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SCIENTIFIC DISCOVERIES.

From the New Yook Tribune.

Livingstone is a thinker ; as who would 
not be, wandering over deserts, sleeping in 
mud jungles, with a tiger on one side and a 
herd of elephant s on the other, facing each 
week new nations of another skin from his 
own ; carrying his life in his hand as St. Denis 
carried his head under his arm, until he for- 
got where it was made, and pedetrated to the 
rudiments of things in the heart of a forgotten 
Continent, lost to the memory of his own peo- 
ple, to reappear as an avatar of Vishnu after 
the subjugation of Bala and the submission 
of the lower spheres to his genius and power. 
A thinker, a bold, free, calm, unexcited, self- 
determined theorister and discusser of theories, 
he speaks to us like one who has gone and 
seen and knows, like a gentleman coming 
out of his dressing room, like a master among 
his favorites and more advanced scholars. 
His letters to the President of the Royal Ge- 
ological Society, published in their last two 
volumes, are models of teaching. They run 
with the easy completeness of his own river 
Zambezi through the fields of his experience, 
rom region to region, and spread before us 
the broad characteristics of earth in every de- 
cartment of science. Like all great livers, 
Livingstone feels his subjects in masses and 
sketches his descriptions continentally. No 
laze of imperfect medium; no near-sighted 
lur ; but the harmonious contrasts and mul- 
tform combinations of wide panoramic vision, 
permit him to turn from side to side and point 
its out here an object and there one which is 
typical; we can see it to be so, and good for 
4 thousand of its kind, all vi-ible and equally 
describable before us.

His letters of the 4th of March, from Tete 
or Nyungwe, is particularly fine for this scien- 
ific grouping. Here he advances one of the 
boldest of his theories as an ethnologist. He 
s convinced that mountains do not make 
nountaineers, but, vice versa, that mountain- 
ers go up of choice into the mountains, as 
their home. He repudiates the common view 
which yields so great a preponderance of in- 
duence over the character of man to the pe- 
culiarities of his habitat, to the bracing air of 
his hunting-grounds, to the free waters which 
be drinks, to the sinewy exertion of necessary 
toil, and the manly amusements of a gym- 
sasium where Nature has seen to it that the 
poles, and bars, and ropes, and springing- 
horses be of granite and clayslate, and cedar 
of Lebanon. He points to the miserable 
Bechuanas and Bakalahari, wandering « spirit- 
less and abject in demeanor, and thought, cul- 
tivating with delight a little corn or pumpkins, 
or rearing a few goats along the same moun- 
tain plateau, facing the Indian ocean, with that 
brave and independent Bushman race, of wiry 
compact frame, those magnificent saveges, to 
wage was with whom Sir Harry Smith de- 
clared was like fighting with Circassians or 
Algerme Arabs,” and asks whether climate 
or habit can account for such a difference. 
He describes the Bareiye or Bazoba race, 
those aboriginal Quakers of Central Africa, 
#who never conquered the lands adjacent to 
their rivers,” whose ancestors made bows and 
arrows of the castor-oil plant, which broke at 
the first touch, and who, therefore, live on 
the reedy islets of the river Touga, bave goats 
and gardens, fish and nut alternately, never 
grow rich, and permit whatever stranger 
comes to take whatever he may please—the 
natural antelopes of men, surrounded by the 
lion-like € lords of the isles, Sekote and the 
rest, living among identical circumstances, and 
ornamenting their dwellings with human 
skulls." He states his theory thus:—" The 
cause of the difference observed in tribes in- 
habiting the same localities, though it spails 
the poetry of the thing consists in certain 
spots being the choice of the race of family. 
So when we see certain characters as- 
sembled on particular spots, it may be more 
precise to say we see the antecedent dispo- 
sition manifested in the selection rather than 
that the part chosen produced a subsequent 
disposition.” Yet he grants that the efiermi- 
nate Bechuans inhabit toward the centre of 
the contment, and live generally on the plains; 
and he does not attempt to explain how these 
feeble people could drive the heroic Caffre 
mountaineers, with hands like English plough- 
men, and republican institutions of so rigid and 
precise a kind, back into the mountains which

moment about to plunge into the waves to 
join him, and the next licking the face and 
hands of the child, as if he foresaw that 
for him his protecting would be most need-

call, placed his ear to the keybole, when he 
states be distinctly heard him breathing very 
loudly. He did not imagine there was any- 
thing wrong, but thought that deceased was 
sleeping, and went away. In about half an 
hour he returned, and calling very loudly and 
receiving no reply, he became alarmed, and 
getting a ladder got into the room through the 
window, and found him dead io his bed, and 
a small phial lying on the outside of the quilt, 
close to his right hand.

Dr. Moore, the coroner, was immediately 
called, who ampenneled a jury, and proceeded 
at once to investigate the cause of death.— 
Dr. Farrar was in attendance and made a 
post mortem examination of the body, but 
could not discover anything that would cause 
death Having taken out the stomach Dr. Fairs, wan of upaion that the ease of death 
could only be arrived at by examining it.

In the meantime the Coroner proceeded to 
take an inventory of the deceased’s things, 
and on looking into a large trunk, underneath 
a couple of newspapers, he discovered a letter 
which immediately solved the whole affair. 
The following is a copy of the letter:

I ever intended doing this as soon as 1 
could not take care of myself. I have no 
friends, therefore bury me, and sell my things 
to pay the expense. I write this as calmly 
as anything I ever wrote.

NATHAN YOUNG.

Cales.

THE FISHERMAN.
It was as calm an evening as ever came

pOCR0, A fine map in perfect English style, clear 
cut and well lettered, precedes these pages 
in the Society’s Journal, and gives a better 
idea of the range of the late African discov- 
ery than we have got from any other source. 
It seems intended chiefly to Illustrate Living- 
stone’s theory of the Southern part of the 
African Continent, a theory essentially new 
to the great body of naturalists, misled as they 
have been since the begror ng of the century 
by a huge blotch of red pa nt by which geo- 
logists have chosen to represent a supposed 
central plateau of lava in correspondence 
with similar formation in the centre of the 
Penmsula of British India. It turns out that 
this is a mere analogy, a fiction and mistake. 
Murchison developed, in his anniversary 

speech of 1852. from a study of Bain’s map, 

his own experience on "he ground. Traveli- 
iog among large Cape heaths, rhododendrous 
and Alpine roses, the botanist felt himself 
moving over a high table land, although under 
a trophical son. Descending suddenly from 
the centre of Africa five thousand feet into 
the land of Cassange, watered by the River 
Quango, guided in bis estimate of depth by 
the rude method of plunging his thermometer 
into boiling water, noticing the thm red 
strata of mudrocks to lie nearly horizontal, 
remembering the enormous shallow lakes and 
labyrinth of mighty rivers forming the Zam- 
bez and issuing through gorge upon the 
Indian coast, he thought be saw beneath him 
a recently and slowly uplifted Continent, of 
platter shape with broken edges on east and 
west. The great north and south valley of 
Coango River cuts thiscontinental plateau to 
its base. Mounting the opposite or western 
wall of the valley and crossing the western 
division of the plateau, he ‘descended upon 
the Loatgo coast, over the upturned edges 
of the rocks. He saw at once why the long 
western coast of Africa is so straight. Like 
that of South America, it runs along a deep 
geological break in the earth’s crust, but 
accompanied by erupted Andes and volcaaie- 
codes. It seems, however, to have escaped 
both Dr. Livingstone and Sir Roderick 
Murchison that the wide north and south 
cleft through the plateau, at the bottom of 
which the Coango meanders, must have been 
occasioned by just such a broad anticlinal 
wave in the rocks as that which geologists in 
America call the Cincinnati axis, separating 
the eastern and western coal-fields, although 
its nearest likeness is to the north and south 
valley of the Jordan and the Nile.

The Nile! The name reminds us that 
Moses has at length been settled. The first 
chapter of Genesis, or rather the misreable 
Hebrew chronology of Archbishop Usher’s 
Jew teachers, will no more torment the 
geologists. Ninety-five shafts have been 
sunk by Hakekeyan Bey through the floor of 
the valley, eight miles above the apex of the 
delta. An American engneer, at the expen- 
se of a Mussulman Viceroy, has determined

country whence there tis no ret 
speatator can conceive only anguish 
ror in plucking up the deep-struck re 
earthly life, which hold so strong an

. The 
nd ter- 
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old mon sat by the chimney side. rm.
bit The fisherme 2 perceived at once the des- 

Derate nature of bis situation ; the tide he 
knew was coming in rapidly, and his hope 
of escape was at ID end, when he perceived 
that his boy, m an effort to use the cars, had let one of them fall over board. ‘Father, fa- 
the exclaimed the poor lad,‘what shall I do?‘ 
The boat was at this moment so distant that 
his distracted parent could scarcely hear the 
words, but he called out to him as loud as he 
could to trust m God, the father of the father- 
less. He then stood resigned to the fate 
which awaited him, and watched the drifting 
bout that bore the child in (‘o’tomthe fatal 
rocks. Tie had offered upe the prayer to” 
the throne of mercy, when in an instant light 
broke upon his mind. ‘Good God!‘ he ex- 
claimed, I may yet be saved.’ Wnh the 
energy of hope batthng with despair, he col- 
lected all the stones around him, and heaped 
them rapidly upon the highest ledge of the 
rock; it was indeed wonderful how he could 
have gathered so many in so short a time; 
but the Almighty gave strength to his arm, 
and be was laboring not for life merely, but 
for beings still dearer to him. The tide 
came on, on, on, and soon obliged him to ab- 
andon It’s work. He then mounted the pile 
he had heaped, planted the boat hook firmly 
in one of the crevices of the cliff, and prepar- 
ed to struggle for existence; but his heart 
failed him when be considered how slight 
was the possibility that the waters would not 
rise above bis head. Still he determined to 
do all he could to preserve life The waves 
were not rough, and the boat hook supported 
him.

The awful moment rapidly approached; 
the water had reached his knees; but he 
stood firmly and prayed that he might be 
preserved. On, on, on, it came, slowly and 
gentle, but more fearfully than if it bad raged 
around its destined prey ; soon it reached his 
waist, and he then prayed that it might go 
no higher. On, on, on, it came, and bis 
shoulders were covered; hope died within 
bin, and he thought of himself no longer, 
but of those who were so dear to him—bis 
wife, his children, and bis father—it was for 
blessings on them that he then implored Heav- 
en. Still on, on, on, it come, and he was 
forced to lase his head to keep as long as 
possible from death ; his reason was almost 
gone; his breath grew feeble, his limbs chill; 
be panted, and his prayers became almost 
gurgling murmurs. The blood rushed to his 
head; his eyeballs glared as if they would 
start from their sockets. He closed them 
with an effort, and thought for the last time 
on the home that would be soon so wretched! 
Horrible images were before him—each swell 
of the waves seemed as if the fiends were 
forcing bim downward, and the cry of the sea- 
bird was like their yells over their victim. 
He was gesping, choking, for he bad not 
strength to keep his head above the wavesi 
every moment it was plashing upon them, 
and each convulsive start that followed 
only aroused him to the consciousness, if 
consciousness it could be called, that the 
next plunge would be bis last.

Merciful powers at that very moment, 
when the strength of a man had left him, 
and the cold shudder of death had tome on, 
he felt that the tide rose no higher. His 
eyes opened, closed, and a fearful laugh 
troubled the waters ! They eddied in his 
throat, and the bubbles floated around his 
lips; but they rose no higher; that he knew; 
again and again his bosom heaved with a 
deep sob, as he drew in his breath, and gave 
it forth anew in agony. A minute had 
passed since the salt sea touched his lips i this 
was impossible if the tide still flowed; he 
could reason so much. He opened his eyes, 
and faintly murmured forth, ‘O God, be merci- 
ful!‘ The flow of the ocean had indeed ceas- 
ed ; there he still stood, motionless ; but pray- 
iog and weeping—thinking of his beloved 
home, and hoping that bis place there might 
not be forever vacant. The waters in a 
short time subsided, and he was enabled to 
stretch his chill limbs, and then to warm 
them by exercise. Soon the rock was left 
dry, and the fisherman knelt down upon 
that desolate spot among the billows, hid 
his face in his hands, and praised and bless- 
ed his Creater, his Preserver !
0!it was the well known bark of his 

faithful dog that he heard above the waves; 
and in another moment the creature was 
licking his pale cheek. [He was saved—, 
he was saved-—for bis own boat had touch- 
ed the shore, and his own boy was in his 
arms !—He had been drifted to the land, and 
had easily found those who rowed hard for 
the chance of saving his father’s life.

Now homeward, homeward! be exclaim- 
ed. Homeward, homeward ! echoed the 
child, and Neptune jumped and barked at the 
welcome sound.
.The fisherman’s family were still suppli- 
cating Providence upon the hillock that 
overlooked the deep, when the old man 
started from his knees, and exclaimed, «We 
are heard! there is a speck upon the dis- 
tant waters.’
‘Where, where?‘ was echoed by the 

group; and he pointed out what he hoped 
to be the absent boat. They eagerly strain- 
ed their eyes, but could see nothing ; in a few 
minutes, however, all perceived a sail; still 
it was impossible to tell the direction in which

“To me the thought of death is ten a. 
Having such hold on life: to think it not 
So much as even the lifting ofalatm 
Only a step into the open air

His face was wrinkled and wan.

And he leaned both hands on “s stout oak cane.
As if all his work was done.

His coat was of good old-fashioned gray,

from heaven $ the sky and the earth were as 
tranquil as if no storm from the one had ever 
disturbed the repose of the other ; and even 
the ocean—that great highway of the world 

—lay as gentle as if no traveler had ever 
sunk to death ioits embrace. The sun had 
gone down, and the pensive twilight would 
have reigned over nature, but for the moon, 
which rose in her fullorbed beauty, the queen 
of an illimitable world, to smite upon the 
goodly things of ours, and to give a radiance 
and a glory io all she shove upon. It was an 
hour and a scene that led the soul to the con- 
templation of Him who never ceases to watch 
over the works he has made, and whose pro- 
tecting care displays itself alike upon the solid 
land and the trockless wasters of the deceit- 
fol sea.

On such an evening; a group was assembled 
around one of the fisher men’s cottage. The 
babitation was built io the true style of the 
olden time, when comfort was the principal 
object of the projector. At either side of 
the door were scattered the lines, and nets, 
and baskets, that betokened the calling of the 
owner, and the fisherman was taken his fare- 
well for the night of his happy, loving family, 
who were bidding bim “God speed” on his 
voyage, A fine old man was leaning his 
arms on the railing, and talking to an 10- 
teresting girl, whose hand lay upon the shoul- 
ner of a younger sister. The stout fisher- 
man, dressed in his rough jerkin, and large 
boots, that reached far above the knees, was 
in the act of kissing a little cherub, who 
seemed half terrified at being elevated so 
high as his father’s lips ; while the wife and 
mother, with her infant nursling on her fap, 
was looking anxiously upou her husband as 
she breathed the parting blessing and the 
prayer for his safe reu n. A little boy, the 
miniature of bts father in countenance and 
dress, bearing a be ge boat-cluas across his 
shoulders, and the lantern that was to give 
light when the moon departed, completed the 
group, if we except a noble Newfounlaud 
dog, some steps in advance of his party, 
watching for the nod to commence his march 
to a kind of pier where the fisherman and 
his boy were to embark.

‘Good luck, good luck, exclaimed the old 
man; ‘good luck and safe home again, John; 
ye want not more but God’s blessing, and 
that ye may have for the asking; but ye may 
as well take mine too—God bless ye, and 
good by to ye.’

The blessing was heartily echoed by his 
kind partner and his children, and, whistling 
as he went, with bis boot book on his shoul- 
der, his dog Neptune before, and bis boy fol- 
lowing, he trudged along to the beach.

With the earliest dawn of morning the 
fisherman’s family were astir; the elder girl 
was busily arranging their little parlor, while 
the younger was preparing their breaksst 
table, and the mother spreading before the 
fire the clothes of her busband and her boy. 
An hour passed and she grew somewhat un- 
easy that he bad remained abroad beyond the 
usual period of his return. Another hour 
bad elaspe J, when she said to her father, 
‘Father, go out to the hillock, and try if you 
can see his sail upon the water; he seldom 
stays out so long when the sea is calm and 
the weather fair ; my little boy, too, was not 
quiet well last night, and this alone should 
have hastened him home.’

The old man went forth, one by one b’s 
grandchildren followed him, until the mother 
was left alone, rocking the cradle of her un- 
conscious babe. After the lapse of another 
hour, her daughter entered, with news that a 
neighbor had spoken to her father in the 
night, and that he woald certainly be soon 
home.

‘God grant it!’ said she. and she spoke is 
a tone of deep anxiety. "He never was 
away so long but once, and that was when be 
saved the crew of the ship Mary, and then the 
whirl of the sinking vessel had well nigh made 
his grave.”

Again she stirred the fire, again arranged 
the clothes before it, and poured some hot 
water into the tea-cups. Still the breakfast 
remained untouched.

The sun was now soaring to the merdidian 
height, when once more the family assem- 
bled in their humble dwelling; the prop of 
the whole was yet wanting. They sat down 
to a cheerless meal, the seats at either side 

of the wife remaining vacant. The old man 
was the only individual who appeared to an- 
ticipate no evil ; but be hastily finished his 
breakfast and went forth.

The noon was rapidly passing, and the sun 
had already given token of the glory of his 
departure, when the fisherman’s wife, having 
lulled her infant to sleep, went herself to the 
bill, that commanded an extensive view of the 
wide spread ocean. All the little household 
soon assembled on the spot, but no boat was 
seen upon the waters—nothing that could 
give hope except the aspect of the waves, 
which looked too placid to be dangerous.

Their deep dread was no longer concealed; 
and while the old man paced to and fro, look- 
ing earnestly at brief intervals over the lone- 
ly sea, the mother and the daughter were sobb- 
ing audibly.

‘Fearless let him be whose trust is in his 
God!‘ exclaimed the father. The sentence 
was uttered involuntarily, but it had its 
effect.

alu’t Or of a tent already luminous
With light which sbioes through trans- 

parent walls.”
As we stand by the death-bed of friends, 

and behold them float smoothly out on the 
unknown sea, we would feel less g could 
we know that faith illuminates a I, and 
like them behold with quickene: piritual 
vision the heavens opening and beanti belov- ed faces of friends gone before, dra g near 
to receive and acoompsuy the depai 5009,

The pockets were deep and wide. 
Where his “specs”and bis steel tobacco box

Lay snugly side. be side.

The old man liked to itis the fire. 
So hear him the tongs were kept ;

Sometimes he mused as he gazed at the coals. 
Sometimes he sat and slept.

What saw he in the embers there?
Ah pictures of other years:c 

— this they wakened smiles.

But oftener started tears.

His good wife sat on the other side.
In a bigh-back flag seat chair, 

I see ‘neath the pile of her muslin cap
The sheen of her silvery hair.

WANTED—AN INCH OF T
THREE-SCORE years and ten 1 

given to Queen Elizabeth in whicht 
for eternity. She had ruled wisely a 
powerful nation, and acquired the 
intellectual riches of the age in w 
lived. She had gathered together 
extensive and magnificent wardrobe 
realm, and her jewel-cases were f

been 
repare 
at and 
ighest 
h she

most 
1 that 
d withThere’s a happy look on her aged face.

As she busily knits for bim.
And Nellie takes up the stitches dropaed. 

For grandmother’s eyes are dim.

Their children come and read the news. 

To pass the time each day;
How it stirs the blood of an eld man’s heart. 

To hear of the world away.

‘Tis a"homely scene, I told you se.

But pleasant it is to view ,
At least I thought it so myself,

, And sketched it down for you.

Be kind unto the old, my friend.
They’re worn. with this world." strife. 

Though bra vely once perchance they fought

The stern fierce battle of lite.

They tought our youthful feet to climb

Upword life’s rugged steep ;
Then let us gently lead them down 

To where the weary sleep.

sparkling treasures. Every art w b her 
insatiable vanity could- devise was ed to 
make the faded little woman young at beauti- 
ful again. Yet she was, even ‘n hei Id age 
a great economist of time, and savi all the 
fragments of it to devote to writing.

But one day a most unwelcomer senger

TRANSFERENCE OF VITALITY —The trans- 
ference of vitality which seems to occur when 
young persons are, habitually placed in contact 
with the aged, is well attested by very com- 
petent authorities. A distinguished author. 
Dr. Jones Copeland, says :—A not uncomm- 
on cause of depressing virtal power is the 
young sleeping with the aged. This, how- 
ever explained, has been too long remarked. 
I have occasionally met with the counter- 
part of the folowing case. I was, : few 
years ago, consulted about a pale, sickly and 
thin boy, of about four or five years of age. 
He appeared to have no specific ailment, but 
there was a slow and remarkable decline of 
flesh and strength, and of the energy of the 
functions. After inquiring into the history 

of the case, it came out that he was a very 
robust and plethoric child up to bis third year, 
when his grandmother, a very old person, t 
took him to sleep with her ; that he soon 
after lost bis good looks, and that he contiou- 
ed to decline progressively, notwithstanding 
the medical treatment to which be was sub- 
jected.

came to her palace gate, and she ha 
er to turn him away. Now, she * 
agony of fear upon the gorgeous 
which ber ma ds had brought her. 1 
form was tossing widldly on the flo

• pow- 
in an 

shions 
royal 

of her 
10 eye 
s, was 
neck, 

w the 
neked 
illions 
dom!

But, 
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him. 
ender 
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bum- 
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bedchamber, and the grey hair, whit 
but her maid’s had seen for many y 
laying all dishevelled about ber face: 
Looking at ber attendants, as she 1 
fatal arrow soon must strike, she 
most piteously for aid from them.• 
of money for an inch of time! My I 
my kingdom for a moment of time 
alas ! no bribes are taken by this lee 
No terms of treaty cas be made w 
He demands and compels an entire s 
And so the wretched Elizabeth ent 
gloomy realms, poorer than many of 1 
blest subjects. With all her acqui 
she had neglected to secure the o thing 
needful; and so the imperious sover nbe-

Sabbath Heading.

JONATHAN EDWARDS-HIS 
RESOLUTION.

Resolved. That I will do whatsover I think 
to be most to the glory of God end my own 

good, profit, and pleasure, in the whole of my 
duration, without rov consideration of the 
time, whether now, or never so many myriads 
of ages hence.

Resolved, To do whatever I think to be 
my duty and most for the good of mankind in 
general.

Resolved, Never to loose one moment of 
time, but to improve it in the most profitable 
way I possible can.

Resolved, Never to do anything which I 
would be afraid to do, if it were the last hour 
of my life •

Resolved, To be endeavouring to find out 
fit objects of charity and liberality.

Resolved, Never to speak evil of any one

came the bound vassal of a tyran whose 
delight is to torture and from whose t aldom 
she could never more escape.

Yet there is one doom alike for th : who 
reject the Saviour, whether princes r the 
lowliest peasant. "O for a moment which 
to repent !” has been the cry of thou ds of 
perishing souls while standing on the ge of 
eternity. Now while life and heath a yours 
sinner, will you not accept pardon of wait- 
ing Saviour ? Will you not give t little 
moment of existence to his service a so

AN IRISH LOVE-LETTER—“ Och. Paddy, 
swate Paddy, if I was ye’re daddy. I’d, kill ye 
wid kisses intirely; if I was ye’re brother, 
and likewise ye’re muther, I’d see that ye 
went to bed airly. To taste of yer breath, I 
wud starve me to death, and lay of my hoops
altogether; to joost have a taste of ye’re arm 
on me waste, I,d larf at the manest of wea- 
ther. Dear Paddy be mine, me one sweet 
valuntine—ye’ll find me both gintle and civil; 
our life we will spind to RA ‘legent ind, and 
care may go hence wid OB fiviln

beyond dispute a question which was deliver- 
ately buried in fe sehood by a Rabbi in the 

venerable school of Tibeias in the third 
century of the Christian era. The abstractmake sure of eternal lite 1 Do not 

single hour to seek his mercy.
“Stay not for the morrow’s sur 

Lest thy lamp should cease to bur 
Ere salvation’s work is done.”

ay a
of the second part of the memoir in the twen- 
ty seventh number of the proceedings of the 
Royal Society is well worthy of the careful 
study of theologians, and all others who scoff 
without knowledge at Akassiz’s human bone 
in the coral reef of Firoida, and Mott’s buwan 
skeleton under the fifth cypres layer of the 
delta of the Mississippi. These shafts sunk 
in rows from the foot of the Lybiam rocks 
across to the banks of the Nile, around the 
lonely obelisk of Heliopolis, and alongside 
of the equally solitary statute of Rameses IT., 
sole relie of that first of Egyptian cities, 
have made k-own the following facts.

That the alluvium consists of desert sands, 
and river mud alternately all the way down to 
the bottom layer of mud being exactly like 
the top; that no extinct organic forms are 
present in it, but only microscopic infusioral 
shell, and recent land shells and bones of dom- 
estic animals ; that no rock was touched by 
any of the shafts, the deepest of which was 
sixty feet; that neighboring shafts showed 
very diverse sections of sand and mud, but no 
trace of lamination, probably because the mud 
dried so rapidly and the winds were so fierce, 
that sunburnt bricks, in half (or nearly quite) 
destroyed condition, made up much of the 
ground, and that in nearly every part at the 
very lowest depth reached, fragments of burnt 
brick and pottery were obtained. Now 
the statue of Rameses II. is known by Lep- 
sius to date between 1394 and 1328 B, C. 
Yet its foundation rests on the bed of sand 
but twelve feet beneath the surface, while the 
borer brought up a fragment of pottery 
from a mud layer twenty-seven fee: further

FIFTEEN HUNDRED DOLLARS FOR WHIPPING 
HIS WIFE.

_ A man in good circumstances, living on 
the line of Pitt township adjoining the city, 
attended the Atlantic Cable celebration on 
Thursday night, and took enough of the in- 
toxicating cup to make him forget the " Golden 
rule.” He went home late, and without any 
cause whatever whipped his wife (the mother 
of two lovely children) most unmercifully. 
Yesterday morning she bundled up her clothes, 
and was leaving her home to return to her 
parents, when the repentant husband made 
promises of better treatment in the future if 
she would only not leave him. She, however 
persisted, in her determination to go; and be, 
as an inducement for her to stay, offered to 
her the house and lot they occupied, worth 
some $1,700, which she accepted. Thereis 
debt of about $180 on the lot. Aid. Daft 
was engaged yesterday in making the draft.
— Pittsburg Journal.

The New South Wales Legislature is en- 
tertaining favorably the proposition of the 

English company for the formation of a sub- 
marine telegraph between Great Britain and 

the Australias.

Madame Vestis used to have her white 
satia boots sewed on her feet, in order that 
they should fit, perfectly, the exquisite shape 
of Ler foot; of course they had to be ripped 
off at night, and the same pair could never be 

warn but once.

66 THE HOUR AND THE POWER OF 
NESS-".—Most people have had a pe 
periods in their lives when they hat 
utterly forsaken ; when, having long 
against hope, and still see the day of f 
deferred, their hearts have truly si 
within them. This Is a terrible hot 
it is often that darkest point which pr 
the rise of day ; that turn of the year 
the icy January wind carries over the- 
at once the dirge of departing winter, a 
prophecy of coming spring. The per 
birds, however, cannot thus understan 
blast before which they shiver, and as 
can the suffering soul recognize, in the 
of its affliction, the dawn of its delive 
Yet let whoever grieves still cling fast 1
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so that it shall tend to bis dishonor, more or 
less, upon no account except some real good 

Resolved, To maintain the strictest tem- 
perance in eating and drinking.

Resolved, To study the scriptures so stead- 
ily constantly, and frequently, as that I may 
find and plainly perceive myself to grow io the 
knowledge of the same.

Resolved, Never to count that a prayer, 
nor to let that pass as a prayer, nor that as a 
petition of prayer, which is so made that I 
cannot hope that God will answer it; nor that 
as a confession which 1 cannot hope God will 
accept.

Resolved, Never to say anything at all 
against anybody, but when it is perfectly 
agreeable to the highest degree of Christian 
honour, and of love to mankind; agreeable to 
the lowest humility and sense of my own faults 
and failings ; and agreeable to the Golden 

Rule; often when 1 have said any thing against 
any one, to bring it to, and try it strictly by 
the test of this resolution.

Resolved, to enquire every night, as I am 
going to bed, wherein I have been negligent, 
what sin I have committed ; and wherein I 
have denied myself. Also, at the end of every 
week, month, and year.

Resolved, To inquire every night, before I 
go to bed, whether I hie acted in the best 
way I possible could with respect to eating 
and drinking.

Resolved, To endeavor, to my utmost, to 
deny whatever is most agreeable to a good 
and universally sweet and benevolent, quiet, 
peacable, contented and easy, compassionate 
and generous, bumble and meek, submissive 
and obliging, diligent and industrious, chari- 
table and even, patient, moderate, forgiving 
and sincere temper; and to do, at all times, 
what such a temper would lead me to, and to 
examine, strictly, at the end of every week, 
whether I have so done.

On the supposition that there never WPS to 
be but one individual in the world at any 
one time who was properly a complete Christian 
in all respects, of a right stamp, having Chris- 
tamity always shining in its true lustre, and 
appearing excellent and lovely, from whatever 
part, and under whatever character viewed.

Resolved, To act just as 1 would do, if I 
strove with all my might to be that one, who 
should live in my time.

DEATH AND LIFE

When Socrates, about to drink the hem- 
look, was conversing cheerfully of death and 
life, his ansious friends inquired how they 
should bury him.
‘Any how you please,’ replied Socrates,- 

if you can catch me!’
Socrates could not be put io a tomb; so 

one could by any means lay hands upon the 
man, after the transition we call death. It 18 

densb-bed of its,terrore. There Ms .n the 
stinct in the soul which assures us that we 
cannot pe packed up in a box, and laid away 
in the earth. The most confirmed seeptic 
never fully loses this isstinet. Who does not 
feel within himself—It is impossible for me 
to die!’ All our false reasoning fails to 
destroy this inherent faith.

By a beautiful provision of Nature, this 
perception of immortality grows strong and 
clear as the hour of mortal change approach- 
es. This is the case more especially when 
death is the natural result of gradual decay of 
the body. A the physical frame grows 
weaker the spitural factuties quicken into new , life.—The spirtual soul is enabled to view its 
state, its appronching transition, time and 
enternity, with a calmness which astonishes 
beholders. The strong man stands amazed 

“to see the traveller set out so contentedly and 
so well deoured, to go to the undiscovered

and faith 10 God, God will never d ive.
never finally desert hum.

‘•

• The story is told of a clergyma in a 
New England village who had been the 
same pastorate for many years, and who nd 
his influence at length sensibly dimia ng. 
His people desired a change—they wa 1 a

they occupy. %

The difficulty grows with another of Liv- 
ingston’s theories, that the various races of 
South Africa are essentially and originally one. 
The warlike Caffre, be says, may have Arab 
blood in his veins, but his customs are negro 
and little else, vividly impressed with the 
agency of unseen spirit in human affairs—an 
especial characteristic, the great traveller 
thinks, of the true negro family. So also, as 
he says, the structure or skeletons of the dia- 
lects of Caffre, Beehuaba, Bayelye, Barotse, 
Batoka, Batonga or people of the Zambezi, 
Mashona, Babisa, the negroes of Londa, An- 
gola, and people on the West Coast, are all 
wonderfully alike. A great proportion of 
the roots is identical in all. The apparently 
Bushman tongue merely develops the same 
roots, by putting emphases upon one syllable, 
making it constitute something the whole 
word, and varying the klicks in greater abun- 
dance.

We cannot accept these inharmonious 
ingeneralizations. The who’e range of Druid 
nations in the northern hemisphere, all the 
Esquimaux tribes the ancient Roman and 
Egyptians, the modern Britons and Irish, and 
the Polynesian races, show the fetish super- 
station as radically part and parcel of their 
inner nature as the negro race. And the 
languages of mankind are so well known to 
be both transmissible and transferable, that 
can regard them only as the various layers of 
an afterdrift, a comparatively recent, com- 
pound, sedimen any deposit over all, laid 
across the up-turned edges of Man’s aborigi- 
nal distinctions as to stock and race. Nor 
can Livingstone himself recover from his as- 
tonishment, as we see above, that people 
speaking outwardly an essentially common 
speech should be inwardly at one end of a 
kingdom lions and at the other end lambs; 
cannibals and Quakers eddied io together like 
the white and yellow waters of the Missouri 
and Mississippi, opposite St. Louis. ...

His description of the Sichuana dialect 
shows the high standing which a barbarous 
tongue can take, and at the same time goes 
far to overturn all our ethnological specula- 
tions upon language. It fully expresses the Pentateuch, be says, in fewer words than 
Septuagint Greek does, to say nothing of the 
English ; and yet is so copious that Living- 
stone himself, after learning it for fifteen 
years, kept hearing new words every day or 
two. Compare such a spiritual and living 
tongue with some meagre, dry, dilated dialect 
beside it, and the same confounding contrast 
meets, as between the hardy frame and war- 
like temper of the Caffre and the spindle 
shenks, proturburent paunches and lacklustre 
ictil e miserable ViheeT for

smarter man. Some of bis friends, bo 
signed a petition, carried it to a new 
land college, and finally the doctorat 
conferred on the aged pastor. The 
worked like a charm. His remainin’ 
were passed io peace among bis people 
they followed him lovingly to bis buris 
is also related that a trustee of one•
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down. The French engineers of the last 
century decided the rate of vertical increase 
of the delta to be five inches io a century.

It is stated that the people of the city of 
London sent by post 32,004,000 more letters 

• during the last ten years than all the people of 
a the United States, although the population of 

this country is ten times greater. the 
950,000,000 letters posted in London, more 
that 490,000,000 were for circulation within

Colleges, had for a number of times • 
bis seat when the question annually e; 
who shall receive honorary titles ? ‘he

But the statue of Rameses fixed it within
small fraction of 3, inches in a century.trustees needed his advice. The coins 

was at last noticed. They made him a
ce 
D., The last fragment of pottery lifted to the 

surface by its side must, therefore have been
and he has been faithful to his post ever ce. 
It is useless to contend further that th a- 
ferring of D.D. is boys play and does do od.

fashioned by civilized men 10,285 years 
previous to its erection, 11,646 B. C. and the limits of that city.
13,500 years ago. AN ANGLO-SAXON.—The public debt of 

England is about eight hundred million of 
pounds sterling (£800,000.) and the numbe- 
of stockholders in it is two hundred and sixty 
six (266,736.) Great Britain has invested 
in railroads since 1829, three hundred mil- 
lions of pounds sterling (£300,000,000;) 
the gross earnings of ber railroads last year 
were twenty four millions (24,000,000,) and 
the declared dividends thirteen millions (£13- 
000,000.)

M Y A very tittle boy, who at night had 
been repeating tha Lord’s prayer, was ob- served to be 10 deep thought. After medi- 
tating awhile he asked: «Mamma, is the 
dayly bread buttered.

A mason speaking of the difficulties of 
making a cellar rather deeper than it is usual to make them, was answered by the owner X the property, that he could have it as deep a 
he pleased, for he owned all the soay 
through.

Judge Jeffries, of notorious memory, porut- 
ing with his cane to a man who wasabout to 
be tried, said—"There is a rogue at the end of my cane.” The man to whom be point 
ed, looking at him, said—“At which end, my 
lord?”
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A little girl, about five years old 
some time since in Courtlandville, New 
of malignant scarlet fever. After the 
had taken complete possession of her, so 
was difficult to determine whether she: 
nize those who were about ber, her a 
asked her ? The dying child looking u 
a smile, the expressiveness of which cant 
described, and said, 46 God takes care of

DETERMINED SUICIDE.
(From the London Free Press.)

A case of the most deliberate suicide ec- 
curved in this city yesterday morning. A man 
in the prime of life, enjoying average good 
health, and having a knowledge of business, 
which with a little industry, was calculated 
to keep him comfortable, has in consequence 
of a little reverse, delberately destroyed him- 
self, and previous to committing the act, stat- 
ed in the most calm manner possible, that it 
was the fixed purpose of his life 80 to do.

The unfortunate man, whose name is Na- 
than Young, was a cloak cleaner, and might 
have been seen walking through the streets 
in black clothes, with a small box in his hand 
in which he carried his tools. He visited 
London for the first time about two years ago, 
and since then has made it his home for 
months at a time. A few weeks ago he re- 
turned from Newbury, and as he had pre- 
viously always done, stopped at Mr. Nickles’ 
hotel on King Street. About the commence- 
ment of last week he complained of being un- 
well, and told Mr. Nickles that be was afraid 
that be had taken the fever and ague. He 
refused anything in the shape of extra atten- 
tion from any one in the hotel, and made no 
one his confident.

Matters were in this state for the past 
week, and on Tuesday afternoon he was taken 
very unwell, but from what cause it has been

This expression was transferred to the ab ‘Ah,’ said the mother, ‘he always trusted its course lay.
le 
x-

that marks the resting place of her perit 
body ; and no words could more simpl 
press the sublime idea of immortality.

in God, and God will not forsake him 
now.’ **
‘Do you remember, Jane,’ continued the 

old man, ‘how often Providence was with me, 
amid the storm and the wreck, when help 
from man was far off, and would have been 
useless if near?‘ And they cheered and en- 
couraged one another to hope for the best, 
but to submit to the decree of Heaven, whe- 
ther it came as the gentle dew to nourish, or 
as the heavy rain to oppress. From that 
hillock which overlooked the ocean ascended 
their mingled prayers that God would not 
leave them desolate.

The fisherman—the object of their hopes 
and fears—bad been very successful during 
the night, when at daybreak, as he was 
preparing to return home, he remembered 
his promise to bring with him some sea weed 
to manure the potato plot behind his cot- 
tage. He was then close to rocks which 
were only discernible at low water ; he pulled 
for them, jumped on shore, fastened the pain- 
ter of his boat to a jutting part of a cliff. and 
took his boat hook with him.—He collected 
a sufficient quantity of the weed, but in his 
eagerness to obtain it, had wandered from the 
landing place, when he heard his boy loudly 
hollooing and exclaiming that the painter 
was loose. He rushed instantly toward the 
boat, which was then several yards off, the 
boy was vainly endeavoring to use both the 
oars, and Neptune, the faithful dog, was run- 
ning backward and forward, howling fearfully, 
as if conscious of his master’s danger, at one

Then was the agony of suspense $ it con- 
tinued, however, but a short time ; a bout 
was evidently advancing toward the shore ; 
in a few moments they could clearly per- 
ceive a man at the bow, waving his hat 
above his head, and soon after the well- 
known bark of Neptune was borne to them 
by the breeze. The family rushed to the 
extremity of the rude pier, and the loud 
huzza of the fisherman was answered by the 
‘welcome, welcome’ of his father, and the 
almost inarticulate ‘thank God’ of his 
wife.

And now, all was joy and happiness in 
the cottage where there had been so much 
wretchedness ; the fisherman, his boy, and his 
dog, were safe from the peri’s of the great 
deep; but he would return no answer to the 
many questions as to what had detained him 
so long beyond the usual hour of his return. 
‘Wait, my wife,’ said he, ‘until we have 
dressed and refreshed ourselves, and you shall 
know all; but before we do either, let us 
bless God for his mercy, for out of great danger 
hath be preserved me.’

Never was there a more sincere or more 
earnest prayer offered up to the Giver of all 
goodness, than ascended from the humble 
dwelling. And when the fisherman had told 
his tale, how forvently did they all repeat 
the words that had given them so much con- 
sthicsin thotweete 

God !”

A person will do more good in a th
by correcting his own errors, than Le ill 
do in a year by finding out the failin of 
others; the will get more knowledge by a y- 
log bis own heart, than by watching a he 
people by whom he is surrounded.

Speaking of the five objects of life Sir 
Wm. Temple says ; The greatest pleas of 
life is love ; the greatest treasure is co it- 
ment ; the greatest possession is health he 
greatest esse is sleep ; and the greatest li- 
cine is a true friend.”

J The London Patriot says, the p: et 
of the London Missionary Society to ad 
twenty additional missionaries to India a in 
two years is hardly three months old ; at et 
four-fifths of the men and more than bale 
estimated means are already at the dire re 
disposal.

We are much pleased to observe that a petition to the Commissioner of Crown Lands 
is in the course of signature, praying for on appropriation out of the Colonization funds, 
for the erection of Bridges over the Colonge 
and Black Rivers. ... _ _ ..

As the road opened from the Calumet to 
the Deep River is quite incomplete without these Bridges, we trust that The Hop: 
missioners of Crown Lands, Mr. Vankoesho 
net, will see the propriety of grantiNS, the proper of ie petition alladen- Fellner

impossible to ascertain. He retired to bed 
early, and after he had been in his room 
some little time, be asked for a jug of water 
and some matches, and as soon as they were 
left with him he got up and locked the door. 
This was the last tune he was seen ahve.- 
About half-past seven o’clock yesterday mor- ring, Mr. Samuel Nickles, brother of 1 he 
proprietor of the hotel, anxious to know

for

The best cough drops for young 1 
are to drop the practice of dressing thin an
they go out into the night air.

es

If girl would have roses for their th s, 
they must do as therosee do—go to sleep h 
po” and get wawh the men *

ifdeceased was better, went up to his room 
door, and on receiving no answer to his loud

% - gwboki.be ibu’> fails 0 cà

peuroos-Jr 100 absey e: lxeye 
wvemes of 40 will t dire *40

4nee 
|boafas-ta ■ 030,-is a 

t 00 ft s *
4 ■ - _____________________


