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A THRILLING SEA STORY.

BY AN EYE WITNESS.

T was at the
close of a stor-
my <ay in the
year 1835,
when the gal-
lant frigate
Constituation,
under the con-
mand of Cap-
tain Llliot, hav-

7 ing on hoard the late

Wi, Edward Livingston,
A\ then Minister at the

Court of France, and

fumily, and manned

Y by nearly five hundred

souls, drew near the

“chop” of the Lnglish

Chai:nel. Tor four days

she had been beating

down from Plymouth, aud on the
fifth, at evening, she made her tack
for the French coast.

The watch was setateight,P.M,,
the Captain came on deck soon
after, and having ascer.ained the
bearing of Scilly, gave orders to
keep the ship “full and bye,” re-
marking at the same time to the
officer of the deck, ‘that be might
make the light on the lee beam;
but he stated, he thought it more
than probable that he would pass it

without seeing it. He then* turn-
ed in,” as did most of the idlers,
and the starboar | watch.

Ata quarter past nine, P.M., the
ship headed west by compass, when
the call of « Light ho ! was heard
from the forctopsail yard.

“ Where away?” asked the eof-
ficer of the deck.

“ Three points to the lee how,”
replied the lookout man, which the
unprofessional reader will under-
stand to mean very nearly straight
ahead.

At this moment the Captain ap-
peared and took the trumpet.

“Call all hands! waus his im-
mediate order.

“ Ail hands P’ whistled the boat-
swain, with the long, shrill sum-
mons, famihar to the ears of all
who have ever been on board a
man of war.

« All hands!” screamed the beat-
swain’s matc,and ere the echo died
away, all but the sick were on
deck.

The ship was staggering throngh
a heavy swell from the Bay of
Biscay ; the gale, which had been
blowing several days, had increased

‘to'a severity that was not to be

made light of. The breakers,
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where Sir Cloudesly Shovel andlshonted the Captain; and aft it
his fleet were destroyed in thedays went, like the spreading of a sea-
of Queen Anne, sang their song of bird’s wing, giving the huge sale

death before, and the Dead Man’s

Ledge replied in hoarser notes be-'

hind us. To go ahead, seemed to
be death, and to go about was sure
destruction.
caught the cye of the Captain was
the furled mainsail, which he had

ordered to be carried throughout!

the evening—that hauling up of
which, contrary to the last order

he had given on leaving the deck,

had caused the ship to fall off to

leeward two points, and had thus)

led her into 2. posilion on a “lee
shore,” upon which a strong gale
was blowing her, in which the
chance of safety appeared ‘to the
stoutest nerves almost hopeless.
That sole chance consisted in stand-
ing on, to carry us through the
breakers of Scilly, or by a close
graze along their outer edge. Was
this destiny to be the end of the
gallant old ship, consecrated by
many a prayer and blessing from
the heart of a nation ?

« V. hy is the mainsail up, when
Tordered it set 7 cried the Captain,
in a tremecndous voice.

“ Finding that she pitched her
bows under, T took it in, under
your general order, sir, that the
officer of the deck should carry sail
according to his discretion,” replied
the Lieutenant in command.

« Heave thelog,” was the prompt
command to the Master’s Mate.

The log was thrown.

« How fast does she go 7”

« Five knots and a half] sir.”

“ Board the main tack, sir.”

% She will not bear it, sir,” said
the officer of the deck.

“Board the main tack!” thun-
dered the Captain ; « keep her full
and bye, guarter-master
r.¢ Aye,aye,sir.?’ -

The tack was boarded..

“Haul aft the main sheet!”

The first thing that!

to the gale. .

“Give her the lee helm when
she goes into the sea!” cried the
Captain.

“Aye, ave, sir! she has it
growled out the old sea-dog at the
binnacle.

“ Right yourhelm ; keep her full
and bye!”

« Aye, aye, sir, full and bye she
is,” was the prompt answer from
the helm.

“ How fast does she go ?”’

“ Nine knots and a half, sir.”

“ How bears the light 7

“ Nearly a beam, sir.”

“ Keep her away half a point.”

“ How fast does she go?’

“ Nine knots, sir.”

“ Steady so !’ returned the Cap-
tain.

“ Steady I” answered the helms-
man, and all wassilent as the grave
upon the crowded deck, exccpt
the howling of the storm, for a
space of time that seemed to the
imagination almost an age.

It wasa trying hour to us j unless
we could carry sail soas to go at
the rate of nine knots an hour, we
must of necessity dash upon Scilly;
and who ever touched upon those
rocks and lived during a storm?

The sea ran very high, the rain
fell in sheets, the sky was one black
curtain, illuminated only by the
faint light wl.ich was to mark our
deliverance, or stand 2 monument
of our destruction. The wind had
got shove whistling—it came in
puffs that flattened the waves, and
made our old frigate settle to her
bearings, while everything on
board seemed to be cracking into
pieces. At this moment the car-
penter reported that the lefi bolt
of the fore shroud had drawn.

. % Get on the Infls and set them
all on the weather shrouds.

Keep .

.
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her at small helm, Quarter Master,
and ease her in the sea,” wcre the
orders of the Captain.

The Juffs were svon put under

the weather shrouds, which of

course relieved the chains and
chanuels, but many an anxious
eye was turned towards the re-
maining holts, for upon them de-
pended the safety of the ship—
for with one foct of canvass less
she could not live fifteen minutes.

Onward plunged the over-laden
frigate, and at every surge she
seemed bent upon making the deep
the sailor’s grave, and her live oak
sides his coffin of glory.—She had
been fitted out at Boston, when
the thermometer was below zero.
Her shrouds cf course, therefore,
slacked at every strain, and her
unwieldly masts—for she had those
designed for the frigate Cumnber-
land, a much larger ship—seemed
ready to jump out of her.

And now, while all was appre-
hension, another bolt drew—and
then another—umtil at last our
whole stay was placed upon a sin-
gle bolt less than a man’s wrist in
circumference.  Still the iron
clung 1o the solid wood, and bore
ns alongside the breakers, though
in a most frightful proximity to
them. This trifling iwocident has
never, I believe, been noticed in
public, but is a literal fact—which
I make not the. slightest attempt
to embellish.

As we galloped on—for T com-
pared our vessel’s leaping to noth-
ing else—the rocks seemed very
near us. Dark as the night, the
the white foam scowled around
their black heads, while the spray
fell over us,and the thunder of the
dashing surge sounded like the
awful knell that the ocean was
singing for the victims it was
eager to engulph.

At length the light bore upon
aur quarter, aud the bold Atlantic

rolled its white caps before us.
During this time all was silent,
each officer and man was at his
post, and the bearing and counten-
ance of the Cuptain seemed to give
encouragement to every person on
board. With buta bare possibility
of suving the ship and those on
board, he relied on hisnautical skill
and courage, and by earrying the
mainsail which in any other situa-
tion would have been considered a
suicidal act, * he weuathered the lee
shore, and saved the Constitution !

The mainsail was now hauled
up, by light heartsand strong hands,
the jib and spanker taken ii, and
from the light of the Scilly, the
gallant vessel, under cluse reefed
topsaiis and main trysails, took her
departure, and danced merrily over
the deep towards the United
States.

¢ Pipe down ! said the Captain
to the First Licutenant, “and
splice the main brace.”

“Pipe down !” echoei the First
Lieutenant to the Boatswain.

“ Pipe down "whistled the Boat-
swaiu to the crew,and ¢ pipedown”
it was.

“How near the rocks did we
go? said | to the Master’s Mate,
the next morning.

He made no feply, but taking
down a chart, showed 1ne a pencil
line between the ountside shoal, and
the Light House Island, which
must have been a small strait for a
fisherman to run his smack through
in good weather by daylight.

For what is the noble and dear
old frigate reserved!

I went upon deck; th> sea was
calm, a gentle breeze was swelling
our canvass from our mainsail to
royal, the isles of Scilly bad sunk
in the eastern waters, and the
clouds of the dying storm were
rolling off in broken masses to the
northward, like the flying colurmns
of a beaten army.
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have been in many a gale of
wind, and have passed through
scenes of great danger, but never
before norsince, have T experienced
an nour sd terrible as that when
the Constitution was laboring, with
the lives of five hundred men
hanging on a single small iron bolt.
to weather Scilly on the night of|
the 11th of May, 1835.

During the gule, Mrs. Livingston
enquired of the Captain, if we were
not in great danger, to which he
replied, us svon as we had pussed
Scilly, “You arc as safe as you
would be in the aisle of a church.”

It is singular that the frigate
Bostoun, Captain McNeal, about the
close of the Revolution, escaped a
similar danger while employkd in
carrying out to France, Chaneellor
Livingston, a relative of TEdwayd’s,
and, also, Mimster to the Court of
St. Cloud. He likewise had his
wife on board, and while the ves-
sel was weathering a lee shore,
Mrs. Livingston asked the Captain
—a rough but gallant old fire eater
—ifthey were not in great danger;
to which he replied—*You had
better, madam, get down unon your
knees,and pray God to forgive your
numerous sins, for if we do not car-
ry by this poiut, we shall all be
down in five minutes.”—=Selzcted.

“UNCONSTITUTIONAL. »
BUTCHER in this city was

recently arrested, for selling
beef. He was detected in the very
act. We humbly snggest that this
1s a case which calls for the inter-
position of the Governor. Such a
high-handed invasion of personal
liberty—such an outrageous iuter-
ference with the rights of com-
merce, should not be passed over
in silence by our Chief Magistrate.
Is not the sale of be¢f « constitu-
tional ¥’ Ts not the interference
of the policeman with the « vested

s

rights” of the butcher, clearly ¢ un-

constitutionnl 7 May not a man
do what he will with lus own?

We submit these queries to the
Liquor Sellers’ Association of the
City of "Albany. .

Post Scriptum. Cows are mortal.
Our perseented butcher’s cow died
one day, without the interposition
of the knife.— Weekly Telegraplh.

THE YOUNG.

“/O\ COULD we gain the yonng,

who have nu inveteratc
prejudices to combat, no established
habits to overcome ; could we gain
the young, we might, after a single
generation had passed away, shut
up the dram shop, the bar-roon,
and the rum-selling grocery, and
by shutiing these up, shut up also
the poor house, the prison house,
and one of the broadest and miost
frequent avenues to the charnel
house.

¢ More than this, couid we shut
up these licensed dispensaries of
crime, and disease, and death, we
might abate the severity of mater-
nal anguish, restore departed joys
of conjugul affection, silence the
cry of poor deserted orphunage,
and procure for the poor demented
suicide, a respite from self-inflicted
vengeance.

“"Lhis, the gaining of the young
to abstinence, would constitute a
mighty fulerum, on which to plant
that moral power to raise a world
from degradation.

“O! how the clonds would scat-
ter, the pruspects would brighten,
and the firmament of hope clear
up, could the youn« be gained, in-
toxicating liquors be bauished,and
abstinence with all its train of
blessings intreduced throughout
the earth.”—Dr. Nott.

SteEpisdeath’s younger brother,
and so like him that I never dare
trust him without prayer.



1. THE LIFE BOAT. 165

[ON—ITS CAUSE. doubt that the great majority of
OHN B. Gongh, i1hem have maintained their integ-
the well knowu ! rity. ,
devotedand ef-1 But there zs a dark side to the
ficient a d v o - picture, and nothing cuu be gained
cate of temper-, by shutting cur eyes to it. The
ance, stated in - Washingtoniin  movement”—so
a late speech in’ called—commenced in Bultimore,
Londou, thatjin 1840. ITrom that time to 1845,
out of 500,000 probably not less than 300,000 in-
persons who had : ebriates—including both confirm-
signed the pledge inied and occasional drunkards —
the "nited States,isigned the abstinence pledge.
b 450,000 had broken| Many of thesc umted with the
A it %organizution of the « Sous of Tem-
The above yaragraph. pomnce,” and not a few are, to this
with variations, has been day, ornaments and etheient sup-
traveling the rounds of the ' porters of the Order. But far the
s press for the yast two cr greaternumber. wearesorry tosay,
o ™ three months,and has vory were tempted back to inchriety.
generally passed  unchullenged.. We have been in a position to
We have not noticed it hitherto, for 1 kzot sométhing of the history of
we believe the intelligence of our'~ Washingtonianism,” and no one
readers would put the right inter-' who has taken the pains to furnish
pretation upon it but our ¢ soberihimselfwith the facts, will question
second thought” suggests that we the truth ot our assertion, that at
might as well help them in this;least three-fourths of the drunkards
matter; and, more cspecially for)who sianed the pledge from 1840
the sake of the unintelligent, do!to 1845, inclusive, have fallen from
what we can to place it in iis true jtheir position of sobriety, to a lower
light before the world. idepth, it possible, than that from
Mr. Gough probably never made | which they were temporarily res-
the statement attributed to him. | cued.
What he did say we presume is| This is the fect. Now, what
substantially trne~that, of the:doesit teach? That the eflort to
thousands of inebriates who had|redeem the drunkard is a hopeless
signed the pledge, the greater pro-;one? That his appetite must,
portion of them had gone back to:sooner or later, get the mastery of
their cups. He might have stated l his virtuous resolutions, and drag
the number of signersat 500,000—  him down again to the perdition
but more probably at just three-'from which he had been rescued?
fifths of that number, which is not’ Or that his pretended reformation
far from the truth. Of course, no!\vas a mere sham—a hypocrisy,
one who knows anything of the|having in it no element of a virtu-
progress of the temperance reforma-ious purpose, a righteous resolve ?
tion in the United States, would | No—none ofthese. The drunkard
suppose that either of these sumsican be redecmed,—as ut least fifty
included the aggregate of signa-)thonsand living witnesses in our
tures to the pledge. These are{laud, to-day siguificantly testify.
connted by millions, and not by|His appetite can be, not merely
thousands, or hundreds of thous-|subducd but eztirpated. Nor were
«nds; and there is no reason to!the reformed inebriates of the era
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of Washingtonianism, insincere or
hypocritical. They were honest
and earnest men. They desired
and 7resolved to reform. They
signed the pledge in good faith,
determined to abide by the solemn
covenant.

Why, then, did they fall ?

Simply because the temptation
presented by ten thounsand open
grog shops, acting upon an unsub-
dued appetite and an infirm
(though honest) moral purpose,
was too strong for them to with-
stand. In one word, it was for the
want of a protective prohibitory laww.
They desired to abstain—they re-
solved \hat they would do so—they
signed the pledge 2 good faith;
but they were borne down iby the
steady, remorseless, cumulative
pressure of an ever-présent temp-
tation—and they fell !

But their fall teaches us this
lesson : the drunkards of our land
can never be saved, except through
the operation of a prohibitory law!
The grog shops must be closed—
temptation removed from their path
—time afforded them for the re-
cuperation of their exhausted en-
ergies,—for the extinction, through
long disuse, of their depraved ap-
petites, and for the upgrowth and
strengthening of moral purpose,
without which the hope of perma-
nent reformation is in vain. Pro-
hibition,—the outlawry of the traf-
fic—will do all this. By prohibi-
tion, we do not mean a statute
simply declaring the sale illegal,
and then leaving the matter to
regulate itself: but a stringent law,
with suitalle penalties, rigidly en-
forced, cutting the infamous traffic
up by the roots, and giving it no
chance to strike a single fibre into
the soil. *+ Such is prohibition in
Maine, generally —such it is in
Connecticut-—such it must be in
New York, and throughout the
whoie sisterhood of States; and
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then humanity will rejoice in the
demonstration that the drunkard
can be saved ! —Prohibitionist.

A REMARKABLE INCIDENT. '
HIE Albany Express gives an
account of a very remarkable
case which occurred in that city in
1849, and which is vouched for by
theattending physician. The sub-
ject of the incident was an eccent-
ric old man, well known in that
eity. Daily would he be met in
the streets, with his huge, old
fashoned ¢ bull’s eye” watch sus-
pended from his neck with a mas-
sive cord, and on the latter swing-
ing a brass key, of size proportion-
ate to its service on the “ bull’s
eye.” Every block or two would
the watch be pulled out, cyed with
an unmistakal.le expresson of pride,
affection and approval, wound up,
and again deposited in its quarters.
The operation was invariable—so
much so, that the “old gentleman
and his watch” had mutually be-
come town f:atures. One day,
during the cholera, in the year
above given, the old gentleman
was taken down with it, and not-
withstanding promptand continued
assistance, failed rapidly, and, as it
was thought, died.

His old and faithful watch—his
attendant in sickness as in health
—lay, during the illness, upon a
table, within ieach of his bed, its
loud tickings seemingly mournful
and subdued, as though conscious
that each one brought it nearer to
the final separation.—~While the
physician and friends of its master
were standing near his bed consul-
ting as to the time and manner of
his burial, the corpse, long since
cold as ice, and motionless as the
grave, without premonition sud-
denly straightened up, the eyes
ovened, the hand stretched .forth
and seized the long loved wateh—
with careful fondness it was wound
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up, replaced on the table, and the
body fell backand died! The con-
starnation of the by-standers was
intense at this sudden and ghastly
performance, and all save the phy-
sician and attendant fled! these
two promptly altempted to resus-
citate him, but life had finally
fled.

SHAMEFUL INJUSTICE.

F the liquor traffic imposed its

" burdens on those only who par-
ticipate in its benefits, our opposi-
tion to it might be regarded as un-
reasonable ; but the reverse of this
is true. Not only does it lay a tax
upon all the industrial energies of
the State to repair the mischiefs it
inflicts upon it, but it also imperils
the most sacred rights of soctety—
rights unpurchasable and infinitely
dear to man. Says the author of
“ An Appeal to Voters :”

“ The liquor seller is not the only
one who has rights. What be-
coines of the rights of other peo-
ple, while the liquor seller is ex-
ercising this Jegal right to live by
the destruction of his customers?
They are invaded and destroyed.
The sober man has the right to raise
his sons to sobriety and virtue.
The liquor seller ensnares and de-
stroys them. He has the right to
travel without unnecessary risk, in
the steamboat, stage couch, and on
the railroad. Can he do this with
dranken drivers and engincers?
He has a right to his own property,
but the liquor seller’s customers
steal, burn, and destroy it. He has
a right to the money he earns by
his labor, but the law compels him
to support the paupers and crimin-
als which the liguor seller makes.
No man’s life or property is safe,
while the right to sell liquor is
granted by the legislature.”

A HEART unspotted is not easily
aaunted. '

A DRUNKARD’S OPINION.

R. Snodgrass, in an address at
one of the recent anniversary
meetings, in New York, related
the following incident: Said I to
a friend of mine in Baltimore—a
man of talent in one of our pro-
fessions, o well-meaning, useful
man, m the days of his sobriety—
* What think you of the Maine
Law for Maryland ?” ¢ Think ??
replied he; “I think well of it.
Give me that and I shall have
hope ; I have signed your pledges
over and over again, but only to
break them as often. Shut up
these houses with your prohibition
law-—take away from my eyes
these attractive saloons and spark-
ling decanters—remove the sight
of these and the fumes of their
contents—the Satanic temptation
to ruin j and then, but not till then,
I shall hope to remain a sober man
—to be myself again.” ¥For my
own part, my friends, such appeals
have an irresistible force with me.
I think it is high time that we had
legal prohibition everywhere,when
the very inebriates themselves are
imploring its assistance for their

agonized, desponding souls !

BOYS.
8 OYS are admonished by a sen—
sible writer to beware of the
following description of company,
il’ they would avoid becoming like-
those who enter prisons for their
crimes:

1. Those who ridicule their
parents or disobey their commands.

2. Those who profane the Sab-
bath 6r scoff’ at religion.

3. Those who use profane or
filthy language.

4. Those who are unfaithful, play
truant, and waste their time in
idleness.

5. Those who are of a quarrel-
some temper ; and who are apt to
get into difficulties with others.
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6. Those who are addicted to‘
lying and stealing.

7. Those who take pleasure in
torturing animals and inscets.

We add,

8. Those who loaf around grog
shops and drink whisky.

NIGHT.
BY J. BLANCHO WHITE.

Mysrerrovs Nigur ! when our first par-

ents knew
Thee from report divine, and heard thy

name,
Did he not tremble for this lovely fame,
This glorious canopy of lisht and blue 2
Yet *neath a curiain of translucent dew,
Bathed in the razs of the great setting flame,
Hesperons with the host of heaven came,
And lo! creation widened in man’s view.
Who would have tho’t such darkness lay

concealed
Within thy beams, O, sun? or who could

find,

Whilst 1y and leaf, and insect stood revealed,

‘That to such countless orbs thou mad’st us
blind?

Why do we, then, shun death with anxious
strife 2

If light can thus deceive, wherefore not life ?

WATER.
WHERE does the water spring gladsome and
bright 2
Here in the leafy grove,
Bubbling in hfe and love;
Born of the sunshine up-op’ning to light,
Walked in its pebbly bed,
When the still shadows fled,
Gushing, overflowing, down tumbling for
flight.

Where does the water flow 2—where glides
tae rill ? N
Now ’neath the forest shade,
Then in the grassy glade,
Dancing as freely as child of the hill,
Bright cascades leaping,
Silver brooks creeping,
Wearing the mountains and turning the mill.

Where does the water dwell, powerful and
grand ?
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Here where the ocean foam,
Breaks in its rock-ribbed home;
Dashing and lashing, up-bounding, wrath-
spanned,
Ai:on, sweetly sleeping,
Soft dimples o’er creeping,
Like a babe on its mother’s breast, soothed
by her hand.

Where smile the dew-drops that night sha-
dows woo?
Where the young flow’rets dip,
Leaving each perfumed lip,
Close in the rose's heart, loving and true ;
Pois’d on an em’rald shaft,
Where never sumleam laughed,
Deep in the dingle—the beautiful dew!

Where glows the water pledye given of old 2
*Tis dropped from God's throne,
When the shower is gone,
A chain of pure germrs, link’d with purple
and goud 5
In Eden’s hues blushing,
With infinity gushing,
A line from the book of life, its leve half
untold.

‘The bright bow of promisce, the signui of
power,
The crown of the sky,
The pathway on high,
Whence angels bend to us when darksome
clouds lower,
Breuthing o silently,
Kindly and trathfuily,
Of their wings for a shield in the wrath-
bearing hour !

Then we’ll love the threads lacing our beau-
tiful world!
Tangling the sanbeams,
Laughing in glorious gleams ;
The wavelets all dimpled, and spray tresses
curled ;
The tear on the flow’ret’s breast—
The gem on the ocean’s crest—
And the ladder of angels by rain drops im-
pearled.

Five of the sweetest words in
the English langnage begin with H
—Heart, Hope, Home, Happiness,
and Heaven.
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THE GIRL AT HER SISTER'S
GRAVE.

—— A little child
That lightly draws its breath,
And feels its life in every limb,
What should st know of death ?

T Smyrna, the
~ burial ground
of the Arme-
nians, like that
of the Mos.
lems, is a short
distance from
the town. It
is planted with

A B

Y KoK green trees,
R ", \ . .

XA £43 and is a favorite resort
%‘; A Enot only for the ber-

*g'g-f“e‘?’ eaved, but those

EP e § whose feelings are
& '?-.” darkly overcast. I
% §§t‘§ " met there one morn-
SHAS ing a little girl with
™ Lo half playful counten-

We ance, busy blue eye and
£ sununy locks, bearing in
one hand a cu'- of china, and in
the other a wreath of fresh flowexs.
Feeling a very natural curiosity to
know what she would do with
these bright things in such a place
that seemed to partake so much of
sadness, I watched her light mo-
tions. Reaching a retired grave,
covered with a plain marble slab,
she emptied the seed—which it
seemed the cup contained—into
the slight cavities which had been
scooped out in the corners of the
level table, and laid the wreath on
its pure face.

« And why,” 1 enguired, “ my
sweet girl, do you put seeds in
these little bowls there .

« It%s to bring the birds here,”
she replied, with a balf wondering
Joole; ¢ they will alight on this
tree when they have eaten the
seed, and sing.”

“« To whom do they:sing—toyou
or‘cach other 1’ ..
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“ O no, sir,” she replied, # to my
sister—she sleeps here.”

« But your sister is dead.”

“Q yes, sir; but she hears the
birds sing.”

« Well, if she does hear the birds
sing, she cannot see the wreath of
flowers.” )

“But she knows I put them
there. I told her before they took
her away from our house I would
come and see her every raorning.”

“ You must,” I continued, “ have
loved that sister very much; but
you will never talk with her any

nore—never see her again.”

“Yes, sir,’ she replied with a
brightened look, « I shall see her
in heaven.”

¢« But she has gone there already,
I trust.”

“ No, she waits under this tree
until they bring me here, and
then we are going to heaven to-
gether.”—Anonymous.

THOUGHTS ON A CARESS.
“ M\ H, what a nice place to cry !”
said a laughing little girl,
as she nestled her head lovingly
on her mother’s breast.

The words were spoken play-
fuliy, and the little fairy was all
unconscions how much meaning
lay hid in them; but they brought
tears to my eyes, for I looked for-
ward to the {ime when care and
trial should throw their shadows
over that laughing face—when ad-
versity should overpower— when
summer friends should fall off like
autumn leaves before the rough
blast of misfortune — when the
faithful breast she leaned upon
~hould be nolonger warm with love
and life—when, in all the wide
earth, there should be for that little
one no “ place-to cry.” . -

Ged shield the motherless! A
father may be left—kind, affection=
ate, consitlerate, perhaps—but -a

‘man’s affections forun but:a smdidl
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fraction of his existence.
thoughts are far away,
his child clumbets on his knee.
The distant ship with its ricl
freight, the state of the money mar-
ket, the fluctuation of trade,
office, the shop, the bench H
answers at random the hsping im-
mortal, and gives the child a tov,
and passeson. The little, sensitive
heart has borne its childish griefs
through the day unshared.  She
don’t understand the reason for
anything, and nchody stops to tell
her. Nurse “don’t know,” the
cook is “husy,” and so she wanders
restlesslyabout, through poor mam-
ma’s empty room. Something is
wanting. AL, there is no “ nice
place toery !

Thank God !~—not unheard by
Him who “ wipeth all tears away,”
goeth up that troubled heart’s plaint
from the despairing lips of the mo-
therless !

SMITH DRUNK VS, SMITH SOBER.

MITH, the razor-strop man,

occasionally breaks off from

the subject of the very peculiar

quality of his strops, and gives his

audience a short lecture en tem-

perance, in his own peculiar, droll
way. Here is a short extract:

“ Syre’s Cat.—When I drank
grog, I owned a eat—a poor, lean.
lantern-juwed thing, that was al-
ways getting into a scrape. As I
had nothing for her to eat, she was
eompelled 10 take to the highway ;
and the neighbors were continual-
ly crying out, ¢ Cuss that Smith’s
cat, she’s drank all my milk.> Poor
thing! she had to steal or die 5 for
she could find no pickings at home,
for even the poor mice that were
left were so poor and scraggy, that
it took several of them to make a
shadow ; aud a decent cat would
starve to death in three weeks, on
an allowance of eighteen per day.

the | mice
and he!by would make a hearty supper on

His| But when I reformed, things took
even while a different turn.

The kitchen be-
ing well provided, the crumbs were
plenty ; and the old eat grew fat
and honest together. When the
grew fat and oily the old tub-

them,and then lie down and snooze
with the pleasing consolation nf
kiowing that when she awoke
there would be a few more left of
the same sort. )

“And again: When I was g
beer guzzler, mother cried, father
cried, Bill eried, Mol cried, and
the cat cried. But when I signed
the pledge, father sung, mother
sung, wife sung, the cat su ug, and
and the kettle sung, and I bought
a new frying pan, and put a nice
piece of beef-steak in it, and placed
it on the fire, and that sung, and
that’s the kind of singing for the
working man.

“And a third: The difference
between Smith sober and Smith
drunk is this: Smith drunk, was
rummy, ragged, and riotous.—
Smith sober, is joyful, Jovial, and
Jolly. Smith drunk, was stutter-
ing, stupid and staggering.—Smith
sober is cool, clear-headed and cau-
tious. Smith drunk was sick, sore,
and sorry.—Smith sober is hearty,
healthy and happy. Smith drunk
was ill-read, ili-bread and ill-fed.
—Smith sober is well-saved, well-
behaved, and well-shaved.”

FILLING THE JUG.

R. 8., a staunch temperance
man of W., went to Hart-

ford about the time—the day, or
day after—the Connecticut law
went into operation. He called,
on some business, at a grocery and
provision store, where had traded
occasionally, and was well known.
“Ah! Mr. S.” said the grocer, “ I
am very glad to see you; where’s
your jug? TFora few days past,
all the temperance men around .
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have been in to get their jugs filled,
and Isuppose you have come too
I have nut had such a run of busi-
ness for vyears)”’ chuckling and
glorying in his supposed advantage
over his old acquaintance. But
the honest, solid farmer had handl-
ed and broken too many wild colts
to be easily frightened by snch w::-
provoked and rough treatment.
He mildly, but firmly assured the
the grocer that he might depend
upon it his Ariumphing was short,
that the law must and would be
sustained, and that he would come

to like it as well asanybody, when,

he should see how well it worked.
The grocer langhed at the absurd |?
idea, and a very earnest discussion
of the question at issue followed.

A number of weeks atter, the
farmer made it convenient to call
again at this store. He saw the
desirable change already eflected.
He met the grocer, and accosting
him very pleasantly, said, « What
does all this mean ? What has be-
come of all the okl barrels and
loungers that used to block up my
way ont here? And what makes
yeu look all so nice and prosperous
now? Doing 2 good business, too.
The new law is be«mnmfr to work,
I guess” He was a pretty good
Y‘ml\ee and dodged away without
weiting to hear the unnecessary
deep mystery.

THE TRUE WARRIOR.

HEe came not in vile war’s array,
With sivord and flaming brand,

Nor with a lawless, reckless throng,
To devastate our land.

He came not in war’s glittering pomp,
Witk its blood stained guilty train,

Fresh recking from the field of fight,
>Mid martial music’s strain.

No stain of blood was on the flag
That waved above his head;

No mournirg mother’s shriek went up,
In wailing for her dead ;

No sister’s tear bedew=d the cheek
Tor a lovd, lost brother’s doom
No aged sire turned pale with fehr,
At musket’s ring, or cannor’s boom.

No mourning widow pressed her babe

1 Still closer to her heart,

[n agony of wild despair,—
Nor grasped, with nervous start,

The boy, her first-born, by her side,
Who watched her voiceless woe,

And child-like asked, with quivering lip,
¢ Where did my father go ?”

No burning homestead sent up its glare,
To redden on the midnight sky ;

No startled maiden hid in fear,

| From arm’d men passing by.

No dying groan, nor rending shriek,
No stifled word, or half-breathed prayer,

Escaped from mangled victims® tongues,
To thrill with horror on the ear.

His was a bloodless victory,—
The victory of RicHT—
‘The victory of the tried and true,
O%r the countless hosts of MreuT.
He came ’mid stalwart forms and hearts,
That made the welkin ring
With loud huzzas, and joyous words,
¢ God save the Temperance King !”

No sculptured marble speaks his praise,
No statue to his honor’s given,

But a nation’s voice in praise goes up,
Re-echo’d by the choirs of heaven.

A million hearts his image wear,
A million voices breathe his name,—

From East to West, from North to South,
Has spread his never dying fame.

On England’s shores, o’er Ireland’s soil,
On Scotia’s hills his name is heard ;
While in our own blest happy land,
It has become a household word.
The young, the old, the grave, the gay,
Before his name in rev’rence bow,
A million voices blend as one,
To speak thy lasting praise, NEaz Dow.
—Maine Temp. Journal.

ABUNDANCE is a blessing to the wise;-
The use of riches in discretion lies ;

Learn this, ye men of wealth ; a heavy purse
+ In a fool’s pocket, is a heavy curse.
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THE GREYHOUND OF AFRICA. |gnd fed with goat or camel’s milk,

ces more the

OTHING evin-|mixed with dates and kooskoos.

At the age of three or four

aristocratic|months,the education of the grey-
tastes of the!hound is begun by the children
Arabs of Saha- starting jerboas or small deer, and
ra, than their inducing him to give chase. He
treatment of the | soon becomes so fond of this pas-
greyhound.|time, that he will bark round  the
Here, as in all!holes, to induce the youngsters to
other Arab coun- | renew the sport. The next game
tries, thecommon dog, [ on which he is tried, is the hare ;
whatever the utility then the young gazelle. The
of his employment in| Arabs talk to him as a human be-
protecting the tents ing: “ Listen to me, friend ; thou
% and flocks, is still re-|munst bring me some venison: I
. garded as a contemptibleiam tired of eating mnothing but
and_tronblesome servant! dates :” whereupon the dog leaps,
—disagreeable necessity.i wheels about, and’ intimates as
The greyhound alonie, as plainly as possible that he under-
the companion of hischiv-|stands his master’s wish, and is

airons pastimes, is treated by the |abundantly willing to comply.

Arab with affectionate attention

When the dog perceives a herd

and respect.  While, therefore, | of thirty or forty gazelles, he trem-
the faithful watch dog is driven|bles with Joy, and looks wistfully
forth from the tent, treated as a.at his master. “Ha! young Jew”
vulgar brute, and allowed to seek says the Arab, “thou wilt not say
his food among the offal and bones | this time that thou has not seen
that have been thrown out, theithem.” Hethen unties an ox-skiu,
greyhound slceps in the men’sjand refreshes the body of the dog
apartineni, on a carpet beside his|{with g sprinkling of water. The
niaster, or even on his bed. He is impatient animal turns on him an
abundantly, but carefully fed with imploring eye : he is loosed on the
kooskoos ; and in summer, cakes|game, and bounds away; but yet
made of milk and stoned dates, | conceals himself, crouches down if
which are said to be highly tonic. |he is perceived, a zig-zag course :
If a thorough bred animal, he will|and it is not til] fairly within reach,
not drink out of a dirty vessel, nor: that he darts with all his strength,
will he taste milk in which any{choosing the finest of the herd as
one has put their hands. He isjhis victim, ‘When the hunter cuts
defended from the cold with cov- up the gazelle, he gives the dog
erlets like the horse; the Arabs part of the loin; if he were offer-
have no objections to his being ed any of the refuse he would re-
sensitive in this respect—it is evi- jeet it with disdain.

dence ofhigh blood. They delight

A thorough bred hound will hunt

in decking him with ornaments,; with no cne but his own master ;
and make for him collars of cowry- |and he manifests due self-respect
shells, to which they attach talis-|in his choice of a prey. If on
mans to secure him from the blight loosing him, his master has pointed
of an evil eye. out a fine gazelle, and he has suc-

At the age of forty days the!ceeded only in taking a small and
pups are rémoved from the mother,' middling looking one, he seems -
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to feel the reproach that attaches
to the failure, and slinks away
ashamed, instead of claiming his
accustomed share. Healwaysac-
companies his master when visit-
ing, and shares whatever hospi-
talities he reccives. By his ex-
treme cleanliness, the kindness of]
his manners, and his respect for the
usages of society, he shows himself
worthy of the attentions thus be-
stowed on him. When the Arab
returns home after a somewhat pro-
longed absence, his dog makes a
single bound from the tent to the
saddle, and welcomes him with
caresses.

The greyhound of Sahara is very
superior to that of the coast. He
is tall and fawn colored, hasa thin
muzzle, black tongue and palate,
large forehead, short ears, muscu-
lar neck, very soft hair,no paunch,
dry limbs, and the muscles of the
rump well marked. A pretiy good
one is considered worth a fine cam-
el ; but those which take the laxgest
gazelles will bring as much_as a
horse.

A family, hunter, however, is
never sold ; an Arab would almost
as soon think of selling one of his
sons. When he dies, it is a time
of mourning in the tent; the wo-
men and children weep and la-
ment as for a member of the family.

TO THE INTEMPERATE.
OU wish toescape from the ter-
rible thraldom in which you
are held. We know you do. You
struggle against the bondage of
appetite—yon pray for deliverance
—-you 7zesolve to be free—but still
you are held down as by chains of|
adamant. Some of you have once
broken those chains, only .to find
them, in a little while, more firmly
riveted upon your limbs than ever.
But there is yet hope for yon. ¥ou
may be free from your bondege,
sober, prosperous, and happy men.

Do youaskhow? By the removal
of temptation from your path—by
shutting up the grog shops—by a
prohibitory liquoer law.

Your appetites solicit your votes
for liquor candidates, and agaénst
prohibition. Your interests, your
happiness, your very salvation, de
mand yoursuffrages for temperance
men, and a prohibitory liquer law.
Be true to your nobler impulses,
your better instincts, your holier
hopes and aspirations. Let the
man within you rise superior to
the drunkard—and then you will
be sure to give your votes for tem-
perance,and against the grog-shops
—for prohibition, and against your
own enslavement—for your wives
and children, for your own mest
preciousinterests, forall your hopes,
for time and eternity, as involved
m your redemption from the power
of an evil habit, and for a life of
sobriety. Vote for temperance
men, and you will thus vote for
your own manhood, and o life re-
deemed from the destroyer.— Pro-
Inibitiondst,

“GUESS I WONT.”
WHILE passing down Wall-
street, New York, several

years ago, my attention was ar-
rested by two boys who stood near
a basket of pears, which a poor old
man had left for a moment on the
side walk, while he entered a house
to obtain a morsel to eat. “Bob
take one,” said one of the boys.

Bob looked up the street and
down, stepped nearer the basket,
then moving suddenly back he
said :

“ Guess T won’t.”

« Guess youw’d better not,” said 1.

¢ Thank you,” said he, “Idid
feel like takiag one, but now I
don’t want it.

Ten years later while examining
some articles in & shop window in
Vine-street, Cincinnati, a clerk
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presented himself, and while wait-
ing for me to make a selection, he
was accosted by his next door
neighbor with :
¢ Bob, do you stand to your bet?”
« Well,” said he rather hesita-

tingly, “I don’t know, guess 1.

won’t.”

“ Guess yow’d better not,” said I.

‘¢ Thank you,” said he, ¢ Il take
your advice.”

Five years later, and but a few
days ago, while in a store on Can-
al-street, a gentleman came in and
addressed one of the firm as fol-
lows:

“ A cold day, Bob, business dull :
let’s'go over and take a glass of
cogniac.”

“ Why, Mr. L.,are you not aware
that T am about joining the Sons ?”

“ I’ve heard so but don’t believe
it

“It’sa fact.”

“ You have not joined yet

“No; but I have been proposed.”

% Well, it will not injure you to
take your bitters until you do join,
and perhaps the cold weather will
be over by that time.”

“But you know, Mr. L., it has
heen something of an effort for me
to break off, and if T taste again,it
may have a tendency to renew my
old appetite.”

“Q), come along, no more non-
sense ; you might have been over
and back by this time ; it will do
you good ti.is cold morning, and
you can preach afterwards.”

“ Well T don’t know,” said he,
taking up his hat,“ but I, T guess
won’t, No,Mr. L., T will not go.”

“ Guess youw’d better not,” saud I.

“ Now stop a moment, and I’l1
tell you something very strange.
This is the third time in my life,
that I have been deterred from do-
ing wrong, by the same words,
spoken by a female voice. Once
by a little girl, next by a young
lady, and now by this lady.”

i “Isitnot,” said he, turning to
‘me, “ very strange 7

©o“Itis” said I; «but, would it
‘not be more so, if in every instance.
-the words had been uttered by the
same voice ??

“ It would indeed,” said he, % for
they were spoken in different parts
of the United States.”

I then related the incidents of
“the pears and bet. He said that

he was the man! I was much
.surprised at this, as were others
“present, and believed that its very
-singularity renders it worthy of
notice. 1t also shows how much
good a few words, spoken at a
proper time, and in a proper spirit,
ymay do. Happy would it be if
,females could always use their
tongues to so good advantage.
And now, I would say to ¢ Rob,”
“(and all other Bobs that feel like
1 taking the advice,) if ever you are

: tempted to de what your conscience

s will not readily approve of, remem-
I'ber that voice is still saying to you,
1«] guess you’d beiter not.”

Karte Crover.

NO TIME TO READ.

HIS is a world of inflexible
commerce ; nothing is ever
given away, but every thing is
bought and paid for. If, by exclu-
sive and absolute surrender of our-
selves to material pursuits, we ma-
terialize the mind, we lose that
class of satisfaction of which the
mind is the region and the source.
A young man m business, for.in-
stance, begins fo feel the exhilara-
ting glow of success, and deliber-
ately determins to abandon himself
to its delicicus whirl. He saysto
himself, I will think of nothing but
business till I have made so much
money, and then T will begin a
new life. I will gather round me
books, and pictures, and friends
I have knowledge, taste and culti-
vation, the perfumes of scholarship
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and winning speech and graceful |knowledge, is the winter’s cold

manners. I will see foreign covn-
tries, and converse with accom-
plished men. I will drink deep of
the fountain of classic lore. Phil-
osophy shall guide me, history shall

instruct, and poetry shallcharm me. |

Science shall open to me her world
of wonders.

one recalls a pleasent dream when
the morning has dawned. He
keeps his self-registered vow. He
bends his though!s downward, and
nails them to the dust. Ivery
power, every affection, ev ry taste,
except those which his particular
occupation calls into play, is left to
statve. Over the gates of his mind
he writes in letters which he who
runs may read: “ No admittance
except on business.” In time he
reaches the goal of his hopes; but
now insulted nature begins to elaim
her revenge. .That which was
once unnatural to him, the enforced
constraint has become a rigid de-
formity. ‘The spring of his mind
is broken.

He can no longerlift his thoughts
from the gronnd. Booksand know-
ledge, and wise discourses, and the
amenities of art, and the cordial of
friendship, are like words in a
strange tongue. To the bhard,
smooth surface of his soul, nothing
genial, graceful or winning will
cling. e cannot even purge his
voice of its fawning tone, or pluck
from his face the mean money-
getting mask which the child does
not look at without ceasing tosmile.
Amid the graces and ornaments of
wealth he is like 2 blind man ind
picture gallery. That which he
has done he must continue to do;
he must accumulate riches which
he cannot enjoy, and contemplate
thie dreary prospect of growing old
without any thing to make age
venerable or attractive; for age
without wisdom and without

T shall then remem-| |
ber my present life of drudgery as| 4

without the winter’s fire.—George
S. Haliard.

HOW IT STRIKES A STRANGER.

o, B. DUFF, the
“§ distingnished
Scoteh mission-
ary, who visited
s this country a
few months ago,
on his return
home, made o
& speech, 4 howrs
long, before the
General Assembly of
& the TFree Church, in
Af\q Scotland, telling the
W people what he saw in
the TUnited States.
Among other things, he
says, “ In all the North-
ern States, what have
been called common
schools, have been gotup at the
public expense. They voluntarily
tax themselves for these, and chil-
dren arc here taught free; and in
every new State, they sef apart
millions of acres, to be devoted
some day to education. In every
district of 16 miles square, they
set apart 1 square mile,or the 16th
part, as a fund for common educa-
tion, when that district is planted
with huiman beings. Why, it is
astonishing to see the edifices they
get up there for educational pur-
poses. They say that they will
have nothing to do with small,
paliry, elose, confined, ill ventilated
schooi houses. Their common
school houses in New York, and
clsewhere, are like yalaces, 3 or 4
stories high; and they get some
1500 or 2000 chilcren to attend.
They ave really furnished up and
replenished most tastefully and
handsomely, and the rooms are
remarkably healthy and airy. Go
into one of these crowded rooms,
containing 500 children, and as

ey

e Eamae
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far as fresh air is concerned, yon‘
may almost as well go into the.
airiest drawing room or saloon in
Edinburgh. And the training of
the children in thesc schools is ad-
mirable. Why, every little boy
in any of them has the idea that
he may some day be the President
of the United States; and why
should he not endeavur to be a
ercat man? The whole training
is well fitted to develope, not only
the mental faculties, but to incul-
cate the duties of eitizenship.
There is an cnergy and vigor, and
an apparently precocious thought-

make themselves merry at his ex-
pense, with some effort, he raised
himself a little, and supported on
his elbows, addressed them in lany
guage like this: “ Young men, I
once stood erect, and walked firm-
ly on the ground as you do now.
Had I been told but a year ago, I
should be found in my present con-
dition, I should have condemned
the prophet, and exclaimed as one
did of old: ¢ Is thy servant a dog
that he should do this thing.’ It
is ardent spirits—fit only to be con-
cocted in hell, and swallowed by
devils, that has prostrated me in

fulness and frec outspokeness, in  this mud and mad me despise my-
even a boy of the age of 12 years, self. Laugh not at a poor ruined
that makes him appear already a wretch, who can no longer control

tittle man. This 1s the training
which these children arereceiving
for American citizenship.”

BEWARE OF THE FIRST GLASS.
HERE is a sickly sentimental-
ity abroad in reference to the
<“moderate use of liquor, and not
the abuse of it,” as the cant phrase
now goes. If a man did not take
the first glass, there would be no,
drunkards in the lund. Therecan,

be no harm in drinking “ moder-
ately,” has been the language of!
every drunkard in the land. ;

Our young men, particularly,:
have stereotyped the phrase, andi
the polished young blades whostep,
into the stage of action from our
literary institutions, dash it off
with a proud air as they give them-
selves freely to the wine-cup.

A young man of extraordinary
genius, who graduated at I’rince-
ton with the first honor, v-as seen
by a party of students, in less than
one year, lying drunk in the street
~—his brow so recently crowned
with the laurels of the college
amid the plaudits of admiring;
hiindreds now bruised and begrim-:
ed with dirt. The poor ruined,
sman, on beholding'a disposition to

}

the fury of his raging appetite.
Be admonished by my example,
and as you regard your reputation,
as you love yourselves, beware of
the first glass, beware of the col-
lege wine party,the morning dram
and evening potation.”—Southersn
Organ.

A PUZZLE.

Ir any of wur subscribers can make out
the point or meaning of the following let~
ters, and attend to the advice given, it will
afford us satisfaction:

ANSWERS To ENIGMA AND QUESTIONS
IN Last No.—No. 17, Block-head. Arn-
swer to first question, A.’s share, £6 7s 3d;
B.>s share, £7 25 9d; T.’s share, £5 9s 3d.
Answer to question for Juveniles, One hun~
dred and sixty-seven words.

Y.Z.s answer is corrent.

Printed by . & G. M. Rosg, and published by
them on the first of every, month, at their Office,
44 Great St James street, Montreal, Al otders
?‘Jlg communications to be addressed to the Pub-

ishers.




