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Indian Cunning.— The Indians in Sierra 
Valley resort to various stratagems to cir
cumvent the deer. The animals have been

After this we shall not be astonished at any- 
thing, not even if the sewing-machine and 
family baby is sent for !

Home comes the Herald from our literary 
neighbor’s, with the most interesting para
graph neatly clipped out; she keeps a scrap- 
book! Of course it never once occurred to 
lier that we might possibly like to peruse the 
paragraph in question ! And we have the 
pleasure of hearing, during the next few 
days, that Mrs. Smith thought our umbrella 
was almost too shabby to carry —that Mrs. 
Trim's dress-maker pronounced our Zouave 
pattern to " set like distraction," and that 
our new bonnet “ was not so very nice after 
all!"

These are the pleasures of lending!
FICTION.

Among those who labor according to their 
best light to guard the rising generation from 
error, and to promote the moral well-being of 
mankind, there are not a few who seem to
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SCIENCE TURNING A CORNER.
Those whose religious systemsare made up 

of dogmas of which they have personally re
ceived no direct and tangible evidence, and 
which are maintained only on the grounds 
of tradition, conventional interpretation, and 
the authority of commentators, priests, popes, 
and ecclesiastical councils, are wont to be 
alarmed at the disclosures of modern science, 
least they should overflow religion and inau
gurate the reign of universal materialism 
and infidelity. Thus, when Galileo proclaim
ed the doctrine that the sun was stationary, 
and that the earth was a mere planet, and, 
in common with the other planets, revolved 
annually around it. while revolving daily also 
on its own axis, he was accused of impiously 
contradicting many passages of Scripture, 
which, as was supposed, clearly implied that 
the earth is stationary, and that the sun, 
moon, and stars perform daily circuits around 
it. When the facts and principles of chem- 
istry, the ulterior laws of anatomy and phy 
siology, and the doctrine of the nebular ori-

of Doxstater’s disagreeableness of disposition 
and 1 perceived that he spoke with a great 
deal of resentment respecting the unfortu
nate deceased, I ventured to remind him of 
some circumstances which were in evidence 
at the trial, to ascertain their influence on 
his mind. I spoke of his having been found 
by Mr. Wiltsie, after his return from the 
Lake, looking over the effects of his cousin, 
which he said he had purchased, and telling 
Mu Wiltsie “he now had clothes enough to 
answer him for five years,” and I asked him 
“if the desire of gain was not a motive for 
commuting the deed ?" He said he felt cer- 
tain it was not. for the amount was too small 
to make it an object. I then suggested the 
circumstance of Morgan’s statement to Mr. 
Wiltsie about the cause of their leaving 
home, as given in evidence. He promptly 
assured me of the entire falsity of that state- 
ment, in which, I have learned from other 

Harter wee correct; and notwith- 

much annoyed at thefalse statement,atillit 
was net a motive to the murder, I have no- 
ver been able to diverse my mind of the im
pression that it entered largely into the cause 
of that strong “dislike,” which led to the 
perpetration of the fearful deed. At least 
the above causes combined are all I could 
ever ascertain, and in the statements of Har
ter, especially as they remained uncontradict- 
ed to the last, I must place confidence; bet 
I think ho was not conscious of the influence 
which the last mentioned circumstance must 
have had upon him. Let us look at the case. 
The two young men were strangers in the 
Country, and in obtaining a livelihood,much 
would depend upon their character. If, then, 
Doxstater made such unfounded statements 
as he did relative to the cause, which brought • 
them from home, was there not reason to 
apprehend that he would disclose the facts of 
Harter’s forgery, and the taking of the hor
ses from Herkimer? No marvel that he 
should have taken a “dislike" te one who 
could cause him so much annoyance;

1 questioned him respecting a rumour in 
circulation, that he and Doxstater had mur
dered a drover near Kingston. He empha
tically denied it, and assured me he never 
was concerned in any other murder than the 
one for which he was condemned.

About thirteen days before his death, he 
professed to have met with a chance in his 
experience, and to have found the true 
ground of the Christian’s hope. From that 
period till his end, I discerned in him no 
trace of resentful feeling towards any person. 
He acknowledged the justice of his sentence, 
and expressed a wish that his untimely death 
might be useful as a warning to others. I 
spent several hours with him in his cell the 
night before execution. He told me he had 
no further confession to make, than the one 
be had already made to me. I presented him 
with the bible and hymn book which I had 
left for use in his cell, and at his request 
wrote inscriptions in them suitable to be 
sent to his mother. I also promised to write 
a long letter to her soon after his execution, 
giving full particulars as to my interviewe 
with him, and his condition at the last,—a 
promise which I have since scrupulously 
fulfilled.

On the scaffold he exhibited true meek
ness; his last words to me were expressive 
of his confidence in the future; and when 
the fatal drop was touched, he was in the 
very act of audibly commending his soul to 
his Creator and Redeemer.

Thus died, at 19 years of age, Edgar E. 
Harter, a young man of strong physical, and 
respectable mental powers. Had he adopted 
the right course, he might have been a bless- 
ing to others; but even now, should his sad 
history be instrumental in preventing others 
from walking in the paths of vice, his brief 
career will not have been in vain. He dis-

THE CALIFORNIA INDIANS.
The California Farmer is giving a series 

of articles descriptive of the character, habite 
and cust ms of the Indians of that country 
We give the following extracts, which will 
be read with inteiest : -__

The California Indians are in stature 
short, but they are well end stoutly formed. 
Their features are coarse, broad, and of a

certainty that matter in itself had no proper
ties which by any combination could pro
duce the phenomena of human life or soul, 
and that it is thus the mere instrument and 
vehicle of a pervading soul which is superior 
to itself, and not at all dependent upon it 
for its existence. And this doctrine is ex
actly coincident with the opinions of all en
lightened phrenologists, who regard the brain 
not as the mind itself, but simply the organ 
through which the mind manifests itself to 
the external world, while in an interior and 
invisible world it may dispense with a ma
terial brain.

Thus the more deeply science is scrutiniz 
ed in all her departments, the more positive 
does she become in her testimony in favor of 
a super-material and spiritual existence, and 
against every form of materialism, religious 
skepticism, and infidelity. Let the religion- 
ist, then, never fear to cultivate science or 
to invoke her aid in the greet objects of his 
spiritual pursuits; and let him not cease to 
hope that by her efficient aid in illustrating 
spiritual causes and principles, the present 
unhappy difference of sects and parties will 
be removed, and the universal race of man 
will be brought to the acknowledgment of 
“one faith, one hope, one baptism."

CONFESSION OF EDGAR HARTER.
To the Editor of the Brockville Recorder.
SIR,—As various incorrect statements res

pecting the late Edgar E. Harter, who was 
executed on Thursday last, have by some 
means got into circulation, I deem it best to

dark chocolate-color ; their hair is black, 
heavy and matted. Tn their habite they 
are unclean and indolent. Their buts are 
built of boughs, bark, or old canvas, and are 
smoky, small and dirty. The women do the 
work ; the men, the eating, grumbling, and 
sleeping. Their dress consists of any old 
and cast off garments of the whites. Their 
food is acorns, roots, grasshoppers, weeds 
and flower seeds, grass, clover, wild greens, 
rabbits, rats, spuirrels, and fish ; but they 
prefer beef, biscuit and whiskey. The fol- 
lowing are the methods of providing for their 
wants:, 2.6 katst a hasio lasst.

Gathering Acorns.—A large cone-shaped 
basket is carried on the backs of the females, 
fastened by a band running across their foe- 
heads. The acorns, picked from beneath a 
tree, are thrown over their shoulders into the 
basket ; they are then dried and stoned, or 
ground.

Digging Roots.—This is accomplished by 
the females and children driving a pointed 
stick into the ground, and forcing out the 
roots.

Gathering Seeds.—This is done by the 
females beating with a bush into a cone-sha
ped basket.

Catching Grasshoppers.—A hole is first 
dug deep enough to prevent their jumping 
out ; after which a circle is formed of Indians, 
both old and young, who, with a bush, beat 
the insects toward the hole, into which they 
fall, and are taken prisoners. Sometimes 
the grass and weeds are set on fire, by which 
they are disabled, and afterwards picked up.

Grinding Acorns, etc.—Acorns, berries.
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iny
herd, like a straggling animal feeding leisure-sarily tending to promote a morbid senti

mentality, to disqualify their readers to act 
their appropriate part in the affairs of real 
life, and to viciate and lower the tone of 
the moral sentiments. Of no small portion 
of the fictitious matter of which the modern 
Press is so prolific, this may doubtless be 

justly affirmed ; but these allegations indis- 
criminately applied to all fiction, would, we 
think, be grossly unjust. The method of 
conveying moral lessons by the relation of 
imaginary occurrences which never had an 
existence in fact, seems to be nearly as old 
as the human race itself. It is not only 
largely exemplified in the mythical and po
etic relations of antiquity, but frequently in 

i the Bible itself, and especially in the parables 
I of the Saviour.
I Youth drinks in with avidity its primary 
instruction from the fictitious tales of the 

- nursery, and even in a mature condition of 
|the intellect, a moral lesson generally has 

more clearness and force, and becomes the

Mother come back from the echoless shore, 
Take me again to your heart as of yore- 
Kiss from my forehead the furrows of care, 
Smooth the few silver threads out of my hair— 
Over my slumbers your loving watch keep — 
Rock me Io sleep, mother -rock me to sleep!

Backward, low backward, oh, tide of years ! 
1 am so weary of toils and of tears —
Toil without recompense—tears all in vain— 
Take them and give me my childhood again! 
I have grown weary of dust and decay.

weary of sowing for where to reap ;
Rock me to sleep, mother—rock me t sleep;

Tired of the hollow, the base, the untrue, 
Mother, oh, mother, my heart calls for you! 
Mar y a summer the grass has grown green, 
Blossomed and faded—our faces between— 
Yet with strong yearning and passionate pain. 
Long 1 to night for your presence again;
Come from the silence so long and so deep- 
Rock me to sleep, mother —rock me to sleep :

O or my heart in days that are flown, 
No love like mother-love has shone-- 
No other worship abides and endures, 
Faithlul, unselfish, and patient, like yours, 
None like a mother can charm away pain, 
From the sick and the world weary brain; 
Slumber’s soft calm o’er my heavy lids creep - 
Rock me to sleep, mother —rock me to sleep ! 1

Come let your brown hair jest lighted with gold, 
Fall on your shoulders again as of old-- 
Let it fall over my forehead to night, 
Shading my faint eyes away from the light— 
For with its sunny edged shadows once more, 
Happily with throng the sweet visions of yore, 
Lovingly, softly, its bright billows will sweep— 
Rock me to sleep, mother— rock me to sleep !

Mother, dear mother ! the years have been long 
bince I last hushed to your lullaby song—
Sing then, and antil my soul it shall seem 
Womanhood’s' years have been but a dream; 
Clasped to your arms like in a loving embrace, 
With your light lashes, just sweeping my fare, 
Never hereafter to wake or to weep—
Rock me to sleep, mother—rock me to sleep.

ly along. After getting within gun or bow-gin of the universe were first proclaimed, the 
shot, the hunter pretty generally secures his theological world stood aghast, as if menaced 
prey. Another plan: they set the woods on * 
fire on one side of the valley, which drives

by an overflowing tide of atheism. When
le doctrines of geology were announced as

the game on the other side, where bark ropes 
are stretched along the brow of the hill, with 
here and there gateways open to let the deer 
pass through. The Indians lie concealed 
near these passages, and shoot the deer as 
they edge along the rope to find the end; 
they will attempt to jump over unless hurri
ed. In this way they entrap their fleet- 
footed prey. This information will not be 
new to mountaineers, though it may be to

compatible only with the supposition that this 
world was in process of formation during 
innumerable ages, the great mass of theolo
gians resting only upon a traditional faith, 
felt called upon to resist them by every pos
sible means, lest they should overflow the 
statements in the first chapter of Genesis.— 
A very similar fate attended the doctrines 
of phrenology on their first proclamation, as 
being thought to contravene the doctrine of

comply with a request which has-come to me 
from several respectable sources, and publish 

me on the subject ofothers. man’s inherent unsoundness, and hence his what be really said to
46 The White Deer-skin Dance.”—The need of a Saviour. the awful crime for which he suffered death.

past fortnight, says the Chasta Courier, the 
Indians of Klamath County, have been hold
ing a grand fandango at the mouth of Trini
ty River, and from Happy Camp to the Re
servation near the ocean, every rancheria. 
has been fully represented. It is estimated 
that, including squaws and papooses, at least 
one thousand natives participated in the fes
tivities. This celebration, which is held an
nually, is known as the danse of the “ White 
Deer-Skin,” and is regarded as by far the 
most important one in their social calendar. 
The white deer is very seldom seen in Cali
fornia, and so highly are they prized by the 
Indians, that the richest of them will readily 
barter his favorite squaw, or his most valua
ble effects, for a single skin. At the present 
celebration there were five skins conspicu
ously exhibited, thrse of whiah were owned 
by a Mowimo Crœsus, who appeared to be 
idolized by his less fortunate chiefs. The 
dancing, feasting, and frolicking exceeded all 
bounds, and came near resulting in a serious 
collision between the “ Salmon ” and “ Red 
cap" factions, who have for years entertained 
a grudge against each other. The hatchet, 
however, was not quite dug up, and the fes
tives closed without recourse to arms.

Capacities of the Indians.—But what of 
our poor Digger ? A benevolent citizen of 
our town has rescued two of them from their 
wild haunts. The male, nearly grown, with 
intelligence and capacity equal to white strip
lings of like age, has become an excellent as
sistant in the business of his able guardian 
and patron. The younger female, now an 
attendant at our village school, betrays an 
eagerness, and alacrity, and power for scho
lastic acquisition that would do no discredit 
to her playmates. These examples establish 
the capacity of the Digger tribe for improve
ment and civilization.

An Indian Battle.—The Butte Record of 
August, 1856, gives an account of a battle 
between two tribes of Indians, which is not 
devoid of interest:

A fight among the red men of the forest 
took place on Monday last, on the open prai
rie six miles from Chico. The battle was 
fought between the tribe known as the Bid- 
well Indians and a tribe belonging across 
the river. It seems to be a periodical affair 
with these savages. They fought on the ap- 

pointed day and at the spot named, and with 
as much system and regularity as their more 
civilized brethren. The struggle was carri
ed on for several hours, and with a savage 
fierceness equal to any contest that has been 
witnessed for a long time. There is a pecu- 
larity in this mode of warfare that, we pre- 
sume, is not generally known. It is that 
when, in the heat of a conflict, arrows flying 
as thick as hail, and the air is rent with the 
hideous war-cry, the little children, by mu
tual consent, are sent into the ranks of the 
enemy to pick up the poison-bearded arrows 
that have missed their mark, and return them 
to the quiver of the hostile parent, to be a- 
gain sent whizzing into the enemy’s ranks. 
There were some ten or twelve seriously 
wounded, and two killed. One of the Bid- 
well tribe, a fine, stout warrior, was pierced 
in the breast by an arrow to the depth of 
nine inches. The point was poisonous, and 
the probability is that he will die from its 
effects.

These fears, instead of indicating firmness 
of faith on the part of those who entertained 
them, have rather betokened a distrust in 
their own religious ideas as being sufficiently 
truthful, and thenee stable,to withstand any 
and every test to which they might possibly 
be subjected ; or else, what is worse still,they 
prove a lack of faith on their part, in the 
self-consistency of Deity to make all parts of 
his universal system harmonious with each 
other. It is of comse self-evident that in a 
state of unwavering faith one will not be 
troubled with fears of disturbance in his con
victions by any new disclosures of light and 
truth, from whatever quarters these may 
come, as he will know that no two truths can 
contradict each other. And he who fears 
for the safety of God’s truth under any cir- 
cumstances of increasing light and knowledge, 
absolutely dishonors that truth by distrust
ing its omnipotent and divine power to sus
tain itself, with fair treatment, under all such 
conditions.

We hold, moreover, that with whatever 
affection and reverence a traditional and un
demonstrated dogma may be holden, the in
terests of a true religion,and a true reverence 
for the Creator and His laws as they are, 
and not as they are imagined to be by erring 
man, require that such dogma should prompt
ly give way before an absolutely demonstrat
ed fact or principle which is opposed to it.— 
But here Wo admit there is need of great 
caution least the cherished convictions of the 
Christian world should be rashly set aside 
under the mere seeming teachings of new sci
ence. During the last three quarters of a 
century, the materialistically-inclined intel
lects in Europe, and to some extent also in 
this country, have, on supposed scientific 
grounds, very inconsiderately rushed to con
clusions adverse to the doctrines of Christi
anity; and thus they have been laboring for 
the uprooting of the most benign system of 
doctrine and practice that has ever been 
vouchsafed to mankind. This course of 
theirs, however, was only the result of super
ficial views both of science and of Christian
ity. and a reaction is now just beginning to 
take place, which, when fully developed, will 
prove all true science to be the faithful hand
maid of true religion, will purify the Chris
tian faith as now holden, reduce its great 
teachings to such philosophical demonstration 
as will satisfy all reasonable doubts, and 
sweep skepticism finally from the earth.

And this reaction is only the result of 
more profound, interior, and comprehensive 
views of the teachings of science. For ex-

I visited the unhappy young man very soon 
after he received his sentence, and continu
ed my visits frequently, up to the time of his 
execution. I at once labored hard to impress 
him with the necessity of a full confession of 
his crime, and sincere repentance, as antece
dents to a pardon from the Almighty. At 
my third or fourth visit,after quoting to him 
several passages of Scripture illustrative of 
this doctrine, and engaging in prayer, I left 
him, with the advice to consider attentively 
what I had said, and act with that honesty 
in the matter which concerned him infinite
ly more than it did me,—assuring him that 
all my labor and his own would be lest,with
out his sincere contrition. When I called 
to him the next evening, but one. following. 
I resumed the subject where I had left it,and 
was proceeding to urge upon him the impor
tance of, a full confession before he could 
look for acceptance with God. Soon his 
countenance changed, and he interrupted me 
by saying, as nearly as I can recollect his 
words: “Well, since you were here, I have 
been thinking may be something is wanting 
there, and I acknowledge that I did not shoot 
him by accident, but the affair was premedi
tated." “How long had you premeditated 
it ?" I inquired. “For about a week," he 
replied. “And was your visit to the lake 
made for that purpose?” I again asked. He 
said, "Yes, sir." “Then tell me," I said, 
“how you carried out your purpose." He 
said that they took with them a quantity of 
liquor from Charleston—I understood him 
to say, from the tavern where they procured 
their boat—and that both of them drank 
freely. He said he was not accustomed to 
take much liquor, but that on this occasion 
he was a little “tight," as he expressed him
self. They had been for some time upon 
the water,and at length the boat was brought 
along parallel to the shore, he himself went 
on land with the gun, as if in search of game. 
Doxstater sitting in the boat astride of the 
centre seat, looking off upon the lake. He 
came behind him within about twenty feet, 
and shot him in the back of the head, the

and flower-seeds are reduced to flour, andmore deeply imprinted upon the memory, 
when it is received tbrougii the menstruum grasshoppers to paste, by the females pound

ing them on a rock, with an oblong stone, 
weighing from six to ten pounds.

of a story, either of real or imaginary occur- 
|rences. Yet it is not to be denied that fic
tion may be. and often is, made an instru
ment of evil as well as good ; and too great

Cooking Food.—Bowl-shaped and water 
tight baskets, holding from two to four pecks, 
are filled with water, into which flour or meal 
is stirred; hot rocks are then put into the 
basket until the water boils. It is then 
poured into smaller baskets to cool; when it 
is about the consistency of paste or mush, & 
is eaten from the baskets with the fingers. 
Babbits, rats, squirrels, etc., are broiled 
upon a stick, or boiled in a basket until they 
are cooked. Grasshoppers are gathered into 
sacks and saturated with salt water ; they 
are then placed in a hot trench, and covered 
with hot rocks for about fifteen minutes, 
when they are eaten like shrimps; or, after 
being ground, are mixed with the soup or 
mush.

Fandangoes.—These are popular and so
cial gatherings of Indians for dancing, eat
ing, laughing, talking, and learning the tra
ditionary greatness of their noble dead. Any 
particular tribe wishing to give a fandango, 
send messagers to the chiefs of the surround
ing tribes, who receive a small bundle of 
reeds or sticks, which shows the number of 
days before it takes place. Preparations 
immediately commence upon an extensive 
scale, by those invited as well as those giving 
the invitation. Rabbits are snared, grass
hoppers and fish are caught; acorns, roots, 
weed and flower-seeds, clover, grass, wild 
greens and onions, are provided in suitable 
quantities. As each Indian dresses accord- 
ing to his own extravagant notion of paint 
and feathers, several weeks are sometimes 
consumed in making head-dresses of different 
colored feathers, nose and ear ornaments and 
coat decorations, in every ludicrous variety 
of style and color. When the day arrives, 
groups of Indians may be seen wending 
their way toward the festive scene. In the 
evening, when all are assembled, the “ band" 
begins a monotonous ‘feau, feau,” with a 
reed whistle and wooden castanets—while 
the dancers keep time by a perpetual “ hi 
hah ! ki hah !" until out of breath, when 
they set themselves to hear from the lips of 
of their greatest chief, or patriarch, the he
roic deeds of their warrier ancestors; after 
which comes the feast. That being over, 
the dancing is renewed, and generally con
tinued until morning, when they finish the 
remaining eatables, and retire to rest under 
a large tree.

Burning the Dead.—The motive which 
compels the California Indians to burn their 
dead, arises from their religious views. They 
believe in a vast and pleasant camping- 
ground somewhere westward, where Indians 
live together in perpetual ease and plenty, 
and which is presided over by a great spirit 
of unspeakable goodness. They believe, 
also, in an evil spirit, who is constantly 
watching every opportunity to injure them, 
and who, having the power to keep them out 
of heaven, it is their duty, by conciliation or 
stratagem, to thwart. They believe, also, 
that the heart is immortal; that while the 
body is burning, the heart leaps out, and if 
by noises or motions they can attract the 
evil spirit’s attention, the heart escapes to

care can not be taken to discriminate the 
character and tendency of the works of ima
gination of which we would er courage the 
general perusal.

! We are not among those who would deplore 
the average influence of the great mass of 
fiction that is produced at this day. Not- 
withstanding some moral poison of a highly 
virulent kind that is thrown before, and ea
gerly caught up by, the prurient minds of 
the young, we believe that, upon the whole, 
the world is being made somewhat better by 
the influence of current fictitious publications 
The great mass of the books composing the

BORROWING NEIGHBORS.
BY MRS. GEORGE WASHINGTON WYLLYS.

The laws do not reach all a woman s af- Sunday School libraries connected with the 
flictions. If her husband forgets bis gallant- different Christian Churches, consist of moral
ry and attempts to use arguments more for- and religious tales, in which the beauties 
cible than elegant, the law steps in to take and rewards of virtue, and the loathsomeness 
the hickory stick out of his grasp; if a thief and inevitable punishment of vice, are gen- 
help* himself to her purse without the previ- erally exemplified. These tales are read 
ous ceremony of asking permission, the law with deep interest by the young, who seldom 
collars him and returns the abstracted goods, fail to bestow their sympathies and their an- 
The legal code is longer than we can think tipathies upon the characters and actions 
of without a pain over our eyebrows—but which respectively deserve them, and to re- 
where is the law made and provided to pro- ceive lessons which abstract treatises and dry 
tect a miserable female against borrowing? moral disquisitions would fail to impart.-

Missus wants to know if you wont lend Hours may sometimes be spent in explaining 
her your umbrella this morning—ours are all and enforcing some moral lessons in an ab- 
broken, and she’s got to go out ! . stract way, and after all very little impression

Our umbrella ! and the rain coming down be produced ; whereas, by a little story show- 
.at the rate of fifteen knots an hour ! Shade ing e moral principle in practical operation, 
of St. Swithen ! does our neighbor suppose and illustrating just how and why the thing 
we are water-proof ourself, like a duck, or a inculcated should be observed, and the thing 
yard of patent oilcloth ? How are we to get forbidden should be avoide i. and also exhib- 
down town, in case of necessity, we would 
like to know? However, anything for

iting the natural consequences of obedience 
or remissness in the matters referred to,

ball coming out just beneath the left eye.-peace. Take the umbrella—take our India- 
rubber boots—take our Balmoral skirt, even 
if less won't content the borrower—only 
keep away-for the rest of the day.
.Vain hope!

" Would we have any objection to lend our 
little Zouave jacket pattern ? Mrs. Trim

would make all clear, furnish an ideal frame- 
work in which the memory may intelligibly 
embody the principles inculcated, and then 
the lesson may ever afterward be recalled by 
recalling the story.

Such novels as the “Vicar of Wakefield,”

His cousin fell in the boat, exclaiming, “O' tinctly traced his downward course to the 
influence of novels, but more especially toEd, I’m shot! How careless you are with 

that gun.” Harter then threw down the 
gun and got into the boat, raising up his 
victim to await the issue. Doxstater sat on 
the side of the boat, the blood discharging 
itself into the water,—the meanwhile the

the New York Ledger, to which he was a 
subscriber. He stated that he read those 
tragical tales which nearly every number of 
that vicious publication contains, and that 
they produced the most baneful influence 
upon his mind, inflaming the magination 
with deeds of daring and mock heroism, and 
corrupting his moral powers. Mentioning 
this circumstance to his Uncle and his broth
er, on the morning of the execution, they 
both assured me of the fact of his having 
been one of a club who took the Ledger, and 
of the absorbing influence it had exerted upon 
his mind. Poor fellow! he is now where 
the fictitious and the imaginary must give 
place to the truthful and the real.

J. H. JOHNSTON.
Brockville, Dec. 24, 1860.

THE EXECUTION
Thursday morning was wet and gloomy. 

In fact the rain poured down incessantly 
from an early hour, rendering travel either 
on foot or with sleighs extremely disagreea
ble. This fact, no doubt, kept hundreds 
from coming into town to witness the execu
tion, yet it did not cool the morbid curiosity 
of some three thousand people, men, women, 
and boys, from taking up a position as close 
to the walls of the prison as they could force 
themselves, in order to obtain a near view of 
a poor fellow creature launched into eterni
ty by the bands of the public executioner.

If we were to draw conclusions as to the 
good effect by public hanging from the con
duct of numbers of those who stood within a 
few feet of the scaffold, waiting the appear, 
ance of the condemned man, we would be 
compelled to sum up the good effect by the 
word NIL. Coarse and brutal exclamations, 
snow-ball throwing, and loud shouts of laugh
ter were incessant, and not till the unfortu
nate Harter appeared on the scaffold, did 
such scenes abate. Then every eye was 
strained to catch a glimpse of him, and the 
attention of such as had acted so disgrace- 
fully being occupied in gazing on the sad 
occupant of the scaffold, we believe alone 
kept them from continuing their rowdyism.

We believe no official answer was returned 
to the petition for a commutation of the sen- 
tance of death. This kept the Sheriff in • 
state of suspense, although be had received 
a tetter from Quebec, unofficial, however,and 
also a telegraph, to the effect that the sen
tence would have to be carried into effect.- 
The sheriff fixed the time of execution be
tween the hours of twelve and one. Harter 
had taken a final farewell of his uncle and 
brother in the morning, and a sad parting it 
was. At twelve o’clock the sheriff, other 
officers, and the Rev. Messrs Smith and 
Johnston entered the prisoner's cell. He 
appeared calm and collected,and to questions 
put to him, said he was prepared to die.— X 
Mr. Johnston read the fourteenth chapter of 
Job;—“Man that is born of a woman is of .
few days and full of trouble,” &c., also the 
fourth and fifth chapters of 2nd Corinthians. 
The 23rd Psalm, was then sung “The Lord’s 
my shepherd” &e. Mr. Smith then prayed 
most fervently for the prisoner, in which 
Harter earnestly joined. When the prayer

the tales of Mrs. Sherwood, the stories of T.
wouldnt ask for it, only little Tommy got
hold of hers last week, and tore it up for a mentioned, can never injure any one, and 
kite-tail!" No, certainly, take it along! If

8. Arthur, with many others that might be
two engaging in conversation about the sad 
‘accident,’ as one believed and the other pre
tended it to be. Harter said he thought 
then, and was of the opinion still, that he 
had shot too low to kill him, and had he

few can rise from their perusal without be- 
ing more in love with virtue than before. — 

shape, Tommy Trim is that embodiment, Nor are we among those who have the pru- 
and if he came across the original document dery to decry indiscriminately all tales of 
of the Declaration of Independence itself, he ]oye between the sexes. God has made some 

of the purest and most generous impulses of 
our nature to consist in the mutual attach

ever the destructive element took human
ample, the astronomer, now, whose mind is 
in the condition of calm, penetrating, and 
all-generalizing thought, sees in the heaven- taken him at once to Charleston, would have 
ly bodies something more than so many ag- recovered. At this juncture,Doxstater said, 
-: ----- » 1—1 —*-:-i- = ii-j I— a “O Ed, what shall we do now ? here we are

would pounce upon it for that kite, which| 
has more tales than any Pacha in history! : 
We never expect to see that pattern again,| 
but what then ? It wouldn't do for Mrs.

gregations of dead materials, impelled by a
so far from home, and this accident has hap
pened!” He then stepped on shore and 
seized a club which he saw lying there, and 
with a powerful blow, smashed in the back of 
his skull, the poor fellow at once falling into 
the water, and upsetting the boat in his fall. 
He then dealt him a couple of powerful blows, 
and the body lay lifeless in the water. He 
then tied one end of a cord round the leg of 
the corpse, and attached the other end to a 
large stone which he picked up on the shore. 
Placing the stone in the boat, he rowed into 
deep water, dragging the body along after 
him. He threw the stone overboard, and it 
sank, pulling the body down with it. In re
ply to a question, he acknowledged he felt 
some remorse while he was conversing with 
him in the boat, especially when he spoke of 
the occurrence as an ‘accident,' but his feel
ing was only momentary, and as soon as he 
dealt the first blow with the club, all remorse 
left him, and he thought the devil must have 
helped him, for he performed the rest of the 
task with a light heart, and strange to say, 
without any apprehension of being caught in. 
the act, or even looking to see whether a 
witness was at hand. Nor had he since been 
troubled in his sleep, or haunted in his ima
gination with the appearance of his victim. 
He said in fact that he never realized that 
his life was forfeited by the act until the 
judge had passed the terrible sentence upon 
him.

The above confession he never denied, or 
even modified in conversation with me, ex
cept by saying subsequently that though he 
had for a week made up his mind to get nd 
of his cousis, the fatal visit to the lake was 
not planned till the day before it was earned 
into effect.

I pressed him hard for his motive. 
“Having confessed so much," said I, “now 
tell me frankly the cause of your committing 
such a horrible deed." “The only cause," 
he replied, “was that I had taken a strong 
dislike to Morgan, and thought it best to get 
rid of him.” “Why, then, did you not run 
away from him,rather than stain your hands 
with his blood?” I asked. He said, “he 
ought to have done so, but he did not think 
of that.” “What was the cause of your dis
like to him?” I inquired. He answered 
that he found him a disagreeable and diso- 
bliging companion; that he (Harter) had 
sold him a watch, for which be could not get 
his pay; and that Doxstater had collected 
the balance due by Wiltsie for digging the 
cellar and would not give him the portion 
of it which belonged to him. As he did not 
seem inclined to specify any more instances

blind and unintelligent force originating in 
themselves. From the strictest analysis he 
has arrived at the certain conclusion that 
gravitation itself has its cause in a quasi life 
that is imparted to matter from a source out
side of itself, that matter, considered simply 
as such, is, indeed, dead, and has no power 
in itself to move itself, or even to sustain its 
own motion under the necessary friction and 
mutual resistance of its parts after that mo
tion has been established by the temporary 
impulsion of a foreign power. He thus be
holds in the harmonious motions of the ma
terial universe, and in their evident adapta
tion to the ends of sentient beings who may 
be supposed to have their abodes on all per
fected planetary orbs, the evidence of an all- 
pervading, intelligent, and paternal Presence 
who is the Life and benefient Mover of all.— 
By a logical deduction from the admitted 
infinitude of this Eternal Presence, he con
cludes that his bénéficient care extends even 
to the infinitesimal portions of his grand sys
tem of creation from the aggregate of which 
the great whole is made up, and thus that 
the poorest and humblest of God’s creatures 
is an object of his kindly solicitude and pro
vidence.

What at first appeared to be antagonistic 
in the science, of Geology to the Mosaic his
tory of creation, not only disappears, but is 
converted into a powerful confirmation the 
moment we penetrate beyond the mere su
perficial aspects of the science, and allow the 
Scriptures to illustrate their own usage of 
the word “day" which is exhibited in a com
parison of texts in which it occurs; for then 
the order of the geological and palæontologi- 
cal formations ranging through six grand 
“days” or periods, is found to be a verifica
tion of the Mosaic testimony in actual facts.

Moreover, only those superficialists and 
sciolists whose knowledge of matter and its 
laws are very imperfect, have imagined that 
the phenomena of human life and intelligence 
were the result of certain conditions of organ
ic matter in the brain and nervous system, 
and hence that when these conditions were 
changed by the death of the body, the soul 
would forever become extinct. The great 
Liebig, on the other hand, whose exhaustive 
researches in respect to the properties and 
laws of matter are well known, remarked, 
substantially, in a public lecture delivered 
at Munich, that there is nothing in phospho
rus as existing in the brain, more than there 
is in the same substance found * far greater 
abundance in the bones,that can account 
for the phenomena of volition and thought; 
and the learned professor regarded it an a

ment of the sexes as ultimating in marriage, 
and we see no reason why those affections

Trim to think us disobliging.
Rap, rap, rap again ! just as our scattered 

ideas are beginning to assume some definite 
shape once more, and our pen is freshly dip- 

, ped in the ink-stand. Another neighbor 
would like to borrow the morning paper, the 
new book on the table, and the last number 
of the Herald,

People call this a free country, yet not for 
the life of us dare we send back word that 
we haven't read the desired articles ourselves 
—and there goes our nice little half hour of 
reading before dinner. The neighbors have 
borrowed pretty much all our books, except 
the Bible and the big dictionary — nobody 
seems to want these last volumes.

" Would we send over our peppermint bot
tle to Mrs. Slack's? Jacob had the tooth- 

ache, and, as Mrs. Slack had a lot of unex- 
peet d company, she would take it very kind 
if we could lend lier a cup of molasses and a 
pound or two of butter!"

That’s right! drain our slender stock of 
molasses to the dregs. Always happens so 
—just as sure as we calculate the cupboard 
shelves, to a nicety, and don't go to the gro- 
car’s, that very day our neighbors want the 
identical article that is nearest " out !” — 
Company, indeed ! we expect company to 
dinner—our husband is coming up on that 
especial errand, and if he don't have apple 
dumplings and Molasses, be thinks the world 
fa coming to an end. But no matter, Mrs. 
Slack—help yourself—and if your half-wit
ted Bridget stirs the oil of peppermint into 
the soft gingerbread, and sets Jacob’s tooth 
jumping with molasses, she will win our ever- 
lasting gratitude !

Mrs. Stephens wants to borrow our new 
bonnet five minutes, “just for her cousin 
from the country to look at,” and she sends 
it beck with a great greasy finger-mark on 
the spotless white velvet of the cape ! Now, 
if there is a weak spot about us, it fa that 
bonnet, and-

Well, our feminine readers can guess 
what we said, in the first transports of our 
indignation; it might not look 60 well in 
we thought that bonnet was the last drop 

in our cup, but it wasn’t—the last drop was 
a meet little three-cornered note, sealed with • 
dove and an olive leaf, from the old maid 
across the way. “Miss Jenkins wants to go 
to the lecture to-night, and she has no one to 
accompany her; do we suppose that our -ira,.

I may not be illustrated in the form of the 
“love story," always provided, of course, 
that the story is pure and chaste in its ten 

|dency, and free from all nauseating elements. 
|Indeed, we are not sure that virtuous love 
|could bear a much less conspicuous part in 
the imaginative literature of the day without 
detriment to its moral vitality, and its power 
to refine and elevate the minds of the young 
and educate them for the formation of pure, 
noble, and generous conjugal relations. But 
the miserable, libidinous French novels, the 
“ Yellow-covered Literature," and the sensa- 
tion newspaper stories that are so constantly 
issuing from the teeming Presses of Pande- 
monium, are, of course, not to be included 
among the commendable things of fiction, 
but should be avoided as pollution itself, and 
their authors, publishers, and venders be 
visited with the indignation they so richly 
deserve.—Life Illustrated.

TERRIBLE COLLIERY EXPLOSION IN 
MONMOUTHSHIRE.—-The Newport corres
pondent of the Times states that the effects 
of the colliery explosion at Risca, near New
port, on Saturday morning, were more ter
rible than was at first supposed, for, instead 
of 120 persons having fallen victims, the 
probability is that at least 50 more are dead, 
and that the fearful roll will swell to at least 
170 names. On Monday about 100 bodies 
had been brought up. Ooe portion of the 
workings fa now discovered to have fallen 
in, cutting off all communication with 60 
or 70- persons who are beyond. To reach 
them will, it fa feared, occupy considerable 
time, but little or no expectation is enter
tained that one of the party will be discov
ered alive. When the explosion occurred, 
about 200 men and boys were in the pit, 
of whom only about 30 have escaped. Ope- 
rations are being continued with the utmost 
vigor. Even yet it would be premature to 
give currency to the statement with refer
ence to the cause of the catastrophe. The 
pit, however, was known to be subject to 
blowers of gas, and the management were 
cautious in consequence. On Saturday week 
one of the workmen was summoned for tak
ing the key of a safety lamp into the pit, 
and it was deposed to by the overman that 
two other men were detected with nails in 
their possession, intended doubtless, to be 
used for opening the safety-lamps te obtain 
lights for smoking. These things show the 
recklessness of the men, and point, pro- bably, to the origin of the explosion.” BGx2

MAKING A WAY IN THE WORLD.
There are certain maxims of a sharp, un

scrupulous policy which have been so often 
repeated to the young, that they are better 
known than the Proverbs of Solomon, and 
are liable to be mistaken for sayings of the

its heaven of rest, and is forever safe; but 
if the body is buried, the evil one keeps con-

wise King by that class of persons who 
sometimes quote Shakspeare for the Bible, 

to annoy the liv- : They are usually clothed in a comely suit of 
words, as nauseous pills are coated with su
gar; but if we strip them of their fair exte
rior, and present them in plain Anglo-Saxon 
garb, their deformity will appear, and their 
ugliness will disgust every one whose moral 
perceptions are not wholly perverted. Put 
them in the form of question and answer, 
and the catechism will prove a wide departure 
from that of Westminister.

Imagine a bright, smart lad, who is just 
cutting his eye teeth, called up for exami
nation by his shrewd preceptor, Mr. Penny-

tinual guard over the grave ; and when the 
heart would escape, it is made prisoner, and 
it is thenceforth employed
ing relatives. When an Indian is known to
be dying, his head is lifted gently upon the 
lap of some relative, and his eyes softly clos
ed; while those who are standing around, 
recite, in a low monotonous chant, the vir
tues of the dying. The moment his heart
has ceased to beat, the sad tidings are con
veyed to his relatives, and the low chant fa
changed to mournful wailing; and beating 
upon their chests, with streaming eyes, they 
apostrophize the spirit of the departed. The 
corpse is now prepared for burning, the knees 
being forced toward the chin upon the breast, 
and the limbs and body bound firmly togeth
er into the smallest possible compass; it fa 
then wrapped in a blanket, and placed upon 
the back on the ground, with the face expos- 
ed ; every sound is hushed, and both men 
and women sit in silent groups around the 
corpse for about twenty minutes, when all 
simultaneously rise —the women to renew 
their wailing, the men to build the funeral

Q. What fa the chief end of man?

A. To get all he can.
Q. How is he to do this ?
A. By worth and wisdom.
Q. What do you mean by worth and wis- 

dom?
A, Worth means wealth ; and wisdom,how 

to get it.
Q. What fa the first and great command- 

ment ? ...
A. Get rich—honestly, if you can; but- 

“Q. What fa the Golden Rule?

A “ That he may take who has the power, 
and he may keep who can.”

Q. What is fulfilling the law?
A. Filling full the pocket.
Well answered. The boy will make his 

way in the world.
Aye, possibly he may, possibly he may not. 

But there is a question of greater pith and 
moment: Will he make his way to heaven? 
He alone makes his way in the world success- 
Ymafcrn his way fresh itehebs to

pyre.. When this fa about two feet in height 
every sound again ceases, and, amid a death 
like stillness, the men lift the corpse upon 
the pyre, liter which it fa completely cover- 
ed with additional fire-wood. The oldest 
and dearest relative then advances with a 
torch and fires the pile. When the first 
curl of smoke is visible, the discordant 
howlings of the women became almost ap- 
palling. The men stand in sullen and un
broken silence, while the nearest relatives, 
having poles in their hands, commence a 
frantic dance around the burning body, oc- 
casionally turning it over, that it may con- 
sume more speedily, and give the heart a 
better chance to escape, while, with waving of

T


