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List PaTrons, now, from the land of time

A year depalteth the News Boy’s rhyme
Reminds, ere it foldeth its dying wing,

Of tribote his plodding toil shonld bring,
While he breathes for all who his stanzas hear,
The welecome wish of a glad New Year.

Let us take ere the Old Year breathes its last,

A retrospect at the changeful past,
And mark as it winged its onward flight,
How deep the shadows that dim’ed our sight.

From the Tur{nh land where the tyrant’s lram,

Would fain establish despotic reign ;

Scatiering the brands of dissension around

On the loyal precinets of legal ground.

in Russia old, where the blmdmw strife

Of faction menaced both law and life,

To Turkey’s domains which now do lay,

Beneath the ban of the war-god's sway ;

Revolt and discord their shadows blend,

And empires writhed by convulsions rend.

Yet purest feeling oft finds a rest

In the hidden deplh of the human breast;

And this may the French and English share,

Of trath and courage they witness bear.

Oh who would not sympathize with those

Who proudly struggle with ruthless foes,

As boldly they strive the Turks to free

From hateful thraldom of tyranny,

From Alma's heights on to Klava’s bay

These allies have nobly urged their way

The Russ resisting was made to kneel,

At the fatal Lhar"e of their flashing steel,

The Despot’s hold in the Enxine sea,

Shall soon be held by the brave and free,

Though disaffection should seek a place,

'Mid the hardy sons of Acadia’s race,

Heaven graut that nought may rend away

From them the blessings of the Allies sway.

High honor, alle”mnce thus to hold,

For the land of our erw the wise and bold.”

Home of the gifted, the great and free,

First in renown and hslamhmpy

Seeking and saving the poor she rules,

Their fuudlm" homes und infant schools,

Each daring and penlous path she tries,

As witness a Franklin’s enterprize.

Brave heart and dauntless he ventured forth,

In his far research over the frozen north,

But years have sped since he pass’d from view,

And no longer survives with his daring crew.

While Britain a motherly task has done

By earnestly seeking her wandering sou.

A change shall passo’er the chequer’d scene,

And joys of sunshine glance between,

For Peace shall again “her flag unfurl,

To the wearied sons of a trcmhlmvj world.

The ery of treason shall be heard no more,

To zound on Turkey's sea-girt shore.

Aye! welcome peace shall find rest awhile,

Alike as in Frunce and England’s isle,

And lulled to ealm will the warrior’s band,

In golden Turkey’s distant land.

Then may we pause to adore the power,

Who stills the storm in its wildest hour,

And with chastened spirit humbly crave,

d1e still will guide us, direct and save.

Such past and present—but will we trace,

The varying lines on the spent years face,

And mark by the aid of memory’s glance,

“The strange events in its brief expanse.

To the pleasing vision is first unrolle,

A wondroeus tale from the land of gold

Eclipsing the dreams of the olden past,

The new Australia seems won at last,

Thousands have sped to 1ts far famed hills

And reaped a harvest from golden rills—

Proving a worship which all allow,

The mammon wealth makes the \\ordlm'v bow.
Fair land whose sceptre and glorious throne,
New Bmanswick’s children are proud to ewn ;
How nearly bound to Europe we seem,

‘Thro’ the mighty power and «trvn"th of steam.

The great Atlantic a highway o’er,

And link’d 1s the Old to the New \Vorld‘& shore.

And when we receive from England’s clime,
The tidings that (heqner the span of time,
And sent by Telegraply’s lightning speed,
The news more swift than by Arab’s steed.
Thus may we march in improvements path,
To win the lavrels her Empire hath;
And emulate with a steady zeal,
The father-land to whose sway we kneel:
And ever grant the beholders light,
Alike in law and religious right ;
Feeling the power of Heavenly things,
Owning the sway to the King of Kings.
With humble sense of the blessmgs past,
So freely poured on the vanished past,
Look we with a glad and hopeful eye,
To the coming years of foturity ;
And trust that our Province yet may rise.
To the proudest post beneath the skies.
And now ere the News Boy’s mission ends.
His hopes he thus with verses blends;
Trusting the ** SExTINEL” still may share
Iie Reapers smiles and approving care,
This boon secure—undeterred by fear,
To weekly bring through the coming year,
A sheet replenished in news correct,
With valued food for the intellect ;
And thus he closes his humble ntnm,
To tread rejoicing his way again,
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TH E

BLACKSMITH’S TRIAL.

A BCENE IN A

WESTERN COURT.

BY AUSTIN C. BURDICT.

-~

In the fall of 1849, I was traveling in the west
on business. [ left the Mississippi steamboat at
Columbia, Ky., having made up my mind to tra-
vel by land as far as Muhlenburgh county, where
I should strike the Green River far enough to the
northward to take one of the small flat boats for
the Ohio.

Laie one evening I arrived at the town of M—
—, intending to take the stage from there on the
next morning. The bar room at the tavern was
crowded with people, and I noticed that large
vumbers of the citizens were collected about the
street corners, appearing to be discussing some
matter of more than usual interest.

Of course Ibecame curious to know the cause
of all this, and at the first favorable opportunity |
asked the question of the landlord. He gazed at
mea moment in silence, and then, with an omin-
ous shake of the head, he gave me 1o understand
that a most dreadful thing had happened ; but be-
fore he could explain to me what it was, he was
called away to attend to other business.

I soon found, however, that the ‘dreadful thing’
was the subject of conversation all around me,
and by simply listening, I gained au insight into
the mystery. It seemed that there wasto be a
trial for murder there on the next day, and that
the criminal was a young blacksmith, who had
been born and brought up in the town, and who,
until the present time, had borne a character a-
bove reproach.

1 endeavored to find ont the particulars, but I
could ascertain but little upon which te depend,
for difierent people had different accounts, and
all who knew anything of the matter were too
much excited to speak calmly. The murder had
transpired only about a week before, and conse-
quently the event was fresh in the minds of the
people.

The only facts that came to me, upon which 1

could rely, were that a middle-aged man, named
Mathew Hampton, had been murdered and rob-
bed, and that Abel Adams, the young blacksmith
had been arrested for the crime,and would be tried
en the moriow. Some said that the murdered
man’s money, to the amount of over two thousand
dollars, had been found upon the young man’s
person, but others denied this statement. Yetall
sympathized with the prisoner. He was beloved
by all his townsmen, and but a few of them could
believe anything of the reports that had crept into
circalation.
As | was in no particular haste, I resolved to
remain in M until the trial had come off, so
| went and erased my name from the stage book
where | had placed it and then
host of my determination,

Ou the following morning, at an early hour, the
people began to fiock towards the court-honse,and
| saw that ii | would secure a place, I must join
the crowd. 1 did so, and at length found myself
within the building, and, as good fortune would
have it | made a stand near the prisoner’s box.—
Ten o'clock was the hour fixed for opening the
court, and before that time, every standing place
outside the door was filled. Stagings were erected
upon the outside under the windows, but those,
too, were crowded.

At the appointed time the court came in, and
the prisoner was conducted to the box. Said pri-
soner was not more than five and twenty years of
age. He possessed one of the most pleasing
countenances | ever saw. It was one of those
bold, frank faces, full of courage and good nature
—just such a one as is unhesitatingly taken as the
index of a pure and generous soul. He was a
stout, athletic man, and carried the palm of every
wrestling match in the county,

I thought within myself, this man is no murder-
er. And yet, we know not o what extremities a
man may be driven. Young Adams was quite
pale, and his nether lip quivered as he found the
gaze of the multitude fixed upon him ; but his
eye was bright and quick, and not defiant,yet bold
and bopetul in its deep blue light.

The trial commenced. The complaint was clear

informed mine

1 and distinct, setting forth the fact that the prison-

er, Abel Adams, ‘did, with malice aforethought,
kill, etc., cn such a day, one Mathew Hampton—
in the first place by striking himnon the head with
some heavy blunt weapon—and in the second

place by swabbing him in the breast, etc.

To all

this the prisoner pleaded ‘not guilty.’

facts—

prisoner to get his horse shod. This Hampton
wasa wealthy faimer, and his estate lay to the
southward, near the Tennessee line, and only a-
bout fifteen miles distant from M He was
known to have had some two thousand dollars
with him at the time—money which he had re-
ceived forcorn. It was n.arly dnsk when he
started from thé prisoner’s shop. He took out his
pocket-book to pay for the job of shoing his horse.
This he did within the shop, and two persous
were present who testified (o the fact, and also that
when the pocket-book was opened, a large bunch
of the bank notes were exposed. About an hour
after Hampton left, the prisoner came ont of his
shop and went to the stable, and having saddled
his fleetest horse, he mounted and started off, at a
full gallop, in the direction which Hampton had
taken.

Next came two witnesses, “Mr. Simple and Mr
Jordan,” both of them respectable citizens of M—
—, who testified as follows:

They had been in the edge of Tennessee on
business, and were returning home. At about 9
o’clock on the evening in question, they came to
the point in the road where a high bluff overlook-
ed the way; and while passing this they were
startled by seeing something in moonlight which
looked like a man. They at once dismounted,and
found what they had seen was the body of Mathew
Hampton, all gore covered and bleeding. There
had not been there more than a minute, when they
were joined by a third man, who said that he saw
the murder committed, and that the murderer

fled towards M ;
Simple and Jordan both recognized this new

comer as one Henry Bilger, and, though his char-
acter was no means of the most exemplary kind,
yet there was notime for discussion. The Hamp-
ton was still warm, so that the murderer could not
have been gone long. Bilger had no hoise, so
Simple agreed to remain by the body while Jor-
dan and Bilger went in pursuit of the murderer.—
They put their horses to the top of their speed,
in half an hour saw the prisoner, whom Bilger at
once poiated out as the man. Jordan hailed the
young blacksmith, and found him nervous and ex-
cited. He then asked him i{ he had seen Mathew
Hampton, and Adams replied in the affirmative,
but he spoke in a very strange manner. After
some expostulation, the prisoner accompanied Jor-
dan to M , and there he was placed in the
hands of the sheriff ; and upon examining his per-
sen, Mr. Hampton’s pocket-book, containing two
thousand dollars was found upoo him, and his
hands were covered with blood.

At this juncture the excitement in the little
court room was intense. T'he crowded mass sway-
ed to and fro like wind-swept grain—murmurs
loud and deep—and it was a few minutes before
anything like order was restored,

At leugth Henry Bilger was called upon the
stand. Ile was known by most of the people of
M , and though nothing positive was known
against him of a criminal nature, yet he was
knowu to be a reckless, wandering fellow, some-
times trading in slaves, and sometimes trading in
horses,and sometimes driving a flat down the Mis-
sissippi. Hc stepped upon the witnesses’ block
with a complaisant'bow, and he gave his testi-
mony clearly and distinetly.

He said that he was coming down the road to-
ward M on foot, and when near the bluff he
heard a struggle, accompanied by loud groans and
entreaties. He sprang forward and anived in sea-
son lo see the prisoner leap into his saddle and
ride off. The meon was shining at the time, so
he could not have been mistaken. Assoon as he
found Mr. Hampton was, as he supposed dead, he
started to go after help.

The murdered man’s horse fled towards home;
so he could gain no assistance in that way. He
had not gone far, however, when he heard the
sound of horses feet, and on returning to the spot
he found Simple and Jordan there.

Bilger was cross questioned very severely, but
his testimony was not to be flawed. He was very
explicit in all his statements,and at the same time
he professed to feel a deep 1egret that he was call-
ed upon to testify againsta man for whom he felt
as muech respect as he did foe the prisoner.

At length young Adams arose to tell his story.
He spoke clearly and with the air 6f a man who
tell the truth. He said that about an hour aflter
Mathew Hampton had left his shop, on the even-
ing in question, he went to the sink to wash his
hands, and while there he trod on something that
attracted his attention. He stooped and picked it

Near sundown, one afternoon abouta week pre- !
vious, Mathew Hampton stopped at the shop of the |
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Prom lhc' ing it to llu- light it proved to bg Mr. \Ilamp on's,
first testimony ecalled up, I learned the following | He remembered that afier Mr. [amptoa jd pand

~him for shoeing the horse, he went 10 the sink af-
ter a drink of water, and then he must have Jdrop-
ped the book. The young blacksmith's fiist idea,
he suid, was to keep the book nn:il Hampton came
back, butupon second thought hie resolved 10 sud-

dle his horse and try to overtake him, and resiore

the money. Accordingly he set off, and wheun he
reached the bluff his horse stopped and began to
rear and snort: He discovered “something laying
by the roadside, and npon dismounting and goiny
toit he found itte be the body of Mr. Hampion,

#till warm and bieeding. He first satisfied himselt

that he could do nothing alone,and then he started
back towards M for assistance. When he was
overtaken by Jordan and Bilgerthe idea of having
Hampton’s money with him broke upon him with
stunning force,and hence his strange and inco-
herent manner.

When the prisoner sat down there was aJdow
murmur which told that his story was believed —
Bui the Jndge shook his head, and the lawyers did
the same,and the jury looked troubled ar:d anxious
The prisoner’s counsel didall he could teestablish
his client’s good character, and also to impeach
the character of Bilger, but he could not refute
the testimony that had been given in.

When the judge came to charge the jury, lie
spoke of the testimony against the prisouer, and
of cerroborative circumstances. With regaid to
the prisoner’s story,he sad that it was very simple
and sounded very much like troth—but he would
have the jury remembet how easily such stories
could be made. ;

It was long after dark when the jury retired to
make up their verdict They were gone half an
hour, and when they reurned the foreman showel
by the very hue of hiscountenance that the ver-
dict was fatal! All sav 1t, and 1 could hear the
throbbing of the hunded hearts that beat about
me.

‘Gentlemen of the ury have you made a ver-
dict ¥

‘We have.’

‘Shall your forema speak for you ¥’

‘Yes/

‘Abel Adams, sianl up and look the foreman in
the face. Now, sirps Abel Adams the prisoner at
the bar, guilty of mirder or not ¥

Hark! The firstsyllable of the word, ‘Guilty,’
1s upon the forema’s lips, but he speaks it not.——
Those who yet crwd about the windows shout
with all their migh{ and in a moment more a man
crowds his way intc the courtroom. He hurries
up and whispers to the sheriff, and then he goes
to the bench and whispers to thejudge. Henry
Bilger starts up anl moves towaqgs the door, but
in an instant the hand of the Shiiff is upon him.
All is excitementihe most inten Directly the
mass at the door begins to give “Xi',and four men
are seen bearing upon their shoullers a chair—a
large stuffed chail—and in that chyir sits-Mathew
Hampton+—not deéad but alive. ue heis pale
and ghastly, but his eyes are opd and his lips
move. At length the chair is sel down before
the bench, anl the oid physician pf M-——asks
permission to speak. JIs soon as tl§ fact became
known, all is quiet once more.

The physician says that neither {{ the wounds
which Mr. Hampton bad received isporial,though
he at first thought they were. Tk blow upen
the head, and the stab in the breast,combined to
produce a stde of catalepsy whic| resembled
death so nearly that many an expdienced per-
son might haw been deceived.

When he gaviout that Mr. Hamptorwas dead,he
thought that if was so. But when lp found that
Hampton wasliving, he kept the sectt tn himself
for fear that agertain man, whose peksence was
much needed might be missing.

At this junfiure, Mr. Henry Bilger }mde a sav-
age attempt § break away from the seriff, but it
did not availpim. The jury were diecled to re-
tura to theiox, and then Mr. Ham,lon was re-
quested to spak. He was too weak i rise,but he

spoke plainf, and in a manner thatphowed his
mind to be dear.

He statedthat when he reached thebluff on the
night of thddisaster, he discovered thit his pock-
et-book wa(gone. He stopped his hese,and was
trying to thj.k where he had lostit, phen some
one came |p from the roadside. had just
time to seqthatit was Henry Bilger, vhen he re-
ceived a Yow uvpon the head from | club that
knocked ¥m fiom his horse. Then helelt a shyrp
stinging, brning pain iu the bosom, Ind with'a

momental starting of luo muscles he pened his
eyes. H¢saw that Bilger was sloopigs over hlm,
and ranstking his pockets. He cc ld

member ¢ hearing the distant gallop fa M—-

up, and found it to be a pocket-book, and on tak-

that he thught his body was being drgged to the
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