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HE EMIGRANTS OF THE WEST.

BY ALICE CAREY.

"t 702 reanember hotr ofton you have said
E Coralin May
tiea to the pmiric nwny **

[y yoa turn tn the pastand w.oep,
i Goralin May., ’

ez tbe crickei chirped In hickary blaze,
o checrily sung, you knotw—
the sannier summer days,
sdthe ticne when wo shall go
pucz llades are unfolding hright,
beslly cawvs the crow :
pevess are opening red and white,
e time bxs catno o go.

.-
2ty 1he cabin oar Jove has planned,
e prairic, zreen and guy.

Caralia May.

T

sweel! you 3ald, * when my work 1z o'er
Jﬂu e yet singing clear.

Raich a2 the lowly doos.
.26t home 1n the pratde dear.
%8 tipe by the windorr naty,

8:be tonl 1pring flowing noar,

nbowt fall on the hoart and benw,
potx 120 haoes we are leaving here.

2 tbe Bawrtharns are blotsoning we shall bo wed

E GRAVES OF THOSF. WE LOVE.

bed —

vels the ordeal of true affection. Tt is there

. . . e o 1
! inchinations of sense, languishing and deciining with the |

, charms which exciie them, turn with shuddenng and|

disgust from the precmets of the tomnb ; but it 18 thence
'that true spiritual affection nises punfied from every
_sensunl desire and turns hike a holy flame to illuminate
and sancufy the heart of the survivor.

The sorrow for ‘he dead 313 the only sorrow from
which we refuse tobe divorced.  Every other we would ‘
seek 1o heal—every other afficion furget; bat this,
wound we cons:der a duty to keep open—the afflictions
we cherish and brood over 1n solitude. Where is the |
mother who wotld willingly forget the ifant that perish- |
ed like a blossom from her arms, though every recollec- |
tion is a pang  Where 1s the dacghter that would
willingly forget the most tender of parents, thongh 10,
remember be but 1o biment?  Who, eveain the hour!
of agony, would forge1 the fnend over whom he mourns |
! Who, where the tomb 1s clowed upon the remmins of her !
Iht: most loved—when he feels his heart, as it were,
| erushed in the closing of 11s portal—would accept con- |
! solation that must be bought by forgetfulness?  No, the |
"tove which survives the tomb 13 one of the nollest atin- X

butes of the soul. If it has woces, it hikewise has its
drlights; and when the overwhelming burst of gref is
calmed mto the gentle tear of recollection—when the
’suddrn and convulsive agony is over—ihe present ruin \
of all that we most loved is softencd away into pensive .
meditations on all that was in the duys of its lovchiness. ;
{ Who wosld root out such a sortow from the heart? It
may somcumes throw a passing cloud oser the bright ,
! hour of gaiety, or spread a deeper sadness over the |
hour of gloom yet who world exchange it for the song .
of pleasure or the burst of revelrty ! No, there is a |
, voice from the tomb sweeter than song.  Therets o !
remembrance of the dead to which we tumn even from |
the charms of the living.  Ob, ihe grave ! the grave Y
it bunes every . aror—<overs every defect—czunguishes
f cvery Tesentment. From its peacefol bosom spnng !
! none bat fond tegret and tender recollection.  Who can
ook upon the grave of ar rocmy, and not fee) a com-
punctive throb that he had ever warred againet the ppor
‘ handful of earth that lirs mouldenng before him 7 .
Bat the graves of those we loved—what a place of

788500 of the ou) manifests ita superiority to meditation ' There 1t is that we call up 1n long review

EXIee impaltes of mere animal artachment

the whole history of wirtuc and happiness, and the |

i eyt be continually trfreshing and keptalive | thoasand endearmenis lavished upon uvs alimost unheed-
£33 of the object, but the love that 1s seated ! ed in the daily intercourse ol intimacy , the teadernrss |

¢xa bive on long remembranee.

The mere (of the parung scenc—the bed of death, wah o

il oas,

stifled gnefs 1ts nouseless attendance, 1its mute, and
watchiu assidaines—the Iast tesumonials of expinng
love—the fecble, fluttenng thnihng—oh, how thnlling !
pressure of the hand—the faint, faltering accents, to
give onc more assurance of affcetion 1

Ay, go to the yrase of buried love nnd meditzte '
There szule the account with thy conscience for every
past benefit tnrequited, cYery past endearment unre-
garded, of that departed beiog who can pever, never
feluin to be sonthed by thy contrinon.

If thou arta cild, and hasever added n sorrow 1o the
oul or a furrow to the milver brow of an affectionate parent
—if thou art 2 hushand and hast ever caused the fond
bosom thai has ventured sts whole happiness in thy anins
10 doubt one moment of 1thy kindness and truth—if thou
art a fnend who has ever wronged, in thought or word,
or deed, the spinit that generousty confided 1n thee——ift
thou art z iover, and has ever given one unmented
pang to that heart which now hies cold and suff beneath
thy feci——then be sure iat every ungraciouns action, will
come thronging back upor the memory sad knock
dolefully upon the soul ; then be sure thou wilt he down
sorrowing and tepenting on the grave, and utter the

| wnheard groan, and pour the unavaiiing tear, more deep,

more hitter, because unheard and unavatbag.

Then weave the chapiet of flowess and suew the
benuties of nature about the grave—~coarale the broken
spint, of thou canst wuh those tender yet fernile tributes
of regret~—and ta . warmung by the bitzerness of this
thy contrite afflici.on over the dead, and henceforth bo
more fouhful and affccticnate 1n the discharge of thy
duties to the living.

THE YUMAS INDJIANS-

Ciosz upon the banks of the Colorada river livo a
warbke tithe, ealicd the Yumas Indians, and more ex-
quisite specimens of the h form dwine were never

; luroed into thisb  athing world by good dame natare.

They are 1all, maoly and 1ausculaz, asd POSSess & na-
tive grace of manner pecoliar 1o the supenor inbes of
the red man.  They are athletie, and swift of foot, and
2# bold aa they arc hardy.  Their skinas of a datk cops
per color, but wmooth and clear, a d their counlenapcea
betoken great frankness and antelligence ; bat aw this
their good looks belic them ; for, ns a class, they aro
wreacherous, decentful, and great theives, They are the
ot expert swimmers, passing oae kalf theyr ume 1a the



