being in the ‘land of
dreams,’ he hauled off and took the astoun-
ded sleeper, with an apple, square on the
top of his bald pate. The minister and
aroused congregation at onoe turned
around and indignantly gazed at the boy,
who merely said to the preacher, as he
took another in his hand, with a sober,
honest expression of countenance : “Yon
preach, I’llkeep ’em awake 1”

tta&* “Will yon keep an eye on my
horse, my son, while I step in and get
drink ?”

“Yes sir.”
Stranger goes in and gets his drink}

comes out and finds his horse is missing.
“Where is my horse, boy ?”

“He’s gone, sir.”
“Did’ntI tell you to take care of him,

you young scamp r”
“No, sir, you told me to keep an eye

on him, and so 1 did tillhe was clear out
of sight.” '

IS* “Is it hard bottom at the foot of
the bill?” inquired a traveller of an Irish-
man coming up.

“Hard as a rook,” was the reply.
The traveller whipped up bis steed, and

presently plunged into a quagmire.
“You villain, why did you tell me it

was hard bottom here.”
“I told the truth,” said Pat; “you’ll

find it hard enough when you reach the
bottom—you ai’nt half way to it yet.”

An Irish soldier called oat to his
companion—-

“Hello! Pat, I have just taken a priso-
_>iner.

“Bring him along, then ; bring him
along.”

“He won’t come.”
“Then come yourself.”
“He won’t let toe.” ,

tSf" “I say, landlord, that’s a dirty
towel for a man to wipe on.”

Landlord with a look of amazement re-
-1 plied: “Well, I swan, you’re mighty

1 particular ; sixty or seventy of my board-
’ ders have wiped on that towel this morn-
-1 ing, and you are the first one to find fault

with it.”

1 Women—Women often lose the men
1 they love, and who lovo them. By mere

wantonness or coquetry, they reject, and
1 then repent; they should be careful not

> ’to take this step too hastily, for a proud,
f high-minded, gifted man will seldom ask
’ a woman twice. *

An old bachelor says he used to he
- terribly bitten by mosquitoes until he got

married, when the bloodthirsty villains
found out that his wife was much the ten-

-1 derest and he has not been troubled sino*.
i Talk of the selfishness of old bachelors.

. —Hi, •
I 9ST Naomi, the daughter of Knock,
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-1 ken in vain; while witty sayings are k

-) broken string.
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