G o

o

—T

BY S. B. ROW,

(LEARFIELD, PA, WEDNESDAY, FEBRUARY 2.

1859.

-

LIVE BRAVELY.
The world is ha!f darkened with crosses
. Whose burdens are weighing them down ;
They croak of their stars and ill-usage.
Aud grope in the diteh for a erown.
Why talk™o the wind of thy fortune,
Oir clutch at distinotion and gold ?
If thou canst not reach high on the ladder,
Thou capst study its base by thy hold.

For the flower though hid in the corner,
Will as facltdessly Gnish its bloom,—
Will reach for a sparkle of sunshine,
That clonds have weot dared to consame.
And wouldst thou be less than a flower,—
With thought, and a brain, and a hand?
Woulds: wait for the dribbles of fortune,
When there's somsthing that theseinay comand ?

There is food to be won from the furrow,
And forests that wait to be hewn,

There is marble untouched by the chisel !
Days that break on the furcgcnd of June.

Will ye let the plow rust in the furrow—
Unbuilded & home or a hall ?

Nor bid tho stones wake from their silence—
And fret, as if fretting were all /

Go, Irarn of the blossom and ant-hill :
There's something thy labor must give.

Light the beacon that pierces the tempest,
=triko the elog from thy footing. and live.

Live—not trail with thy face in the drows heap,
In the track of the brainiess and proud,

Liit the cerements away from thy manhood,

Thou'rt robbing the dead of a shroud.

Thers aro words and pens to be wielded,

There ure thoughts that must die if unsaid,
Wouldst thou saauter and pine-away roses,

Or supulchre dreams that are dead ?

No, drag not thy hepe to the pyre,

Dresms dead from the ashes will rise,

Lock not down upon earth for its shadow—

There is sunlight for thee in the skics.

—- —
PASSITBY.
A STORY THAT EVERYBODY SHOULD READ.

“Johin !’ said Mrs. Jones as sho took off
tier working apron after washing up the tea
dizies, «let’s go over to Smith's and sit a-
while this pleasant evening.
to take & short walk after sitting all day wpon
the bench, and I'd hke to bave an old-fashion-
ed ehat with Mary.”

“To Smith’s ! exclaimed the little tailor,
with o stare of surprise, as he removed his
segar from bis lips, and torned around in his
clumir o scan his wife's features, as if to as-
sure himself of her sanity. “And what on
warta shoitld we go over there for 77

“Why, to muke a visit of course, and why
shoulda’t we 7°?

s#Heacon euough, I should think, why we
shonld not, and 'm astonished to hear you
propose such a thing. Why, what has come
wver the woman ali of a sudden 7** and Mr.
Jones peered into the face of his wife, and
paused {or areply.

oo Vell, 'l tell you what, John, I've been
thinking aliout onr troubla with our neighbors
a great deal lately, and I've made up mwy
mind that it isn’t pleasant to live tlns way,
indulging in bard feclings, and allowing our
selves to say unkind things, and harp upon
the old string that ought to have been worn
oul lonz epo; and 1 believe that the bes:
thing we can do, is to let these unpleasant
nralters drop entirely,and renew our intimacy,
and try to aveid guarreling in future.”

««Well, I'm willing to do so, il Smith’s
Tolks want to ; but T think it belongs to them
to make the first advances—they’re the most
1o biame—and 1 feel as though it wonld be a
titile tuo much like crawling, to be the first to
try to make up. If Smith will only say that
he was wrong, and ask me to overlook his
faclt, I'll forgive him from the bottom of my
lheart, and we'll shake hands, and be friends ;
but 3 o know he did use me real mean about
those groceries.”

«“Yes; I think Mr. Smith was to blame ; 1
bave never changed my mind, in the least,
as to that, and I think, too, that it belongs to
bim, as the frst oflepder, to make some ac-
kvowledgments toyou; bat I know that he
uever will do it ; and thoongh as vou say, it
does seem as if they ouglit tu come to vs first,
¥et I know they never will. Mary never
would, anyhow; I know ber of cld. Sbe’sis
as immovable as arock. I have heard her

say that she belicved that the bardest thing in |

the world that could be required of her, would
Le to acknowledge afault, and that,if she once
got angry at a person, she did not think she
conld ever forget it, and loye that person as
well in future. Now, ip this state of things

we are enly getting more and more estranged, |

and [ am tived of it. I don’t feel happy; it
seems to me that we onght to do right, wheth-

er others do right or not; and I, for one, feel |

gorry that anvihing of the kind exists !

#¢50 do 1; bot whose fault is it, pray tell 7*?
*tisn"t ours, certainly.”

««Not ours to begin with perhaps; but we
have helped to widen the breach, and no doubt
we have done wrong, 1 know that it is wrong
to cherish such bitter resentment, and to speak
55 harshly of any one, as we have of them.

And John, I don’t believe you realize tha |

amount of evil that we have taken into ounr
hearts since this difficulty arose. Why, don’t
vou know that we are getting so that wa pick
flaws with everything that Mr. Smitl’s folks
do. We enry them their posperity ; we se-
cretly rejoice at their misfortunes; we feel
jealous of every movement that they make ;
charging them with bad motives, and credit-
‘ing every evil rumor that is circulated about
them. Why, 1 feel, sometimes, asthough I
had sinned more than they have; I have mag-
‘nified their faults; I have forgotten my own
sins, in looking st theirs; and this morning,
when 1 prayed, <Fuoegive wsour frespasses as
we forgivy those who frespass against ws !’ 1
was really shocked when I thought what I
had asked for. Oh, if God forgives meas |
forgive them, Ifear I shall have but a small
‘chance of salvation.” y :
" Mrs. Jones was getting warmed up with her
subject, and she saok back in the rocking-
chair which she bad taken veside her husband,
‘and covering her face with her hands, she sat
for some time in silence; but, as Mr. Jones
made 1o reply, she rocked forward, and tap-
ping the floor with her feet, she fidgetted a-
bout a moment, and began again :

] know what you are thinking of John.
I know that I have always held you back

when you felt disposed to make any advances, |

and that 1 have said ten words to your one
abont Mr. Smith and his wife ; but that is my
way, you kpnow. What I do, [do with my
might ; and now that I feel the necessity of
exercising forbearance, I want to be as thor-
ough in the good work. as I was active inthe
evil icd ot denouncing everything our

aeighbora Ald, suspecting al]l their intentiona

1t’ll rest you |

towards us, and harping forever upon the in-
jury we had received at their hands. I know
that I said [ never would cross their thresh-
hold again; but *a bad promise is better bro-
ken than kept,”” is a wise old saying, and
I'm willing to take back that, and a good many
other things that I have said, whether they
retract anything er not.

“But what a triumph it will be to them.
We shall virtually acknowledge to the world
that the fanlt lay with us; and I can imagine
the patronising airs that Smith will assume
toward us. Bah! | wont do it; it’s a little
| too humiliating !’  And Mr. Jones arose, and
{ stood with bis back to the fire, and looked a-
round him with a dignified sir.

-1 don't look upon it in that light, now ;"
said Mr. Jones. «I confess 1 did, until of
late ; Lut it seems to me, now, as though I
must do my duty, and then I shall feel happy
again. It’s of no use, this trying to lay all
the blame upon them. We are all to blame.
In the first place, it was a foolish quiarrel a-
bout a few pounds of tea and sugar. You
thought he ought to have saved some of his
Lest articles for you, becanse you had spoken
for them before their arrival ; and because he
did not, we felt hurt, and charged him with
showing partiality towards his wealthier cus-
tomers ; and when he denied the charge, you
gave him to understand that yon did not be.
lieve him ; that you knew he did not forget
what you had said some time before ; and yon
know that must have been provoking.””

“Well; but didn’t I know? Didn’t Shaw
tell me that he heard Smith say that he wish-
ed he had more of thatjsugar,for that I onghtto
have some of it; but that he always filled out
Major Kuight’s orders, and that was what took
the last 1™

“*Yes; I know we have heard one thing
{ here, and another thing there, and people
have not been at all buckward in encouraging
us in our: course towards Mr. Smith. Some-
times I wish we had never listened to a single
thing told us about him. It is bard to believe
that he has slandered us, as we have heard;
and it is hard to feel that we cannot place con-
fidence in those who toldus. Nao doubt it has
been the same with one side, that it was with
‘ the other. They have said hard things about
| us. We have done the same by them, nntil

the foolish little quarrel has grown into a se-
rious difficuilty, and the first cause is almost
| lorgotien in the throng of bitter words, cold
{ looks, and galling acts of unkindness which
have followed. 171 tell you what I think. In
the first place, Mr. Smith was wrong., 1t was
| very natural for usto rescut it; but I wish,
|now, we pever had. Buot what’s done can’t
be undone. You toild him what you thought
—mnot, however, till you had told several oth-
| ers, and heard things to aggravate the case.
| Then, you know, you did not keep your tem-
per very well. Mr. Smith got angry too, and
made some very unkind remarks, We felt
{ injured, and cherished a foolish pride in let-
| ting people see that we could show proper re-
| sentment when we were abused Then other
| people stepped in—not to make peace, but
to widen the breach—and we sat down every-
| thing that came to us as true, often magnify-
| ing some slight remark intoa hideous inuen-
{ do. And so. you see, we are to blame—very
| much so. We are all erring creatures; not
| one of us but has faults, and it seems to me
| that we ought to consider our own frailties
| when we feel inclined to censure others—and
| not pick up every bone of contention that
comes in our way, but just pass it by, and
| think no more about it
|  **Yes—yes—yonare right;** answered the
| husband ; “but the plagune of it is, it Smith
| and I go to talking matters over, we shall just
take a circle, and come right round to the
| starting point, and neither of us will own
| that we were wrong in the first place. I know
just how it will be. ltis of no use to talk it
| over; it will just be a raking np of all the
troubies from first to last, and such affairs are
just like a coal fire—the more you stir it, the
hiotter it grows.”’
«Let the fire alone, tho?, and it will smoul-
der away. and die ont of itselt. So, with this
' trouble; let it go. Say to them, let by-gones
| be by-gones, and just drop the matter entire-
| Iy, and begin where we left off, forgetting that
anything of an unpleasant nature has happen-
ed. ZTome, now, what do you think of it 2"

| s:Mrs.Jones adjusted her collar, and smooth-
! ed her hair with her hand, as if preparing for
| a start. Mr. Jones sat down again, laid his left
| foot over his right knee, and leisurely picked
the lint from his trowsers, gathering it in lit-
tle pinches, and carefnlly dropping it between
| the andirons, for they sat before a cheerful
| wood-fire. He was in something of a quandary.

| Pride and conscience were struggling for fhe
| mastery in his heart; at last he said, «Blame
me if I want to have it go all over the village
| that I acted the peniteut, and Smith the mag-
| nanimous judge who listened to my humble
suit, and granted a merciful pardon.” ’
«“Now, John,” said the wife, «*which is real-
| Iy most magnanimous, to scknowledge a fault,
or forgive one? It seems to me to be the
| most easy, natural thing in the world, to for-
| give an erring friend when he takes the place
of a penitent. Bot I know that the proud heart
| struggles long and painfully with itself, when
it feels the justice and the necessity of ac-
| knowledging a fault; and when it has achiev-
| ed this victory, it seems to me that it has won
| higher honors than it has when it obeys its
natural impnises, and run over with forgive
| ness and tender compassion towards a peni-
tent. We onght not to allow a dread of the
scoffs of village gossips to deter us Irom ounr
| duty. Let us do what will please God, and
| every truly good person. Let us set our own
| hearts at rest, and feel that whatever others do
| or sar, wo will do right. Better be sneered at
| for a good act than condemned for a bad one.’
{  «Well,” said the tailor, «1 wish it was well
over. [do feel dreadfully awkward about go-
ing over there under the circumstances. But
come! We can walk along down that way,and
| if we do not want to go in, we can just take a
| stroll around and come home again !’

They were soon equipped for their walk,and
locking the door behind them, passed through
the narrow front yard, and stepped into the
l street. It was a clear Autumnal evening. The

moon shone brightly, and lit up the streets af
| the village with a soft, mild radiance, and ail
J along upon the sidewalks lay littie patches of

1

| quivering light and shades where the moon-
light and the shadows of the over-hanging
tree-bonghs danced together, to the music of
ht wind. 2
ﬂ1:’r1mc‘nn imagine just how everything looks
around the old homestead now!” said Mrs.
Jones, 1o a low, subdued tone. «This is just

such an evening 2t always reminde me of |

one of the scenes described by Pollett:—

“It was an eve of Autum’s holiest mood ;

The cornfields hathed in Cynthia's silver light,

Stood jeady for the reaper's ering hu:i:

And all the winds slept soundly.”

You remember that beautifal description of
an Autnmn evening, do youn not? Oh, how
many tiroes Mary and I have repeated that as
we walked together, up and down the avenne
at the Elms,when we were happy school girls.,
Oh, what visits we used to have ; what secrets
we confided to each other, and how we vowed
eternal constancy ! We might have been very
foolish and sentimental, but we were certainly
very happy. It does not seem possible that we
have been estranged so long. How little we
dreamed, when we were married and settled
down in the same village, that months would
pass over our heads without an interchange of
kind words and loving smiles. Oh, it seems
to me to-night, that I can never entertain an
unkind feeling towards an old friend again.
Everything seems so calm and holy around
us; why must there be such strife and tur-
moil within? But jsn't that Mr. and Mrs.
Smith we are going to meet 77

“Yes, itis! Let us speak to them as if
nothing bad ever happened. Good evening 1*?
said Mr. Jones, extending his bhand toward
Mr. Smith.

“Good evening!” echoed his wife, grasping

the bhand of her old schoolsate, and putting
up her lips for a kiss.
w Mr. and Mrs. Smith gave a Iittle start of
surprise, and betrayed a little embarrassment
of manner; but there was nothing of coldness
in their answering salutations, and that there
might not be an awkward pause after the greet-
ing, Mr. Jones added immediately, <A fino
evening for a walk! We have been speaking
of you, and thought some of calling at your
hiouse before we went home !*?

s“‘Indeed ! Well, we will turn back, then.
We were only out for a walk., Mary, dear, Mr.
and Mrs. Jones were thinking of ecalling on
us. Let os walk back with him !”

“Certainly: Susy has just been telling me.?
And so they walked through the streets to-
gether. As they proceeded, they mot a few
villagers, who stared sfter them, as if to as-
sure themsclves that their eyves saw clearly.
Long before our little party reached their des-
tination, the report was going through the vil-
lage that «the Smiths and Joneses had made
up, and were good iriends again.” I do net
kiow how they wounld have managed to have
filled up the awful pause necessarily occurring
between their meeting in the streets and their
arrival at Mr. Smith’s house, had it not been
for ssthe weather,”” that dear old friend who
has helped so many bashful people, awkward
pairs, and dull companies to a topic of conver-
sation ; but somehow, they contrived to make
the time pass very easily, il not pleasantly,
and were at last seafed in the parlor before a
cheerinl coal-fire. Ilats, gloves, and shawis
were laid aside, and then there was a moment
of hesitancy on the part of each, and each
dreaded an embarrassing state of things; but
Jones had *“screwed his courage up,’” as he was
wont to express himself, and he was not the
man to back out, now; so, without waiting for
any one else to open the way, he began:

“Mr. and Mrs. Smith ! my wife and I have
been talking over matters to-night, and think-
ing of the estrangement that exists belwecn
our families, and we have come to the conclu-
sion that it is as wrong as it is unpleasant for
us to live as we have been, and that there is
no um=ed of this state of things continuing.
We feel that there has been wrong on both
sides ; we know that we have been very much
to biame, and what was at first but a trifling af-
fair, has been magnified, and added to till we
have become widely estranged. This quarrel
dues not end with ourseives ; almost the whole
village is involved in it; we have each our
own parties and champions, and have created
a great deal of unhappiness for ourselves and
others. T am willing to acknowledgze my fault;
and now, can we not just let this aflair drop,
and bury the past, at least all unpleasant por-
tions of it, and be friends once more 1’

There was a quick, warm response to this,
on the part of Smith.

«I do not see why we cannot,” he said. I
am willing to do so. I know that I have said
sgzravating things,and cherished unkind feel-
ings. We too, were talking of this dificulty
to night. It seems to me a good omen that
our minds met upon the same topic. Here is
my haud, Jones. Yoo're agood fellow; a
little hasty, like mysell, sometimes, but such
people like each other all the better, if they
do fall out occasionally !’

There was a warm shaking of hands in token
of triendship ; the two women were already
sobbing in each others arms. There was a mu-
tual forgiveness, and re-union of hearts and
the good old times were lived over again; and
it was long after the village was hushed in re-
pose before the friends seperated. FPeaceful
were their slumbers that night; their dreams
were undisturbed Ly the tannts of self-reproach
or the demands of neglected duties.

Years have since glided away ; but the two
families have never allowed anything to occa-
sion a quarrel between them. They have been
tempted, and tricd with each others failings.
Meddlers have offered their assistance in mis-
coustruing and exaggerating; but they re-
member a bitter lesson, and their motto is,
«Pass it by !

SvrrerixGg 1N Mionicax.—The people of
Gratiot county, Michigan, are represented as
beirg in a very destitute condition, and an
appeal has heen made to the Legislature for
aid. There are abount 1000 families in the
county, and of these not more than one quar-
ter, it is believed, have the means of subsis-
tence until the next harvest. Analmost total
failure of the crops is assigned as the cause of
the existing want. ’

-

Twenty-two children, who were floating out
to sea on a large cake of ice upon the ebb tide
in Boston harbor, a few days ago, werc saved
by a man named Wm. Haslem. He was out
in a small boat, and his attention was atiract-
ed by their sereams. He at once pulled to
their assistance, and with great difficulty and
danger took them into the boat. Such occa-
sions of doing good seldom happen in the
life of any man.

Smith Sutton, of Kingwood, in Hunterdon
county, New Jersey, sold aturkey in New
York, last week, for the nice little sum of one
hundred dollars. It weighed, when dressed,

forty pounds.

The expenses of the United States Supreme
Court for the last five years, sxclnsive of
jndge’s salaries, smounted to $ , of
which was paid to the clerks over 51,000,

»
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TOUGH STORIES.

An Englishman, who was travelling on the
Mississlppi river, told rather tough stories a-
bout London thieves. A Cincinonati chap,
named Case, heard tHese narratives with a si-
lent but expressive humph ! and then remark-
ed that the Western thieves beat the London
opersatives all hollow.

«“How s0 1"’ inguired the Englishman, with
surprise. “Pray, sir, have you lived much in
the West 7"

«“Not a great deol. I undertook to set up
in business in Des Moines Rapids, & while ago,
but the rascally people stole nearly everything
I bad, and at last a Welsh miner ran off with
my wife.”

“Good gracious!” exclaimed the English-
man, “and have you never found her?7’’

«Never, to thia day. But that was not the
worst of it.””

“Worse! Why what could be worse than
stealing a man's wife 7

«Stealing his children, I should say,”” said
the implacable Case.

“Children !*?

“Yes, a negro woman, who hadn’t any of
her own, abducted my yougest daunghter, and
sloped and joined the Indians.”

«“Did you see her 2’

tiSee her! yes; and she hadg’t ten rods the
start of me ; but she plunged into the lake and
swam off like a duck, and there wasn’t a cance
to follow her with.”?

The Englishman leaned back in his chair
and called for another mug of « "alf-and-’alf,””
while Case smoked his cigar and eyed lhis
credulous friend at the same time most re-
morselessly.

¢s1—I shan’t go any farther West, I think,”
at last observed the excited John Bull.

«I should not advise any one to go,”” said
Case quietly. «My brother once lived there,
but he bad to leave, although his business was
the Lest in the country.

¢ What business was he in 2%’

“The lumber business. Ile had a saw-mill.”

“:And they stole the lumber 7**

“Yes, and saw-logs, teo.”

“Saw-logs 1"

+Yes, whole dozens of the black walnut logs
were carried away in a single night.”

Is it possible 17?

«“True, upon my honeor, sir. He tried every
way to prevent it, had hired men to wateh his
logs, but it was all of no use. They wounld
take them all away as easy as if there had been
no one there. They would steal them out of
the cove and even out of the mill-house.”

=(Good gracious !

“Jnst to give yonu an idea of how they can
steal ont there,’’ sending a sly wink at the lis-
tening company, <fjustto give you an idea—
did you ever work in a saw-mill ?*?

“«Never.””

«“Well, one day my brother bought an all
fired fine black walnut—four feet three at the
butt, and not a knot in it. He was determin-
ed to keep that log anyhow, and hired two
Scotchmen to watch it all night. Well, they
took a small demijohn of whiskey with them,
snaked the log up the hill above the mill, built
s fire and then sat down on the log to play
cards just to keep awake, you sev. ’Twasa
monstrous big log, bmk two inches thick.
Well, as I was saying, they played cards and
drank whiskey all night, and when it began to
grow light went to sleep astraddle of the log.
About a minute after daylight brother George
went over to the mill to see how they were
getting on, and the log was gone.”

¢What were the Scotchmen doing 7™’

¢Silling on the bark ! The thieves had driv-
en an iron wedge into the butt end, which
poirted down the hill, and hitched a yoke of
oxen on and pulled it right ont of the shell,
lesving the Scotchmen there astraddle of it,
fast asleep. Faet.”

-

WHEN AND HOW TO APPLY MANURE.

If we consult Nature—taking her processes
as our gnide—we shall see her vegetable ler-
tilizers applied in the fall—and there can be
no better evidence that thisis a most favor-
able time for manuring the soil. Circumstan-
ces, it is true, may render it advisable to vary
from this time, and it is one of the objects of
the farmier’s study to be able to modily natu-
ral laws, and to choose in some cases conve-
nience as his guide. The more perfectly,
however, he understands Nature, the better
he can command her, but generally, the closer
will be kis obedience to her teachings. Na-
ture makes no mistake—she never practices
falsé economy—all progress is by due obedi-
ence to her laws.

The application of manure in Autumn pre-
supposes that it has become partially decom-
poscd during the Summer, and that it will be-
come well rotted by the following Spring,
when needed by plants upon the resumption
of their growth. It is thus ready for their
use, and this is one material advantage of ap-
plying manure in Autumn. Another advan-
tige is that this decomposition has reduced its
bulk without detiorating its value, (if proper-
Iy earried omn,) rendering transportation less
expensive, while at the same time, the team
and the roads are in a better condition for the
work. The Summer season, too, has afforded
time for composting the stores of the barnyard
with muck and other vegelable matter, thus
increasing largely the amount and value of
both classes of material—an important object
to the farmer.

Nature, if asked the question, «“How shall
we apply manure 7’ answers, «QOn the sur-
face.””- She has no cperation analagous to
plowing ; and while we may think we have im-
proved upon the methods—as we undoubted-
ly have in this and other respects—we may
still learn wisdom from ber example. In ap-
plying manure to sward-land in the Fall, let it
be spread upon the surface—the growing grass
will keep it in place, will keep it moist, and
will gradually work its decomposition. When
we would plow in the Spring, it is in the right
state and position for onr use—for the nse of
the succeeding crop—and practice proves this
to be one of the best methods of manuring
sward for any crop. Inapplyiog manore on
stubble land, it would be well to cover it im-
mediately with the gang-plow or cultivator, in-
corporating it as thoroughly as may be with
the susface soil. In Spring, hefore sowing,
let the land be plowed to a proper depth for
the crop applied, and ihe result has been in
the cases in which trial Las been made, a bet-
ter crop than from mauuring in the Spriog in
the usual manner.

Practical farmers are studying more closely
than heretofore the nature of soils and plants,

to learn from practical
the operations of Fature

herself, the most economical method of sup-
plying these demands, freely, fully, and 50 a3
to derive protit from the operation. The “ma-
nure question’” is one of great interest—and
one freely discussed—and we hope to see Dew
light throwp upon it from this source. Sure-
ly the practical man bas the means, if any one
has, ot developing natural laws, and of testing
the principles which lie at the root of the la-
bors in which he is constantly employed, and
upon which he depends (and not vainly) for a
livelihood. It depends upon bhimselt whethsr
he sball be a mere hireling in the grest labo-
ratory—knowing and caring nothing for the
operations he aids in conducting—or whether
he be a skillful analyst, understanding, com-
bining, and directing—learning and putting to
use the important principles involved.

A xew Race or Houax Brivas.—Some
time since, a paragraph appeared in a New
South Wales journal, relative to the discovery,
in the far interior, of a new race of blacks,
sswho had no hair on the tops of their head,
in the place where the wool ought to grow,<’
The account of this most extraordinary dis-
covery, says the Bombay Telegraph, has been
corroborated by an evewitness,a Mr. Thomp-
son, who has arrived (rcem where the aborigi-
nals ruralize :

They are, says he, of a copper color, and are
tall and athletic, mueh snperior, in every re-
spect, to their dark-skinned brethren. The
women are also said to have more claims to
beanty. Mr. T. it appears, was at camp on the
Upper Balonne, with others, on ground hith-
erto untrodden by a white man, when he was
surprised by a visit from these bald pated,
copper- colored beings.

They appeared to have friendly intentivns,
and as noticed in their conduct of an aggres-
sive nature, a conversation of nods and signs
ensued. After a while a sovereign was shown
to them, where one of them, picking up a
stone, pointed with his finger to the far west,
and intimated that stones of a similar descrip-
tion to the sovereign were to be picked np on
the ground in masses as large as the stones he
held. The place was understood to be some
hondred miles further in the interior, but
they signified their intention of bringing some
of these stones at their next visit. Mr.
Thompson intends to return again to the
Balonne, and to await their arrival. If.this
story be trune, the age of wonders has not
yet ceased,

A

Tar Warkixeg.—We have in our mind one
of the most wonderful feats of pedestrianism,
which, if it were not well substantiated,would
be difficult of belief. It took place a number
of years ago. Mr. Schoolcraft, residing at
Sanlt St. Marie, wished to send an express to
Mackinac, distant by the trail about seventy-
five miles. He sent for a half-breed called La
Branch, aad told him that he must start at 12
o'clock, M., that day. La Branch objected, as
there was to be a ball in the evening of the
next day. Schooleraft told him that he must
g0, and that as he wanted to attend the ball, if
he was back from Mackinac by 10 o’clock the
next evening, he would give him twenty dol-
lars extra pay. At 12 o’clock he started, and
the next day at 10 r. x., appeared again, hav-
ing gone the whole distance—150 miles—in 34
hours. After receiving the promised twenty
dollars, he said <he could have been in by 8
o'clock, but he waited two hours on the hili
back of town, for fear that he might get in
ahead of time, and lose his money.”> After
leaving Mr. Schoolcrafts store, La Branch went
to the ball, and tripped the moccasined toe
until daylight.””— Detroit Advertiser.

Tue Revariox oF tue Sexes.—Strange, pas-
sing strange, that the relation between the two
sexes, the passion of love, in short. should not
be taken into deeper eonsideration by our
teachers and onr legislators. People educate

and legislate as if there were no such thingin |

the world ; Dbut ask the priest, ask the physi-
cian—let them reveal the amount of moral
and physical results from this one cause.
Must love be always discussed in blank verse.
as it it were a thing to be played in tragedies
or sung in songs—a subject for pretty poems
and weak novels, and had nothing to do with
the prosiic current of our every day existence,
our moral welfare ? Must love be ever treated
with profaneness, as a mere illusion ? or with
Coarseness, as a mere impulse 7 or with fear,
as a mere discase 7 or with shame, as a mere
weakness ? or with levity, as a mere accident 7
Whereas it is a great mystery, and a great ne-
cessity, lying at the foundation of human ex-
istence, morality and happiness—mysterious,
universal, inevitable as death. Why, then,
should- love be treated less seriously than
death? It is as sericus = thing.—Mrs. Jameson.

AxecporE or Dawsier Wesstex.—The Bos-
ton (Mass.) Courier relates the following: Mr.
Webster married the woman he loved, and the
twenty years which he lived with her brought
him to the meridian of his greatness. An an-
ecdote is current on this subject, which is not
recorded in the books. Mr. Webster was be-
coming intimate with Miss Grace Fletcher,
when the skein of silk getting in a knot, Mr.
Webster assisted in unraveling the snarl—then
lookng up to Miss Grace, he said, “We have
untied a knot, don’t you think we counld tie
one 7”7 Grace was a little embarrassed, said
unot a word, but in the course of a few min-
ntes she tied a knot in & picce of and
handed it to Mr. Webster. This piece of tape,
the thread of his domestic joys, was found af-
ter the death of Mr. Webster, preserved as
one of his most precious relics.

CrEar as Mup.—An editor had a bottle of
Lgndq.m Dock Gin presented to him, and after
drinking the whole of it, he wrote a *notice’ of
the article, Here s a specimen of the siyle:

““Here’s to the ladies and other branches of
business [hie] in and aronnd town—and espe-
cislly the Messident’s Pressoge, Monington
Washument, ete., &u., all of which may be had
cheap at the Buck—Drook—Brook and Duck
Store of Bininger’s old London Dock Gin. for
$2 a year, if payment 1s deiayed until the end
of the Atlantic Cable.”

The Sante Fe, New Mexico, Garefte states
that 105,000 shecp ars about to be taken from
Bernaillo and Valentia counties, in that Terri-
tory, overland to California. There is alsoa
drove of 10,000 from Obio, now at Santa Fe,
bound for the same destination.

At the late term of court at Machias, Maine,
Thomas Gilpatrick was prosecuted for the
value of three tons of hay by five,
by persons intoxicated with old by him
—=azd the jury gave & verdict for fhe plainsi®.

THE ROMANCE OF SLAVE LIFE.
A KENTUCEY PLASTER SELLING H1S DAUGETSS.

The Bucyrus, Ky., Journal reistes a strange
and moving ipcident ot siave life, which same
to the editer’s knowledge a week or iwo ago.
The names of the parties interested are sup-
pressed for obvious reasons. Tbe following is
the account given hy the Journal: _

Near Louisville, Kentucky, lives s planter

of wealth and standing. He was the posses-
sor of & hundred negroes, and he was noted
for his thrifty, money-making disposition.
He had never been married, and was an lacor-
rigible bachelor of fifty. His bouse was man-
aged by a young lady of about , bis
daughter by a quadroon, whose
was lighter by half than his, and in whom the
negro blood was seareely visible. The meoth-
rr died ten years ago, leaving her daughter
with the father’s solemn promise that she
should be educated, and should live as a free
woman, rather than as a slave, snd that she
should pass as his daughter, which she was.
The planter gave his promise, because he had
been really attached to the dying woman, and
was also very fond of his beantiful child. And
so she grew up, radiantly beauntitul,
a reascnable education—adl that her father
could give—and in time 100k the management
of the household. She never knew that there
was any negro blood in her veins, and never
dreamed that she was a slave.

Last fall a8 series of misfortunes overtook
the planter. His house was burned down, and
with it the notes, bonds and papers that com-
posed a large portion of his fortunme. His
crops {eiled to a great degree, and some heavy
speculations in which he engaged resulted dis-
astrously. Added to sll this, he had lost hea-
vily at play—the besetting sin of Southern
gentlemen—and had completely exhausted all
his ready means, and found himself in the ter-
rible situation of having more money to
than he could possibly raise in a given time.

He applied to his attorney for counsel in
his extremity. The attorney, after examiniog
the sitnation of his affairs, advised him to sell
off a portion of his negroes. The planter re-
sisted strennounsly, first ohjeeting to the sale
of negroes, and aileging that his force was
hardly suflicient to work his plantation. But
after full deliberation, he found this to be the
only alternative, and sorrowfully consented.
A list was made out, and every head that could
be possibly spared was put down. Afterall
was done, and the most {avorable prices ob-
tained for them, the sggregate fell five thous-
and dollars short of the sum required.

The attorney remarked quietly that he had
not included all that conld be spared.

“] have putdown all that I can dispense
wilh,” replied the planter.

“I do not see Mary, the housekeeper's
name, in the list,”” replied the lawyer. «If
offered to the right n, she wonld make
up the deficiency. 1 would give that for her,
myself.””

At any other time, the planter would have
taken the suggestion as an insult; bat Neces-
sity is a bhard master, and he grasped at the
idea, and before an hour the transaction was
closed. Ittroubled him not a little to disclose
the matter to her, but ths fear of bankruptey
and ruin drove him to it. The poor girl's
horror and distress may be imagined. She
had known nothing but happiness, and now
was to be plunged inte the deepest and most
hopeless misery. She bad been sold, and was
then the property, soul and body, of one who
purchased her merely Tor the gratification of
bis sensual lusts. The idea was teo bhorrible,
and she swooned, remaining almost delirious
for several days.

Therc was another upon whom the [intelli-
gence came with erushing weight. A junmior
partner in a produce house in Lounisville had
| frequently visited the planter’s house on busi-
| ness, and, stinck with the beauty and intelli-
| gence of the supposed daughter, had become
enamored, and after prosecuting his soit a
| proper time, had declared bis passion, snd,

. unknown to the father, the two had betrothed

themselves. As soon as possible, after her
tather had told her of her fate, sha dis

a messenger to ber lover, stating the facts, and
imploring him to save her from the doom that
awsited her. Thongh thundersiruck at the
intelligence that his afianced bride was a
slave, and had been sold to a fate worse than
death, like a true man he determined io res-
cue her. That night be saw her, and = plan
was formed torflight.

The day she was transferred to the posses-
sion of her new owner, the Jovers fled, and, in
doe time, arrived at Cincionati, where
were warried. Qur hero oblained an inter-
view with one ¢f the agents of the Under-
gronnd Railroad, located in that city, who im-
mediately telegraphed instructions to the dif-
ferent agents slong the line to keep strict
watch, and if woman-catchers were on the a-
lert, at any point, to telegraph back, and give
the fugitives timely notice, that they might
leave the train. Ac ingly they started,
purchasing tickets for Crestline.

In the meantime the purchaser, as soonas
he discovered his loss, had commenced active
measures to recover it. He had no difficulty
in tracing them to Cincinnati, and none what-
ever in ascertaining that their destination was
Crestline. But having arrived several hours
after their departure, he was obliged to con-
tent himself with telegraphing to the
officers to arrest them at that ﬁlloe t un-
fortunately for his prospects, the intended ar-
rest got wind, and when the train got to Gali-
on, two citizens of that place stepped into the
car, and s conversation of a few moments en-
sued, in the lowest kind of whispers, at the
close of which the four left the car. A ear-
riage was in waiting, and in two hours the fair
fugitive and ber husband were domiciled in
the house of one of our whole-souled farmers
near Bucyrus, who has long taken pleasure in
helping fugitives onm their way to the Canadi-
“"When. the train on which they

o on embarked
ll;?ao.::d C::lim, th; officials were

¥y chagri atnot finding the fugiti
more when they learned “lhtt ll:" hl;"bulm

San-

within four miles of them.
After a lapse of two weeks

move, and went mmwg’w

dusky city, and without accident reached the

g:mdm shore. They are now residing in
Moteme . ;

— oo —

The Schwartz Democrats of Berks have or-
1zed themselves into a distinctf party, and
ve resolved to on the w inst the
Buchanan hunkers. 1eTe are
ool moveqmis Tayrang, GaE

movements ¥ni ng,

tand to ejuslize the chantes of
elections to come off hereafter.
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