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"1 won’t vouceh for its metre, its senso,

THE OLD MILL STREAM.

BY ELIZA COOK.

Beautiful streamlet ! how precious to me

Was the green swarded paradise watered by thee;
1 dream of thee still, as thou wert in my youth,
‘Thy meanderings Launt me with freshuess and truth.

I had heard of full many a river of fame,

With its wide-rolling flood and its classical name,

But the Thames of Ol England, the Tiber of Rome,
Could not peer with the mill streamlet close to my home.

Full well I remember the gravells spot,

Where T slvly repnir'd, though T knew I ought not
leure 1 sieod with my handful of pelbles to make
APl formation of faney—a duck and a drake.

the threat,
When my pinafore hung on e dirty and wal ;

How severe was the seolding, how heavy

How heedlessiy sient 1 stood to be tuld

Of the danger of drowning, the risk of a colil,

« Now mark " cried a mether, ¢ the mischief done there,
Is unbearzble—go to the stream if you dare;
But [ sped to the stream fike a frolicksome colt,

Yor 1 knew that Lier thunder-cloud cariied no bult.

They puzeled with longitude, adverbh and noun,
"Pitl iy forehead was cank in a studious frown ;
Yot that stream was a Lethe, that swept
The grammar, the glebes and the tutor’s contrul,

from my soul

1 wonder if still the young anglers Legin

As T did, with willow wand, pachithread and pin;
When [ threw in miy line with expectaney higl:,
As to perch inomy basket and cels inoa e

Oh!

Ou their serpentine way o'er the pebble strewn road,

1 loved the wild place, where its clear ripples flow'd

Where, mouated on Babbin we youngsters would daxl
Both pony and rider cnjoying the splash,

. Tow often I tried to teach I'ineher the tricks

Of diving for pebt les and swimming for sticks;
But by doetrites could never induee the loved bruta

- 'T'o consider hydraulics a pleasant pursuit.,

Did'a forcible mgument sometimes prevail

What a woeful expression was seen in his tail
Aud though bitterly vexed . I was made to ri«'rcc‘. ‘
'llmt Dldo, the spaniel, swain better than be.

What pleaqurc it was to spring forth in the sun

When the school door was opened and our lessons were done;
When ¢ Where shiadl we play 27 was the doubt and the ezl

When * Down by the mill-stream® was echoed by all.

When tired of childhoad’s rude boisterous pranks,
We pulld thetell vushes that grew onthe banks;
And, busily quict, we sat ourselves down

To weave the rough basket, or plait the light erown.

I remember the launchof our fiivy-built ship,

How we set her white sails, pull'd her anchor atrip ;
' Till mischievous hands working hard at the craft,
Turned the ship to a bout and the boat to a raft.

The first of my doggerel breathings was there,

*I'was the hope of n poet, ** An Ode to Despair.”
or its rh:yme,
But-I know that I then thought it truly sublime.

Berutiful streamlet 1 1 drean of thee still,

Of thy pouring caseade and thy tictzeking mill;

Thou livest in memory, and will not depart,

For thy waters seca blent with the streams of my heart.

Home of my youth ! if I go to thee now,
Noue can remewmber my voice or my brow;
None can remember the sunny-faced child,
That play’d by the water mill joyous and wild,

The aged who laid their thin hands on my head,

Te smooth my dark shining curls, rest with the dead ;
‘The young, who partosk of my sports and my glee,
Can see nought but a wandering stranger in me.

Beantiful streamlet ! I sought thee again,

But the changes that mark’d thee awaken'd deep pain.
Desolation had reigned, thou wert not as of yore—
Ilome of my childhood, I'll sce thee no more |

IORRIBLE! A CHALLENGE AND 1TS EFFECTS..

We received a letter from a friend in the west a short time sinee,
from which we extract the following account of a ducl, which for

novelty and brutality the reader must confess has not yet been sur-
passed.

“Writing of this genteel and honourable mode of settlmrr dis-
putes, I will endeavour to give you a description of a duel which
ook place ina soufthern city not long since; and to do the narra-
tion justice, I must inform you of its origin.

“ One night a siranger, a tall, bony, and powerful man, stepped
into the bar room of a fashionable hotel, and swaggered about to
the no small amusement of the company.  His dress was unique,
beinm a coarse petersham coat, deer skin pantaloons, and heavy wa-
His head was graced with a huge Mexican hat with a
brim half a yard wide. Iihe butts of two large horse pistols pro-
truded from cither pocket of his coat, and the handle of a bowie
The strangeness of the man’s

ter boots,

knife projected from under his vest.
appearatee rivetted the attention of all present, and those who did
not boast the bump of combativeness shrunk from the swing of his
giant arm.

said he by way of introduction. No one

I awn three acres of

“* 1o a gentleman,’
appeared to dispute it, and so he preeeeded.
prime land, two sugar plantatinns, and ene hundred uegrobs, and [
can chew up the best man in this room " S:ll no one disputed
him, and lvoking round with a sneer, he exclaimed, 1've killed
eleven Indians, three white moen, and seven panthers; and it's my
candid opition vou are all a set of cowards?  With this denuncia-
tion he jostled against Dr. B , a man of high honour and un-
questionalile courage. The doctor immediately threw the disgrace-
ful epithet back on him, and at the same time spat in his face.

“ The bowie knife of the stranger in an instaut glistencd in the
light, but the timely rush of several gentlemen prevented his plung-

ing it into the heart of his opponent.  Matters were soon trought
to an understanding, and a formal challenge was given and accept-
ed by the parties. Dr. B

considered one of the best shots in the States : and even the arrange-

wes a thick set museular man, and

ment of the duel did not shake his determination to humble the ar.

rogance of the stranger.  The terms were these: The parties were
tu be locked up tn a dark roum, (the seconds remainieg outside,)
cich to be stripped of his clothing, with the exception of his panta-
Lach

given from the

and the arms and shoulders to be greased with lard.
Ata signal

Toons,
had a pair of pistols and a bowie knife,
seconds the butehery was to commence.

The dector, who survived the dreadful conflict, stated that for
nearly a quarter of an hour they kept at bay, and searcely a tread
or breath could be heard after the cocking of the pistols. At mo-
ments he could see the cat cyes of his antagonist, and when he was
about firing they would disappesr, and appear again in anothe¥ part
of the room. Meat length fired ; as quick as thought the shot was
returned, and the ball passed thmﬁgh the shoulder. In hisagony
lie diseharged his second pistol at random, the flash brought a re-
turn from his opponent, and another ball passed through the fleshy
part of his thigh,  Faint with the loss of blood he staggered about
the voom, and at length fell heavily upon the floor. The stranger
chuekled when he heard the noise of his fall, but soon beeame si-
lent, and slowly and softly approached his vietim, with the inten-
tion of despatching him with his knife. This, however, the doctor,
with muceh presence of mingd, though barely alive, prevented—for
the grey eves of the stranger betrayed him, and while they glared
like five balls over hiin, he struck his knife upward, and it went
throngh the hieart of his antagonist, who fell by his side without a
groan.

“I'he door was then opened, and the duelists were found welter-
ing in cach other's hlood."— Baitimore Clipper.

The survivor and the seconds were not hanged, we presume,
but they ought to have been.—N. Y. Spectator.

Prouv Fxcravn.—England is an exeecedingly proud nation,
and it would be the greatest anomaly in the history of the world if
she were not—for never had any nation so much to be proud of,
She is proud of her own little island, and the more so, because she
is so little, and yet so mighty ; she is proud of her London, her Li-
verpool, her Manchester, and all her great manufacturing towns
and districts, She is proud of her princely merchants, her immense
commercee, of her cnermous wealth, and even of her national debt,
for what other nation of the globe, she exultingly demands, could
pay the interest of such a debt, without any perceptible check to
her prosperity 7 She is proud of her navy, of her dock yards, of
hier arsenals, and of her Greenwich and Chelsea palaces for inva-
lid warriors; of her hospitals, her asylums, her a]ms-hou.ses, which
stud her island “like strings of sparkling diamonds.”

She is proud of her vast frreign possessionsand dependencies, she
is proud cof her Gibraltar, of her tributary princes and emancipated
islands.  She is proud of her poets, of her Shakspeare, her Milton,
her Iope, her Dryden, and hundreds of other inspired souls, She
is proud of her philanthropists, of her Howard, her Reynolds, her
Coram, and her Gresham.  She is proud of her mechanies, of her
Smcaton, her Watt, her Telford, her Davy. She is proud of her
Waestuinster Hall and Westminster Abbey—of her cathedrals—of
her churches.  She is proud of her Drakes and Nelsons, and Marl-
boroughs and Wellingtons—of her statesmen and orators—of her
Coke, her Littleton, ber Bacon, her Newtorn, her Butler, her
Locke. Sheis proud of what she has been, proud of what she is,
proud of the anticipated prosperity in her future. And lastly, sheis
beginning te be proud of her once wayward daughter on the other
side of the Atantic,— The Mirror.

|

Some one observed to Prince Henry of Prussia that it -.vasive;,‘v
rare to find genius, wit, memory and judgment united in the sama
person.  * Surely there is nothing astonishing in this,” replied the
prince. ¢ Genius takes its daring flight towards heaven—he is, thé
cagle; wit moves along by fits and starts—he is the rrrasshupper 5
memory marches backwards—he is the crab; judgment drigs

“slowly along—he is the tortoise. IIow can you expect that all these

animals should move in unison.”

Oriciy or tug Excuisy Lawcuace.—From the Ang]o Sax-
ons we derive the names of the most ancient officers amon\rat us, of
the greater part of the divisions of the kingdom, and of alinost aj]
our towns and villages. From them, also, we derive our language:
of which the structure and the majority of the words are Saxon.
Of eighty-one words in the fomous soliloguy of Hamlet, thirteen
ordy are of Latin origin. Lven in our most classical writers, as
Milton, Addison, and Johason, the words of Saxon origin greatly
predominate.— Fade's British Ristory.

Tue Swoun of Brucr.—The sword which King Robert Brucc
wielded at Bannockburn, has, with his heliet, survived the entire
amily.  Mrs, Catharine Bruce, the last of the royzl bouse, died in
1791, at a very advanced age.  Ouly a short time before her death,
Burns called upon ber, and, although she was almost speechless
from paralysis, she entertained him nobly, and conferred the honor
of knighthood on him with Bruce’s two-handed sword, szying, she
had a better right to grant the title than “some people.” After
dinner the first toast she gave was © Awa’, uncos !” that is, away
with the strangers, which showed her Jacebite feelings to the house
of Hunover. The old lady bequeathed the sword and helmet to the
Earl of Elgin, whom she considered the next of kin.

Ouiciy oF Staxper.—2Mother Jasper told me that she heard
Greatwood’s wife say that John Iardston’s aunt mentioned to her
that Mrs, Lusty was present when the widow Baskman said that
Hertall’s cousin thought Enstgn Doalittle’s sister believed that old
Miss Oxley reckoned that Sam Trixe's better half had told Mrs.
Spaulding that she heard John Rheumer's woman say that Mrs.
Garden had two husbands ! .

The following ancedote concerning Dr. Arne may not perbaps
be known to many of our readers.—Two gentlemen having differ-
ed in opinion which was the best singer, it was agreed to leave tho
case to Dr. Arne, who having heard them both, observed to the
last gentleman that sung, * Sir, without offence, you are the worst:
singer I ever heard in all my life,” ¢ There! thcre * exclaimed
the other, exultingly, I told you so, I told youso.” ¢ Sir,” &nd
the Doctor, * you must not say a word, for you cannot sing at afl.**

: so¥e. - .
The winds are blowing winterly | “
Lonely o'er the midnight sea, - e
Frozen sail and icy mast : o

Shiver in the northern blast !
Wild birds to their rock nests flec,
Tor the winds are blowing winterly |

O’er the moor the cotter strides—
Drifting snow his pathway hides ;
Stars keep trembling in and out,

As though too celd to look about !
Glad Lie’ll see his own roof tree—
For the winds are blowing wintesly !

By the fire the cotter's dame
Sits, yet searcely feels the flame;
Often looks she from the door,

- Feuring sad that dismal moor,
And weeping for lier son at sea—
For the winds are howling winterly |

Rerarree.—A Frenchman once trading in the market, was m-
terrupted byan imnpertinent would-be waggish soit of a fellow, who
ridieuled bim by imitating his imperfeet manner of speaking theo
English.  After patiently listening to him for some time, the
Frenchman coolly replied, * Mine fine friend, you will do vell to
stop now ; for if Samson had made no better use of de jaw-bone of
an Ass dan you do, he vud never have killed so many Philistines.”
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