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the white man, yet it is wind when spoken 
to the Indian.’ Y ; 

«I have put my life in your hands,’ said 
the Judge, * 1s not that an evidence of my 
good intention ? I have placed confidence in 
the Indien, and will not believe that he will 
abuse and betray the trust that is thus 1epo- 
sed’ ; 

“So much is well,’ replied the chief, “the 
Indian will repay confidence with confidence ; 
if you will wust, he will trust you. Let the 
‘boy go with me to my wigwam—I will bring 
him back in three duys with my answer.” | 

If aa arrow had pierced the bosom of the 
mcther, she could nothave elt a deeper pang 
than went to her heart, as the Indian made 
this proposal. She sprang forward,and running 
10 the boy who stoed at the side of the Sach 
em, looking into hie face with pleased wonder 
and admiration, she encircled him in her arms, 
and pressing him to her bosom, she was 
about to fly, from the room. ‘A gloomy ard 
ominous frown came over the sachem’s brow, 
but he did oot speak. 
But notso with Judge We. He knew 

that the success’ of their enterprise, the lives 
of his family, depended on a decision of a mo- 
iment, *-Biay, stay, .my daughter.’ be said. 
*Bring, back:the boy, I beseech you. He is 
not more. to, you than to me. [ would not 
tisk a hair of his head. But, my child, he 
‘must go with the chief. God will watch over’ 
him! He will be as sale in the Sachem’s 
‘Wigwam, as beneath our own roof. 

Tue sgonized mother hesitated for a mo- 
‘ment ; she then slowly returned, placing the 

y on the knee of the Chief, and 
kneeling at his feet, burst iato a flood of tears. 
The gloom pested from the “Sachem’s brow, 
"but he said not @ word. He arose and depart 
ed 

I shall not attempt to describe the agony of 
the mother for the ensuing days. She was agita- 
ted by contending hopes and fears. In. the 
fight she awoke from her sleep, seeming to 
ear the screams of her child callicg on its 

Mother for help. But the time slowly wore 
away —and the third day came. How slowly 
did the hours pass. The morning waned awa) 
Doon arrived ; yet the "Sachem came not. 

re wes a gloom over the whole household. 
e mother was pale and sileny Judge W—— 

Walked the floor to aud fro, going every few! 
Minutes to the door and looking through the 
Opening in the forest towards the Sachem’s 
thode. ! 

At last the rays ofithe eetling sun were’ 
fown upon the tops of the irees around, 

eagle feathers of the Chief were seen 
dancing above the bushes inthe distance. He 
advanced rapidly—and the livle boy was at 
18 side. He was gaily auired as a young 

Chiet—his feet being dressed in mocassivs, a 
2 fine beaver skin on his .shoulders, and eagle 
®athers were stuck in his hair. He was in 
‘€xcellent spirits, and sv proud was he of his 

ours, that he seemed two inches taller than 
he wag before. He was soon in his mother’s 
rms, and in that brief minute she seemed to 

from death 10 life. It was a heppy 
ting —t00 heppy lor me to describe. 

“The white man has conquered I” eaid the 
Bachem ; hereafter let-vs be friends. You 
have trusted an ‘Indian ; he will repay you 
With confidence and friendehip.’ 

© was as good as his word ; and Judge 
w—_ lived for many years in peace with the 
Indian tribes, sud tucceeded in laying the 
Undation of a fourishing and prosperous 
Wmunity. 

From the N. Y. Spirit of the Times. 

WONDER OF THE NINETEENTH 
CENTURY. 

THE MAGNETIC TELEGRAPH. 

The following splendid imeginary sketch of 
%¢ woanders to be achieved by the Mugne- 
Uc Telegraph is from an article in a re« 
sat number of the Carist'an Citizen, eati« 

ted, ¢ The Elements and Agencies of Uai- 
Yersal Brotherhood,’ by Elihu Burritt 
w en there is the Maguetic Telegraph, 

hat imagination ca: contemp'ate that the 
YSterious agencies of man’s iavention, 

Without being awed into revercace by Him 
“ho made ;man so wonderfully and so tear- 
fulyy, in endowing him with capacity to work 

Such wounderful and fearful things! As 
Much 8 any one, we have familiarized our 

ination with the prospective possibility 
othe humaq mind. As sapguiune as any 00% 
© have believed in great things to be achie- 
&way ahead in the geometrieal series of 

Poy naigre. But the Magnetic Telegraph 
98 like an extra mundane column, to testily 
Slenininate the farthest reach of a 

Our imagination dares not . 
Yond pq wonnment of human genius for new 
agi Hs: we cannot, without a feeling awe, 
a treading wishin the tearful jorisdiction of 
fang Pence. Still we cannot believe it pro- 
Sery; | M80 to subborn this sgency into his 
he Was it not left in his way by him 
lowe, Created it, and man teo, who 1s litle 
of oF than the angels? it is awful to think 
80d we thigk of it most reverently; in 

Comp, & Of angels in the aspired terms of 
the 12 i%00, suggested almost an adventage on 
dent) of man in connection with this woo~ 

tons ofthe Phaenecian Argosies, shipwrecked 

these lightening lines, the Archangel who had 
taken down the trumpet to proclaim through 
the world, that time should be no more, be 
fore he put it to his lips, epproached man, 
and touched his diadem, as to an emperor, 
thus addressad 10 him: 

¢ Humen brother, the great: Father of ‘Spi- 
ris has made thee but a little lower than the 
Angels. In ore respect he has given ihee 
eminence over Gabriel himself, end in that 
respect the angel of the trumpet bows to thee 
I am sent to announce the end of time 10 all 
that dwell on the earth. With this trampet ‘1 
can tlow a blast that shall find the circumfes 
rence of eternity with the:voice of the sum- 
moos. Bat I'may not alter the laws which 
the planter of the ear, apd the creator of tne 
air hath prescribed to sound.—Days would 
elapse before the trampet’s voice would make: 
the circuit of the globe, Our Omnipotent 
Father hath endowed thee witn a -quicker 
speech than the * Kolm Elohim,” or the tras 
velling thunder. Charge thy battery ard thy 
netted wires with my ewful message 10 man- 
kind, that he eyes of the living my read iw 
summons in the same instant of time. Do'this 
for God hath mede thee a fellow with me 10 
do his will.” 
Here our imagination ventured to far inthis 

conception. We fear it.—Perhaps we mis 
took the angel that stood by man atthe grand 
junction battery of those lightening lines. Yes 
we were wrong; it was not Gabriel; it was 
the angel of ‘the other trumpet—the one John 
saw flying through the midst of Heaven with 
the everlasting Gospel of Peace! Peace on 
earth aad. good will to men. Yes, it was the 
engl of the Rainbow diadem, descending 
amid the choral allelujahs, to proclaim that 
God hath made of one brotherhood, all nati= 
ong of men. That was the angel, and this 
the message which shall thrill simultaneously 
the network of those maguetic wires, in which 
copper- eyed memmoa is pursuing the earth 
to fill its greasv purse with lucre of the gui- 
nea’s stamp, They are trailing them gver the, 
coral beds of the seas; down among the skele- 

on a Columbus voyage to Britain, and all 
others that of three thousand years have gone 
down unrecorded in the English Channel and 
Straits of Dover. ‘Paris and London will 
s00a be brought within the same whispering 
gailery, and the ¢ natural unanimity’ between 
the two nations be lost forever in the unbro- 
ken current of fiiendly conference in the lo 
eal identity which these message wires shall 
work out of them. On, on, they are eiretch- 
ing, the lighteiug train of thought—onward to 
the extremest Inde—over seas and dzsers that 
have swallowed up navies and armies; knitting 
the ends of the earth together, consentaneous 
sympathies—bringing the distant and unex- 
plored continents ot humanity, with all their 
tribes and tongues, and colours and coudti- 
ons, within the converse of an hour, 

Think of that moment! Compressing the 
solid earth, or twenty four thousand miles in 
circumference, in a social system of a dozen 
furlongs in girth. If Chrietiznity keeps a pace 
with commerce, will there not be a glorious 
brotherhood. a nice family cirele of maakind, 
by the time these literary lightnings shall be 
mounted aud running to and fro over the 
whole earth? 

But who are doing all this? Why, who 
else bat the wonderful Anglo Saxon race that 
is diffusing 1tsell over the worldl—that won-~ 
derful race, that thrives better abroad then at 
home, conforms to any clime or condition, 
whose language is fast absorbing and displa« 
cing all the spiritlese tongaes and dialects in 
the heathen world; in which millions of young 
pageants in the far off ocean rise, * From 
Greeolands icy mountains to India’s coral 
strand,” and thence to the yellow sea, North 
and South American Indians, Polynesians, 
Australians Hottentote, Cafires, Egyptians, 
Hindoos, Seikhs, and J:panese, are now 
learning their first lessons in civilization and 
christianity, 

It Briush and American Christians do their 4 
duty, the boy is at school who will see half 
the human family spenking the English lan- 
guage, and hall the habitable surface of the 
globe covered with the Anglo Saxon race, and 
blessed with civilization. The railway en- 
gines that shell thunder thro’ the heart of 
Asia, Africa, end the American continent, 
will speak and teach the Eoglish language, 
and so will the mounted lightuing on all the 
highways and wire bridges of thought that 
shall be erected for the conarrse of the world’s 
extremes 

—
 

WOMAN'S LOVE : 
What lawyer has not observed this differ 

ence between the sexes, namely:—Il a8 wo< 
man is indicted for an offence, who attends 
her in the awful presence of justice to console 
and cheer her, braving the stare of the gaping 
crowd, the humiliation of such companion. 
ship aad such a cosnection?—a mother or 
sister. How seldom a father a brother or a 
husband. if a man is placed in the bar, who 
i* most golicititous for himl—always his aged 

watches bis every movement; if she is near 
him she antieipates his every want—she hands 
him the glass of water to quench the fever 
that anxiety has produced—she walks by his 
side from the court to the nrieon, and from the 
prison 10 the court—ehe sits as near him in 
the court as possible—she would sit in the 
bar would they allow her—she waits for hours 
to exchange one word with him through the 
graied door—she rakes and scrapes all she 
can to make him decent at his trial, that his 
appearance may produce a favourable impree 
sion. If the awful verdict 1s agenst him ghe 
forsakes him not, though all the world have 
forsaken him. ‘In the last extremity, she is 
by" his by his side, with a love, that, ‘like a 
noble ureh, pressure strengthens. She attends 
him to the very foot of the gallows—his ig- 
nominy, his ill treatment of her are not 
thought of. Whose wail was that which, 
when the fatal drop fell, pierced every ear 
and every heart with the conviction that there 
was one whose pang was keener even (han 
the dying convict’s—’twas hers: And she will 
beg his body, and bury him with care. The 
spot where he is laid, though known as the 
murderer's grave—which the word points 
to with herror, and where superstition says 

hallowed ‘spot to her, where ele will even 
plant the'flower, and nurture the grass, to in- 
duce the belief that if supersttion is correct the 
sleeper is innocent. What the poet makes 
her to eay ie true :— 

“I know wot, 1 ask not, if guilt’s in that 
heart ; 

I ‘but ‘know that I love thee whatever thou 
art!’ 

From the New York Knickerbocker. 

CRUEL KITTY. 
- An Irish Ballad, by John Broughton, Esq. 

Ore, murther, murther, Kitty dear, 
Pm g-wastin’ all away ; 

B raison ef your cruelty 
My brains are goue astray ; 

They tell me that the sun-line Las the-strength 
For to make the senses fly, 

So my poor head was emptied, 
By the bright beam of your eye. 

Ora! what's the vse in life a: all, 
Since you have sarved me #0? 

i bave no heart for to work or play, 
Lie down, stand up, or go; 

Just like a young tree breathed upon 
By a warm, but a blighting air, 

Your smile has stole all hope away, 
And left me to despair 

Ora' would some fairy ‘change me 
To some purty bird or flower, 

That my Kiuwy’s hands might tend on me 
Ev'ry day and ev'ry bour; 

For her dear cyeeto look on me 
I'd be some lifelese thing, 

More gladly :han, away irom them, 
For to be a mighty king. 

And when you die, I'd like tobe 
Trausformed into a stone, 

With outside smooth and shining, 
But with heart cowld as your own; 

That T might stand aod guard your grave, 
When calmly there you rest, 

And bear my ‘darling Kitty’s name 
Engraved upon my breast. 

The following humourous address is ‘copied 
from the Bytown Patriot. 

ADDRESS OF THE PIGS 
TO THE MAYOR AND TOWN COUNCIL OF 

BYTOWN. 

Gentlemen—It is with sentiments of the 
most unbounced respect, that we, the inhabr 
tant Pigs of Bytown, approach your worship- 
ful body, to tender our sincere congratulations 
on your election to office. In doing so, we 
take the opportunity of imploring you to en- 
sure to us a peaceable continuation of those 
extensive privileges which we and our ances- 
tors have enjoyed in the streets of our native 
city mince its very foundation, It has been 
whispered abroad, that you have thought of 
expelling us from our own-—our much loved 
native homes; but we trust and hope you 
entertain no idea of inflicting upon us acala« 
mity so prejudicial to our happiness. The 
mere mour caused so much consiernation 
smong ue, that several elderly Pigs of the 
fernenine gender, with large families of inte- 
resting live infante, fainted, and could not 
be revived until they were put to bed in the 
nearest gutter, and had their faces washed with 
volatile ¢alts, obtained from the neighbouring 
Dispensary. lf the bare report be productive 
of such effects upon the delicate nerves of our 
matrous, what heartsrendiug scenes must we 
not expect from the stern reality. Since the 
laying of the first stone of the first house, our 

race have held undisturbed and friendly pos- 

gession jointly, with yourselves; and if long 
immemorial occupation gives u right, then our 
title is co-eval with your own, and therefore 

mother, his broken hearted wife, or his sor- 

rowing daughter. Shame, sorrow, degredatis i 
on, contempt, are all forgotten in the strength 
of a woman's love. How seldom is a man’s! 
If he attends—and when does he 1—he iooks 
towards the prisoner, though his nearest rela- In the Wedium, for the transmission of thought. 

tiog osm visions of the mind, this eppari- | 
Lt migh, croed the disc of our imagination. 
Tp be matul—we fear it was—but we 
Ww Moke 4 clean bosom of it. 

tangy Conceive that man had webbed the 
Tyg 5% a net work of magnetic wires; 80 
trip the twinkling of an eye, he could 

there, | E0Yre suriuce, and all that dwell 
hegre, ith 80 vawhispered thought of bis 
Wag gino 0d we gfancied that while he wed | 

"8 atthe grand juncuon batery of all 

tive, is often dark and scowling—a sense of 

the shame that atiaches to himeell weighing 
onhim at the very crises of the prisoner’s fate 
A woman's look is that of compassion and 

sympathy, She thinks not of her own sitaan- 
on, or of the opinion of the crowd around her, 
as regards herself; if she glances at them, itis 

only when some part of the testimony makes 
for or egainet him, or the judge or the law= 
yer speaks upon some strong point, that she 
may diseere their opinion of his fate. She 

quite as good. We have been abused, slatds 
ered, and persecuted—bat let our oppressors 
beware lest they rouse the dormant lion which 
long hath slumbered in our peaceful breasts. 
You have called us dirty, offensive, and trou, 
blesome, and we endured it without a niur- 
mur-—=bat venture not wo drive us into exile, 
The charge of dirtiness we retart back with 
indignant seorn upon the heads of those who 
have dared to traduce us, We ask who fills 
the streets with dead dogs, cats, horses, cows, 
offal, and such other abominations? Who 
keep ditches in the middle of the way, so 
constructed tha: that water cannot pass unless 
it ruos up hill! Who builds tanneries, slaughs 
ter houses, and above all, useless factories for 

no grass will ever grow—is, nevertheleess, a! 

of the inhabitants use, and which creates an 
odious smell in the making? Who empties 
stables and other outhouses of unpleasant frag- 
rance in the streets, aunoying us where we 
eleep ? "Is it the pigs, we ask; or isit the 
men? "We pause for areply. You dare not 
answer. Yon blueh for the ‘members of your 
species, and upon their shoulders must fall the 
foal accusation which they have so basely 
endeavoured to throw on our, Jt is laid 10 
our charge that we soil the finery of ladies and 
gentlemen ‘by running between their legs 
while ‘our sides are reeking with the filth 
which you have thrown into the sireeis, The 
imputation “of now and then damaging the 
flaunting dress of your fair ones, we neither 
seek to palliate or deny. We do nothing 
more than revenge what we consider an in- 
sult to the manes of our mncestors, For, oh! 
-Horresto referens! -steleiuntque comoe, et 
vox faucllius haesit!—1key were Pigs bristles 
in their Bustle, Can aby Pig with the soul 
of a Pig stand idly by and behold without ins 
dignation a gaudy painted animal wriggling 
“herself slong when he knows that the uns 
tural plumpness of her rear proportion is i= 
tirely owing to the base purpose to which she 
has applied the gray hairs of his fathers. It 
13 enough that ye have killed and eaten the 
the owner of those hoary locks, and when we 
find your fair ones adding insult to injury, cau 
ye wonder that we cry out in the language of 
the poet 

* Arige ye Pig and glut your ire! 
Toss the lady in the mire.” 

It is true that many a luckless weight has 
sallied forth, arrayed with all the pomp und 
circumstance of snow white pants, kid gloves, 
black hat, white vest new coat, and feet which 

all the light which Day can give hie under- 
-eranding. He glories in his togs—he is satie- 
fied with his exterior—he feels himsell the 
idol of the soft creatures at whose teet lords 
and emperors do bow. His pigeon breast 
swells with hopes of conquest near, and he 
is happy. But, alas! his big-blown pride 
‘must soon break beneath him. A distant 
‘yelp is heard=—a lengihened squeal. A mud- 
dy Pig is seen approaching with the velocity 
of a comet, followed up by a tail composed 
‘of seven or eight dogs Iie bears suaighc 
down upon our trembling. hero He flies 10 
the right—the Pig ‘heeds toward him. He 
‘darts to the lsft—the Pig is at him 
again. With frantic speed be changes his 
iposition, and arrives ai the oppoeite pave- 
ment justin time to be shot like a eky rocket 
‘into the nearest puddle by the very same oni 
mal which he has been vainly endéavouring 
to elude. He emerges from the gutter an ai- 
tered man—hat, gloves,icout, vest boots and 
breeches totally done, Exteriorly he is con= 
verted into a walking rainbow, and interiorly 
into a volcano of imprecations on the * de- 
med orrid og, whe has given 10 his dwess aa 
appeawance vulgaw, dirtaw and ‘disegueable 
nthe extweme.” Now, in this cage, il youve 
kept no dog, the dog would not chase, the 
Pig —if the dog did not chase the Pig, the 
Pig would not run againet the fop , ergo, the 
dandy should not blame the Pig,but the owner 
of his own brothor the puppy. We protest 
against dogs. Our tattered ears and shrieke of 
anguisa daily attest that they eatertain a mortul 
antipathy to our race. What right hes the ir:be 
of Jean hungry, homeless, ownerlees cure, which 
infest our streets to the freedom of the city 1 
The town was never beilt for them 1a proot 
of this we appeal to the great philosophical 
principle of the eternal fitness of things, and 
remphantly aek for what purpose, for what 
animal, was Bytown made, with ite broad 
streets filled with such a. vast extent and va- 
riety of gunters, ponds, mud.holes and dung« 
heaps? On looking back to the head of this 
addrese, we find that we have somewhat devi~ 
ated from the polite tone with which we 
commenced ; but if there be anything in it 
galling 10 your feelings, it must be attributed 
to that state of excitement into which the re- 
collection of our wrongs invarisbly throw ue 
No Pig can think of such abuses without give 
ing vent to a equeal of indignation, Once 
more, we ask you to look through every street 
in Town, und our numbers—swarming every 
where—many of gigantic size, and of such 
great strength and fiercenss that no dog dare 
throw down the glove and * combat challenge. 
Consider the consequenee of a war between 
the races, We are enough to devour ye all, 
We are devoted to the soil of our fathers. 
and we will die in ite defence; herefore 
again we say bewere— 

* Lives there a pig with a heart so dead 
‘r'hat 10 himselt hath never said, 
This ie my own, my native Town.’ 

Signed by upwards of 2,000 of the oldest 
and most respectable Pigs in town. 

THE FIRST SPREE, 

* Never was drunk but once in my life’ 
said a chap in my hearing ; * never meun to 
be again. The street seemed to be very sieep, 
and [ lifted my legs at every step as if 1 was 
getting up stairs. Beveral cari wheels were 
making convulsions in my brain, and one time 
[ fancied my head a large carving and turning, 
establishment, the lathes of which I wae keep- 
ing in motion with my own fee, 1 could’nt 
conceive what was the reason that the town 
had turned into such an enormous hill, aad 
what made it worse was that it seemed all 
the time growing hicher and threatened to 
pitch over on me. Stop, stop, thought I, and 
I'll head his old hill yet, or at least it shan’t 
head me. So I turned round to go down and 
get at bottom—but, astonishment, the town 
turned round with me, héading me all the 
time, and presenting the bluff in front of me- 

the manufacture of soap, an aricle which few Well, sure enongh, the ground soon flew up, 

spurn the earth in boots which gleam with 


