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ON GUARD.

It is the eventide of life:
Denath’s turbid waves before nie rojl;
And in this narrow passof life

. Istandto guard my deathless soul.

" Through storm and calm, through dark’ and light,
‘Weary, but resolute, Ifcling
To my good sword, my breastplate bright,
The armor of my heavenly King.

On guard, on guard ! the trumpet voice
Ring in my ear » with watchful eye
X gaze, and feel my heartr joice:
My dendliest foes are dr.wing nigh.

Ye pass not hers, hate, enty, pride,
With all the embattled hosts of hell:
My Captain standeth at my side;
I fear yonﬂgi; 1 know you well.

Fast comes {ha night; my watclr is dones
This hour I’ve longed for many years:

T shall not see another sun; :
Ended is sorrow, toil and tears.

Death’s waves are tising; stteet release!
Nearer I vicw the heavenly shore;

1 lay my armor down, and ¢cease
To be “on gaard” for evermore.

rimack, and pow he. was set to work in the
dock-yards. His master who wgs.numral-
ly a kind man, did not overwork him. He
had daily his three loaves of bread, and when
his elothing was worn out its place was sup-
plied by the coarse cloth of wool and cam-
el’s hair woven by the Berber women.—
Three hours before sunset he was released
from work, and Friday, which was the Mo-
hammadan Sabbath, was a day of entire rest.
Once a year, at the season enlled Ramadan,
he was left at leisure for o whole week. So
time went on—days, wecks, months and
yoars. ‘His dark hair became gray. He
still dreamed of his old home on the Merri-
mack, and of his good Anpa and the boys.
He wondered if they yet lived, what they
thomght of him, and what they were doing.
The hope of ever seeing.them again grew
fainter and fainter, and at last nearly died
out ; and he resigned himself to his fate as
a slave for life.

But ove day a hendsome, middie-aged
gentleman in the dress of oneof his own
conntrymen, attended by a great officer of
the ey, entered- the- shipyard, and called-
up before him the Ameriean captives. The
stranger was none other than Joek Barlow,
Commissioner. of the United States to " pro-
cure the liberation of slaves belonging to
that Government. He teok the men by the
hand as they came up, aed told them they
were free. | As you might ezpect, the poor
fellows-were very grateful ; some laughed,
some wept for joy, some shouted and sung,

e O

THE SLANDERER.

«I hate the slanderer}

I hate him for his poisonous breath,
More deadly than the dews of deathy

I hate him for his hooded lies,

‘His peace-destroying calumnies;

1lis words I hate - so arch, so sly,

o void of generosity,

So deep, so empty, yet so fuli

Of what will social joy annul.’

His heart is gall, his tongue is fire,
His soul too base for manly ire,

His steel too keen for noble use,

His sword and buckler are abuse;

| hate the slarfuerer !”
MISCEILI.ANY.

DAVID MATSON.

s

BY JOUN-G. WHITTIER.

Who of my young friends have read the
-sorrowful story of “inocl Arden,” sosweet-
ly told by the great linglish poet? Itis the
story of a man who went to sea, leaving be-
hind a swéet young wife and little daughter.
Hg was cast away on a desert island, where
he remained several years, when he was dis-
covered and taken off by a passing vessel.—
Coming back to his native towe, he found
his wile married to an old playmate—a good
man rich and honored, with whom she was

living happily. 'ljhe poor man, unwilling to,

' her with a baby in her arms.

and threw up their caps,  while others with
David Matson among them, knelt down on
the chips, and thanked God for the great de-
liverance. , '
“This is a very affecting scene,” said the
Commissioner, wiping his eyes. “I must
keep the impression of it for my ‘Columbi-
an; ” and, drawing out his tablet, he pro-
cecded to write on the spot dn apostrophe fo
Treedom, which afterwards found a place in
his great epic.
David Matson had ssveda little money da-

"I Ting his captivity, by odd jobs and work on

holidays. ITe gota passage to Malaga, where
he bought a nice shawl for-his wite and a
wateh for each of his boys. . He then went
to the quay, wkere an American ship was
lying just ready to sail for Boston.

Almost the, first man he saw on board was
Pelatiah Curtis, who had rowed him downa to
the port seven years before. e found that
his old neighbor did not know him, so chang-.
ed was he with hjs long beard and Moorish
dress, whereupon without telling his name,
he began to put questions about his old home,
and fivally asked him if he knewa Mrs. Mat-
son,

T rather think I do,” said Delatinh;”
“‘she’s my wife.”

“Your wife!” cried the other. ¢8She is
mine before God and Man., Iam David Mat-
son, and she is the mother of my children.”’

«And mine, too !’ said Pelatiah.  “I left
If you are Da-
vid Matson, your right to her is outlawed ;
at any rate she is mine, and I am not the
man-to give_her up

fays: Lt .
y’l‘he extraotdinary success with which Gen
Sherman has conducted his campaign during
the last nine months has secured for him the
affections of the American people beyond
that of any otlier military officer. He has

Vice Admiral Farragut has as a naval com-
mander. Anything relating to him is there-
fore interesting. 1t is through an officer in
his command, recently arrived,. I have ob-
tained the circumstances of an emusing scene
said to have taken place between Gen, Sher.
man and the British Consul at Savannah,
which to say the least, is characteristic of
that officer, as well as the gelf-sufficient style
of her Majesty’s officials in the South.

On the arrival of General Sherman at Sa-
vannuh he saw a large number of British
flags displayed from buildings, acd had a cu-
riosity to know how many British Consuls
were there. He sobn ascertained that these
flags were on puildings where cotton was sto-
red away, and at once ordered it to be seiz-

ed. Soon after that, while the General was

become as popular as a military officer as |

€rouching, a thing forlorn, beside the way ]
Behold her ruined alters heaped tosday
With nshes of her costly sacrifice !

How changed the once proud Stato that led the
strife,
And flang the war-cry first throughout thé land !
_See helpless now the paricida] hand
Which aimed the first blow at the natior’a life !

Fho grass is growlng in the city’s strect,

Where stand the shattered spires, the broken
S walls : ’
And through the solemn noonday silence falls

Fhe sentry’s footstep as he treads his beat,

Behold once more the old flag proudly. wave
Above the ruined fortress by the sea !
No longer shall that glerious banner be
'Fhe ensign of a land where dwells the slave.

Hark ! on the air what‘swelling anthems fise—
A ransomed people, by the sword, set free,
A1e chanting now a song of liberty;

Hear how their voices echo tothe skies !

busily engaged at his headquarters, a pom-
pous gentlenjan walked in, apparently in
great haste; aed inquired if he vaas General
Sherman. Having received an affirmative
reply, the pompous gentlemon remarked,
“that when he left his residence., U. States

from it; when it was protected by the Brit-
ish flag.”

“Blop, sir,” said General Sherman, “pot
your cotton; sir, but my cotton ; my cotton
in the name of the United States Govern-
ment, sir. I have noticed,” continued the
General, “a great many British- flags here,
ail protecting cotton; 1 have seized it all in
the name of my-Government.” -

— «But sir,” said the Consul, indigpantly,
“there is scarcely any cotton in Savannah
that docs not belong to me.” :

“Thers is not 2 pound of cotton here, sir,
that does not belong to me, for the United
States, responded Sherman. .

“Well, sir,” said the Consul, swélling him-
self up with the. aignity of his office, and
reddening im his face, “my Government shall
hear of this, I shall report your zonduct to
my Government, sir.”

“Ah.! piay, who are
(General. '

“Qonsul to her British Majesty; sir.”

“QOh, indeed!”’ responded the General, «I
hope you will report me to your Government.
You will please say to your Goverement, for
me, that I have heen fighting the English
Government all the way from the Ohio river
to Vicksburg, and thence to this peint A
every step ¥ have encountered British arms,,
British munitions of war, and British goods
of every deseription at every step, sir. 1
have met them, sir, in all shapes;and now,
sir, I find you claiming all the cotton, sir.—
I intend to call upon my Government to or-
der me to Nassaun at once.”

+What do you propose to do there
ed the Consul, somewhat taken aback.”

«T would,” replied the General, “take with

you, sir?” said the
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cause her pain aod perplexity, resolved ot
to make himself knowu to her, and lived aed
died alone  The poem has reminded me of
a very similar story of my owa New logland
neighborhood, which I have often heard, and
which I will try to tell, not in poetry, like
Alfred Tennyson’s but in my owu poor prose.
I con assure my readers that in its main par-
ticulars it is a true tale.

One bright summer morhing, more than
threc-score years ago, David Matsan, with
his young wife and Lis two healthy, bare-
footed boys stood on the bank of the river
near their dwelling. They were awaiting
there tor Pelatiah Curtis to come round the
Point with his whery, and take the husband
and tather to the port; a few miles below.—
The liively Turtle was about to sail on a voy-
age in Spain, and David.was to go in her as
mate. They stood there in the loyely morn-
ing sunshine, talking cheerfully; but, had
you been neur enough you could have scen

loved her hushand, and knew there was al-
ways danger on the sea. And David’s bluff,
cheery voice trembded a little now and then,
fur the honest sailer loved his snug home on
the Merrimuck, with the dear wife and her
pretty boys. But presently the wherry came
alongside, and David was just stepping into
it, when he turned back to kiss his wite and

“God is great !” said poor David Matson
unconsciously repesting ‘the familiar words
of Moslem' submission. ¢1lis will be done,
I loved Ler, but I shall néver see her again,
Give these, with my blessings, to the good
woman and the boys,” and he handed over,
with a sigh, the little bundle containing the
gifts for his wife and children.
~ Ile shook hands with his rival. “Pélati-
ah,” he said, looking back as he left the ship,

“be kind to Anna‘and my boys.”

“Ay, ay, sir ! responded the sailor, ig a
careless tone. IHe watched the poor man
passing slowly up the narrow street until out
of sight. *It’s a hard case for old Davil,”
he said, helping himsclf to a fresh cod of
tobaccoy “but I'm glad I’ve scen the last of
him.” X ’

When Pelatiah Curtis reached home, he
told Auna the story of her husband, and
laid his gifts in herkep.  She did not shriek
or faint, for she was 4 healthy woman, with

tears in Aona Matson’s blue cyes, for she |Strong nerves; but she stole away and wept

I'bitterly, She lived many years after, but

could ncver be persuaded to wear the pret

had sent as his tarewell gitt. There is, how-
ever, a tradition, that in accordunce with her
dying wish it was wrapped about her in the
coffin and buried with her.

‘The little old bull’s eyc watch, which is
still in the possession of one of her grand-

—children-once—more '

¢In with you, mun,” said Pelatinh Curtis.
“There’s no time for kissing, and such fvol-
cries when the tide serves,

Aund so they parted, Anna end the boys
weunt back to their home, and David to the
port, whenee he suiled off in the. Lively Tur-
tle. And months pussed, autwwn iollowed
the summer, and winter the asutumn, aand
theo spring camge, and anon it was summer

children, 1 now all tlsat temaios totell-of
David Matson—the lost mao.— Owr Yoxng
Folks, ” '

Tue Heroic Swiren TENDER.—~The fol-
lowing incident is related in a Haropean pa-
per as haviog lately oceurred in Prussia. A
switch tender had just taken his plaee to
change the track, in order to turn a train
which_was in sight, 8o as to prevent a collis-

on the river-side, ahd he did not coime baek,
And another yesr pnssed, und then the old
gailors’ und fisliermen sbuok their heads sol-
emely, avd gaid the Lively Turtle was o lost
ship, and would never come back to port.—
And Poor Anna had her bomwbuzine gowa
dyecd black, and hor etraw bonnet trimmed
iu morning ribbons, and thenceforth she was
knowan only as the Widow Matson.

And how was it.all this time with David
himeell? '

Now you must know that the Mohamme-
dan people of -Algiers and Tripoli; and Ma-
gudore und Sullee oa the Buarbary coust. had
for a long time been in the habit of fitting |
out galleys and armted boats to seize upon
merchant vessels of Christian nutions, and
mako slaves of their crews and, passengers,
Just as men calling themselves Christizns in
America werg sending vessels to Afriea to

-

ty shaw! which the husband of hier youth' |

me a quantity of picks and shove.s, and throw
that cursed sand hill into the sea, sir. You
may tell your Government that,sir. I would
shovel it into the sea, sir; and then T would
pay for it, sir, if necessary.  Good day, sir.”
It is needless to add that Gen. Sherman
was not agzin troubled with the officious rep-
resentative of her Majesty’s Government.
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“Little Dam Brook.”

A clorgyman, sceinga little boy vlaying
in a small stream by the roadside, inguired
for his father. '

. “He’s over to the little dam brook,” ex-
claimed the lad. '
shocked at the boy’s profurity. **Can’t you
spenk without swearing 7" ,

“Well, he 25 over to the little dam brook,
anyhow,” persisted the boy, as hie went spat-
tering through the water nnd mud after a
butterfly. *Ile’s been over to the little dam
brook alliday, and it you don’t believe it,
you gan go up to that house and ask moth-
er.”

The clergyman sought an interview with
the mother immediately, apd complained of
the profanity of her ehild, After telling her,
however, what the lad had gaid, she laugh-
ingly informed him the “little dam brook,”
was a title by which the stream was called to
distinguish it from a “big dam brook,” sit-
uated a few miles further to.the esstward.

I1e now felt that he had wronged the boy,
acd therefore owed him an apology. Hur-
rying back to the spot, he exclaimed:

“Boy, I wronged youin ascusing you of
swearing; but you should have told me that
“little dam-brook” was only the name of a
stream, and 1 then would net have scolded

you.”
G XA

ion with another traiv from an opposite di-
rection. At this cricical moment, on turn-
ing his head, ho diseovered his little boy
playing on the track of the advancing en-
gine. e wight spring to his rescue and re-
move him safely, but then he would have no
time-to turn- the switch, and hundreds of
lives might be lost by hia negleet. In apin.
stant his resolution was taken. *Lie down!”
he shounted to his boy, and the ehild heppily
acustowed to obédience, promptly threw him-
gelf on the grou.ild, and the whole train
thundered over ltjm, the -passcogers littlo
dreniniog how mucy there safety had - cost
that father, The ttembling man rushed'for-
wurd, fearing'to fiod: only s mangled eorpse,
but no words can express his joy at seeing
his ehild alive and Jnhnrm,ed. The next-
day, the king haviog heard of the circum-
stance, scnt for the man and presented him

Well;-tain’t-no-matter, said the happy

troops were engaged in removing, his cotton-

“What ¥’ said the reverend gentleman,

O rightevus retributiofn, great and jagt!
Behold the palm-tree fallen to the earth,
‘Where F;eedom,.rising from a second hirt};,

No more shall trail her garments in- the dust !

-

Steve Conant’s Courtship.

" T once called on my friend Steve Conant
and while there the conversation turned on
courtship and at my request the "old gentle-
man told me an incident in Lis own love af-’
fairs which I give in hisown words:

“Wall, seeing'it's you, I don’t mind tell-
ing about a scrape thut happened to me when
I was courting Nancy here. 'That is some-
thing I uever téll any body. But you shall
hear it. ‘ |

“No, don’t Steve,” broxe in the old wo-
man, “I should think you would be sshamed
gf .s,'?urself, telling love serapes to everybo-

¥ .

“If you ean’t bear to hear it' you may go
out dours—so here goes.

“When 1 was nigh abomt twenty-one I
came here all alone and built me a cabin. I
hudn’t neber nearer than five miles so yo see
I aidn’t quarrel much bat as it grew to be
winter 1 got kinder lonesome and began to.
think that I ought to bave a woman to keep
me company, so one morning 1 started down
to Leuway to take a look at  the girls to see
if 1 could find one te suit me. When I got
down the settlcment I asked a young - chap
if he knew of a girl that wanted to get mar-
ried and he told me ke guessed that Nancy
Knox did, and if I wanted a wife I had bet-
ter try and hitch 8n with ber and he said if
it wuas agreeabie he would go to Deacon
Knox’s and muke we ncquainted with Nan-
cy, and he wus good as his word and twasn’t
an howr before Nancy and I was on the best
of terms.  AtoYe night I hired out with the
Deacon for ten dollors a nionths half of the
pay to be taken in produce and the rest in
clear cash and I was to work all winter.

“Wall for about two months I felt as'a mouse
_in new cheese. [ conrt
day night and I was determined before an-
other week to pop the question and T hadn’t
a bit of doubt but what Naney would be o-
yerjoyed at becoming my bosom companion.
Wall about this time there come a fellow
from oné of the lower towns to keep school
and he hadn’¢ been there more than a week
afore I found he had a natural haukering af-
ter Nancy; and worst of all the old Deacon
who seemed pleased at the thoughts of me
courting his gal begun to kinder cool off as
if be would like the schoolmaster better for
a son a gon-in-law, and it made me feel kin-
der down in tip, 1 cap tell you.

“Wall on one Sundady wvight Bill Smith
for that was the pesky crittor’s name came
in just at dusk ind when the clock struck
nine he didn’t secm to go. Old Mrs Kvox
and the youog uns all went to bed and there
were none left but the old Deacon, Bill Nan-
cy and L, and I kept specting evry minute
that he would show Biil to bed, but he did
no such a thing, but just as the clock struck
ten he ris up and says he:

“Steve, let's go to bed for we must be up
bright sud airly to have them cre lugs to the
river.”

*Wasa't that o hint eh, [ looked at Naa-
¢y but she turned away her head and at this
I up the ladder to bad, -

1 was boiling over mad with all creation—
Bill Nancy and the old Deazon in particular.

I got into bed and kivered myself up bat I
felt so and I couldn’t go to slecp, Like as
not the sehoolmaster was huggivg and kiss-
ing Nancy down in the kitchen, and I
-cquldn’t shut my oves for the life of me.—
"Wall, all at once it occured to me that thero
were some big cracks in the' floor over the
kitchen and I' could watch and see all that
was going on below 80 out of bed I got and
crawléd along on'all fours and finding a big

youngster, as he held aloft a struggling irog
that he had speared with his mother's clothes
stick. “There’s a big damn on big dam brook,
and a little dam on little dam brook, and we
would have had a little dam en this breok,
ooly I'spcet it’s too small, it ein’t worth a
dam.” L ’
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Tae Marcu or Evenrs.—Timeis pretty
certain to bring its compensations at last.—
A geotleman reeently from the valley of the
Mississ1ppi, says .that at St, Lowjs, in a build-
ing formerly oceupied as o slave pen, be saw
large numbers of rebel prisoners over whom
.colored soldiers were standing guard. “They
went to war to rivet closer the cbains of the
bluck map; to-day the black man is- master of
the position, Saysa correspondent:—-'‘Camp-
Yell’s slave pen,is now a rebel prison. “Get

cy were sitting about two feet apart . though
every now and then Bill would hiteh his
cliair little nearer toher, How I could have
choked that man, I watched them for a-
bout a quarter 6f an hour and by that time
I was near about froze as ic wus an awful
cold night and I hadn’t a raz on except my
two shirts, By and by Bill hitched his chair
a little ¢loser and I could sec that ke had
lx;;nde up his mind and was just going to kiss
her., oy S

How it riled! But 1.was bound-to see it
through s I moved a little nearer to’pget- o
better view atid at that ‘moment the plank
tipped ‘up, nod-down I went ker¢hunk nnd

for unce that old Nick had’come and stiduk-
ed it out of doors; and as for Nancy she gave:

-eatch-black-slaves-for-their-plantations;:—Tho
Lively Turtle fell into the bunds of oune. of

these roving sea-robbers, and the crew were |

taken to Algiers, aud sold in tife market place

an

the Medal'of Honor for\his heroism..

R add

A thouglitless word nfay excite a world of

thought,

10 Qar yersell,” said a colored wo,mn‘u; a8 she
suw the rebel prisouers fillisg into the old
pen.  Use to put us dar, Gep dar  yoreclf
now. De Lord’s comin sure.”"

]

o

&

one-Jook-and-then covered-up-her face -with
her wpron. -~ - N
- I'started out of the *kitrlicn as'quick ns

you eou’d sy veuut aud as 1 wus goiog up

- Sun-|

crack I Jooked doWn throaglh: Billand Nan- J

landiegbotween Billand Napey, Bill thought:|

mikk-I popped the question to Naney and
she said she would have me for she didn’t
care & cent for Bil! Smith and we have: been
married forty years cutn negt June.”

RN W
Idle .Treasure.

Aud old nobleman who lived alone in his
lordly residence, with but.few domestics to
wait upon. him, died at last, and the house
passed into-other hands, When its contents
were examined, drawers and presses full of
linen were fouad, all mouldering to!dust; hun-
dreds of valuable garmentg filled the ward-
robes, all alike mouldering and moth-eaten.
Here and there, in the dusky. recesses, little
bags of silver and gold were found, evident-
ly hidden -there, and .then forgottén. The
hoard of eoin was also discevcred where it
had long lain untouched, doing good to no
person in the world..

How much good these idle gnrments might
have done among thé poor and suffering!—
How much better they should wear out in
clothing the needy, than moulder out in use-
le:_;sness. So, too, of the idle trensure which
might have brought in large revenus of spir-
itual good, if only judicicusly expendéd.—
Of such possession it might well be written,
“Your silver and your goldare cankered, and
the rust thereof shall be n swift witness a-
gainst you.” No one has 3 moral right to
thus suffer any of God’s gifts to be wasted
in idleness. (tod will bring all such stew-
ards into judgement in that day when he
shall sny, *“Thou shall be no longer my stew-
ard,”  “Do all the good you can, wish all
the means you have,” is the only limit of our
obligation. A little experimenting will show
us how much we can do, and we shall doabt-
less be surprised to find how much it czceeds
what you had supposed. No one has aright
to lay aside garments to be moth-eaten, whon
so many suffering ones are around us every
day, whom we could relieve. ‘It is not what
we get, but what we give that makes us rich.”
You would think a man much richer who
had his mioney in a safe and richly paying in-
vestmént, than he who had it buried in the
earth. So he that invests his money in the
Bask-of Heaven will have a good possession
to enter into when he is called away from
this carth, from which he cannot take the
smallest portion. O! if we would be rich
indeed, let ws lay up for ourselves treasures
in heaven, by good works and alms-deeds,
which neither moth nor rust can destroy.—
Lresbyterian.

Living in Hearts.

It is better to live in hearts than houses.
A change of circumstances, or a disobliging
landlord, may turn ome out of a house to
which he has formed many attachments.—
Removing from place to place is with many
an unavoidable incident of 'life. But one
eannot be expelled from a true arnd loving
heart, save by his own fault, nor yet always
by that, for affections clings tenaciously to
its object in spite of ill-desert; but go where
he will his home remains in hearts which
have learned to love him; the roots of affec-

_tion-are not torn-out-and destroyed by such |
removals, but they remain fixed deep :in
the heart, clinging still to the image, the
object which they are more eager aguin to
clasp. When ove revisits the home of his
childheod, or the place of his happy abede
in his life’s spring-time, pleasast as it is to
suryey each familiar spot, the house, the gar-
den, the trees planted by himself, or by kind-
red now sleeping in the dust, there is in the

the eye, in the kind salutation, in the tender
solicitude for the comfort and pleagure of his
visit, a delight that no mere local object of
nature or art, no beautiful cottage, or shady
rill, or quiet grove ean bestow. To be re-
membered, to be loved, to live in hearts, that
is one’s solace amid earthly changes—this
ia a joy above all the pleasures of scene and
place. 'We love this spirittial home feeling,
the union of hearts which death cannot de-
stroy; for it augers, if there be heart purity
as' well as heart afféction, an unchanging and
imperishable abode in hearts now dear.
BT AU —

Maxine Fun or His Nosg.-——Col. Crock-
etf, late: Copperhead ‘candidate for Coogress
in the First (California) District, has an im-
mense pasal appendage, and the Mariposa
Gazelte thus makes fun of it:

“We are told that at the Distries Court at
Soelling this week, a lawyér from San Fran-
_cisco was_present, whoso_nasal organ_is_the
wost prominent of his features, Itis huge
and ‘terrible to behold, Matt.. Strong, who
has a keen eye to fun, was seen following the
lawyer around, keeping constantly near him.:
On being asked his object, he said, pointing
to the lawyer's mose. I just want to sce
him blow that thing onee-—and I’ll be satis-
fied ! )
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KissING EXTRAORDINARY.—A bounty
aped from Gollop’s Js-

warm grasp of the hand, in the melting of |

meztlotw, cresk, and wood, and- dell, so often
‘we did walk, and the moonlight smiled on
her welting lips, and. the night winds learped
our talk. Jane Scrusha was all to me, for
my. hoart was- youag and true, and I loved
with a double und twisted love; and a love
thit was honest, toos I roamed all over the
néighbor's farms, and I robbed the wildwood
bowers, and tore my trousers and scratched
my hands, in search of choieest flowers,. In-.
my joyous love I brought sll these to my
Jerusha Jane ; but L wouldn’t be so foolish
now, if'L were- 1 boy again. A city chap
then came aleng, alh dressed up in storo
olothes, with & sniny hat and shiny vest, aod,
a moustache under his nose, He talked to
her of singing sehooly (for her father owned
a farm)—nnd she left me, the country love,
and took the new chap’s arm, And ull that
night I never slept, nor could I eat next day,
for I loved that girl with a fervent love that
naught could drive away. Lstrove, to win
her back to me, but it was all in vain; the
city chap with the hairy lip, married Jern
sha Jane. And my poor heart: was sick and
sore until the- thought—struck wre; thatjusi—
as good fish remained as ever was caught in
thesen, So I wedt to the Methodist Church
oné pight, and saw a dark brown curl peep-
ing from ander a gypsy hat, aad I married
that very girl. - Awvd many years have passed
and gono, and I thisk my loss my gain; and __
I often bless that hairy chap that stole Je-
rusha Jane. :
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A Dream of Oi}.

The bistory of the location of the famous
Coquette Oil Well is =2 bit of romance, snd
borders closely on the marvelous. The pres.
ent energetic managor of the well Mr. Geo.
M. Kepler, prior to his visit to the oil terri-
tory, had a remarkable dream, which I will’
relate here just ns I had it from his own lips.
He thought he was prospecting for oil, when,
at the close of a weary day’s walking over
the hills which bound the wvalley of Qil
Creek, he espied, nt a short distance before
kim a stalwart Indian seated on the grouad
with his back against a roek, pumping vig-
orously at a rude pwmp, trom. which Mr.
Kepler beheld a steady.stream of oil pouring.
Almost at the same iunstant the red man per-
ceived Kepler, glancing over his shoulder,
and through a creyice in the-rock. Drawing.
an arrow from his quiver, he was preparing
to draw his bow upon theintruder, when the
Llatter was relieved from his dilemma in a
manper as unlooked for as it was novel. A
fair damsel, an esteemed acquaintance of the
dreamer, who had earned the reputation of a
coguette, approached him saddenly an d
stealthily, with a warning gesture, bearing
in her hands the dreamer’s highly prized ri-
fle. In a mowentthe gun was leveled and
discharged at the Indian. With the dis-
charge the dreamer pecred over the rock and
beheld, as he expresses, “‘nothing but oil—
0il I Upon his arrival at the farm subse-
quently he jestingly related his dream to his
cousin, Mr. A. C. Kepler, who in the same
sporfive mood requested him to mark the
rspot—Fhe-drill-wasstarted, and as the depth.
of five hundred and nineteen feet, struck th
largest well now flowing on Oil Creck. Not-
withstanding the difficulty of obtaining tanks
to receive the vast amount of oil which has
fiowed from this wonder among large wells,
not a single barrel of the oil has been lost.
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.A Solemn Scene.

One day last week, says the Eastern Stato-
(Mass.) Journal, the Schoo! Street Church
was the scene of a sud funeral, that of Jos,
S. Defrees and wite, of Ballardsville, who
were found dead in their bed, in chat town,
two or three mornings since, in each other’s
arms. They had been suffocated by coal gas,
having had a coul fire in the stove the pre-
vious evening, and the damper being discov-
ered shut squarely off after the room door
was forced. They were married scarcely a
year since. The decensed lay in the posi-
tion in which they wore . found, nearly on
their backs, his arm extending under her
peck, and his hand under her shoulder, their-
faces slightly inclining ‘towards each other..
Her cheeks wore a slight tinge, almost like
lits, for she was naturally of good color, and
their-dark Lair scemed to rest but in sleep
on the silken pillow. It was a pictare of
conjugal nffection, saddeued by the presenco
of death. The lady was clad 10 green silk,
and her busband in a dark dress suit. The
‘silver plate bore an inscription showing that ™~
Mr. Defreos was aged 27 ycarsand 3 months,
and his wife, Mrs. Augusta Defrees, 26 years
and 3 months.

Over in Jersey, during the lust Presiden-
tial canvass, & young lawyer, noted for the
leogth of his neck, his tunguo and his bill
was on the stump blowing his porn tor Gen-
eral McClellun, Getting on in his eloquence,
he sproad himself, and said: 1 would that

L jumper rec )

land, Boston harbor, after having, unaccoun-
tably uofastened his irons It was subse-
quently discovered that a lady who had been
permitted to come and see Him, had a keyin
her mouth fitting the lock of his fetters.—
Ou parting she kissed bhim, and during the
operation transferred the key to his mouth,
thus faciliating his escape. The girl and the
man who made the key were arrested.

Frzsr O1n Discoviry,—It is related of
Jooah when he took up his quagters in the
whale’s belly, he wrote to his figiffer to come,
down imnsediately, 23 he had ‘disbovered n
splendid opening for the old gentleman as
tollows: = . . ot N

“Father, don’t come., I'm badly
An. Plecty of eil; but no market!” .
... This is the first of fish al account that.pro-
fape-historians give us ot the oil-busjuess.; -
et R
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Al man’s money scldom. grows g

( _e‘mé_kod'

on the 8th day of next Novemt ht—
haye the wings of a bird, and I would fly to
every city and every village, to every town
and every hamlet, to every mansion and ev-
"ery hut, and procizim to every man, women,
and child George B. M'Clellan is President
of these United States!” At this point a
youngster in the crowd sung out:- “Dry up, -
you tool! You'd be shot for a goose ' beforo.
you flew a mile !”

"+ A man of the world may have enough off
the world-to sipk him; but he can never
have coough to satisfy him.

> -1pis sunset elouds ate the visiblo

. song of
-the duy that is dead ST

The railing of n ‘cross woman, Jike theail-

L iog o' a gardeu, keeps peopla at a distance.

"' Dactors 'sli’pixld‘iledrly'loye our'good'mmh-

half as fast ns his love for it ...z

“

{ ‘f et Farth; forshe kindly hides thair evil'wor k.



