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0 cross e little farther down, in which I sue- 

nd ceeded, and followed by the tunies, dashed 
m gro8E through the fire and got safely through the line 
laying { biaziug brash. 
0 the Upwards of 100,000 buffilo robes find their 
are ‘U8 way into the United States aud Canads every 

» fur 8 Year; and besides those kijled by the ludians, 
hirts, # innumerable carcasses lef to rot uatovched 

Daritff on the trail attest the wanton brutality of the 
amp, crowds of emigrants to California, Colembia, 
rappersh 20d elsewhere. Still the numbers of these 
w, (if B animals are countless ; and it will probably be 
scalp! BE. 0eny years before the reckless whites accom- 
mntain 8 Plish the (eat of stripping the boundless prai- 
; and ries of their ornament and price, and depriv- 
able Ing tae traveller of a meal: We h.ve now 

9nly room for the following masterly deacriptom 
of the deuth of a budulo, which will serve 3s 
ea apprepriate tailpiece to a more faithful 
portrait of the trapper of the Rocky Mouns 
tains than has probably ever before been 
drawn. 

* No animal requires so much killing as a 
buffalo. Unless shot through the lungs or 
*pine, it 1overiably escapes ; and, even when 
thus mortally wounded, or even struek through 
the very heart, it will frequently ran a eorsi- 
 derable distance before felling to the groand, 

: particularly if it sees the hunter after the 
dian, 8 wound is given. If. however, he keeps hime 
thousaB® self concealed after firing, the animal will re~ 
in the ® mata sull, if it does not immediately fall. It 

r he 1s @ mest painful sight to witness the dying 
la, L suuggles of the huge beast. The buffalo 
fur inte invariably evinees the greatest repsgnanmce to 
alwil lie down when mortally wounded, apparently 
enty conecious that, when once touching mother 
bay earth, theres no hope leit him, A bull, shot 

§ through the heart or lungs, with blood stream~ - 5 
lug trom his mouth, and protruding tongue, 
big eyes rolling, bloodshot, and glazed with 
death, braces bimsell on his legs, swaying | from side 10 side, stamps impatiently at his 
growing weakness, or lifis his rugged and mat~ 

# ‘cd head and helplessly bellows out his consei- 
ous impotence. To the last, however, he ens 
deavours to stand upright, and plants bis mba 
father apart, but 10 no puIpose. 
As the body rolls like a ship at sea, his head 

turns frem side to side, locking about as it 
were for the unseen and treacherons eneny, 
wiio has brought him, the lord of the plain, to 
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-r uch e pass. Gouts of purple blood spurt 
~ from his mouth end noalrile, aud gradually the 
ind b failing limbs refuse longer io support the pon- 
draug derous carcage; more heavily rolls the body 
» rock from side 10 side, uniill suddenly, for a brief 
sleep. instant, itbecomes rigid and still; a convalsive 
* but tremor giezes it, apd with a low sobbing gaep, 
er the® the huge animal falls over on his side, the limba 
ght I extend stark and suff, and the mountain of 
e & flesh without life or motion 

and ® 

From Hogg’s Instructor. 
ADVENTURE OF AN AMERICAN 

EDITOR. 
ABouT twenty-five years ago, when a cer- 

tain western state (which we shall not name) 
was a territory, and with a few inhabitans, a 
yoang lawyer from one of the old states ewmi- 
grated thither and settled in the town of K. 

thot 
he stré 
cate 

moul¥es Heo sanceeded admirably in his prefession, and 
ring rose rapidly in popular favour. He bad been 
out there nearly two years, when he induced a 

printer to come and print a weekly paper, of 
which he was editor and preprie.or. Squire 
8S. was much pleased fora while with editing 
a paper. He was a man of very low stature 
but he used the editorial * we’ as frequently 
as if there were a dozen of him, and each as 
big as Daniel Lambert, or the Kentucky gi- 
ant. Strange to say, there were at that time 
sen in office]who were nat a particle more ho- 
nest than they should be—athing which pro- 
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arr 
he ably never happenedjbefore, and never will but again. Squire S. felt all the patriotism of a fire, son. of 76, and poured out grape and canister rere 1 against tae pablic abuses. 'I'his soon siirred a 
e on MB hornet’s nest aboat his ears; but as there was wale, "no other paper in the territory there was no 
a pile reply, and ho enjoyed his warlike propensities vith in security. At length he published an article 
e a more severe and eutting, against melfeasance 
med in office, than any that had preceded it. In 
I had fact, though pointed at no one individual in 

rg into} particular, it was a * scorcher.” Some three 
Lora or four days afterwards he was sittiug alone 
vera 8 in his editorial cfiice, which was about a quar- 
wd th ter of a mile fro, 2 w the printing establishment, 

fils. pea was busy with a paragraph, when the door was opened without much ceremony , and in stalked a man about six feet in his stockings. 
He asked. “Are you 8, the proprietor 
of this paper?’ Thinking he had found a 
new patron, the little ‘wan, with one of his 
blandest smiles, answered in. the affirmative. 
Lhe stranger deliberately drew the last number 
of the paper from his pocket, and, peinting 
to the } 

% hue 

und told him he would fiad the editor within, 
writing a most abusive article against office 
holders. This was enough. The eyes of the 
new comer flashing fire. He rushed into the 
ctiice and assailed the stranger with the epi- 
thats, ¢ liar—seoundrel—ecoward,” and told 
him he would teach him how to write. The 
gentleman supposing it was some bully sent 
there by the editor, sprang to his feet and a 
fight ensued. The table was upset and smash- 
ed ints kindling wood—the conteats of a 
large jug of ink stood in puddles on the floor 
—the chairs had their legs and backs broken 
beyond the skill of surgery to cure them. This 
seemed only to inspire the combatants with 
still greater fory. Blow followed blow with 
the rapidity of lightning. First one was kick- 
ing on the floor— then the other—each taking 
it in turn preity equally. The ink on the 
floor found its way to their faces, till both eof 
them cut the most ludicruous figure imaginable. 
The noise and uproar was tremendous. The 
neighbors ran to the door and exclaimed that 
two nogroes were fighting in Squire 8.’s office. 
None dared separate them. At length, com- 
pletely exhausted, they ceased fighting. The 
ciscnmstances of the case became known; and 
the next day, hardly able to sit on horseback, 
their beads bound up, they started homewards, 
convinced that they had obtained very little 
satisfaction from their attempt to flog an 
Editor, 

WE ALL HAVE STORM AND 

SUNSHINE. 
Lets lawgh at those who caorot bear 
The every ill of life; 

Those brave ones when there’s joy to share, 
And cowards when there’s strife. 

We all have storm and sunshine, 

The needy with the rich; 

For heaven bath wisely tempered 

Life’s feelinga unto each. 

If there are thoughts which sedden, 

If there are ucts that madden, 

Why there are things that sadden. 

Thinge that should patience teach. 

Then drive we peevish cholic, 

And life’s to gloomy fite; 

Fer, like two boys in frolic, 

Joy may with grief ery ** quits!” 

Clouds will return with winter's hour, 

But enmmer hath ws sky; 

If Death's white finger touch a flower, 
Are there not fresh ones by? 

bere may be some who hate us 
The while we weep the tear, 

But some are sure to Jove us 
When sorrow bli hts our chee I. 

Woe may be in dweiling, 

Our present mirth expelliog, 

But there’s a whisper tellin 

Of better moments near, 

Then drive we peevish cholie, 

4nd life's too gloomy firs; 

For, like two boys 1 frolie, 

Joy may with grief cry + quits! 

Lips may be false and hearts vatrye, 
But all are not like thege! 

Tho | sh wild winds sweep tha green earth 
through 

We have the gentle breeze, 
Though touched at times by sickness, 
We find health’s golden mine; 

If common drink be w ater, 
We now and then get wige, 

Joy is the twin of sorrow, 
Both from the heart's siore borrow, 
With weather dull or fine. 
Then drive we peevish choli % 
And life’s too gloomy firs, 

For, like two boys in frolic, 

Joy may with grief ery * quits 1 

From the Christian Measecger. 

AN HIDING-PLACE FROM ‘THE 

STORM. 

amber in which | now write over. The cf 
\00K® 3 quiet harbour n one of the islands of 
=odihern New-Eogland. [iis landlocked on 
every site, The ciose cf the day approach- 
“8 Outside the harbour the waves are run- 

L103 high ; for th» wind is in fierce a¥tion, and 
the Toar of the tempest is heard a8 it rages 
on wide sea. | Jooked from 
wy window upcp the geowling storm abroad, 

aad then upon the quiet baven within. Yoo- 

the great and 

me ps a promisé that he would be 
22500 (0 sign it ng = 250 Avail Ase a8 8001 as it was fin- ished. 8. had hardly 

aly * the ariicle against rogues in office, told the 
roll {righted editor that it was intended for ¢ him ’ 
the pl Lt Was in vain that 8. protested he had never "ihe heard of him before The wrath of the visiter 
wil 088 to fever heat, aud, from being so long | *rechil restrained, boiled over with double fury. He | 0 ball te choice, either to publish a very: 
408 — katie or take a floging on the | 
° coat ¢ < = ier alternative was wormwoood but OT What coald fe do? The aced kd es won 0 he enraged office-holder | 
Pre - size, and at one blow would 
v oan phitepey notice.  Heagreed | 
whine a ly the visitor insisted upon | 
ae tusell, he ret down to his dank. | 
quire 5. made an excuse to walk to the print- ! 

| 

gone fifty yards whe encountered a man who as a 
8s. office was, and if he iin at home. Sus: pecting that he top, wag en the yame errand us the other suitor, he pointed to tha office, 

13 ger roli the giaat waves, and dach with fear 

ful fury ruilor~buy’s mimie ship 
May float in safety 

I'love 10 see that bold heudland rua out 
vonder iniy the fierce sea, and, presenting its 
rocky side 10 old Ocean, seem to say, ** Frown 
80d roar, and dash upon me a3 you will, but 
the Guiet waters of thie peaceful haven you 

> 

y here the 

i 

‘ 
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Lece thr gh the gloom of the storm one | 
veseell after another trimming the litle gail | 
they are able to cerry, and guiding the helm 
$0 as to reach this place of safety, One aiter 
&notaer the run in through the narrow pags, 
furl the sail, drop the snchor, and ail ie safe. | a Shnkspeare, but it has a wonderful power of 
Here is a whole fleet, thatin a few hours | brightening duoees a 
Past, have sought refuge, and now in security | es; and the brighiness and the quickness Beem to gay, *° Roar and rage to your liking, | just 80 much pieasars added to the existence 
id Ocean you canaot reach us here.” 

While gazing oa tne econ, I thought of men 
as they are makiog the tempestuous voyege of 
life- bow much, in the depraved paesions of 

their own bosome—how much, ia the temp- 

tations, excitements, trials, and disappoint 
ments of life, to toss them to and fro like the 
vessels | see yonder driven fiercely by the 
storm. Whose experience hasnot caused him 
often 10 compare his soul to the ** troubled 
sea 1” 

But I see here and there a voyager etriking 
out from the path of the storms, and hasten- 
ing to a shelter. There 1s a quiet haven—one 
where every soul wishing for repose and safe- 
ty can fiad 11 10 full satisfaction. 
And when J name the Saviour, the whole 

story is told. Sinfal passions, like angry 
waves, toss and trouble the spirit ; but the 
Saviour can rebuke them, as he once did 
the tempest, end they will die, Sore temp- 
tations and trials, like fierce storms, buffet the 
soul, but what a refuge from them all 1s the 
bosom of Iefinite Love! ry 
The morning has come, and I am looking 

once more from the window of my cheinber. 
All the frowns, fury, and darkness of the 
storm are pest. The quiet harbour lies etreichs 
ed out before me, a8 smooth as a polished mir- 
ror. The beams of the now rising sun are 
taliiug upon it in their glory. Oae and ano. 
ther of the vessels that had sought shelter here 

are preparisg to leave their refuge for the oper 

sea. The merry sound of ¢ Yo, heave O!” 

reaches me from every quarter of the harbour. 
sail alter sail is hoisted 10 the favouriug breeze 
One anchor after another ** comes home, 
and the smaller and the larger craft siowly 
take their way out of the harbour. An hour 
has gone, and not one of those who came here 
for shelter now remein. They found a quiet 
haven as long 2s one was needed, and have 
spread their snow-white wings to the breeze, 
and are hastening foria to complete their voy- 
age. 

80, amid the storms of this life—iis temp« 
tations and ita sorrows—the believer in Christ 
having found in Him a shelter from the pas- 
sing tempest, goes cheerfully on egain as the 
storm subsides, refreshed by the repose the 
soul had fousd in Him, and the better fitted 
thereby for all future scenes. ** He is the 
shadow of a great rock in a weary land ; an 
hiding place from the storm, a covert from the 
tempest.” Blessed is the men that seeks such 
a refuge amid the perils and sorrows of lite, 
aud he shall be the man who shall make a 
proaperons voyage over the sea of probation, 

and drop his acchar af lass in the peaceful 
heaven above. 

& jie 

From Chambers’s Edinburgh Journal. 

THE PLEASURES OF POVERTY. 

No! reeder, no! 1 am not a satirical fel- 
low, about to lanuch poisonous words of un~ 
feeling levity at those who ere victims to the 
tyranny of that ciuel dame ; neither am Ia 
Stoic, and desirous of proving that the abs 
cence of pleasure 13 &8 good as its presence 

Inno way do 1 wich to * inake the worse up- 
pear the beiter reason ;* bus I should like to 
prove, if possible, that there is some reason in 
theae words, * The pleasures of poverty.” 1 
have gome title 10 be heard (on this subject, 
my dear reader reader, for entre nous) [ am, 
and have always been, es poor as a church 

mouse ; and therefore you may be snre that 

what I am about to offer to your attention is 
no preity piece of speculation, or imaginary 
theory, formed ‘without the slightest knows 
ledge of the facts. 

Allow me to put some preliminary ques- 
tions. Ia the first place, * Who ere the peo- 
ple who can with propriety be called * poor?’ 
We often hear thet sueh and such a noblemaa, 

with only ten thousand 2 r, 1a ¢ very poor;’ 

and we can also call 10 remembrance one or 
two pereons who have been 

¢ Passing rich with forty pounds a year.’ 
At firet eight, it seems impossible that both 

these statements cau be true , and yet a litle 

reflection shows that they may be. The vil- 
lage pastor may fiad forty pouvads inadequate 
10 his expenses ; io such a case, the Jaiter ig, 
and the former is not, poor. From these and 
other consideraiions, we should define the 
poor &s, * All persons whose worldly wants 
tranecensd their worldly means.” 

Io the next place we would ask, * Is po- 
yerty an unmixed evil? From the earliest 

ages in which the opinions of the wise have 
been eo thoroughly agreed upon eny. subject 
(and they differ considerablyoupon most mat. 

ters a8 upow this oma point) —that ail things 
upon earth are composed of a mixture of good 
and evil ; there 18 nothing 50 good that it 
hath no taint of evil, nothing so bad that some 
good mey not be found ia it. Hence it follows 

that poverty, thet * direct curse,” it is not wi- 
thont ite redeeming points ; avd that theugh 11 
be * like the toad, ugly and venomous,’ | 

¢ Wears yet a precious jewel in its head.’ 

yes 

Since, then, we are assured that among its 
many pring some pleasures lie hid; and,more- 
over, since I pique myself upon havieg disco- 

vered some of the minor ones, besides per- 
ceiving lmporiant ones, discovered by wiser 
heads, I shall now beg leave to introduce them 
to the notice of the reader without f{yrther 
deley, giving precedence to the large 
sures. 

Nothing sharpens & man’s wits like poverty ; 

pleas 

excep!, perhaps, love, which is one sense, 
a sort of poverty; tor is not the want of 
something fuit to be necessary 10 the support 
and maintenance of the soul? Poverty wiil 
not actually convert an idiot into a Bacon or 

love 

ad gnickening slow-coach- 
are 

of the qrondam dunces and slow -coaches- 

| 

Nothing is 80 eflicacious in purifying and 
bracing a man’s morals as poverty,  Cincina~ 
natus, Dentatus, Fabricus, and the other stern 
models of Roman virtee, would not have been 
50 virtuous—pezhaps they would not have 
been so virtuous at all (who knows )—if they 
had been rich eenators of the Augustan age. 
Some people aro of opinion that temperance, 
fortitude, discreet silence, and other virtues, 
cardinai and minor, became common at Spar- 

ta in consequence of the scarcity of ready mo- 
ney there. In short, if we may rely on the 
testimony of history, men are brave, truthful, 
magnanimous, in proportion to their peveyeys 
and that the best are the poorest (always svp- 
posing they have enough to keep the body 
and soul together). The poets, too teach us 
that the golden age of every nation is that in 
which there is no gold in circulation. 
Now, if it be true that poverty, acting upon 

ordinary men tends to make them more intelli 
gent by mental friction,and more virtuous by the 
deprivation of the means of vicious idulgence, 
it follows, as a general rule, that it muet tend 
to make them happier. It would be euperfia« 
ous talking, in these days, to show that the 
more intelligent and the more virtuous a man 
is the happier he must be. Such an influence, 
acting vpon extraordinary minds, will of couree 
produce a corregpeading result; and if we 
search the annals of true greatness 'n all ages, 
we shall find that poverty has been the nureisg- 
mother of genius in an overwhelming majority 
of cases. 

Itis poverty that has’ saved genius from 
wearing out in the enjoyment of mere muo- 
dane felicity, for all genius has ao insatiable 
thirst for enjoyment; and if not foreed very 
goon in its career, to recognise the insufficien~ 
cy of earthly pleasures to satisfy its infinite 
longings—1f not compelled to forbear and to 
forego, to deny itself and to endure—it would 
be easily led by its inslivctive demande for 
enjoyments to accept eagerly «ll the pernici- 
ous pleasures of this world, ~- the lusts of the 
flesh, thie last of the eye, the pride of lile,— 
instead of the divine joy of which it 1s capable, 
and which it can never possese; till in som® 
way or other, by 118 own will alone, ( which 
is too much to expect from a mortal), or by 
the assistance of circemstances, it has lesroed 
to trample on those temptations; and standing 
erect sbove them, cun fix its g steadily 
upon things shove the earth, tis not unnew 
cessary to suy this, because many people who 
have a profound admiration for genius, have 
no conception of its struggles and self denials. 
They believe that meu like Socrates, Pericles, 
Trajao, and Antovivs, Alired and Charles 
magee, Wickliffe aod Zuiaglive, Descartes, 
and Spinosa, Bhakenpeare, Sydaey, and Schile 
ler, are either baru superior 1o the temptations 
10 vice which rige up within ordinery men, 
or find hitle difficulty in righting themselves 
afier a temporary aberration. Id this way 
their admirers often deprive them of their due 
share of praee. It is not for me to measure 
the meris of resistance in such men, but I am 
inelined to believe, that they had generally a 
harder task to subdue the cravings of the low~ 
er part of iheir nature than ordinary wen; and 
that the hardships of poverty, acting from 
without, went far to assist the working of the 
higher faculties withis, in most of the cases 
set down at random above. In the case of 
those who may be said to be * bora iu the 
purple,” either of empire or of luxmry, ariific 
cial or en accidental poverty was imposed up + 
on them, and they they thus lesrn to control 
their appetites acd their propensities, and to 
seek and find u joy which this world can nei- 
ther give nor take away. 

But to descend from these greater consider= 
ations of the bright side of poverty, let ue now 
dwell on its litle pleasures. Did you ever 
think, dear reader, of the pleasure of making 
sixpence do the work of a shilling? True, 
those who attempt the ask generally find it 
difficult; bat to people of epint, difficalt tasks 

are the only delightful onee, It is else true 
that many persons who have tried to perform 
the said task have failed in e signal manner, 
and pronounced it an impossibility, But there 
have been other adventurous poor persons, 
who, like Napoleon, have trampled on impoes« 

sibilities, and made their sixpences do double 
duty, 
The ingepui'y aud forethought that a man 

must exercise in order too get a dinner for 
sixpence give him more appetite for the meal 
than any rich man can feel by merely ruouimg 
his eye dowa the carte ar a first rate hotel, and 
selecting what he thinks hechall like beste 
The embarras du choix, 1n the one case, may 
be pleasing for a moment, but it can never 
be £0 thorou; satisfactory as the fixed 1w~ 
moveable necessity of the other ; the chop or 
rasher, or nothing, cannot be a very embarras- 

sing question to u well constituted mind, that 
1s roused to action by an empty stomach 
And when each has fiaished his meal, which 
derives the greatest amount of pleasare from 
ic? 
He who, with easy digestion, takes up his 

hat and hums a tune as he walks out of a 
coftee~honse, and goes away again to count~ 

i house or workshop, or he who, having 
achieved the great fact of his day—dioner— 
reclines in a state of somnolent repletion, 
waiting till such time as his overtaxed digesa 

tive organs shall have got through their busi=- 
ness, and will suff'r him to decide how he 
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i new puamplet, or the baby a new toy. 

will wile away the evening. 

if you have five miles to go to bus» 
every day, 18 not much wore pleasant 

(and how much more peaithful!) to take the 
omnibus one way, and walk the other, than 
ride both ways, aa those men so often do to 
whom shillings und sixpences are upimportant 
objects Besides, you can oceassianally waik 
both waye, and that afford 10 bay yourself at 

Again : 

Thea there is the asure of making pres 


