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«FEARLESS AND FREE.”
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LUOCY HOOPER,
BY J. 6. WAITTIER.

They tell me, Lucy, thou art desd—
That all of thes wo loved and cherished,
Has with thy summer roses perished ;

And leRt, s its young beauty fled,
An ashen memory in its stead-—

The twilight of a parted day
Whers fading light is cold aud vain;
The heart's faint echo of a strain

Of low, swoet music passed away.
Thattrue snd loving heart—that gift
Of & mind, sarnest, clear, profound,

Bestowing, with a glad untheift,

Its spnny light on all around,

Affinifies which enly could

Ulesve to the pare, the true and good ;

Aud sympathies which found no rest,
Save with the lovliest and the boest.
Of them—of thoo remsins there nonght
But sorrow in the mourner's breast 1-—
A shadow in the land of thought !
No!—Even my weak end trembling faith
Can lift for thee the veil which doubt
Aud buman fear have drawn sbout

The all-amaiting scene of death.

Evenas thou wast [ seo theestill;

And, save the absence of an ill,

And paio and weariness, which hero

Summoned the sigh or wrung the tear,

“The same as when, two summers back,

Beside our childhood's Metrimack,
1 saw thy dark eye wunder o'er
Stream, sunny upland, rocky shore,
And beard thy low, soft voice alone
‘Midst lapee of waters, and the tone
Of pine leaves by the wast-wind blown,
There’s not a charm of sou] or brow—
Of alt we knew and foved in theo—
Bat livesin holier beauty now,
Baptized in immortality !
Not mine the sad and freezing dream
Of souls that, with their earthly mould;
Cast off the loves and joys of old—
Unbodied—like a pale mooubeam,
As pure, se passionless, and cold
Nor mine the hope of Indra’s son,
Of slumbering in oblivion’s rest,
Life's myriade blending into one—
In blank annihilation blest; -
Dust-atoms, of the [nfinite—
Sparks scattered from the contral tight,
And winning back through mortal paw,
Their old unconsciousness again.
No !—Lhave rrixnpe in Spirit land —
Notshadows in a shadowy band,
Not others, but themselves are they.
And «till I think of them the same
As when the Master's summons came ;
Their change—the holy morn-light breaking
Upon the dream-worn slecper, waking—
A change from twilight into day.
“They’ve lnid thee "midst the houschold graves,
Where father, mother, sister tie;
Pelow thee aweep the dark blte wavoes,
Above thee bends the summer sky.
Thy own luved church in sadnesa read
Her solemn ritual o'er thy head.
And bloased and hallowed with her praver,
The turf 1aid lightly o’er thee there.
That church, whose rites and liturgy,
Sublime,and old, were truth to thee,
Undoubted, o thy bosom taken
Aw symbols of & laith unshuken.
E'en I, of simpler views, could foel
The beauty of thy trast and zeal;
And owning not thy creed, could see
How doeep a truth it seemed o thee,
And how thy fervent hoart had thrown
Q’er all, a coloring of its own,
And kindled up intense and warm,
A life in every rite and form,
As, when on Chebar's banks of old,
TFhe Hebrew’s gorgeous vision rolled,
A spirit filled tho vest machine—
A lite  within the wheels’" was soen.
Farewell! A littlo time, and we
Who knew thee well, and loved thee hore,
«One after one sbail follow theo
As pilgrims through the gato of fear,
'Whleﬂ opens on etarnity.
Yet shall we chetish not the loss
All that is loft owr hearts meanwhile ;
The memory ofthy lovelinere
Shall round our weary pathway swile,
Like moonlight when the sun has sol—
A sweet and tender radiance yet.
Thoughts of thy clear-eyed sonse of duty,
y generous scorn of sll things wroug—
The truth, the strength, the gracoful beauty
Which ever blendad in thy song.
All lovely things by thee beloved,
Bhall whisper to our hearts of thee ;
Theso gresn hills, where thy childhood roved—
Yon river winding to the sea—

The sunset light of sutumn eves
Reflocting on the deep, still floods,
Cloud. crioson sky, and trombling leaves
Of gilded rinbow-tinted woods,—
Thees, in our view, shall henceforth take

A teaderer meaning for thy sake;
And sll thou loved’stof earth and sky,
Seem sacied toftby memory.

{ From the Boston Olive’ Branch

RESTORED AFEECTION.

BY MES. M. A. DENIBON.

«You don’t love my mothor,” said fittle
Ellen Crosby, elowly retreating from ber
father with her hands bebind her, and her
lips quivcring sa sho epoke.

«What do you mean, pet " he exclaim-
<d, springing after hor, and drawing ber
Tosiating form towards bim ; “that is a
very strango thing for a little girl to say ;
what putit into your head that father dou’t
love mother ! he continued, smoothing
back the soft hair from her white forchead,
and looking earnestly into hor downoast

_ ayes.

“Bocause when mamma went away from
the table you spoke cross, andshe said she
waa always gick, and she has got a head-
sche,” addod tho child earnestly, while the
toars trickled down her oheck. I have
been sitting beside her all the aftornoon,
rubbing her foreboad ; and sbo is sick and
tired wary often, and yon never tell her
you are sorry, and kise hor as-you do me.”

Charles Croaby drow his littlo girl oloser
to his bodom. Theartloss words had fallen
like fire npon his beart. Ho felt instant-
ly that ho had spokon harshly more than
Sncoto tho gontle being who had never
given him an unkind word.  8evon years
of bis wedded life had passed oplinly and
floetly ; being youngand a most impulaive

.~ oreatare whon he married, hocould hardly
approciate the decp boly love ‘which his
swoet bride treasured for him and him on-
1y: + ‘Alffterthio romance of tho affuir, as it

. #oomed to ‘him), had sattlod into s quiet,
'pofhiaps sionototota reality, his restless
apiri yasrned for gome fresh novelty. .To
~spond the evaning hours by the sido of his
‘wife'aisd infant child, whose beautiful face
"gMdatied 1ikb & rosobud upon the whito pil-
Jow in bor'little wickonbasket craile, be-

started from his ‘chair, and placiog Ellen

on a low seat, strode rapidly through the

room. The tears were raining down his

face, but he kept them hidden from the

little one, whosat timidly still on her erick-

ot, almost afraid to move for fear she had

angered her father. Notso. A flood of
the old tenderncss had rushed back upon

bis heart ; instcad of the demure and gen-
tle Alice, his memory pictured an angel of
whom he had been all unworthy ; a pure
radiant spirit who had sat by her houschold

hearth in loncliness and sadness ; with a
slowly, surely breaking hénrt—a heart
yearning and dying for love; unapprecia-
ted, lightly esteemed, scldom addressed in
the lauguage of affection, and yet return-
ing smiles for cold looks, never complain-
ing; oh! had such an one Llessed his
dwelling and he had not dreamed how
priccless a treasure he possessed ! Bitter
was his self accusation, hot and copious his
tears; suddenly he paused before her por-
trait, the young wife in the robes of the
bridal sccmed so joyous, yet subdued ; just
as perfectly as she had appeared on thae duy
he could first call her his own. Now, on-
ly one thought cchoed and re-echoed
through hjs brain—¢should she die—oh
should she die !’

camo tircsome to bim. He wished his El-
len had more vivacity, more brilliancy, for-
getting that these might accompany a va-
riablencss of temperament that would traly
have made his home unhappy.
Ellen was a most excellent wife ; hers
was that inward purity which stamps upon
the featurcs a lovelincss far beyond mere
beauty ; nobody hesitated to call her hand-
gome ; her ways were winuning, hoer form
light and fragilo ; with all she had so
much prudence, and was so good a mana-
ger, that from the time of his marriage,
Charlos Crossby had been scowmnulating
riches. But she needed much affection aud
much carc; she was delicate, and se
sensitive that & word of reproach from
one she estecmed, would cause almost
serious illnces. The language of her
full blue eyes, as they were some-
timos fixed upon the noble face of her bus-
band, was, “Love me ; oh ! bow I yearn
for your full unrestrained love ;" then
they would fall to the floor while the chil-
ling consciousness that he was not towards
her in manners as he had onco been—and
oh! she feared not in heart—would send
an icy thrill through every fibre of her
frame. Of late, Charles Crosby had be-
come an alien to his heme, uhtil the ‘mid-
night hour’ he had found, as he thought, For some moments he stood transfixed,
choice and congenial spirits, and with them, | striving to cheek the bursting sob that was
“the spirit of wo,” that is “‘the spirit of | almost stiffing him, when he felt a slight
wine.” But alas! his fine munuers were | pull at his coat, and turning, there stood
disappearing ; his home was not an carth-, little Ellen, her eyes ull moist, and her
ly paradise to Lim pow—he had gruwu! pretty lips bilf Farted. ¢ Papu,” she half
very cold and very @vorldly ; indeed hej whispered, “may'nt T go up siairsand tell
kuew not the extent of the change in him- | mamwma you do love her dearly 7”7
self. He chught her to bis breast and clasped
He worshipped his lovely child; and, her with the warmth of his uew love closo
called her by the swedt names of “fuiry,” | in bis arme; he kissed her aguin and agnin,
and “pet,” and “darling ;" she was inj blessing his Maker that ¢ out of the mouthe
truth such an onc as few, very few pxmmtsf of bubes and sucklings He has ordained
are blessed with ; a ohild of neither ordi-| praise; ™ theu releasing the delightod child,
nary beauty or intellect, and but for her Lo said, ¢ Yes, darling, you may, if you
wmother’s judicioua care and teaching, her! wish to.” -
powerful mind might have too swiftly ex- The child flew up stairs while her father
punded, and ripencd quicker than the growth followed more slowly. ¢ Mumma,” she
of this world will allow, unless the exotic! screamed, bounding into the roow, « you
is to be transplanted into heaven.  Charles| won't ery &ny more, nor have the headache
Crosby sank with hix cheek resting upon| now, father says he loves you dearly ; he
little Ellen’s head ; the dear child (mcc‘! told me s0; he loves you dearly, my vwk
or twico unconsciously sighod, and these | smamma.”
sighs were arrows to the wounded spirit of | The poor woman sprang to her feet ; she
the father. l could not comprehend the scone; she wus
«Darling, you speak sttangely,” he said, | bewildered; her fair checks Hushed and
after a long pause, during which conscience "grew pallid by turns; she looked first at
lad been busy ; father has a good deal of | her husband then at little Kllen, who had
hardwork to do, and comes home tired and | expected her mother to laugh outright,
perhaps a litde fretful somctimes ; but! and appear as gleeful as sbe was; little in-

pocent being.

¢« Kllen,” said her husband in a fultering
toue, “our child is our peace-maker; she
hes wade e a better man ; I do love you,
Elen, will you forgive me for my coldnoss
and negleet 7"

With a low, thrilling cry of delight, the
wife fell within ber husband’s arms ; be was
forgiven; he was Lappy; in that moment
old barriers wore broken down, old associa-
tions furgotten, and he solemuly resolved,
with the help of God, to be no more an
alien from home ; to remcmber the vow
he bad taken, and become worthy of the
confidence reposed in him.

Little Ellen danced around to room, tos-
siug ber yellow curls and clapping her
bauds as she shouted, “oh ! T'mso happy,
I'm sv happy, mother won't cry more.”—
then under a childish, yot holy impulse
she kuclt reverontly down and lisped the
little prayer sho had repeated every night
ginco she was but two ycars old :

« God bless my darling wother,

My darling father too,

Avnd may we love cach other,
As Christ's dear flock should do.”

Think you thore were no blissful tears
shed in the little chumber, asthey listenod
to the petitions of the artless babe?

Tho parlor was a cheerful place that ove-
ning; little Ellen sat up later than usaal,
because she was too happy to sleep; the
astral shed a flood of red light over the
neat, woll ordcred room, the table was fill-
ed with books, the piano forte open, and
pouring forth sweot sounds as of old, un-
der tho touch of the now light-hearted
wifo; and n note was sent to the old ren-
dezvous, in which Charley Crosby declined
the honor of being made president of the
IL—— Club. He never mot with his old
companions again, nor did he, from that
time, quaff the soul-destroyer, ¢ sporkling
wine.” C

Little Ellen is now large Ellen, but as
happy, and bright and beautiful as over.
She will soon give her hand to one worthy
of her ; and she remombers, as if it werg
but yesterday, the dark hour, when sho
found courago to tell hor father that “he
did not love her mother.” 8he rqjoices
with a joy unspenkable, that this childish
offort. of hors uccomplished such important
rosults in tho livds and happiness of thoso
so deagly beloved, o AR

then—he does—Ilove your mother,”” he said
slowly, and wondering what had become of
the glowing delight he had once felt at
the mere mention of her name.

Do you, dn you really love her then 7"
asked the child, sitting uprighton his knee,
and fixing her full, beautiful cyes upon
him, “how strange : I thought by what
mamma said, that you hated her almost.”

“By what mamma said !’ exclaimed
her father hastily, while a feeling of anger
shot through his heart at the sudden sur-
mise that his wife had been striving to em-
ulate the child’s affections from him;
“what did mamma say, Ellen?” he de-
manded sternly.

“Don't look so hard at me, father,” she
replied, pressing bis snowy hands over his
eyes, “mamma didu’t tell me, but she told
God.”

More and moru astonished, Charles ga-
zed upon the child without speaking, and
after a moment’s pause, she continued, “1
went into mamma’s room, this afternoon,
before I knew she wassick, but 1 heard her
mlking,hsu I went on tiptoe. She was
kuoeling down by the bed and praying to
our Father in Heaven ; nnd she cried and
sobbed as 1 do sometimes when I am
naughty, but I know she was never naugh-
ty, good, dear mamma,~was she ever
naughty, papa ! she asked artlessly, wait-
ing for a roply.

“She never was—to you or me ;' an-
sworod the father, chokiug down his emo-
tion.
«Well, then, I heard her pray ; I'kuew
she wouldn't care if I did, bceause she
takes me with hor some times ; and she
asked the dear God if he would make her
husband love her; and eaid that he went
awny from his homo and liked other poo-
ple better ; ond sho said her heart was
breaking, too ; and oh ! sho oried so bad,”
continued the child, giving such & mourn.
ful omphasis to tho last two words, that
her father’s lips trembled, and the toars
came to his oyes.

¢ Aod then she turned round and saw
me; and she called me to her and hugged
me tight, and ssid I was a precious vhild,
and kept ogking me if I was sure X loved
her—very, very surc—till the wild light
i her eyes almost frightened me. I kopt
tolling hor ghe was my blessed mother, and
I Toved her botter thasn anybody, ia the
whale world cxccpt my fathor ; and then
gho told mo I must love you dearly, for
gou was » kind father to me, ad, perhapa
she would'nt live.long; and if they did puyt
her intg the oold ground, X must make you
forget it by my goodnoss an§ affection;.
but'T never could forgot it, conld "you fa-
ther, if thicy put my own swoet mother into
the cold ground?”? - S
This was too mufh: Chatloe Crosby

L

tiful essence which flowa undisturbedly
from thio pure and gonerous hearf, and
which 80 religiously: says, “Thotgh. my
naighbor offend me. soventy Aimus seven—-
yot do I freoly forgive him.” . Bat war is
s barbarous game‘of mérchandise murder,
whieli imys, ** My neighbor has slightly df-
fendod me; thovefore must I inflict upon
him tho punishment of Cain.” - :

-{ mal as your awn.

PEACE AND WAR.—Pesco is that beau-]

FRIDAY EVENING,

Fraternity of Man,

All men aro equa! in their birth,
Heirs of the sarth and skies ;
All men are equal when that earth
Fades trom their dyinyg eyes.

All wait alike on him whose power
Upholds the life he gave ;

The sage within his star-lit tower,
The savage in his cave.

God meets the throng who pay their vows
Tn courts their hands have made,

And heara the worshipper who bows
Beneath the plaintain shade. ~

*T'is man alone who difference sces,
And speaks of high aud low ;

And worships thase and tramples these,
While the same path they go.

Oh! let man hasten to restore
To all theirrights of fove !

In power and wealth exult no moro,
In wisdom lowly move.

Ye great ! renounce yout earth-born pride—

Yo tow! your sheme and fear :

Love us ye worship, side by side—

Your comnmon claims revere.

Harriet Martineas.
An Apology for Mirth,

There is a class of people in the world
who deem an apology uecessary for the
indulgence in mirthfulness ! These are 1
set of beings into whose souls no single
ray of sunshine ever entered, and who will
live and die and rot in darkness—despite
the beauty and joy and happuess wiih
which Natwre so prolusely surrounds
them.

It has always spemed to us, that the
good humor of lifeisa social kaleidescope,
whose hues snd phases are as peautitul,
as britliant, as varied, and as wfinite a:
are the numberless tints of the rambow.
Lts proper and just “appreciation renders
s possessor slive to all the most liberal
influences of his day and generatiot—and
enables him o look upon human nature,
in all is bearings, froin the very pinnacle]
of love, charily and beneticence.

For the errors and folly of character,
your true humorist entertains a laughing,
but philorophical and Kidiy ndulgence.
He 1s pre-thsposed 1o tolerate thie lotbies
of mankind; for he is thus melmed w love
his species bener—and his good bhuor
will prompt him o dissectand make bare,
with judgment and precision, the moral
differences between man and acis,

Caricature fimply portrays man's fauks
and eccentricities, for the sahe ol ridirale |
while honest humor presents to the gaze
only the man,  Goud humor i 118 geau-
ineness, is a heavel born qualuy. 1t s
the very essence of the miud, lor it origi-
nates in the bram and the heart. Tt sym-
pahises with our bed natare, it enricher
where it s Jelt, it looks waderly aud lov-
ingly ou all the impertections of life, and 1>
ever earnest i e atlerions.

QU ie tvice blessed, It Llesseth
Him thnt gives and hisy that lahes;

And doth becume the throned wonsech —
Even better thuo bs crown !

True—it often tirns our weakness and
errors 1o llflllpnl'.ll’_\' terripnent § bhu
never withngly stals, or intenuonally
leaves a scar.

Dickens declares that it is something
even to look upon eojoyment so that 1t be
frce and wild, and i the face of nature,
though it mmay be the enjoyment of an
idiot. 11 is something 0 know that hea-
ven has left ihe capacity ol gladuess in
such 2 crealure’s breast—it is something
w0 be awsured that however lightly men
may crush that faculty ia their fellows, the
great Croator of Maokind imparis it even
10 his despised and slighted work.  Who
would not rather see a4 poor idiothappy i
the sunhight, thun a wise man pining i a
darkened juil'? .

Ye men of gloom and austerity, who
paint the face of witinite Benevolence, with
an eternal trown, read in the everlasting
book, wide open W your view, the lusson
it would teach. L pictures are notin the
black and sombre hues, but bright and
glowing tints—ite (usic, save when you
drown it, i8 notin sighs and groans, ba
cheerful sounds. Liswen to the illion
voices in the summer air, and tind one dis-
Remember, if ye can,
the sense of hape und pleasure which ev-
ery glad rewrn of day awukens in the
breast of all your kind, who have not chan-
ged their nawyre—and learn some wisdom
even trom the wiless, wheun their hearts
are filled up, they know not why, by all
the mirth and happiuess it brings.

Great Mux.~—Among the early risers
we encoutitered near the market-place, on
the aveuue, this morning, were one Danicl
Webster and one Winfield Scott.  The
most favorable time for a pleasaut how-dn
you-do with an old gentleman by the name
of Henry Clay, duriog his occasional visits
1o this city, is at sunrise in the wmorning,
in the same vicinity. ‘1'he impress of
greatness is thought (o be congenital with
some men ; but energy, resolation, porse- |
verance, and indusiry may -possibly have
something to do with a man's destiny.—
Wash, 7el. '

A Quager Lxrrer~—An English paper
gives the following as a letter frown a Qua-
her in the countey to a friend in the city :

Friend John, 1 desire thee to be so kind
a8 10 go to ono of those siuful men in the
flesh called an allornev, and let him take
out an instrament with a sesl fixed thero.
upon, by the means whereof we may seize
the outward tabernacle of George Green,
and bring him before the lamb-skin men,
(thie Judges) at Westminster, and teach
lim to do as he would be done by. And
so 1 restiby. friend in the light.  R. G.

A Pgrsuan pogt gives the I'ullbwing in-
structions on the manner in which men
nh?'q!t'l treat. wpman: -

.“When thon ari married, seck 1o please
thy wife, but listen’ not to all she says.—
Froni’ man’s right sidd a rib was taken to
‘form ‘(e wohian, snd néver wasthere seen
arib gpite striight. Itbreaks, butbendsnot.
Since then, it is plain that prooked is wo-
man’s temper, forgive her Gunlts, and hlame
her not ; nor let her anger thee, nor cor-
rection use, as it is vain to struighten that
which is crovked.”

or ob a hrack sheep 1

gute from R

o0F  catcauses.

Dying Words of Noted FPersons.

sA death bed’s a detector to the heart;

Hore tried dissimulation drope her mask,
Theough life’s grimace, that mistress of the woene,
Hern roal and apparent are the same; "

‘Head of the army.'—Napoleon.
1 must sleep now.'—Byron.
+1t matters litle how the head lioth.’—-

Sir Walter Raleigh.

‘Kiss me, Hardy."—lord Nelson.
+Dou't give up the ship.'—lLawrence.
I’m shot if I don't believe I'm dying.'—

Chancetlor Thurlow.

'[s this your fidelty 1*—~Nero, =~
+Clasp my hand, my dear friend, I die.’

—Alfieri .

‘Give Dayroles a chair."—Lord Ches-

terfield.

«God preserve the Emperor.’—Hayden.
“The artery ceases 1o beat."—Halter.
+Lethe light enter.'—Goethe.

*All my possessions for a moment of

lime.'—Quecen Elizabeth.

«What ! is there no bribing death.’—Car-

dinal Beaufort.

*I have loved Giod, my father and liber-

ty.'~——Madame de Stael,

‘Be serious.'—Grotius.
*Into thy hands, O Lord.’—Thasso.
It is small, very wnall indeed . (clap-

ping her neck.)—Anne Boleyn.

*I pray, you see me safe vp, and for my.

coming down, lot me shift for myself,’ (as-
cending the seaffold. )~-8ir Thamas Moore.

sDou't lat that awkward squad fire over
my grave.'—Robert Burns, T

‘1ieelas il | were to be myself again.,’—Sir
Walier Scott.

*Lresign my soul to God, and iny daugh-
ter 1o my eountry.’—Jeflerson.

I is well."—Washington.

‘Independence ivrever.'—Adama.

It is the last of earth.'—J. Q. Adams,

1 wish you to undorsiand the true prin-
ciples of the Government. 1 wish them w
be carried out. 1 ask no more,'~—Harri-
300,

+I have endeavored to do my duty.'—
Taylor. )

“I'here is not a drop of -blond on my
hznds,'—Frederick V., of Denmark.

Y ou spoke of the refreshinent, iny Emi-

lie,"take myv last notes, sit down on my pi-
ano here, sing them with the hymnof your
sainted mother; let me hear ones more
thoze 2oles which have so long been my
solncement and delight.’—Mozart.

*A dying man can do nothing eany.'—
Pranklin,

‘Let not poor Nelly starve.'-——Charles
I

«Let me die 10 the sounds of delicious
music.'—Miribesu. [Awmerican Union.

A Negro Sermon.

The disrourae, feom which the annexed
passage 18 wken, wasactoally preached io
the town ol Zansesitle, Olno, xome years

ago. Phe name of the reverend divine,

who was a eolored gentlemun, sod we be-

Hieve a sincere and. humble Christian, we
have forgouen, but the Judge Harper 1o
whom he refers, we remember well.  He
was, we believe, at that sime, President
Judge of the 15th Judicinl Cireuit ot the
Court of Common Pleas has since repre-
sented the District in Congress, and is, if
we ace not mistaken, the present Represen-
tative.  ‘Phe Judge wus preseut at the de-
livery of the sermon, and was brought in
by the preacher, by way of illustrating a
cermin position, then and there takeu by
him, Butto the passage:

« My desr frens and bedran,” said the
preacher,” de soul ob de bruck mun is as
dear in de Lord, as de svul ob de white
man. - .

«Now you ull sec Judge Harper, & netting

dah lsinin’ on his gold headed cane—-you
all know de Judge mgpas, and a berry fine

nan he is, too,
make a litle comparishment,

Well, now, lse gwine to
Supposin’

de Judge some fine mornin® fut his basket ]futhoruﬁl through t
on his arm an goes 10 market to buy al thin’ but a drull‘? and fifs, aud cum off fust
H )

piece ob meat. lle soon finds a nice
fat picce ob mutton an’ trots off wid it, Do

you s'pose do Judue would stop to *quire

wedder daat mutton was ob a white gheep,
No. nuffin-ab de
kind—if de mution was nice an’ fay, it
would be all de same to de Judge—he would

wool or brack wool.
» Well, jes so it is, my frens, wid oor

Hebonly Marster. He does not stop 0 ax lof cominon  air.
wedder a soul "longs to a white man or 8 !'and brilliant; perfoetly safe, and can be
brack man—wedder his head is kivered ‘ produced ut :;o very trifling ; cost that, if
wid straight hair, or kivered wid wool—de 't turns out rs described, it must g“pcrséde
only question Ile will ax, willbe, «Iadis a Y
goud voul 1* an’ if 8o, de Massa will say—
Euter into de joy ob de Lord, an’ et dowa
an de same bench wid de white man—yo'se
all on a perfect »quality 1" -

[ Decatur Guzetle.

Give me a Frieund.

Give mu a friend tn love mo—
A friend that [ can love—
And let the sorin amand me blow,
The sky be dark ahove— )
The breathing of that geotlo heart,
The light of that bright eye,
Shsli be tv me 8 worid of weulth,
The rainbow of my sky.
Stacy G. Potts.

Sing Dik.—In 3 neighoring county, the

Democrats had (or over twenty years been

in the habit of holding their county nom-

inating conventioi at the house of a staunch |
old Democrat, M. G——o,

{le hnppened on a recent accasion, for

the first time, to be in when they had-fine

jshed their business and heard a litlle dole-
move that “tlis conven-
tion do now adjourn sine die.”

- +Bine die,’ sald Mr.

tr & person

standing near, * where is that?’

+ W’y-—tha's wiy up in the northern
part of the souaty,’ said his aeighbor.

* Holdon, if vou please, Mr, Cheerman,'
said G——, with grest eurnestness and
vinphasis ; *hold on, sir. 1I'J’ like to be
huard on thag question. I have kept &
pulitic houke ow fur mor' twenty years,
I'mapovrman! Fvesiways beén n Dem:
oerit, auid ‘never split niy ticket in'my life.
‘Chiv in the most centrul’ location in' “the

country, aod it’s where we've allery heid |
' I've never had or usked

an office, aid have workud night and day
for the party, uiv! now 1 think, adjourning
this convention way up to sine die, is mean
—it's contempiible.—Spirit of the times.

Femaie Soctety. ‘
Of all the refiners of the course nature of
man, true female society is the most effect-
ive. ‘There is a respect for the softer sex
implanted in vs by nature that makes s
desire to appear well in the preaénce of
delicate auil ingélligent females, and has a
tendency to elevate our feelings, and, make
us assuine a genlleness and propriety of de-
poriment tolully at variance with all coaree-
ness and vulgarity, Such is the influence’
of the.intercourse of which we speak, in
forming character, that #e do not recollect
ever having seen a young man devoled to
the society of ladies of his own nﬁ, that
did riot turn oud well and prosper NF 1ifé';
while on the otbier hand, we have obssrved
many who, by confining themselyea 1o as-
sociations with the meihbers of theis sex,

|acquired a roughness and” uncouthiiess 'of

manner thatentirely unfitted theim for thé
intercourss of lifé. ~ We ave “perfecily 8-
ware that a Toolish timidity 'is at’ the bot-
tom of this; we esteein ita great defent
of charucter, If the ladies were only a°
ware of the power they righifully possess
in forming the habits und manuers of wen,
they would tke pains 1o ulliy the’ sehsi-
tiveness which produces want of euse in
their predence, aud by b ecoming affabibty

possesion. ‘F'he mombers of the two sex-
es werg invited by their Maker to be com-
panions for cach other, and the more easy
and free their 1nterconrse can _be—dué re-

af kinduess, cherish contidence and sell

Passing through’ an Iosheryg:
ved in the Arctic Expeditwn of 1880-51;.~ . 1's
Sunbay, June 30, 1850.—~Modred to dn
icoberg ; ‘weather calm ; ‘cly choddiess und -
sheaatifully blae ;” surrounded by wvas:
number of stupendous bergs, glittering and
glisiening beneath the refulgent rays of s
midaday sun, - 0 ot s A
. Agrest portion of the crew ad'gone on'
shore 10 gather the eggs' of the will sea. .
birds thal frequent- the - lonely jecs-boond
precipices of Buffin's Bay, while thode on :
board Had retired 10 rest, wesried with ‘the
harrassing toils of ths preceding day.”
'Po ey wilking the: deck alons, all Na./
ture ssemed hushed: in untiversl deposs,
While thus contemplating the stillaeds of -
| the’‘monotoniona’ seene around me, I ol
served in the offing i large iceberg, com-':
 plotely petforated, exhibiiting in- the- dis:”
tance an srch, or wwnnel, apparently so v’
niform in its oonfirmation thut I was indo-::
| ced'to’asil two of the seamen 1o look 4t it,’
at- the' same tlime-telling thein that'f -had -
never restl or heurd of any of our‘aretic |
voyagers ' passing - thronghi -one -of! thove:
arches no frequemly- seen through latge
be:iu._ andl’ that:there would be s novelty
in doing il;and if they chose tnsceompany
me1 would ges permission to take therdine:
gy (s small boat) and endeavor 1o dcegitis!
plish:theunpreusdented feat ;- they. reailily’:
ugreed, and away wewent, - . ),

water

gurd Deing had to strict propriaty=the
more delicate and refined will be the senti-
meunts of all concerned. -

A Talk with Bachelors,
What are you fit for in this’ woeld t—
What good are you doing your country !

What intérest have you in the “generation
yet unborn® you read of t ‘Where will
you be when old. wmsu, it your_ vile habita
gver permit you to arrive atagood old age?
Won't you be like lonely, seargd and scathe
ed treos stunding in a biy clearing without
a compunion; and your life vigrotecied
from the frosts by young saplins al your
feet? Or won’t you be liikd pumpking in
a cotn-fivld, more prominént bécause of
your prodigious ‘ugliness and leahliness,
than the atatks 8t your side fadéned with
gulden grain? Hold your hoads up and
131k like men, whether- you cun act so of
nol.
tyourselves 1 Look atthe girls about yoo,
[all emiles and sugar—hearts overflowing
with love, ready to be spilled on the ficst
rgond fellow “that can 4ouch their sympa-
thies—feelings rich us cream, which by &
kindred spirit cun soun be worked. into
buuter, and spread all over you life, till you

at them, und_feel the disgusting: position

of humanity.  \What are yon holding Imek

for?

{1ee-creamn then, talk to them pruuily,drivu
i them, waik them, please them-—then pro-
Cpose, get acropied, marry, md the country
cwill rely on you as u faithful sud well-dis-
pused citizen. ‘
Kissing.
Foollsh lipping,
Necwr siping.
Bweeter thun thy horeyed. flowers ; -
Nuch employmeant {
What enjoymont
Itimparts to twilight hours !

nowned * Dorr war,” in Rhode fslund, u
bill was brought in to “organize the nrmy.”
This arvused trom sleep an old man in one
corner who represcuted o town i the wost
of the Htate. *¢ Mr. Speakor,” said he, 41
tell you L um decidedly opposed to * orgavis
zing’ the urmy ue you all it. Qur tore.

Ko Rovolution with uo-

'best too ! |, 1 go agin organs.  They'll bo
| drendful unhandy things in battle, now 1
jteli you 1 'l‘Kis wus irresistible, and
l« Aunt Rhody’s urmy,” ‘we .are informed
remaing ¢ unorganized ’ to this day.

A New [Liaur Discovenep.—It is

not atop to ax wedder de sheep had white [ -0 hre Botes, of Dundas, Canada,

has discovered a mode of producing a beau-
1tiful light from u poculiar devomposition
Is is olear, mnokeless

tho use of all descriptions of artificial light
now in nse, It is the. intention of the in-
ventor shortly to exhibit the results of this
fuvention to the public, and to upply fora
patent. v

027 At o lute triul somowhere in Ver-
mont, the defendunt, who was not familiar
with the multitude of words which the law
cmploys to make au very trifing churge,
after listening awhile to the reu_ding{ of the
jndiotnont, jumnped up und said : % Them

gator knows it 7"

The celebrated Matherbe dined one day

1with the Archbishop of Rouen, and fejl

asleep soon afier the meal, The prelats,
sermon, and awakened Malherbe, inviting
him fo be an auditor,  * Ab; thank you,”
said Malherbe ; * pray excuse ine ; 1shall
sleep very well wytiout that.” ’

"The ladies of Greenland dress_ rather

are made up pf links of sausages:
have often heard of ladies Jooking « good
enough '10-eat.” - In Greenlaud they are
80, e

Qné m‘igh't have heard . ;ii‘n"l'ull‘. || .
praverbial expression .of silencgs

lady's cambrio; pocket hendkerchiel, - .

goudl angels drive away the bad whea they

'approach too near the walls of Heaven,
e e

T'o oure Deafness—tell 8 man you've
come 10 pay hiw woney. . : .

What are you doing for posterity T’

Now don't you feel ashamed’ of

are happy e the birds of spring, Twook
which vou oceupy in the cabbage” gardei

Naow jistreform=-put on your best
tlouks and your best cont—visit the girly,

A Wan Axecoork —During the re-

‘oré allegations is false, anil that 'ere alli-

a sorry prencher, was about to deliver 2]

queer. ‘I'lteir petiicoats consist of ox-
hides, while the only necklacvs they w&;r.
Wej.

[EEIN .

but; it
hag beeu eclipsed by, the French phruser—].
you might have heard - the unfolding i »,

{ before

On nearing the-arch, #ud aseertairing’
ring v om of water.l

sileutly under, wlhen there'burst ipon oty
view-onié. of the  mosi -magnificent . npidet.!
mens of nature's handiwork ever exhibit"
ed 1o morml eyes ;. M ‘sablimity and
grandeur of which nolanguage can des.:,
cribe, no imegination conoeive.: ¢ -
._Fanoy un imiuense arch of eighty fest:
span, fifty feet high, and upwards of one
hundred fest in breadth; as correst:in ity
¢d by the most acientifie artist; formed:
solid ice of » -beantiful ‘emersld green, ita"
while-expanse of surface vmoother than'«
the- most polished alabaster, and you msy "
forin some slight conception -of “the urchiv
tecural beauty. of this iey'tample. the:
dertiul workmanship of - titne and-thy-slec’
mems, |-t e 2w U e
| When wehad got abont half way throtrj

the imighty structure;on- looking uplesddy -

1:ubservedthatthe berg was rentthe whdle®
breadth of the arch, and in s perpendiows!
lar, direction, to its summit, us:*iﬁgfiwi
verticle . sectivus  of irvegulds duFiscen;

there luminaled by an aretic: wan; which
darted-its gulden raya: beiween, presenting-
10 the eyea picture of etheris) grandeur:
which no poet could duseribe,: no:peiate
porteay. L was .m‘;*_, wred: with
gight that fur.a meinefit I ncied thé tbine:
vault of heaven’ had apened, ‘and thad’ I’
acwally gazed on the colostisl splendor of »!
world beyund this. - aonr Y

ful dream 10-expetrience sl the: hareors of:
a terrible reality. . I ubserved the (racture:
rapidly close, then again slowly opene—:
This stupendous mass of 1ce, milliona:of:
tous in weight, was sfloat, nonsequently:
in motion, and appaseudy sbout o looss:
its eqguilibrium, capsizd or burst intafrege:
ments. - Our ’ pusition wae. (ruly awful 3
my feelings at the moment. jpay:beieons:
ceived 3 cannot be deseribed, 1. looked:
downwards andaround wae’s dhe sight wad
aqaally appalling ; the very smi seemed:
agitated. | at iast sliut my-eyes from s
scene 80 torriblo s the men at-the onry, as
il ‘by ingtinct, ‘gave way,’ snd vrliale
bark swilily glidod trom benouth Jthé gie
gantic mass, T A
We then rowed round the bergi knepling!
at a respeetlul distance (rom i, inorderite:
jodge of its maguitude.” Feupposediistar

highest pinnacle 380 feet, -« sl wiud
‘Fhus ended an excursiun, the bare recols:
lection of which at this moment awakens:
in me & shudder ; nevertheless, .} would:
not have lostithe opperwnity-of -beholding.:
a scene so awlully sublime, s0 tragieally .
grand, fur any money, but I would ot &
gain run such a risk for the: worldy...; s
We passed 1hrough the berg ‘shout two-
P. M7, and at wn o'clock the same mghs:
it burst; agitating the sea for miles sround. :
I may also observe that the two men-
who were with e in the boat did: not eéb-
serve that the berg was rent until-1 told-
them, after we were out-of danger;  we.
having agreed, priviously. to- enteriog the :
arch, not to epeak.s word 1o each:other, -
lest echo itseil should disturb the mass,.

what portion of s icebery is under-waser. :
Sume say one-filth; some oneseventh.;:
some more. 1 refer the reader to:the:
works of Roes and Psrry as the:beat au.

thorities. ; o ae

certainly add 10 the sweetness.of € lady’s -
breath though.in fuct they really. do.add:te-.
{ihe fragrance - of fowers. :Las our lady.

readers plaut s large ouioh near oo bush.

ityit- will wonderfully increase.the odor of.
the. flowers. - The -water distilled: {rom
those: roses would be fur - supcrior to.any
other. ‘Thisis strsnge, but true. . - . .

ia, was in' 1780 ;> the subscription price

[ tisements of tnoderate length were inserted

for Zen dollars .the: Grat. week, snd seven
:dollnn fur -enith weéek succeeding.

" A dandy, remarking one suovmer duy
that the: weather was' so excessively ot
‘that 'when g put his head in'a’ busis: of
watet, it fuirly bniled, - received for-replyy
s theny siry you
very littld pxpense.!’ =

iy E r ;‘U‘
- -A Jitthe boy, bejgu churshlor the sy
| time! with Hiu’:iﬁmner;’iumt_;my pleses ¢

- - ey . led with the pstfdrpunce o the organ, and
. .'The Mahomelans suppose thatshooting
stars are the frebrands with which the

cried out s » Mother, motber, where’s the
monkey " . o

How loag did Adswm remain in Perndiss -
sinbed 1 said 50 aminble sponse
10 u loveng husband. 'T'ul by got » wiley haw
l-mmw.u,. Lo

Fxrlract from & Jowrnal kept by - Seamani ks st

ot
thae.

be'abounl a" mile in -circumfersoee; and’iw: -

20 as o tauch.ite ronts, and;: our.wonk foe.

The first ﬁev-paper tolerated in Vir.in- ’

“have caif’s hesd voupiat -
[ i

ol

boat to-pessthrough, we rowed slowly aid:

sdarkly. deeply, beautifully blue,’ beré and

+

But, ntast-inan’ inomnnlw-mnechaﬁgm :
ed, nnd I awoke, arit were, from-a Jdelight- .

:N. Bi—Arctic voysgers differ-asito-

Fraarance or Omm.—-Oniom Jq 'uq_l} :

was 850 pér amnum: for one copy ; adver--

-




