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’WHERE THE GOSPEL 1S NEEDED.

Wth so much talk about’ mission work
] ‘all out, churches i in these days; one is
c'sometlmes ‘tempted t;o tlunk that by this
time the world is prethy well evangelized.
: From such a cquortn.ble delusion, one re-
ceives a pretty sharp awakening when one
sees in -the- current. newspapers ® deserip-
tions by zm eye- itness of horrors in
Dahomey. -
- Whenever, the “Gmnd G‘ustoms are
held, says the wzj;t;er, a number of, vietims
are sacrificed -to the manes of Dahomey.
These ‘unlucky- wretches are usually pris-
oners 6f ‘war, or, failing them, criminals,

"{‘hey are stunned with. a club and then
hung up in various positions ox “seated
‘squat fuslnou pon gullows whlch are

cutmners,‘
~in the dexter
the vietims.

| to tho dead kings aro sent ‘t:hrou‘rrh the
media of decapitited mennnd women, who
receive a few cowries and & httle rum and-
pluntnn to supporb thcm on their j Joumey
to the Dahomean Hades. - L

* Tho cut is from a. sketch by an Eﬂg]i'slh
man who resided thero for nearly’ twelve
months, -

.‘ BARBARA FREITCHIE.” -

MRS, B, D..E. N, SOUTHWORTIL TELLS IIO\V
WHITTIER CAME TO WRITE THE POEH,

Mra, E. D.E. N. Squthworth,'the popu~

lar novelist, lives in: o picturesquo house.

ye: dhd"hié'liassiwb through Frederick,
tellmo' ‘us how’ old Bazbnm Freitchie, a
conn ctlon of - Mr Rams’buxg, ‘hung out
f].om her window the Starsand Stripes, and
how they wero shot down. ' If I remember
rlghtly, Bnrbnrn was at tho time more tlmn
nmeby yé:u's old

“Tho towii -was -mbout equally dw1ded
between sympa.tluzels with tho _Union
zmcl tho. Confedemcy - Barbara was o
smunch Umomst and- when, on he'u'mrr
of tho a.pplo'tch of * Stonewall J.tcl\son
.and | s '\.rmy, the Umomsts of the town
1id then' flags, the bmvo old Iady nailed a

on tho heights of Georgetown, overlook-

“march on.’ That was about the way the.
mcldenb was related to me by Mrs, R'nns-
burg,” said Mrs, Southworth, “and upon
my son remarking: ¢ What a grand subject
for' a poem by Whittier, mother," I sat.
down and wrote to Mr. Whittier, telling -
him ‘the story and ncqu'untmg him with
my son's suggesbxon I roceived an ea.rly
reply, which was as follows :-

“ AMESBURY, 9 mo.; 8th, 1863, )

“My DEAR MRS, SOUTOWORTIL :—X heartily
thank: thee for thy very kind lctter and its en-
closed “messnge.” Itoughtto have fallen into
better hands, but I have just written out a littlo
'ballnd of “ Barbarn Ireitchie,” which will appear,
in the next Atlantic. - JIf it is good for anything

_smnll Ameuc'm ﬂ'w to a st'nﬂf' zmd pl.tced'

TR

PRISONERS SACRIFICEDTO THE GOD OF WAR.IN THE UHUNGLO MARKET, ABOMEY. -

ing the Potomnc. The authoress, who
was a life-long friend of John G. Whittier,
told ‘tho veporter to-day an  interesting
story of hér connection with the wntme; of:
the Quaku‘ poeb's. fmuous bullad of

bmw. Treltcllxe. - :

it the head of hig men and, seeing the
ﬂa\g, mdered them to shoot it down, They

. fa,r oub of hcr wmdow, waved 1t hwh above

it at her window. Jackson came riding in

did'so and the flag fell. It was then thab
.trbam caught the flag up and, le.mmrr

undertake the journoy. I thank theo none the -

'éoutmued Mus. Southworth, “‘and when

thee deserve all the credit of it, I wish I could

accept thy ki}xd invita.tlon {;o tlgyv plensn.;\t cot-
tage home, but I am too much of an invalid to

less, however, for asking me. I shall go there in
imagination if I cannot otherwise,
“1With best wishes for thy health and lmpm-
ucss, I am, most truly thy friend,
% JouxYWHITIIER.”
¢¢ We com'esponded for many years,”’

I sent him the story of ‘Barbarn Freitchis,’.
| I wrote hiin that I considered it a message
tho spirit world. Bn.rbam died, if I

‘v




