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Poetry

THE SONG OF THE AXE |

BY C. L. WHELER.
et the poet-lord bepraise the sword
That gleams on Conquest’s track ;
e’t mine to prolong a humbler song—
The song of the woodman’s axe !
Tis meet to sing of th’ lowliest thing
That graces the reign of peace,
And add our praise,‘in hearty lays,
Or prayers for bright increase.

n the ruddy flood of battle’s blood

Its splendor ne’er was dimmed,

For a gentler fame awaits its name
Than e’er the soldier hymned.

Like a pioneer, with voice of cheer,
It breaks the forest gloom,

And maketh the earth give joyous birth,
And like a garden bloom !

And the palace dome, or peasant’s home,
It rears with brave command ;

For no towering oak its lusty stroke

" Could ever yet withstand.

Ho! the axe is king of the wildwood ring,
And of the lordly trees,

For before his blow they bow them low
That laugh at the mountain breeze.

And his trophies bright are truth and hght,
And plenty’s golden store ;

For no drop of teen e’er dims the sheen
That flashed in days of yore!

Then praise to the king of the woodland ring,
The woodman’s shining axe ;

For a gentler fame awaits its name

Than the sword or Conquest’s tracks.

”

JIiscellany.

From the New York Spuit of the Times.

A HOT DOSE.

Dear Spirit :—You remember Jaok O’ Fra-
HERTY, the man who said “you would’nt take
him for an Irisman to hear nim spake !”’

Well this same Jack has afforded such a fund
of amusement to several choice spirits on L--—
wharf, in Boston, that your humble servant, Bob
deems it exepedient to chronicle afew of the
richest jokes wherein Jack has been the suf-
ferer. ‘

Jack was passionately fond of smoking, and
was always in the habit of asking an individual
whom he saw enjoying the weed ““if he had any
more of the same sort left 7 On one occasion
in answer to this question he received a reply
of “certeinly, Jack there’s one on the desk that
you're welcome to.” Jack seized the delicious
twist, (a huge regalia, which had been heawily
charged with powder, for his special benefit,)
«*A light tf you please,’”’ said he to the donor.
«‘Don’t bother me,” was the reply : “there’sa
man who will accommodate you,”” pointing to
a full blown Emeralder who stood on the pier
with both arms leaning comfortably over a huge
post and enjoying the rays of the sun and a
short black pipe at the same time. Jack step-
ped briskly over, and the Emeralder acceded to
his request with anod ; and without removing
the pipe from his mouth Jack inserted the end
of his cigar into the bowl of the pipe (bring-
ing the noses of the two smokers almost in con-
tact,) and began to draw vigorously to ensure
the Jdesired result. Scarce had he commenced,
ere an explosion took place, which sent the
pipe in one direction and the cigar in another,
filling the olfactory organs and eyes of the two
worthies with any quantity of gunpowder, smoke
and fragments of tobacco. When the smoke
blew aside we beheld Jack and the accommo-
dating Hiberian engaged in a regular set-to,
each thinking the other the aggressor. The
roars of laughter, however undeceived Jack,
who stepped over with a bloody nose and sav-
age demeanor to where we were standing ; his
eloquence was soon hushed, howerver, by an
individual known as “the Doctor,” from the
fact of his having some “sfuff ’’ in the back
part of his store, whieh he sometimes served
out on ‘‘particular occasions,’” to his ‘‘particu-
ar friends,” 1n “small doses.”

«Step in here with me, Jack,” said the Doc-
tor with a mysterious wink, ‘step in here and

make it up with a glass of old brandy.”—

Jack nothiag loth, accepted the invitation and
followed the Doctor; arrived at the place of de-
posit, the Doctor poured out half a tumbler full
of the ruby liquid, and under pretence of ad-
ding a “little sugar,” he slily slipped nearly
half a handful of cayenne pepper from a box
near by into the tumbler. “Drink quick, Jack,
before the others come back here,” said the
Doctor, stirring the firery mixture and handing
it to Jack, who quaffed it off without taking
breath. Scarce had he taken his lips from the
tumbler, ere his countenance began to under-

o the most ludicrous contortions. ¢ Walher,

or the sake o’ mercy! wather!’”’ gasped he, his
mouth raw with the butning draught. Just at
this moment one of the Doctor’s friends hap-
pening accidentally to walk near the two and
seeing the bottle from which the liqror had

been poured standing on a-barrel in front of

Jack, he exclaimed with an anxious look.—

“Why,  Doctor, you dind’t let the man drink

from that bottle?’ :
**Yes I did,’”’ was the reply.

i "

llTben 3 you're.'a dead ma!ll’.’ laid thb' Othert

turning 0 Jack, “for I prepared that bottle of
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breath. “O murther! I'm dead' run for the
Doctor! O I'll be dead afore you comes back!—
Holy mother of Moses, why did I tase the dirty
brandy! O the pison burns the inside of me!
For the love o’ heaven fetch a Doctor! I'm
dyin’¢ Lord have mercy on . my soul!”” and like
exclamations did Jack pour fourth with aston-
ishing rapidity.

«What's to be done for the poor man!” said

the Doctor. “I’ll run and get him a dose of

Tincture Hokeepokee,’’ said his friend; ““it 1s
the only thing that'll save his life!”’ and away
he went and shortly returned with Tincture
Hokeepokee, as he called it, which was no-
thnig more or less than a Rochelle powder.

Almost every one knows, thata Rochelle
powderis putupin two papers, one blue and
one white, and in taking it, the contents of the
blue paper are dissolved in about a aill of pure
water in one tumbler, and that of the white pa-
per in another; the two are then poured togeth-
er, when a lively effervescence takes place,
making a foaming and sparkling drink.

Well two tumblers were arranged, the Ro-
chelle powder dissolved in them, and Jack was
told to drink first one, and the other immedi-
ately after it. He followed these directions 1n-
plicitly, and the result was that the two doses
met midway in his throat; the effervescence
took place, and for a moment or two he was
a perfect living fountain; he literally foamed at
the moulth.

The bystanders could keep silent no longer,
but gave vent to their feelings in a laugh, long,
loud and hearty. Jack started off from his per-
secutors without his hat, his hands clasped over
over his abdominal regions, and his hatr stream-
ing in the wind.

The next day one of Jack’'s friends seeing
him, inquired respecting the occurence. ol b
bad luck to thatscamp, the Doctor,” said Jack,
“he gave me such red hot brandy it set my in-
sides afire, and when I drank cowld wather it
boiled over!”

Bos L1VELY.

From the Maryland Republican.
A MOTHER'S LOVE AND THE USES OF

ADVERSITY.

«T heard the voice of prayer—a mother’s prayer,
A dying mother for her only son,

Young was his brow and fair

Her hand was on his head,
Yer words of love were said,
Her work was done.”
MRs. SIGOURNEY.

That man who posesses one sincere and con-
stant fricnd, may deem himself pre-eminently
blest. Often do we meet those who pretend to
be friends; who while prosperity beams around
our path and gold is our in coffers, are ready to
bend the knee and pay high homage to our
pom?» and circumstances.
fortune set against us, and they turn away with
cold indifference leaving us to buffet the stream
alone. Rarely in our pilgrimage through life
do we find a friend in whom we can implicitly
confide—a friend who will stand by us 1n every
peril, who has the courage to tell us when we
do wrong and on whose judgement and advice
we can with certainty rely. Of all who gather

round us now—who stretch forth the hand of

friendship and are loud in protestations of fi-
delity and love, who is he that will stand un-
wavering when the ruthless storms of adversity
come over us’—who is he armong them all that

will tell us when we err and guide—

«*Mid countless danger
To the destined port unerringly secure.”

It is vain we look around us for such a friend.
The history of the world hath but few examples
ofthis kind. Its pages are filled with man’s
inhumanity to man. Are we then so consti-
tuted that we must pass through life withoutone
guide or counsellor on whom we can rely. Is
there no one in the wide world that will plainly
show us our misconduct and teach us what can
make us truly blest. God has not left us thus
destitute. He has given us one faithful open-
hearted and unchangible friend, and a friend
whose language cannot be mistaken whose ad-
monitions never caa deceive. What though all
other friends forsake and leave us to regret that
human love is but a mockery—what though the
fairest earthly hopes are blighted and the cold
realities of life come upon us that friend will
never desert us—that friend is ‘‘the mother,”
her love unchanged, unchangeable. The fol-
lowing chaste and beautiful sentiments from
Washington Irving fell impressively upon our
hearts. ‘“‘There is something in sickness that
breaks down the pride of manhood, that sof-
tens the heart and brings it back to the feelings
of infancy. Who that has languished even 1n
advanced life, in sickness and dispondency;
who that has pined on a weary bed in the ne-
glect and loneliness of a distant land; but has
thought on the mother that looked on his child-
hood, that smoothed his pillow and administer-
ed to his helplessness. Oh! there 1s an endur-
ing tenderness in the love of a mother to a son
that transcends all the other affections of the
heart. It isneither to be chilled by selfishness
or daunted by danger nor weakened by worth-
lessness, nor stifled by ingratitude. She will
sacrifice every comfort to his convenience, ghe
will snrrender every pleasure to his enjoyment,
she will glory in his fame and exult in his pros-

erity—and if adversity overtake him he will
ge dearer to her by misfortune; and if disgrace
settle upon him, and if all' the world cast him

off, she will be all the world to him.” .Men

génerally appeat to think that the uses of ad-
versity are any thing but sweet and this eemsa
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But let the tide of

natural conclusion. Prosperity it 1s supposed
ennobles and warms up the feelings and devel-
opes the better attributes of humanity while ad-
versity chills the sensibilities and indurates the
heart. With this very general sentiment, we
are inclined somewhat to disa sree. ¥When we
speak of adversity we have no referenc@ to those
anusual instances of misfortune which are
sometimes witnessed in which a protracted se-
ries of miseries one after the other has for years
continued to descend upon the victim asif he
were doomed untill his very nature is changed
and in despair he becomes a misanthrope and
a cvnic. We refer to those ordinary ills of hu-
manity which soon or late, and more or less
heavily come upon us all. The influence of
such adversity when rightly regarded is we
think favorable in the feelings and character cf
man. How holy and purifying upon the hearts
is the effect of the bereavement? How the
thoughts and affections are led away from the
scenes and events of the present existence to
that better world, whither we would fain be-
lieve our departed friend has gone. How ten-
derly do we realize that one more tie that wed-
ded us to earth is loosed and with his reflec-
tion how vividly does the true and insignificant
character of life and its pursuits come up be-
fore us—and sickness—how does the prostra-
tion of the frail physical frame lay low the
haughtiness of the heart? How does 1t call
back the simple and child-like feelings—long
departed of our earlier years and cleanse the
bosom of that seflishness and worldliness, which
in our intercourse with men, and in the fever-
ish strife of ordinary life, had well migh posses-
sed it! How startingly does it remind us of our
relation to the dust—of the frail character of
that tenure, by which we retain life, and those

attributes which can alone render life tolerable.
And it tells us too of a power dread and 1n-

comprehensible to whose sovereignty and om-
nipotence, we are subject in mind and spirit
and body—which places upon us its finger, and
we sink beneath it, and our struggles are 1m-
potent and vain. There is nothing which
crushes out the pride of the human heart—no-

thing which teaches dependence and hum-
bleness of spirit, more faithfully than an

anlooked for prostration of the mental
or physical energies. Those powers which we
had fondly believed our own, all our own—and
of which whateverelse might be taken from us,
we could never be deprived, we find fast eb-

bing away, until we are left imbecile and pow-

erless in every thing, save a will which by its
restless aspirations, only reminds us the more
painfully of our weakness. There is somethinJ
in an event like this more humiliating to the
mind than can well be described. And then 1n

the Catalogue of human ills comes the ruin of

earthly hopes—the prostration of worldly for-
tunes. When the blow first falls the victim gen-
erally stands for a time in despair—stunned and
stupefied by its heaviness. But when this paral-
ysis of mind and body is over—when he cousid-
ers that the worst has come—when he medita-
tes upon the pastand the present, upon what
he was and what he is, it appears to us that
that the natural reflection, which will arise In
his mind—unless he indulges in childless and
useless repinings—will be the utter folly of
making an object so unstable as wealth, the end
of existence—of entering the earthly happiness
upon that against which every element of na-
ture is arrayed and which has been fitly said, to
take to itself wings and fly away. The direct
tendency of a reflection like this would be to
elevate the mind above the vicissitudes of for-
tune, and if the individual became not by reason
of his adversity, a better man he would certain-

ly become a wiser one. I.

Bright Seat, A. A. County.
February, 1849.

THE LESSONS OF MORTALITY.

BY MISS HARRIET SHAW.

Amid the varied scenes of eartly changes how
beautiful, how cheering the thought, there is a
land that knows no change, a Heaven of pure
felicity, a place where the soul after passing
through this “vale of tears,”’” will rest forever in
peaceful tranquility. All have found that the
place in which we now live is truly a land full
of changes— life and death present themselves
at every turn, all nature shows the effects of the
«effacing finger of decay.” The delicate bud
is nipped in its infancy—the flower that blooms
to-day, is to-morrow cut down. The noble
trees of the forest grow up, are clothed in the
garments of freshness, but they continue only
for a season.

Whereis the spot in this beautiful yet delus-
ive world that fills the heart with more sad for-
bodings than the mournful chamber of Death—
there solemns lessons are taught us—admoni-
tions at which the proud and lofty ones of earth
bow in-humility and tears, as they see the no-
blest and loveliest woiks of the Divine Creator,
struggling with the fell destroyer ; but “all that
lives must die,” all mustbe conquered by this
mighty conqueror—none can resist the man-
date when it has once gone forth.

The fair infant which we fain would clasp to
our hearts, in all _its guileless beauty, is often
suddenly torn from the mother’s fond embraces
and we sce the lttle cherub laid low in sad-

ness and tears beneath the green turf. The] places ‘‘at table.”

bright and joyous youth, too, just as his prom-
ising talents are about to expand with lively
hopes is not unfrequently called to experience

terrible. The cheek that was once so fair, and
glowed with all the beauty of health is now pall-

id and wan,—the eye that sparkled &nd beam-

Y COUNTRY’S, THY GOD’S, AND TRUTE’S.”’

ed, speaking the true language of the soul, be-
comes dim and is closed forever. That noble
mind which gave so many fair promises of be-
coming a bright and shining light, may be sud-
denly dimmed in darkness, worse than md-
pight. Still more clearly is the delusion of this
world seen, when we notice the gradual decay
of men eminent for virtue and talents, not per-
haps to be surpassed—when those on whom
we have been accustomed to rely for counsel
and support are taken in the midst of the ca-
reer of their usefulness and honor, we are
struck and astounded. The world then seems
all anguish and bitterness.

Those whose fame has been a nation’s boast,
whose genius was as a brilhant spark from the
¢cethereal fire,’ have passed away, and are no
more among the things that are. Thus the
mightiest works of man must become extinct,

genius must be wasted, and nothing left but

the sad lesson that all human works are 1mper-
fect and must fade.

Many are the associations connected with
thoughts of Death, repulsive to our nature—to
leave a!l that is attractive and bright—to give
these bodies up to their mother earth, to moul-
der beneath the sod.

«It secms a dread and awful thing to die.”

To think that the hand which is now pressed so
fondly will soon be motionless; and those bright
and beaming eyes will soon be fixed in death.
Then too the final struggle, the farewell sigh,
the last groan, the dying agony. It doesindeed
seem an awful thing to die—to launch our bark
upon the boundless ocean of Eternity—Eferna-
fz! whatis it? What mind can grasp it?  How
easily do we pronounce the word—but what
does it mean? It is the past, the present, the
future, it ever has been ar.d ever will be past
and to come. It is natural to view it thus, and
yet when we look upon the brighter side we

may exclaim
««Oh! 'tis a glorious boon to die.”

Death is not the end of man, though some may
have thought 1t to be. Where 1s the mind so
base and ignorant that does not when calling
up the nobler feelings of its nature, pent for
immortality, and long to be freed from the 1ills
of the present hfe?

Death comes to the aged, and wiping away
the tears that have paled and wrinkled the once
blooming cheek, leads them gently to rest.—
To those who love the Lord, and are obedient
to his word, death comes as a kindly hand to
unbind the fetters which have chained them so
closely to earth, and to sect the captive spirit
free, that it may clap its wings and fly away to

the bosom of its God.
«“Who -vould not be willing to soar from

world to world, from sun to sun, and to behold
with ever varying delights, new displays of the
Deity?”’ Who does not wish to cnjoy glory,
such as “eye hath not seen, ear hath hot heard,
neither hath it entered into the heart of man to
conceive:’’ There to spend an eternity witk
us.”” To range the fields of bliss, and join and
listen to the choirs, whose song of praise shall
ccho through all the wide expanse of Heaven!
Who does not with the poet exclaim amid e-
motions of gladness and a sincere heart,—

Who, who would live alway, away from his God,

Away from you leaven, that blissful abode

Where the rivers of pleasurc flow o’cr the bright
plains;

And the noontide of glory eternally reigns:

Oh mortality! thy lessons are mstructive and
mighty ! Vanity of vanities, all earthly good 1s
transient, and fleeting is the burden of thy coun-
sels : and “thou fool”” is the proper appellation
of those who heed them not.

A LETTER FROM ON BOARD THE SHIP
XYLON.

The Hagerstown Torch Light contains a let-
ter from on board the ship Xylon, which re-
cently sailed from this port for California.  Itis
from Mr. Bell, and is dated the 5th inst., off
Point No-Point, previous to going to sea. As
it may interest many of our readers we aive the
(ollowing portion of it:—

We weighed anchor, on board the ““Xylon,”
and sailed with a merry brecze and cheerful
hearts, amid the plaudits of the assembled
crowd, on Saturday, atnoon, almost at the mo-
ment advertised. A favoring breeze carned us
saily down the bay, and afier partaking of the
cheerful fare which had been provided for us,
we retired to rest, and slept most soundly until
the next morning. At 2 o'clock the might
the wind had veered to the South, and ve lay
quietly at anchor. In this condition we re-
mained until this morning, at 7 o’clock, when
we again weighed and are now sailing, full
the wind. towards the South.  Whilst we were
quietly lying on the bosom of the heaving Ches-
apeake, we landsmen, had a full opportunity
of surveying the ship—a httle world witlin it-
self—and displaying our ignorance to the “‘jol-
ly’’ tars—more. jolly, I think, n imagination,
than in reality. Around were many things to
remind a Washington county man ofrustic life,
for if, in pacing the deck, he did not stumbole over
a pig—as fat as a Washington county ‘“porker”’
—it certainly would not be the pig’s fault—ma-
ny of which roamed the deck without restraint,
looking with contempt upon the chickens, and
ducks, and geese, which were closely confined
to their “state-rooms,’”’ without the hope of es-
cape, until the moment arrived for taking their

the Xylon would be a hopeless task. A more
complete medley than the boxes, and barrels,
and casks, and coops, presented, could not be

the full. force of that decree, which secins so conceived, whilst by way of adding to the pic-

turesqueness of the view, sides of beef, and

 vwhole hogs'’ and sheep were lashed high up
- the masts.

tured.
words scorch them, and bitter words make
them bitter ; and wrathful words make them

To describe the decks of

TERMS §2 50 PER ANNUM
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Whilst we were lying at anchor yesterday,
the cabin passengers united in a becoming ot-
servance of the day. Hereafier, it is proposed
to have service on the deck. in which all may

join, regularly every Sunday, at 11 o'clock.

Among the passengers on board the Xylon,
are Messrs. James TTmmpson and Samuel L,
Detwiler formerly of our county, and Messrs.

John Leéds and John Dall, at present among
our fellow citizens. They are all well and in

fine spirits. The - passengers are generally,

hardy, -intelligent and enterprising men, tho-
roughly prepared for the expedition. The Phy-
sician .of the vessel (Dr. Ayres of Baltimore) is
one of the most benevolent men and accom-

plished gentlemen 1 have ever met with.  1n

the Cabin, there is a company of nine gentle-
men, thoroughly equipped for any enterpnse.

They are all highly intelligent gentlemen,
whose acquaintance I have made with plea-
sure.

Before concluding, it will afford me pleasure

to make a suggestion to thuse who may wish
to visit California by the way of Baltimore and
Cape Horn.
Henderson & Co., engaged in the shipping
business.

It is to seek out the firm of John

They will find their operations great-
ly facilitated by a connection with those gen-
tlemen, whose business manners and accommo-

dating spirit, are the admiration of all the pas-
scngers.

KIND WORDS.

They never blister the lips. And we have

nevor heard of any mental trouble arising from
this quarter.

Though they do not cost much yet they ac-

complish much :

1st. They help one’s good nature and good

will. Soft words soften our own soul. An-
ary words are fuel to the flame of wrath, and
make it blaze the more fiercely. .

2d. Kind words make other people good na-
Cold words freeze people, and hot

wrathful.
There is such a rush of all kinds of words in

our days, that it is desirable to give kind words
a chance among them. There are vain words,

and idle words, and hasty words, and spiteful
words, and boisterous words, and war-like
words.

Kind words produce their own-image on
men’s souls. And a beautiful image itis.—
They soothe, and quiet, and comfoit the hear-
er. They shame him out of his sour, morose,
ankind feelings. We have not yet begun to
use kind words in abundance, as they ought to
be used.—Pascal.

PaveuTERs.—When a young woman be-
haves to her parents in a manner particularly
tender and respectable.—I mean from princi-
ple as well as nature,—there is nothing good
and centle that may not be expected from her
in whatever condition she is placed. OF this
I am so thoroughly persuaded, that were 1 to
advise any friend of mine as to the choice of a
wife, [ know not whether my very first coun-
sel would not be, “look out for one distinguish-
ed by her attention and sweetness to parents.’”
The fund of worth and affection indicated by
such behavior, joined to the habits of duty and

consideration thereeby contracted, being trans-

ferred to the married state, will not fail to ren-
der her a miid and obliging companion.—For-
dyce.

A ToucH ofF THE sUBLIME.—He stood on
the field of'blood ! Ha! ha'!
blood stood he! The moon rose up—the big
round moon—round as a Vermont cheest ‘\—
Ho! ho! He heard the Elephant roaring in
the chapparal—the burly Elephant, with wvory
tusks and formidable tail. Look at the man
now ! He is uphifting his right arm in the big
round moon, and his face is terrible to see. He
is a wonderful creature, that man with the big
heart and little blue eyes. He heard the death
watch ticking in the wall—his blood froze in his
veins—his hair stood every which way. He was
a perfect picture, as he uplified hisright arm 1
the licht of the big round moon—Ha ! ha?®

BeavTiFul. TaoucuT.—-The setting of a
areat hope is like the setting of the sun. The
brightness of our life 1s gone.
evening fall around us, and the world scems but

a dull reflection—itself a broader shade. We
look forwaid into the coming night. The soul

withdraws into itself. The stars arise, and the

nigt 1s holy.

Woaan.—The following scrap is taken from
Henry’s Commentary, in the Western Com-
mentary, tn the Western Gontinent :

Woman was made of a rib out of the side of

Adam, not made out of his head to top him—
nor out of his feet to be trampled upon by him
—but out ofhis side to be an equal with huin
——under hisarm to be protected, and near his
heart to be beloved.

EnxeMies.—Have you enemies ? Go straight
on and mind them not. If they block up your
path, walk around them, and do your duty re-
gardless of their spite. A man who has no en-
cmies 1s seldom good for any thing—he is made
of that kind of material which is so easily worke
cd that every one has a shazeinit. A sterling
character—one who speaks what he thinks is
always sure to have enemies. They are necese
sary to him as fresh air ; they keep him alive
and act:ve.

J —.—-_—'_.'—___—__-_ -
« Puncu’ says one good thing, viz : that po-
liteness is an air cushon—there may be noth-
ing in it, but it cascs jolts wonderfully.
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