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"Tell and his applo," ami last, Imt not least, "Washington

and Ills little hatchet." Tn this connection too, we are re-

minded of a late pu)>lication hy a distinguishe<l writer

an<l contemj^orary,* and again we see the hand of the

exultant iconoclast raised, as thumbs once were in the Coli-

seum at Rome ; now, it is not the miserable existence

of some doughty gladiator that is in jeopardy, but the

story of two precious lives in our nation's history

—

there is a flourish of that magic quill—a subterranean

rumble is heard,—the foun<lations of our National archives

tremble and quake—and, presto, that page whereon tht"*

posterity of Columbia were wont to portray the love and

devotion and' sacrifice of a heathen girl, yawns a }>lank,

empty chasm ; and the sublime tableau of Pocahontas,

saving the life ,>f Capt. John Smith, is no longer a matter

of fact, but a thing of fancy.

We shall not stop here to estimate the delicious waste

of tears that have been shed over what up to a recent

period we never doubted were the " Last Words" of dying

notables, recorded by men whose joyless mission it has

})een to haunt death-bed scenes; and, following the spirit of

departing greatness into the vestibule of the other world,

have listened, with their ear glued to the key-hole of

eternity for the last intelligible utterances of expiring mor-

tality.

Suffice it to say the examples above cited, and ho.sts of

others belonging to the same category, are all that com])Osed

I

* William ("ullin Bryant, in his new History «)f the Fuited States, pro*
uuces evidence to disprove the story of Poccihontas.
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