- For the Agitator.

1 Love the Eventide.
BN MARY.

AP A AN PSS ALY
Aurora's beams have charms "iip trus,
And mid.day suns are brilliant too:
Yet better than their joy and pride,

T lovg the calm of eventide

The shrill-voiced songster's waking xong,
Whose notes Lhe echoing groves prolong,
Ts dear to me, yet dearer still

*T'ho notes of evening's whip.poor-will

Night's sorrow morn doth oft dispel,
And phantons flee at matin bell ;
Still, day with cank'ring care is rife,
Bre evening calm allay Hs strife.

An inspiration moraing brings,

A strange entrancemeat round it clings;
Bat brings not to wy spirit tried,

The soothing power of eventide.

1 love to roam at dawn of day

While round my head the sunbeams play,
Yet better than 8al's golden car,

Love I to walch pale cvening’s star.

Though evening emblems life’s decline,

Yet, fearful hearl, do nat repine,

1t bodeth not eternal nigh—

#A¢ eventide it shall be light ™
Lawrencerille

ﬁnj the Agitator,
REMEMBERED.

Long years ago, 1n carly Junt
When brooks and birds were in high tune,
1 saie beneath an oak at noon,

A gnarled oak of grateful shade
And at my side, a dark-eyed maid
Did hsten, and was not afraic.

Her eyes were moist witlt pea rly tears.
8he wlhispered that in laler years
We would divide our hopes and tears,

For years—long years, 1t was my dream—
An idie, 1ignis fuluus glean.
Ot moonhight, on a frozen strean.

1 passed that way when years had fiea,

1 could not find the streamletl’s beu—

Tne oak was withered, scre and deac

’ ? 3 ? *

Oft as I brush my locks of grav

1 muse upon that summer day.

The shady oak and streamlet’s piay.

G. W,

AN ARRECTING STORY,
T T  From The Cayuga Chief.
THE TABLES TURNED.

S

“He's a scoundrel 1—a base, heartless, un-
principled scoundrel and deserves to rot in
1. Don’t talk to me about pity and mercy,
when he owes me twelve hundred dollars,
aod hasn’t been the man to pay a cent of it,
Ought to pity him ™ Humph "

“You do wrong, my dear husband, 1n spea-
king so harshly of Mr. Milton. e s unfor-
lunate, it 18 true, but honest. No man staod
higher 1n this community than he did two
vears age. You cerlainlv should look more
lemently upon the misfortunes of a kind neigh.
por and bLrother in church.’

“Yes, a great neighbor and church broth-
¢r he 1s,—break down and cheat me aut of
my pay, and alter waiing on him so long,
toc.  Dont talk 1o me avou! brother, Il
nave mim turoed out, see if 1 don’’

“Supposing yon were to have bad furtune,
anc  become poof, would vou like to be
denounceg as & scoundre! by your neigh-
bors

©'} always pav my debts, An honest man
always pays s debts. Can! trust nobody
10 these times. | pever wiil sign tor & man
again as fong as | {ive

It was 1n vain thai Mrs, Wihson plead with
her angrv husband lor the unfortunate debt-
o: She sadly bowed over her work, and he
passed (0 his stor.

Willham Milton had failea, and the little vii-
1age was astit wih tne news of (he evenl,—
"I'nose who were belore his iriends, now re-
membered hat Lhey always saw something 1n
tite man which was not right,—they had ex-
pected sometning of ine kind before” e
was certainly a dishonest matr.. And so his
old neighbors turned in to give tum a kick in
s down-hill cours.

A more honorable, high-souled man than
Wiliiam Milton, never livea, He was the
soul of honor., His heari, hand, home and
purse were always open, and many were the
good decds on record 10 hrs 1avor, Nor had
ali in s neighborhood forgotten his past
poodness. While business men turned to
rend im, there were poor people who deser-
led htm no.

Muton was a crushea maco. Mislortunes
had come lhick upon im, and hus strong
spirnt at last gave way. s lovely wife had
died, and laying in her grave, with her youn-
gest-boro upon her breas..  luig son, & prom-
1sing chila of ten summers, had died & few
wecks aiter {be mothes, Iiis shop bad caught
fire aboutl lhe same Ulme, and burned up.—
Sickness came on Lo paralyze the strong arm,
and wheo AMifton agaid stood on lus feet, ev-
eryihing was & wreck. s well-lo-do neigh.
vors shunned him as though lhere were con-
lagion in his presence, and debls came upon
lim to fimsh what sickness had so sweeping-
ly commenci.

On the morning of the conversalion al the
nead of this story, he had asked emplovment
as a journeyman, and been launuingly refused.
e now sal 1o his house, his great heart swel-
lng with buterness aad dark witn gloom,—
Iie 1nvoluntarily cast biscye about as if look-
tng for a faminar counseioz, his lip quiv.
ered a moment, and & tear dropped (rom his
cheek  The wife ang two loved ones had
passed away, and bu: one of ls little flock
was lefi um.  While ne was situng dreamily
by his hearth, the door openeg, und a ragged
jorm hal! entered the room, and stood hesi-
taungly looking at him..  And then by sud.
den impulse, the bov went up to where Mil-
ton was, ans put & paper in his hall open
paim, quickly disappearing through the door
into the streel.  Milton opened the paper, and
2 hall-doliar dropped upon the floor.  Milton

reac

“You have clothed and fed the necdy ; you
have been good o the widow and the lather.
less,  Accepl lne widow's mite 1n Lhe hour of

your lroubic

The paper trembled 10 Milton’s hads, and
he bowed his head and wept. Then lifung
his lorm more proudly he arose and strode
resliessly backward and lorward through the

roos.

“No! thank God, they are not all against
me—not ali. Tne poor remember.” The

bankrupt was happier, and had agam faith 1o
humanitt

The creditors made short wark with Mil.
ton’s affaurs, for poverty finds liitle merey.—
IMis household effects did ol near pay off the
demands sgamnst nis.  Aller all had gone
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uader the bammer,thé” remorseless debtor
law came in and attsched the body, and the
high-souled Milton vas taken to the debtor’s
cell. His frait daughter followed him, and
as her pale and vasting features passed
through the streets, the light word was hush-
ed, and the more fieling yielded a tear. for
the fate of the family. It was at the iastiga.
tion ol Wilson that Millon had been arrested
and imprisoned. When his wife told him of
the pale faced daughter, and how sad she
looked as she went to the cell, a sickening,
guilty sensation crept into Wilson’s beart.—
But he was too proud to acknowledge his
wrong. The law was with bim, and he would
not relax,

Six months wore away, and 1Hfe case of
Mifton was seldom spoken of. His duughter
sickened and died in jail, and for the first
time since his imprisonment, he was taken
out—taken out to attend her funeral. As
Wilson looked upon his old neighbor at the
grave, he half made up his mind to forgive
him his debt. But he feared to retrace the
step he had taken. Milton had not asked any
favors of him, and he had no reason to ex-
pect clemency! Had the debior sued for
clemency, the merchant would have taken
great credit in opening his prison doors,

When Milion first eame into the village,
there was aa orphan boy, wild, uncared-far,
and singularly vicious, the dread of all in the
neighborhood. For some petty act laid to his
charge, he was sent to jail. Milton was jail-
er and being a keen judge of human nature,
soon found the boy had been more sinned
againsl than sinning. Pulling money inte
the orphan’s hands, and a letter to a (riend
in New Orleans, Milton unlocked the jail door,
and bid his prisoner good-bye. Fifteen years
had passed since then.

Late one summer afternoon, Milton sat in
his cell, his face buried in his hands, and his
broken spirit wrapped in gloomy thoughts,.—
‘The door was slowly opened, and a stranger
stood looking upon the prisoner. The stran.
ger was of noble form and mein, his fealures
swarthy but handsome, and his epparel of the
nichest materal, Milton stirred not suppo-
sing the jailer stood before him.

William Milton /"

The prisoner started at the sound of the
strange voice, and lovked vacanily upon the
visitor,

“You have forgotten me, Milton {”

“] know you not,” mechanically answesed
Milton.

With a quick movement, the stranger step-
ped forward and kneeled upon the floor, and
clasped the prisoner’s hands, kissing them
again and again,

“Don’t know me | ond yet for fifieen years
no waking hour has passed ihat 1 have not
thought of you as my earthly savior, From
1his same cell vou once led me forth, and
gave me money and your blessing. 1 have
come a long journey to see and bless my sa-
vior and weep upon his koee. I am rich.—
William Milton—do you hear that? 1 aAx
ricui As you helped the orphan, and open-
ed his prison doors, so shall the orphan now
do by you. 1 am ‘Ugly Mark'—Mark
Douglass.”

Milton’s eyes were streaming with tears,
for such grantude and such words had been
strangers to him for many a year, Hape,
faith, ambition agatn sprang up in the despair-
ing debtor’s heart, and he bowed his head
upon the broad shoulder o the orphan, and
sobbed like a child. Awhile the two lingered
and talked in the begrimed cell, and then

possed out arm in arm,

There was astonishment in the village when
they recognized the forgotten William Milton
eaning upon the arm of the distinguished-
1ooking stranger. The prisoner’s hair had
grown gray in lhe last years of his imprison-
ment, and his manly form had lost some of its
vigor and fullpess,

Mark Douglass and Milton entered Wilson's
store, and the former pulled his purse from
his pocket, and threw the sum, as agreed up-
on belore he eatered the jail, contemptuously
upon the counter. Then turning his black
eye upon the merchant, he slowly said:

“You once seat an orphan to Jail when he
was guiltless of wrong or of crime. Again
you sent an old neighbor to jail for no crime
but poverty. They both stand before you,—

And should misloriune ever come upon you,
James Wilson, may you find others more hu-
mane and forgiving than you have been.—
This 1s a world of changes, and disease and
bad luck may waste you and yours in such
an hour as you know not.”

A paleness crept over Wilson's face, and
before he could reply, Douglass and Milton
had passed from his store.

—

Ten years later, and two of the characlers
of our story, are again brought together. A
change has been wrought in the affuirs of

James Wilson, the rich village merchant.—
Disease has been in his houschold, and his
store and dwelling have been laid in ashes.
Financial reverse [ollowed in quick succession,
uaul all lue proporty was sweptaway, and he
found himeel( geveral thousand dollars in
debt. Driven 1 desperation, and struggling
to save his falling fortunes, he altempted to
secrete o portion of his means by the aid of
a friend. The scheme wag detected, and he
arrested on a charge of swindling, and seat
to prison. It was then the ruined man learn.
ed the bitterness of poverty and desertion.—
Not a friend would be his bail. The fickle
populace turned against him as quickly as
they had against William Milion years before,
He complained of this bitterly—he could pot
see why all his old friends should desert him
because he was unfortunate—surely that was
no crime. So reasoned the man who sent
William Milton to tha debtor’s eell. His io-
tegrity had not passed jhe ordeal as untarn.
jshed as did that of his early friend.

Dark and gloomy were the days between
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the arrest and the trial. - Wilson had little to
‘hope from the magnanimily of the- prosecu.
ting attorney, us that offivial had been rejec.
ted by one of his daughters on account of the
attorney’s poverly,. From the prisoner’s box,
Wiison looked in vain for friends in the sea
of faces, He had lost ptoperty and had oo
friends, - ”

To the ingquiry of the Court who would
defend him, Wilson snswered that he had re-
“tained none, his face burniog as he answered,
for he had no'means to employ counsel. One
and another of the lawyers in the bar, plead
prior engagements and begged to be excused
from acting as Wilson's counsel at the re-
quest of the Court. This marked reluctance
to defend him stung the prisoner keenly, and
he bit his lip until it bled, Any one of the
breed, & month before, would have most ea.
gely performed any secvice for the wealthy
merchant. :

At this juncture, a tall and museglar gen.
tileman strode up to the bar and tendered his
services as counsel for the prisoner at the bar,
The stranger’s head was grey, but his pres-
ence was singularly noble and commanding,
and his eye full and lustrous, The finely
chiseled mouth told its own story of daring,
firmuness, and iron will. ‘The prosecuting at-
torney looked o litile blenk as the distin.
guished looking gentleman took his seot with-
in the bar, and answered for his client. The
interest io the audience became intepse, lor
they expected something from so fine a look.
ing man, And the presence of that person.
age—his lofty beariog and eagle eye—was
already making interest for his astonished cli-
ent,

The trial proceeded. The counsel for the
defence asked few questions of the witnesses,
contenting himsel{’ with playing with his pen.
knife, now and then looking upon those who
swore “swilt.,” There was a tecror in his
very eye, and the swilt witnesses quailed as
they read its scornlul glance. The District
Attorney indulged in frequent coarse aggra-
valed remarks as the tesiimony proceeded.

The plea of thestranger was a most finish.
ed specimen of logic, jrony, and pathos, The
tide of feeling in the people, re-acted under
his eloquence, and rushed again to the mer-
chant. A few words, calm, but most fearful.
ly withering, crushed the proseculing attor.
ney's atlempts to wound the unfortunate.—
The testimony was picked and torn in a thou.
sand shreds,Jand strong men blushed that they
had ever doubted the honesty of the prisoner,

“You are but men,” said he to the jury,
“with the same [rail nature of him whose hon-
or you now have in your hands. You know
not your own strength. In prosperity, it is
no hard matter to present a clean sheet lo the
world it is adversity that tests men, The
strongest among you, might fall were misfor-
tunes 1o come upon you.! Misfortune or pov-
erty, are certainly no crimes, as prosperity is
no virtue, Summer wedther friends are they

.who bask in 8 mar’s {avor to-day, and when

a dark hour comes upon him, turn to heap
opprobrium upon his name. As mea Beed
mercy at the hands of him who wept over
and forgave the sios of men, so let them re.
member mercy when judging each other.—
Should either of you genilemen, by any re.
verse of fortune, ever become poor and a
subject for the debtor’s cell, and see your pro-
fessed [riends desert or turn against you, you
will experience one of life’s bitterest lessons,
and learn how cruel is the had which crush-
es and brands with shame the name of the
poor and upfortunate. God is the avowed
friend of such, and men should be ecareful
how they are less forgiving than our com-
mon Father.” )

The manner of the stranger was intensely
thrilliog, and carried the multitude for his cli-
ent, The prosecuting attorney writhed in his
scat, and in his plea, blundered continually.
He grew feverish and annoyed under the full
gaze of his powerful antagonist.

“The jury roturned a verdict of “not guilly”
without leaving their seals, and the eheriff
was ordered to relenso the prisoner (rom cus-
tody. And what a change in the manner of
the people. All were enger to take him by
the hand and to congralulate him upon his
acquittal. They were friends again! And
yet Wilson could not shut out the reflection
that had he becen convicted, the same men
would as heartily approved the verdict, as
now,

With n heart too full for uttetance, Wilson
atienipted to thank his strange friend. While
he held that individual’s hand and poured out
his broken thanks, the sheriff again arrested
him for debt. The District Aitorney had been
foiled in the criminal suit, and now determined
to have revenge at last.

“[{old a moment,” said the strange coun-
sel. “[Tow much is claimed of my client 1”

#Some three thousand dollars,” sheeringly
answered the counsel.

“Make out your papers, sir, and you cao
have your money.” :

The abashed officer proceeded to do so,
while the crowd gathered and looked on, The
stranger, from a heavy purse, counted out the
amount in bills and gold, and then handed the
reccipts to the bewildered Wilson ; afterwards
lifting his hat politely to the people and pass-
ed away. .

But the overpowered Wilson could not be
left thus, He flollowed his deliverer and per-
gisted in knowing who fo bless,

James Wilson I replied the stranger in a
snd but thrilling tone; “you have fallen as
others have fallen. This is a world of chan-
ges. While visiting the the graves where my
loved ones are, [ learned of your reverses and
the charge against you. Fiflesn years ago
there was anather poor debtor sent to jail for
no crime, and his child died there, You seat
him thers, He was poor and you oppressed
him. He was sick and in prison and you

visited him not. Never again Mr. Wilson,

forgot the “‘golden rule” ‘of the master you
serve, or oppress the poor and unfortunate.~—
The pgor debtore’ of fifteep yeat agu, owed
you. You now owe hum, = William Milton
has rewroed gopd for evil. “You will not hate
bim as yoa onca did, will you, Me, Wilson 1"

and a sweet smile shone through the taréon’

the stmnger’s face, C .
“Wjlliam Milton 7 God forgive_né, And
you are him.” Coe
“Yes, the once poor debior, but _Bow rich
man, is belore you. Go homa o Ydur fami-
Iy, Mr. Wilson, and be kind 10" all, "Wa all
need kindness and forgivengss,” =
While the tears were streaming, fast from
Wiison’s face, the stronger passed rapidly
away and disappeared, The poor, marchant
returned to his héme a better and o wiser man,
Coals had been teaped upon his back, and
from that day to the cluse of a long life, James
Wilson never forgot to do good. At night
and in the morning he invoked blessings up.
on his friend, and i kindly deeds'tothe poor
and needy, endeared himself to alf,
The tables were turned 10 his good.
A A e e

A Fortunate Kiss.

The following little story by Miss Bremer
is taken from Sartain’s Magazine, For its
tfﬁlth and reality she says she will be respon-
sible ; ’

In the University of Upsale, in Sweden,
lived a young siudeat, a lovely youth, with 2
great love for studies, but without means for
pursuing them. He was poor and without
connections.  Still he studied, living in great
poverty, but keeping a cheerful heart, and
trying not to laok at the future, which fooked
sa grimly at him. His good humor, and good
qualities made him beloved by bhis young
comrades. Once he was standing with some
ol them io the great square of Upsala, prat-
ling away an hour of leisure, when the atten-
tion of the young men became arrested by a
very young, elegant lady, who at the side of
an eldecly one, walked slowly over the place.

Tt was the daughter of the Governor of Up.
land, living in the city, and the lady with her
was the governess, She was generally known
for her goodness and gentleness of charicter,
and looked upon with admiration by the siu-
dents. As the young men now stood gazing
at her as she passed on like a graceful vision,
ono of them exclaimed :

“Well, it would be worth something to have
a kiss from such a mouth.”

The poor studesnt the hera of our story, who
was lookingintently on that pure and sngelic
face exclaimed as if by inspiration, “Well, |
think | could have iL.”

“What !” cried his friends ia a chorus,
“ate you crazy? Do you know her 1" &e.

“Not at all,” he answered ; “but [ think she
would kiss me now, il 1 asked her.”

“What in this place, before all our eyes.”

“In this place, beforo your eyes,”

“Freely.”

“Freely,”

“Well, if she will give you a kiss in that
manaer | will give you a thousand dollars,”
exclaimed one of the party.

“And 11" wAnd 1!” criedethres or four
others; for it so happened that several rich
young men werae in the group, and the bets
ran high on so improbable anevent ; the chal.
lenge was made and received in less time than
we tako to relate il, :

Our hero (my authority tells not whether
he was handsome or plain; | have my pe.
culiar idens for believing he was rather plain,
but singblarly good looking at the same timé ;)
immediately walked off to the young lady;
and said—*(min fraulein) my fortune is in
your hand.”  She looked at him in astonish.
ment, but arrested her steps, Ho proceeded
to state his name nnd condition, his aspira.
tion, and related, simply and truly, what had
just passed between him and his companions.
The young lady listened atientively, and,
when he ceased to speak, she said, blushing,
but with great sweetnesss—*If by so little a
thing so much good can be effected, it would
be foolish for me to refuse your request ;"’—
and she kissed the young man publicly in
tho open square.

Next day the student was sent for by the
Governor. He wanted {o see the man who
had dared to seek a kiss from his daughter in
that way, and whom she had consented to
kiss 8o. He received him with a scrutinizing
brow, but after an hour's conversation was so
pleased with him that he offered him to dine
at his table during his studies at Upsala,

Our young friend now pursued his studiesin
a manner which soon made him regarded as
the most promising scholar at the Univérsity.
Three years were now passed since the day
of the first kiss, when the young man was’
allowed to give & second one to'the daughter
of the Governor, as his intended bride,

Ho became, later one of the greatest schol.
ars in Sweden, as much respected for his
learning ‘as for his character. His works
will endure forever among the work of sci-
ence; and {rom this happy usion sprang a
{amily well known-in Sweden even at the
present day, and whose wealth of fortuns and
high position in society are regarded as small
things compared with its wealth of goodness
and love. ’

Nosn anv Lites.—~A sharp nose and thin
lips are considered by physiognomists.certain
signs of a shrewdish disposition.  As a grimi-
nal wasonce on his way to the gallows, a
proclamation was made that, if any woman
would marry him under the gallows, with the
rope around his neck, he would receive par-
don. 1 will,” cried a cracked voige from
amid the crowd. The culprit desired tho ea-
ger candidate for matrimony to apprach the
cart, which sha did, and he began tor exam-
ine her countenance. *Nose like a knifo,”
said he, “lips like wafers ™ “Drive on, hang.

man,”

bl ,..,\—:E'[ DR ANIE
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;" Unn &f tlm. warmest Triggnde Ihed in Cal.
culiz was Major Heath, of the British Bight.
eenth. - f¢-was tolebrated for the-aumber of
ignhn,h&&mao,anm» the alion

“being the boldest hunter ou the Petrimsula,
Ho-often - expréssed his wish (o show me a
tiger tunt; but st (htt time 1'had vo ta-

he sport. Aboot aix
.months alterwseds, however, wa met in the
Peninsuts, and I eajoyed the long wished for
opportanity of witnessiog the exciting and
dangerous amusement,

It was a bright suony moerning when we
sel toward, the thicket, 1n; which afier bej
driven from o surrounding jungle, it was q£g
a magnificent tiger had taken refuge. Qur
company convisied of the Mayor, & half dpz-
en brother officers, and myself, mounted upon
elephants; with & numerous train of natives
on foot, Whose business it would be to start
the game from its retreat. We were all
atmed with rifles, and were confident of suc-
cess. The Major howevr coolly informed us
that we mus((take our chances of a spring’of
the animal, who, when forced to abondon his
covert, would most likely single out some one
of us for his leap. Wa laughed gaily in re-
ply, and set out, T

A long ride through the jungle af last
brought us within convenient distance 1o the
thicket, and obeying the Majar's instructions,
we looked at the state of our rifles, and, then
gave orders th the mative hunters to begin.
Hitherto all had been careless gayety on our
part, but as thg danger began in good earnest
our laughter was hushed, and we sat sifently
waiting the proceeding of our allies on foot.
It was not long that they kept us in suspense.
Fairly approaching the thicket, they set up
their wild cries, and, findiag this ineffectual,
they sent their dogs into the covert, urging
them forward with shouts, and now and then
pricking them with their long spears.

A hoarse growl, or rather scream from the
inmost recrss of the covert, at this moment,
betrayed the position of the game, and con-
vinced us that the mouster was rising. from
his lair, We all stood in expectation, wait-
ing for his deadly spring, But afier a mo-
memary rusiling in the thicket, all was again
still as if the animal had risen to reconnoitre
his foe, and convinced of the overpowering
number, had sullenly retrented 1o the most
impenetrable part of his fortres. Malf an
liour succeeded in unavailing attempts to-dis-
ladge him, but save a deep growl at times
from the centre of his coveri, there was no
evidence of the monster’s neighborhood.”

“This will never do,” said the Mnjor at
length. “We must scorch the fellow out.
Hillo. Here, you villaina! why hawn't you
begun it before 1

The thicket was of no very great extent,
but apparently utterly impregnable. It was
an oversight that the lighting of fires had not
been attempted before, But pechaps the native
hunters had trusted to their mutual efforts to
dislodge the monster. Now, however they
set about it with alacrity, and in a short time
had completely surrousded the royal beas:,

A scene of intense interest ensued, which
every moment became more exciting. The

.shouts of the men, the heavy tread of the ele-

phants, the heavy crackling of the ruddy
fires, and at intervals the deep growl of the
enraged mouster, awoke in the mind sensa.
tions of strange delight not unmingled with a
consciousness of imminent danger. As the
fires became more fierce, the louder and more
{requent growls of the impatient beast warned
us lhat he would soon break from his covert,
and forgetting everything but his approaching
appearance, we grasped our rifles, keenly
fixed our eyes on the thicket, and breathlessly
waited “his desperate-spring. The hunters
meanwhile ceased their shouts, the elephants
were silently posted in convenient positions,
and nothing for a few minutes was heard but
the crackling of the fires, and the now quick
and angry voice of the infuriated monster,
until suddenly a roar was heard ; a few short
rapid leaps followed in the covert, and instant-
iy the huge beast was seen sailing through the
air, his tail streaming out behind,.and his
very hair bristling upon him in his rage.

Almost simultaneously the Major shouted,
*Look out there! Here heis! A quick eya,
boys, and a steady trigger!”

But before his warning had reached us the
tiger had alighted on our elephant, and was
clinging within a yard of me to the bleeding
side of the beast, For a moment, | confess,
I was too startled to do anything; that ins-
tont of bewilderment has almost cost me my
life. The sitvation of the monster was such
that my companions were fesrful of firing
test they should hit myself—while pative
spearsmed, dreading the despair-of the fero-
ctous animal, would not appreach near enough
to succor me, A second, however, of be-
wilderment, followed by another of cool, clear,
and thinking, and I placed my rifle almiost at
the heart of the monster and .fired. But at
tho very instant a frantic movement on the
part of the elephait, jerked the tiger so that
he parily slipped off, and I saw with horror,
that my ball had ooly grozed the upper part
of his head, inflaming him doubly without in
the least injuring him. 1 should lave had
another rifle, but when I turned to grasp i, 1
saw that in the frenzied struggle of the ele.
phant to get rid of the opponent, it had fallen
upon the ground. I had no wespon left but
my hunting kaif, and the huge beast was al.
ready collecting himself fr another spring.
My very blood seemed lo freezs within me,
.and a cold icy shiver shos through my frame,
Destitute of firearms, despairing of succor,
without the least qpark of hope, I resclved,
notwithslanding, to make a desperate resist
onca, selling my life a» dearly as I could,
All'this, however, bad not eccupied a mioute,
for the-monster was just recovering himself
for his lost spring.  But that mioute was suf-

ficiem, m:;n;db’e Ifei e:u:ld f;el his bresth upon
me==already 1 heheld. the. foam upon his lips.
Holding ¢ 7 weapoq Grniy belhts cmy i ex-

fe voice of the Major, shouting, “Lis fatee
«M—-down‘{?i jo shoing, MLt

- Mshanically obeying the instructions, and
eastiog qyself at fuil leagth on the cuslrcas,
1 howtd the noxt moment ihe shutp-crack of
the-rifle~~theq unother—and-& third echoed
h.lbe mnins\ir; tho vast monster guve 8
quick, abort movement, struggled 1o frantic-
l|l¥ s (o slfake eveq the gigantic beast on
which } rode, and almost inatantansousty fell
baclc dead upon the ground, Ho-was & per-
fect collassal, mensured filteen Goat from (he
tip of his snout to the extremity of the tail,
8Such-was my. first Stiger hunt in India.”

' Phresiology in the Palpis.
TREMNONY 6P REV, HENRY WaflD SEECHER,

Ir is very lmrd for a minister of the-gos.
pel, standiog before a promiscuous audieace,
10 deal with the facis of heir minds; snd
their inward lives. Itisa mefoacholy fact,
that men know less about that which is the-
very element of their being, than abost ang«
thing else in the world, [ suppose il  wers
to go among tho intelligent men in my con-
gregation, I could get every veriety of infor-
trstion on subjects connected with the daily
business affairs of life—uvpon questions of po-
litical economy, vpon varicus questions of
commerce, facts concerning the stroctare of
ships, steam-engines—I could collect any
amount of information on ail these, and a
thousand other kindred subjects. But when
I esk them whet is inside of themselees,
they can tell me of a great manofactory, and
explain to me the operation and ass of all
(13 machidery in it; but upon the question
of \he machisery of their own minds, they
caunot say a word, Io regard w commer-
cial matters, they know ali about them ; they
have exawmined them, they tave compared
their idens on these subjects. and bave class.
ified them, They believe themseives to ba
immortal creatures, that they have throbbing
within them a soul that shall live as long as
God himself shall live ; yet, when ] ask thems
any questions in regard to their inward na.
ture, their only reply is, “I dont koow, I
don’t kaow.” They do not koow what their
reason is ; they do not know what is the na«
tare of their moral powers ; ihey do not
definitely understand the nature or operation
of any ons faculty of their tminds .

They understand the nnture of the soil of
the earth; they know what it is capable of
producing ; they know the use of the plough,
and all the implements of agriculiure ; they
know what to do with a plant that is net
thriving, they are ekilful 1o impan to it a
fresh life, and mako it flourish. But if any
plant that cught to grow in the mind is stun.
ted and does not thrive, they cannot tefl how
to make that grow. They don’t know what
to do to bring it forth.

It is difficult for & minister of the gospef to
set forth the truth intelligibly in respect ta its
relation to the human mind, 1 thiok it is
partly because men have not been curious in
respect to themselves, and purtly on account
of the many bewildering systems of mental
philosophy that are in vogue in our day. For
il there were none of these systems except
the old schools of metaphysical philosophy, 1
would defy any man to obtain by means of
them any clear idea about the soul, for at
best they are of but litile more value than so
many cobwebs. Men may study them, how.
ever, il they have a taste for them { if a tman
loves logic and discussion, let him take one
of the old metaphysical mental philosophies,
and he will have means ol busying his mind
until he grows tired of such business, But
if a man wishes to know practically what he
is made up of, a man wishes a knowledge of
human nature for definite practical pueposes,
there is no system which will aid him in acs
quiring that knowledge like the system of
PurenoroGy ; not interpreted too darrowly
or technically, butn its relation to physiols
ogy and the structure of the whole body.—
And I may say here what [ have never said
before in the pulpit, thatthe views of the hus
man mind, as they are revesled by Pirg.
NoLoGY, are those views which have unders
layed my whole ministry § and if [ trave had
any snccess in bringing the truth of the gos-
pel to bear pracically upon the minds of
men, any success in the vigorous application
of truths to the wants of the human soul,
where they are most needed, [ ows it to the
clearness which 1 have gained from this sci-
ence, And I could not ask for the members
of my family, nor of a church, any bstfer
preparation for religious indoctrination, than
to put them in possession of such m peact.
tcal knowledge of the human soul as is given
by Parexnorocy.

T have avoided the use of the nomenclature
of Punexoroov in the pulpit as far as possi-
ble, because I did not wisli td scem to be a
mere teacher of a philosophical system, while
[ was a minister of the truthi as it is it Cliriat §
but [ have now been so long with you, that
I am jusiified in makiag this statement, X

I may say, in vegard to the objectiotis sartre.
times urged sgoinst PurENOLOGY, its tend.
ency to materialism and fatalism; that the
same object’ons may be rndd to any other
system of mental philosophy. 1 do notthink
that such objections belong to Purenoroer
any more than to any system of intellectual
science which you cart possibly construet,—
Men's mere logical end speculative reason
will always strand them upon the sands of
fatalism or matetialiam ; and it is the practi-
cal sense; the consciousness of actual liber.
ty, that redsems us from a belief of the one
or the other. Such doctrines dwell in the
kead, but never in the HaNDS,— Phrenologi-
cal Journal.

Tne PEx—in a hand that knows how to
use it, is the most powerlul weapon known,
As the tongne of the absefit, how cheering !
When the golden tints of virtue guide it, how
beautiful { Whete selfirespect gives it a new
vigor, how pleasing ! Where honor directs
it, how respected ! Where wit sharpons 1it,
liow falal! Wkhen scrutiny wields it, how
contemplible {  'Tis the weapon of the
soul,

A Funay Cass.—Ac old toper, in the last
stages of dropsy, was told by the physician
that nothing would save him but being tap-
ped. His little 20n objscted to this operation,
by saying~Father, don't let him, for you
know there never. was anything in this bouss

that lasted a week, after it was tapped.”



