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e occasionally meet, going the rounds of the papers; poems of
cxtraordinary merit, with no autliors name attached. They fiy
hisher and thither like wandering snowflakes fhosc beauty only
entchis the eye of those who appreciate the harmonies of the
spirit.  The following we caught flying past us, and it was so full
of beauty and trugh, that we determined at onee to embalm it here,
1t smacks of the right ingredicnts, and we know will comman
frequent perusal: X

What if in that sublimer state,
o w hich our soula shall once attain,
The things of earth, and time, and fate,
Shall pass before our cyes again,
8hall we review our life’sslow way,
Its wants and weariness beholding,
And by heaven's purer noon survey,
What earth’s dim twilight now is folding?

i

6, what a wondrous change wijll pass
O'erall that hiere hath scemed and been!
Darkly swe sce, as through a glass, :
What then shal) face to face be seen;
'I'he nothingnessof alt we prized,
The falshood of the love we sought,
‘The priceless'truth of hearts despised,
The worth of all we valued not!

Perchance, it shall not then be seen
‘I'hat this, ourcarthly path of tears,
8o desolate a wiste hath been |
As to the indurncr’s eye appears:
When denrctc}lghl around us breaks,
Our eyesshall read their course below,
A dreary Iin‘c of long mistnkes,
Atoned by many a needless wo.
Our youth was passed in visions fair,
In layizhing the wealth of hear;
Our manhood had the harder care
Of watching all those dreams depart.
What was there lef for sad old-age,
Except in useless grief 10 Tue
‘The errars of o pilgrimage
We eouid not, 1f we wduld, renew!
Yet an ourselves thae evil {ay,
Poor, weak artificer of wo!
Qur idols then were made of clay,
But 'twas out hand that made them fo,
We needed some diviner call,
To teach our hearts alike to shun
‘The lovely fault of trusting all,
The bitter »in of trusting nond,
‘Turn we not them with vafu disguat
From love hetrayed and faith deceived,
Nor let our hearts forget €0 trust,
When they are wounded, wrang, and grieved;
‘I'ake fiome s lesson—it is such
. As turns life’s darkness into tight:
: 0! weean never love too mueh,
If ve will only love aright

A Westeor: Shetel.

) {From ke ‘)[u;;usl Demoeratic Review.) |
John 11ill, alias Nixon Curry:
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A TRUR SKETCH OF ARHKANSAS LIFE.
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**Among the teuest frienddof the pcoi-h: of all in the present
Canvention, may be named Jobn Hill, of St. Francis.  His encray,
eloquence agd eourage, tully entitle him to the proml place he
holds, and, as we ttu<t, will long retain—that of leader of the
Arkansas Democruey ' —Laldle Heek Gazetle, 1n the days of Con-

tention.

RLoopy Arzain.—*A desperate encountre oceurred last week
in 8L Francis.  T'wo distinguizhed citizens were killed, and three
others daugerously wounded, - Fhe difliculty resaited from an at-
empt 10 arrest Johin Hill, 3 member of the last legasttare, and |
formerly of the State Cans ention, Who, 1t 13 alleged g= the nowonous | derwent a complete change,
sobber, Nixun Curry, tat conunitied such atrucines fitteen years | : -
'lng;i'm the wountany of Carclina."~Little Rock Gazelle, of May,

$1850 A THDAR, in Advance.
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At the first sotttement of the fertile delta, bordering on
the St. Fraucisco, thero came an ¢migrant, who called
himself John Hill, and who_laoon succoeded in acqujring
universa) popularity.  Although of moderate means, he
was sobor, industrious, gonerous and hospitavle; and
such continued to be his character, in the now «country
of his adoption, for twelve successive years, During all
thatlong period ke never had a personal di(ﬁcuh}"or
quarrol with auy human boing, and yet every body was
sa tisfied that such a peacoful life—singular for that Iat-
itude, was not owing to a want of courage, or deficiency
in power to perform good service, n any sort of battle-
field, for of all bear-hunters that ever pierced the jungles
of cane in #*in the great swamp,*! or descended by torch
light into the dark caves of the Ozark Mountains, he was
colebrated o3 the most fearless. )

He was repeatodly elecled to the Torritorial Legiala-
ture, where he distinguished himself by a strong impas-
sionato eloguence, as's chiof lender i the Democratic
ranhs. Ho was noxt, os we have already’seen, a mom-
of the Convention that formed the Siate Constitution;
and was elected again the eusuing year, to represent his
county in the Senate of Arkansas,

At this period commenced his second sorics of misfor-
tunes. Hill's nearest neighbors were Strongs, four bro-
thers of considorable wealth, more ambition, and if we
moy borrow the phraso of the country, **famous fighters.”
Notwithstanding their characters was so dissimilar from
that of the Pacific “*bear huuter,’ a close and cordial in-
timacy grew up between them; and Hll, in un unguard-
ed moment, made t}le elder brother, George, a confidant
as to the secrets of his previous histery, It happened that
this same George conceived a violent desire for political
distinction, and requested Hill to resign his soat in the
Senate in the illiberal friond's faver. Hill refused, and
the Srongs cospired for o terrible revenge. Writing
back to Carolina, they procured & copy of the reward
offored for Nixon Curry, the far-famed robber, and then
collecting a purty of a dozeun desporate men, they attempt-
ed to capture Hill in his own house. The latter had al-
ways gone armed with his enormous double barrei-
led shot guo, two long rifle pistols, and a knife so hea-
vy that fow hands besides his own could wield it. . The
assauit of the Strongs proved horrible to themselves. Hill
killed two of the brothers, and dangerously wounded five
of their fricnds, escaping himself unhurt, although more
than twenty-rounds of bull and buck-shot were aimed at
his breast. -

The excitement resultingjfrom ~the affair was bound.
Iess. A requisition came on from th Eexecutive or Car-
olina, domanding the surrender of Nixon Curry. The
| Goveruor of Arkansas published an additional reward for
the arrest of Johin Hill; and thus betwixt the two fires,
the victim’s chance sm{mcd perfectly hopeless. ‘

Hill’s conduct, in the crigis, was prompt aud foarless
as ever. Packing up hastily, he set out with his wife and
children, in a coinmon moving wagon for Upper Arkan-
sas, whero ho knew of a bund ‘of desperadoes that he
bolieved would protect bimi. He was overhauled at Con-
way Court House by two hundred men in pursuit, all
thoroughly armed, and some of them renowned *fight -
ors,”” Hill saw their approach on the distant pararics,
and with his doublo-barrul~that sure death-denler to
eithor man or beast, within the |range of two hundrod
yards—iastantly mugchg(l 6 me(‘al his foes. This incre-
dible bravery, joined to foar bofore inspired, by his des-
peration, affectcd the advancing, troops with such an ne-
countable panic that the wholoe two hundred sought safe-
ty ina disgraceful and rapid ﬂghil.‘ ’ 1

Soveral other atlempts wero x?ndo ta capture the dan-
gerous outlaw, all aliko ending in either ludicrous er
bloody failures. 1n the menmir]po. Hill’s character un-
Farced Yo be always on the
lookout, and, thorefore, unable to follow any steady busi-
ness in order o support his family, he resorted to tho

)
'

+ We have given the previous extracts from the oldest | uming table. He learned alsojto indulge in the fiery

und most respectable Journal of Arkansas, in order to
eatisfy overry reader, that the following narrative,
extraordinary &s some of s .incidents may ap-
poar, is no tissue of fiction. Indevd, while rola-
ting gonuine events, upd painting new scencs, we have
boen especially careful to avoid all vivid colors,—Should
this short sketch, by any means reach the forests of Ar-
kansas, the pooplo thero will deem its descriptions tnine
in comparison with the deeds of the man. The writer,
who hes Jong resided on the frontier, hias no use for fancy
in portraying its oxciting life. Simple memory will serve
him well., .

About fifty yeara ago, there lived in Iredell county,
Norh Carolina, a Presbyterian preacher by the namo of
Curry.  He wasa man in easy circumstances, of irro-

mising sons and datighters. Among these, the favorito
wwas Nixon, distinguished when a Loy for his foarless
courage nnd tonderness of his hoart alike. Heo seems
from several anocdotes of his early days, 10 have been a
child of impulse and inlense carncstuess and passion.—
When only six years of age, ho had a combat with a bul-
ly of the play ground, nearly twico his own weight, and
after suffering droadfully at las{ achioved victory, due
almost entirely to thesheer power of his endurance.
Fromi the time he was six yearsold, that is to say, from

the first sezsion he attended in the country school-house, |-

had Nixon Curry been in love. His idol was a little girl
of the samo age, and under tho tuition of the same mas-
ter. The attachment appoars to have been mutual from
tho coramencement. They stood up in one class, and al-
ways managed to stand together. During the hours of
recessy whoh the' other juveniles were amusing thom-
solves with boisterous sports, tho precocious lovers would
wander amidst leafy groves, or by the mossy margins of
the silvery rills. Forever, to eternity, and whenever, the
soft spoll of first love comes, it brings with it the bright
spirit of postry, scaltering thick starred dreams and divine
visions of beauty ovet alkthings. Even thon they exchan-
ed pledges, and discoursed in sweet, sinless whispors of
their future bridal, ) ’
And thus they gréw up in ono dolicious idontity -of
fancy and feeling. Thoir bias for cach other's society
when children, caused no pasticular remark., Such at-*
tachments are common in the country, botweon the
youth of opposite sexos, and as usual, terminate abrubtly,
onarrival of mature years. Far different however, was
the caso with Nixon Curry and Lucy Gordon. Their
passions becamo so evident at fifteen, that all further in-
tercourse was forbidden by her parents—among the
wealthiest aristocracy of Curolinn.: Then followed sto-
lea meetings by starlight, ﬁrmg‘r vows, and wilder love,

-which alwaya increases in proportion to Tts crosses; aud

like the tres of Lobanon, ssnds down its deepost root in-
to the Lieart, the more it is shaken by storms. .
Finally at seventeen, when Lucy's relatives were en-
deavoring to forco her into the arma of another, she fled
with the lover of her childhogd. They woro pursued—
overtaken; and Nixen Curry shot hisrival and one of
the proud Gordons dead upon tho spot, and thexs csoap-
ed with hip bride, although hotly chased by more men,
a0d found an asylum in the Alloghany Mountains, noor
the !Op'rce of the Catawba. Hero, under the plea of ne-
cessity, lie ombraced the profession of s robber, and ren-
dered hts name famous by the number nnd astonishing
boldn ese of his exploits, Weo may record it, not as a
matter of merit, perhaps, but for the sako of historical
truth—1ihat the young bandit never was known to por-
Pelrats any déed of murder for the purpose of plunder—
though ho did several to avoid arrest. At length tho e
mor of his daring folonies coased suddenly, and notwithe
Manding a reward of five thousand dollars was offered for
his apprehznslon, by the Gevernor of the State, he-was

heard of 1o moere in North Carolips, -

that burned like firo, and smelt of sulphur.

stimtlous of ardent drink, and his disposition, necessarily
sourod by recent events, became| quarrelsome in tho ex-
treme. Porhaps there nover was a man, excepting only
that Napoleon of duclists, James Bowie, who was more
heartily dreaded. [ have myncl} seen persons of un-
doubted courago turn pale, moroly at the appoarance of
his gigantic form, broadly belied gnd bristling with pis-
tols. He was waylaid and shot at a number of times,
vet still escaped without a scar. |But this could bo con-
sidered 1o wonder, for cven brave men’s hands shook
Wwhen they saw him, and shukingl hands generally make
very poor shots. ,

During the Scptomber term, 1843, of the Circuit Court
for Pope county, in which Hill resided, he got out of bed
one morning uncommonly gloon)y, and, while ot the
breakfast table, suddenly burst iuto tears. o

#What is the matter, my dear?" asked Lucy-—that
beautiful Lucy, who had formerly left her woalthy home
in Carolina for the robber and robber's cave.

] have had a droadful draum‘.".answeud the hus-
band, shuddering at the recollettion: *I saw George
Strong in my sloep, and he kissed| me with™ his pale lips,
Tam sure

I shalt dio before sunset."
*FThen do not go to court to-day.” asid the wifo in ac-
conls of earnest entreaty. |
“But I will? roplied the husbm!)d firmly. *When a
man’'s time is come, he cannot hir.fa from death; besides,
it would be the act of'a coward to 'do so, if one possess
the power.” Then addressing hig‘ son, a fine intelligent
boy of thirteen, ho continuoed; *Bi)), you see my gun!™
pointing his fingoer as he spoke to the great double bar-
rel hanging on buck horas over th? door; **practice with
that overy morning, and the day ypu are sixteen, shoot
the loads of buth barrels into the man who will this day
kill your father.” .
*Yonder comes Mose Howard; he will protect you,
Pa,’” remarked Mary, Hill's eldgst daughter, alovoly

girl of fifteen, who wes to be married the next day to the

youth approaching. T
Hill and Howard departed; Lucy with tears, and Mary

_blushiug. both calling outas they left the gnte, **Take
good caro of hitn, Mose, aud be sufe and bring him back

to-night.*’ : . )
“Nevor fear,”” anawered the youth with a laugh;
«Hill will never dio til} { kil him.}?
«Then he will live forever,” relgrted Madry, langhing
also. i S ‘.
As soon as the friends reached tl,e village, Hill began

-1 and growli

to drink deeply, and manifesicd mare than ordinary anx-
jety for n combat, insulting everybody that crossed his
path; and ali the youth's eutreaties; failed to pacify him-
At last the desperado sworo that he wonld clear tho conrnt-
houso; and immediately entering \Yith s furious counts-
nauce, and a threat as to his purpose—judge, lawyers,
jury aud spectators, made a genoral] rush for the door,—
One old drunken man ulone did not run as fast as Hill
wishod, and he eprang on the i mbe‘éilo wrotch, and com-_
meonced beating him unmercifolly. 1

Howard then caught liold of his futare father-in-law,
(alas! who was never tobo!) and attemptoed to pail him
away. ’ I T

With eyes red, and glarivg like a'mad dog, Hill turn-
ed upon his friend, and with n single blow of his fiat fell-
od him to the floor; then following up the violent act, he
fenped upon the youth, and began a|mast ferocious bat-
tory. In vain Howard endeavore 4 1o escape, arying on
in toncs of besseching horror: ’

“For God’s sake, cense! Hill, don't you know me?,
Yourfriend Mose! - Remember Mary.” ’
Hill's anger only increased, titl fihslly he 'thrnﬂxhh
hand to his belt, and clutched s pistol.~” And then How-
ard's blood also boiled, and he resol rod to fght for his
life. He wasofas powerf ula fuTe es_the' other, h

, o

e,

only person in Arkanaas to bo compared with the despe-
rado in physical strongth. : s .
Howard grasped the barrel of the pistol as. Hill cocked
it, and the woapon oxploded in their hands without inju-
ry. Ouco‘more they clenched, aud the most dreadfu
strugglo ensued ever witnessed in tho West.: The ad-
vantage shifted feom one side to the othor for thé spaco
of five minutes, till both were bathed in streams of thoir

the windows of the log court-house, were struck with
wondor and awe. At length, while writhing and twis-
ting like two ragiug serpents, the hundle of Hill's huge
bowie knife, unthought of praviously; protraded from be-
neath his hunting-shirt. Both saw it at the same timer
and both attompted to grasp it. Howard succecded:
quick as lightning he drew the keen blade from the scab-
‘bard, and sheathod it up to tho hilt inthe bosom of his
friend and his Mary’s father:

of strango sweotness, that remained on his featuros oven
.after he was a corpse. He then sank down and ex-
pired withont a groan, .
*"Howard gazed on him there as he lay, with that sin-
guler smilo on his face, and his glazed eyos open. And
then, awaking with a start, as if from some hgrrible vi-
sion of the night, the poor unhappy youth, folf headlong
on the body of his friend, crying in tones tbnk melted
many a hardened spactator into tears, “Great God! what
have I done?” Ho kissed the clammy lips of the doad;
wot his cheeks with a rain of unavailing sorrow; essayed
to staunch the bloody wound with his handkerchief; and.
then, apparently satisfied that all was ovor, sprang upoen
his feet, with a shout, or more properly n scream. * Fare-
well, Mury, vour father is frone, and [ am going_ with
him;** and turning the point of the gory kaifo toWvards
his own breast. would have pluuged it into his heart,
had he not been prevented by the bystanders, who had
now'crowded into the room. ’

The same evoning Mose Howard disappeared, and
was hieard of no more for nearly two yenrs, when a horse-
trador brought back ‘word that he had seon him in San
Antonia, Toxas, |

When tho shocking news renched Hill's family, the
beautiful Mary burstinte a wild laugh. She isnow in
the Asylum for the Insane at New -Orleans.

It will bo remombered that the fallon desperado had
enjoined i( on his son 1o slay the slayor of his father on
the day ho should arrive al sixteen. Without any such
charge, vengeanco would have been considored by that
boy as a sacred duty; for on tho frontiers the widows of
tho slain teach vengeance to their children, and occasion -
ally execute it themselves. ’

“Accordingly, Bill Hill prac(iced, with his fathor's gun
every day for 1wo successive years, and this even before
he had any rumor as {o tho place of Iloward's refuge.—
Ho thon learned that his foe was in Texas, and two
months beforo he was sixteen aot out to hunt him np.

At tho end of four months, Bill Hill came back; and,
hauging up the double-barrels in their old buck-liorn
rack, answered his mothor’s enquiring look: **Mother,
Moso is dead; 1 let him have both loads, though I cried
before I done it, and afterwards too; ho looked so mis-
erable, pale, and bony as a ekeleton. Y

“*Poor Mose!” said the mother wesping; but it could
nctbo helped. The son of such a brave man as Nixen
Curry must nover bo calleda coward; and, besides, it
sas your father’s order.”

A GENTLE WHISPER TO HUSBANDS.

Husband, think of the guod qualities of your beloved,
not of her bad ones; think of her good common seuss,
her industry, neatnoss, order; her kinduess, affability,
and above all, her ardent piciy. her devoteduess to things
heaveuly and divitie. Suppose you had a slattern for a
wifo, a alipshod hussy, a gossip, a ronl tefinagant, whose
tonguoe was not merely a triphammer, but as tho forkoed
lightnings! so that even the houso top'would bo a thank-
ful rotrent from hor unmitigated fury! Suppose all this,
and still more, then say has not God doulrinﬁqilély bet-
tor than your descrts.

“But sho is not all I could wish.”’

Marvellons! wonderful!
could wish? Turn the wallet. Suppose you cast
an ‘eyo within and withont, view your own uglinoss, and
crooke@css, and blackness? How many things does
your boloved wife soe in you that she-has reason to des-
pise as mean, sclfish, miserly, grovelling? Are you nlil
that she could wish? Far from it. But this prying into
nnd scanning each othor’s faults hypoeritically, is altv -
gether wrong and will always keep you on tho hatchel,
fidgety, and rickety. Bolter a thousand timoyw, study
each other’'s graces and goud qualities, andeavor to
corroct the faults of oue anothor in the spirit of meokness
and love. Tho cause of all this brickering, and sparring
and jurring, and spitting, twitching, and hitching, is want
of love. Love covereth a multitude of bleniishes. Let
the heart bo filled with love, and tho little faults which
now appear mountaina will bé,awallowxed up, or becomo
as mole hjlls. A husband who is always complaining

h\»g. and snapping’ and snarling, is lbnough to
crush a hoart of stecl, or sour the mind of an angel, The
fomale heart is tender, soothing, sympathetic, lovely.
Husband, speak kindly to your boloved— ‘

Bpeak kindly to Ilqr._ Litite dost thou know h

What utter wretched what helpless wo,
Hang on those blggi wor‘lqn. that stern reply;
The cold dcmcnnor,'ﬁxd [cproving eye,

The death steet pierces not with keener dart,
Than unkind words in woman's trusting heart.

The frail being by thy;side is of finer mould; kecner
her sonse of pain, of wrong; greater her love of tender-
ness. How delicately tuned her heart; each rude breath
upon its strings complains in lowest notes of saduess, not
heard, but felt. It wears away her lifo like a deop un-
dor curront, while tho fair mirror of the changing sur-
faco gives not one sigh of woe. Dlan, put away uabelief,
banish that gourness and mor and sullenness,
put on a smile of swéet affoction, exhibit kindnoess, ten-
derness, sympathy and love; and rest asqured, your wife,
if not areal termagant, will rociprocate, clasp yon to her
bosom in affection’s grasp. Your mouth will he filled
with laughter,—your d i ﬁl;d!idﬂ.l iustond of a pan-
demonium, will be a littls paradise. Your little ones will
gothor around you as olive plauts—Dblooming sweetly in
all the beauty and freshness of epring. Map, try it—
Golden (Ky.) Rule. ‘1 ) :

" Tao Bap-—Atuost —The Sunday Atlas of New York,
tolls its readers that, Whi:lo walking on the edge of tho
town a day or two ago, il saw soveral boys engnged in
porpetrating a murder of one of those harmless reptiles
called water snakes, which waslying in the ditch by the
rond sido. They had thrown soveyal stones at the crea-
ture, and paused to dispute whother the vital spark-had
fled, or it was only “playing possum.” At this moment,
o very respoctable and “skilful physician approached in
his carringo, and sesing a small crowd gatherod by the
wide of tho ditch, he slopped his horss and inquired what

| was *going on.”” The circumstances were rolated to

him by the boys, who wers stili dobating whether it
would bo nocessary to throw & forw moro stones at thelr
victim, to prevent all chances of recovery, Aunother

snoke was now seen approaching that which was partly
killed, and ‘moved about as if to ascertain the Pextent of
the injuries it had recoived, **That,* said the physician,
who was Jookifig on from his carriage, *‘that Ia the anake
‘doctor!” -+Is it7" cried. the boys; *'then come olong,
Jaks; it's no use to throw ‘another etone;. if the doctor 3-
tending him, he's as good as dead, and all h-—11 conldn’t
save him!** The medical gentleman gave his horss ®
| wavare stroks with the; whip, and went off at « brisk can+
tor; tho boys Jefi in an opposite direction, perfectly sat-
tiafied that the quake doclor would give a good account of

his pationt? -

* SATURDAY MORNING; OCTOBER 6, 184

own blood. Even tho bystanders, looking on through )

The dream is fulfilled,” exclaimod Hill, with a smile |-

And are you, think, all she '

%tunﬁfumjﬁt fur tbe émﬁnn‘

ABONGFTOR AUTUMN.

BY R, i1, STODDARD,

A song for the autuinn tiwe,
‘The merry old autumn gie;
Bummer is over at last, .
And past {s her flowery prime. , N
Bhe was well enough {n her way,
Doing ler beat while here,
- But sbe can’vcompare with Autumn, |
* The merty old king of the year,

. Ti:e days are a-growing cold,
'("Tis Autumn a month to-day,)
The winds are a-growing bold— ™
How they swagger and aweep away,
8haking the bare old trees, :
Chasing the yellow leaves,
§houtlng aloud in their glee—, .
\Whistling beneath their eaves.

M‘cn riin in the crowded street,
Brisk in this biting weather,
Btanping to warnm their fect,
Rubbing their hands together;
What a saucy wind it is,
PincHing their noses blue;
I'P\V they shiverand s‘lmkc i’ the cold,
‘And yet they're a-laughing, too!

The women and girls at homne
llAre erowding around the hearth;
Tbhe boys an playing out doors,
" Shouting nloud in their mirth, d
Buttoned up to the chin,
‘Cheir caps wrned over their ears,
Andr ing to reason tl ves—
Their eyes o'erflowing with tears.

Oh, the autumn days are so pleasant,
Andthen there's the autuinn night—
Howe, and the loved dnes about us,
And the fire a-blazing bright;
Kate itain the cotner peeping
Through her fingers at little Joe,
And Will is piting on fagots,
‘i«h his face in a rudy glow,

And 80 the days and nights
Of the merry old autumn glide—

The pleasantest one in the year—

~ . 'They’re worth all the others beside,

8pring and suner are bright, !
And they tell that autminn is sere,

But they can’t compare with him—

. The merry old king of th ycnri

Rizeellany, from Grave to Gy,

THOSOHOOL MISTRESH

BY MRS, . M., SEYNOUR.

“The school ma’am’s coming; the school mn'nLn 's
coming;* shouted o dozen voices, at the closo of helf
an honr’s watchiug to catch n glimpso of our teachor.—
Every eye was turned toward her with a most serutiniz-
ing glance; for the children oz well as othera always firm
an opinion of a porson, particularly of their toachers at
first sight. ' | )

sHow tall she is!”” oxclaimed one.

«Oh, don’t she look sweet?” cried another.”

*Ho, L ain't afraid of hsr, nor a dozen like her!’ cried
the “big boy» él‘ the school. |

*Ngs. I either,” cried tho big boys ally; “1 could
“fick? hor easy crough; could’nt,you, Tom?*

“Yes; and | \‘vill. too, if she goes to touch mo."

*Hush!" cricd one of the girls, **she will hear you.”

By this time she had neasly reached the door, around
which wo were clusterod, and every oyo was fixed upon
her face with an eager yet half bashiul guzo, uncertain,
as yot, what verdict to prenouncoe upon hor.

*Good morning, children,* said she, in the kindest
voice inithe world, while her faco was lightad with the
swaotest smilo imaginable. **This is a beautiful morn-
ing to commence school, is it not?”

[ know 1 shall love hor,” whispored a littlo petin my
ear. -

Wo all followed her iato the schoolroom, except Tom
Jones and his ally, who waited until the reat were seat-
ed, and then came in with a swaggering, noisy gait, and
a sort of daro-devilsaucy look, as much aa-to say, ** Who
cares for you?"

Miss Westcott Jooked at them kindly, but appearod not
to notico them fusther. ' Aftor a shost prayer, and read-
ing a chapter in the Bible, sho passed round the room,
and mado some inquiry of each one in regard to thom-
solves and their studies. I

**And what is your namo?* sho asked, loying hier hand
upon Tom’s head, while be sat with his hands jn his
pockets, swinging his fect backward and forward. | _

*Tom Jones!* shonted he, at the top of his voice.

“How ofd are you, Thomas?”’ she nsked:

**Just as old sgain as half,” answered Tom, with a
saucy laugh. .

**What do you study Thomas?” '

“Nothing.”

“What books have you?"

*None.”

Without appearing at all disturbed at his roplics,

Thomas, and, if you willstop a few wminutes after school,
this uﬂernoan.\ wo will talk ovor a littlo plan that [ bave
formed.” i
This was a mystery to all, and particularly Tom,
could not comprehend how he could be usefuf to/any
ono, omd for the firat time in his life he felt that hy'was
of some importanco id the world. Ife hadjhad no howme
trainitig; no one had over told him he could bo'of any
ueo or do any good in the world. No one loved him,
and of couse he loved no one, but was one of those who
belioved he had got to bully his way through the waild.
He had always been called tho bad boy ut achool, pud he
took a sort of pride and plensure in heing feared by
,the children and dreaded by the teacher,

Mise Westcotl at onco comprencndod his wholo char-
scter, and bégan to shupo her plan accordingly. , 8he
maintained that a boy, who at, tvelve years old made
himself feared among his school fellows, was cupable of
being made something of. Herotolore all influence had
conspired to make him bad, and perhaps a desperats
character. Sho was determined o transforin his char-
acter by bringing opposite influcnces to work on him,
and to effoct this, she muat first guin his confidence,
which could bo done in no better wuy than by making
him feel that she placed confidonce in him.. When
school was out, more- than half the scholars lingered
about the'deor wondering what Miss Wescott could bo
going to say to Tom Jounos. He hud ofton beon bid re=
main after school, but it was always to receive a punish-
ment or & severs lectore, and nine timos out of ten he
would jump ont of the window, bofore half of the schol-
"ars were out of the reons; but it was evidently for a dif-
forent purpose that he was to remain now, and ao ono
wondered more what it could bo than Tows himself.
*Don't yon think, Thomas, that our school-:vain would
be n groat desl pleasanter if we had some evergreens to
hatig around its something to mako it look choorful®" in-
quired Miss Westcolt. ‘ :
#Yea'rn, and I know whero I ean' got plenty of them.’®
#Well, Thomas, if you will have soms here at eight
.o’clock ta-morrow morning, T wili be here to help you
put thém up, and we will give:the children a ploasant
surprise; and here sre somie-books I will giva you,
Thomas; you may put taem ina your own drawer; they
nro what I want you to study,” "

\

1

“But1 can’t study geography and history,’” exclaimed
Tom, confusedly. *I never did.”

*“That is the reason why you think yon cannot,’ re-
plied Misy Westcatt.  *1 um quite suroe you can, and you
will love theus 1 know.* !

**Nobody over cared whether 1 learned anything or not
before,"” suid T'omn, with some emotion.

**Well, 1 care,”” said Miss Westcot!, with sarnestness;
**you are capable of becoming a great and good man; you
ara gow forming your character for life, and it depends
Jupen yourself what you bscoms. The poorest boy in
the country has an equal chance with the -wealthiest,
and his chunces are inore favorable for becoming emi-
uen’, for ho learns to-depend upon himself. I will assist

* | you all I can in your studics, Thomes, and I know you

will succeed; remember that | am your friend, and come
to me in every difficuliy.” ,

" ‘Poms Jones hadi not been brought up, he had eome up
because ho had boen born into the world and could’nt
help it; but as for,any mnentsl or moral training, he wasas
guiltloss of it as| wild bramblo bush or a pruning kuife.
His futher was an intemperate, bad man, and his mother
wus a tofally ineflicicut woman ' At home he received
nothing but blows, and abroad nothing but abuse. His
bad passion;s wera therefore sll excited and fostered; and
his good oﬁcs were never called out.  He always expect-
ed that his teachorsavould hate him, so ho whetted anew
his combative power to opposo them, and he made up
his mindto turn tho *-usw schiool ma’am’ outof doors.”
Whoen, therefore, Miss Westcott declured that she was
glad to have him in Licr achool, lis was nmazed; and that
she should manifest an interest for him, and give him a
set of pow bouhs, was completaly imeomprohensible to
him. Miss Westeott understood his position and char-
acter, and deterwined to modify them. She felt that ho
was equally capable of good and bad nctigns though the
bad preduminated.; She knew that his nctive mind must
bo busy. One might us well think of chaining the light-
ning os binding 'down by force that wild spirit to his
books. She would give hun employment, but such as
would call out a now set of ideas and thoughts. He must

and that ho was not guided slone by his owp wayward
will, and yet thero must bs no appearance 'of restraint
upon him;-he-must choose to do good. :

Tom Jones went home that night with L new feeling
in his breast; for-the first time in his lifp he folt that he
was capablo of risiug above his present condition, and
becoming momethiug greator and better than he then was,

His mind bocawe inundated with new and strange
emotions, and like a mighty river turned from its course,
bis thoughts and cnergies from that hour sought a new

direction. -

The next morning he was up with the dawn, and
when Miss Westcott arrived at the school house she
found Tom therp with his evergreens. :

*Good morning, Thomas,” she said kindly. *And
50 you aro here boforo me. You must have risen early;
and you have found somo beautiful evergroens. And
now if you will holp e hang them, wo will have' the
room all arranged by nine o'clock.* l

I havo brought a hamnmor and some nails,” said
Tom; 1 thought we should need some.”

**Yus, s0 we shall. I am glad you tliought of them,”
ropliod Misa Wesleott, ' ‘

That day pvoryscholar: looked amazed ito wee Tom
Jones actually studying his book, and to hear him an-
swer soveral quéstions corrucily; and they were still more
confounded whei at rocoss Miss Westcott said, **Thom-
as, yYon will tuke curo of the linle children, will you net,
and seo that thoy do not got hiurt? You must be their
protector.”” - - R -

One would-have as soon thought of setting a wolf to
guard a flock of lamba, as Tomn JSones to take care o
the little children. '

“Woell,"” oxclaimed Sam Evens, I nhvc; saw such a’
schoolma’am bofurs in all the days of my life. Didyou,
Tom?'* : P

**No,” rephiod Tom, “but I wish I had, and I wonld
have boou a difforent boy from whut I am new, butl am
goiug to study now, and learn somothing. Miss West-
cott says I can, und [ ain determined to try.”

1t was mstonishing to obuerve tlro offect that Miss
Westcott's treatmont of Tom had upon ‘!ho‘\ scholars.~—
Thoy began to cousider him of gome importance, and
to fee} a sort of respeet for hiw, which lhe)l, manifestod
first by dropping the nick-name Toni, aud_substituting
Tommy, which revealed cortainly 8 m ses kindly focling
toward him,

- In Joss than a week, Miss Westeott had ‘her school.
completely under lier control. Yot it was by llove and
rospoct that she governed, und not by an iron rule. She

moved among her s:holurs u very quoon, and yet she so

gainod their confidvnce and estvem, that it dl“d not scem

to them submission to another's will, but the promptings

of their vwn desirc to_pleus ire.  Oae glance of ier dark
eyo would bavo quelled an insurrection, aund one smilo
madsthom happy for a day,

Julis Westcott taught school with a realization of the
respousibilitios resting upon her, and sho bent heraneE
gios to fulfill thewm.  Carclully and skifliully she unlocked
the soul’s daor, aud gave nsearching glance within, in or-
der to understand its eap icities and cupabilities, and thén
shaped her course ateordingly. ‘The desponding and in,
active sho eucum;m I the ohs(in.':a she subdued; to tho
vislling an\l ficklo she taught aatrongiself-roliance. She
cucouragedtho one ruin drap to do all the good it could,
and the rushing torrent sho wn d where it would l'u,ru/l-
ize, rather than destroy and devastate, o

Thore are in’ every Im‘houl como dormant encrgies,
which, if aroused, might shake the world, Thore are
emotions and passious, whieh if 1ot loosa, will, like ‘the
lightuing’ of heaven, scatter ruin and blight, but'if controli-
ed, may, like that clement, bocomys the ‘messenger of
tho'ts to the world.  In that head that youcall dull, may
lid some shunbering passions like somepent-up volcano;
open the closad crator, and seo if there do not belch forth
flames which your own hand cannot stop. Put helins-
may and pilot to that wayward mind which floats at the
merey of win.d und wave in the wide soa of thought, and
you will gee it bearing its coarse boautifully upon the
waters, and anchoring at1ast in a quiet haven, laden
with the riches of the carth.  Call out tho train bands of
thonght that lie lurking under the henches of the school
reom, artn und equip them for nction, aud giv& yourself
. the word of comand and loed on, and see if thers be
- not vigar enough to scalo those furtressos of kuowledgo
‘whidh now riso like dark mountaius before them. Thero
-is not & school room where there is not energy'and vigor
and thought onough, if doveloped and directed, to revola-
't‘onizo the world. ‘Thero ure genusis which burst forth
like a spring from tho mountain, and thero are also streains
‘as beautifal aud puro, far, far, down in the oarth, which
‘will flow on- forevor in their darkened conrse, unless
somo excavating haud digs away tho heaped piles’ of
entth above them and than their guslics up an’ unfailing
well of pure and sprinkling waters, -The eculptor may
forin from the block of marble bafore him, either anget
or dovil: so the soul muy bo mado either a sefaph’s home
or a.demon’s haunt; and do you not know, parent teacher
that it isyour hand that fashions the ahade, and beckons’
thither the visitani? T

1 havo seen a father mourn over hin bosottod son, when
his.own -hand préssed first to his chitd’s lips the heilish’
. draught that sets his soulon fire. [ havossen & poorlons
! tother weop as if herhourt wonld break; over hor ruined
jdols. Vet that mother’s simile benmped first wpon the

coming footeleps of tha destrayer, and her voice warned
! not hor child of danger. -In'that day, when.God shall
bring .czry thing into judgment, will uol thy curses

feel that ho was doing good to others und for othera? sake, ||
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which rang so fearfully in the offender’s ears in this world
roll back with crushing weight upon thoss who fulfill not
their responsibilities to theih when young? Who koows
that every murderer might not have Leen a minister of
mercy to wretchod thousands? He was not bora & mur-
derer: that sweet bliue eye had no fisudish glare, as its
baby face reated upon its mether's bosom—that little hand
bore no staiu of blood as it clapped them in childish gles,
Mother, remember that earncst eye which mirrors thine
own glance so lovengly, will ever reflect ths light thou
givestit, A akiliful farmor first prepares his ground snd
then planta such sced as is adapted to the soil;
and shall wo bo loss careful to make & fit dwel-
ling place for the **thoughts of immortal mould,”
thut spring up in the soul? and shall we not care
and know what seed is sown in .those immortal minds
which aro hearafter to ba judged by their fruits) The
sower iu the parable sowed good seed; but that onlky which
fell tpon good ground bore fruit: had the thords been
rootod vut and the soil onriched, would not the other field
have yielded o harvestalso? I hivé seenateacher myko
his cutrance into a school by reading a 1'st of rules of
two or three feet inlength: *Ypu'must ‘do this—you
must do that,” without a singlo reniark npon thé properie.
ty or impropricty, the why and wherefore of the thing,
‘but only “you mustdo it.* "

You might as well expect to cure a man of stealing or
pelting hins with Bibles.  The truth coriainly hinte hard .
enongh—and 50 would stones:—lot o man feel the beauty
ac well as the vivlence of the law, aud he will be quite as -
apt to profit by it. a .

Julia Westcott uttderstood htrrian nature, She made
it a study, as every teacher oight to-du.  She rooted out
error and projudico from Sthe' miudé of her pupils,
stiowed them the evil of sin and the beauty of virtue, the
advantages of educilion and the consequences of ignor-
ance, taught them their own capabilities and responsibili-
ties, and she adapted herl instructions to their capacitics
and necossitics. And thus sho wont on- year afteg yoar,
scattering good sved into good ground, and 'she has_re-
peated en abundont harvest.

From many a hup[\py homo and )ligh place comes a
blessing upon her, and there is no one who breaths b er
namo with greater reverence,’or remember her with more
gratefu! atfection, than *“Tom Jones,”” who has filled with
eminent nbility, one of the highest judicial effices in_the
union, and who freely ackonowlodges that he owes hia
present character and position entirely to her treatment
and instructions.

Truly, **he that gosth forth weeping, and bearing pro-
cious sood, shall come again- rejoicing, bringing his
sheaves with hiw.” ) :

U

,“THE SUMMER 1S ENDED."; -

The time of Song and Flowers has como and gone,
and the 'gentle breozes! of an approaching Autamn are
heard sighing e’er the withered beds of decaying flows
ers, and through branches of leafloss trces, where the
morry bird trilled forth its richost songs. The melody of
bubblfing brooks is drowned in the passing,. winds; the
quict, gentle grove has been stripped of its graen roof;
the hill und valley are fast losing their summer loveliness,
and the leaf is senr and yollow. L

Since "lust our choeks wero fanned with the cooling”
winds of Autumuo, what @change has come o’er the do-
mestic hoarths of many of us! What dear domestio
aceres have beon broken assunder—ihe hesrt’s idol Iaid
fow in the dust!—and fawiliar faces been buried in the
cold abstruction of _the tomb! -The sirange disczse, '
whose track in tho Old World was marked by grief and
desolation was wafted to our beloved shores, and its com-
ing was tho signal for moaning subsand crushed hepes-
Our goodly city wag.not exempt from s ravages,

For more than three mouths, its poisoned shafts were
fixing their envenomed points in the hoatts of thousands!
Sobbhing aid wailing were heard in the deserted sireeta!.
And now, ns the it sighing of the Summer winds are
dying into an echo, tho notes of woo and sorrow are atill
heard in our city. Hearts bereft of their idols; s father
weoping for the absent one; a wifo for the cheering smile
of him who won her early love—a daughter, for that
mother whoso only fault wasiin the kind induigence to
this bereaved child; the'son.% whose hopes have been
stricken by tho sudden taking off'of a kind father. .To
such as have fvlt the fatul toych of this terrible diseasa,
Autumn has an unwelcome gound. Then the  ripened
fruit and golden grain will bo%unheeded by thess *‘sor-
rowing oucs **  ‘Their hearts twill hoar no music in the
journeying winds of Heaven, as they tell man that anoth-
er Season has rolled away—ihat another Summer is en«
ded—that the gleaner for the grave has baen busy with_
friends and noighbors. No—no—they wept in silence:
for the beloved objects that cail never choer them again
‘n this world. The Autumn time has come—and Song
and Flower have vanished! Wjo shall teach us to for-
got tho heart's anguish~—the heart’s wies?—Cincin-
nati Chronicle.

.Y

Westeny Evoquasce,—Arkansas has its literaturo—
its lawyers—the latter of whom loom up theirlogal effects’
occasionally in this style:

#By highty! your honor; I shall burst my heart. Here’s
a man I’vo known evor since 1 was knee high to a
warming pan, cruelly charged with stealing a shirt. I
know him well; und he’s as honest as yon are.  If ho's ',
ns houest as you are, it’s an insult o the profession to
call him a thief. And you kuow it is as well as I do.—
My bloud flows through my veins, when I bear the ow-
dacious columnant | poczs with ;(ago ‘and am almost a
good mind to leavoe the bar and ke to coopering, Steal
ashirt! he's got six at home, and ono of em is on my

Lback at the present minute. 1'm proud to borrow onoy

or alf, of so umialle citizens, and 1 feel that the Consti-
tution of our country is entirely inndokate to the perfec~
tion of the masses, whon a man bke that can be fiercely

Why Judge, you dont believe it, I know you don't.—-
Discharge the geatleman prisoner, and lot’s hker,”” !

A Kissixa Cantwars.—A good story is told of Major
—— when a candidate for county office in Mississippi.
Ho waos traveling the county in order to make or renow
an acquaintance with his “respected frionds aud fellow
citizens,” (n pructice by-the-by becoming rather disgust-
ing than otherwise.) Amoung others, the Major ealled
on farmer B., who met him et the door and invited him
in with all his usaal, blunt cordinlity. Ina fow minutes
he comely wife aud handsomo daughter mads their ap-
pearance. My wifo, Major " The Major arcse,
snd powed. “Kiss her, Major,’” coutinued Mr. B., and
‘the Major gracefully aaluted the dame. **My daughter,
Major —.” Again the candidate bowed a8 gracefully
s possible, and emiled moatblandly. *Kiss Aer Mnjor
~e.’” Tho Major was a little surprised, but not abash-
ed, and saluted the young lady with all the modesty and
grace which ho could muster. **Well Mnjor,”” aaid
Farmer B., **you have kissed'-my wife, and you have
kissed wy daughter, suppose you now kiss me” The
Major dlushed-—and fainted. :

UxpzrLirr.—[learing a inan complain that political pa-
pers of all kinds *had becomo euch liars, that for -his
part, ho did not beliove any of them," reminds ono of
the old story of tho miller and hia three sons. Cotning
fnto the mill, and finding & grist in the hopper, the old
man ericd out—*Tom, havo you tolled thia grist?"—
«Yes, sir.””  “Bill, have you tolled thia grist!”® *Yeos,
sir.”  *Saim, have you . ‘telled this grist?” *Yeasir.**
*‘You aie all a pack of scaundrels,’’ says the old man.—

*1 don't believa a word you say— DIl toll it myselfs"

churged with stoaling anether garment—Massey on mo -

‘




