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: MR. CATC‘HPENNY’S FIRST CAMP
EUNT IN ARKANSAS.

THE LAST DAY.

Night has drawn her black curtain closely
about us; chill and piercing blows the wiad ;
cot 2 twinkling star is seen to relieve the ut-
ter darkaess through which, lost, cold, aad
hongry, we grope our uncertain way. Being
lost at any time produces no very convivial

- feeling ; but, ia a cold night like this, it was
especially dismal and cheerless, as all the little
comforts of camp rose in tantalizing array be-
fore ue. Our melaacholy procession moves in
¢ Indian file,” and preserves a profoend silence,
which is only interrupted by the agonized ‘oh !’
of some unforiuaate individual, rudely saluted
by @ pendant limb or a too familiar briar—or

2 by the chorus of anxious shouts we often sent
up, with the vain hope that some responee
from ¢ camp’ might indicate the direction of

' 'sha* much wished for haven. But the roaring
winds are our only answer, and they seem, as

" they whistle past us, only 10 mock our noisy
efforts to make ourselves heard. Sullen and

| dispirited, we labor on through the thickening
gloom ; our borses, jaded with a long day’s tra-

“vel snd the heavy burdens they bore—we

“packed two large bear between us—do but
gtumble when we attempt to arouse them with
the spur; and the very dogs, seeming to know
from instinet that something is wrong, ali close«

* ly follow at our heels, never offering to run
ahead.

At last, when the most sanguine of us were
beginning to indulge in mournful apticipationa
of empty stomachs, and of the damp ground as
our couch, 2 shont, so faint as to resemble a

distant echo, is hesrd in reply to one of our .

energeic signals of disiress.
do such good-service as ours did then ; every
man rose in his stirrups, shouting with &n io-
tense earnestness that only lost men could feel.
This time the answer is more distinet, acd
in sddition several guns are heard in quick
guceession. The letting off of these firearms
w38 certaizly a phenomenon, as we left but one
gun in camp with our servant ; but hungry
men being the very worst philosophers in the
world, we pushed more eagerly forward withe
out oace troubling cur brains as to the mystery.

Never did lucgs |

| they carelessly reclined round the ecrackling

Soon the far dietant light of our camp fire |

kreaks upon ns.

Have you ever, duriog a frosty winter's
evening, been benighted n the country? and

do vou remember your sensations, when at a | ed larder, formed by four upright forks with

sudden torn 1n the rosd, the first twinkling
light frem the house flashed upon you? For il

you do not you cannet conceive of the glowirg |

feeling of exuitation thai stole over when that
light firet beeame visible, etruggling through
the gloom. Brightly it now glimmered in the
digtance. And mever was the [ate winter’s
ena hailed more gladly by weary seatinel thaa
was that uncertsin light by Mr Caichpenny.
For with it came luxurious visions of rest and
warmth—of roasted bear’s mest and venison
steaks—which made our lone tent in the wils
derness as weleome to his soul as if * bright
eyes’ and ¢ honest watch dogs’® had thrown
about it all the peetic charms of home. - That
merrily blazing ire had its effect upon us all
I felt * thawed,” and new energy was aroused
within me ae if [ had awakened {rom a long
and refreshing sleep. Qur horses,.too;, impro-
ved their gait, and, prickiog up their ears,
loudly meighed 1n recogrition of their journey’s
ead, ard the dogs once more ran on shead as
they now perfecily knew their ground.

As we draw near, unknown forms sre acen
gliding about the fire, but before we had time
to determine the meaning of ail this, a num-
ber of fierce dogs rashed out upon us, and a ge-
ueral battle is instantly commenced between
our own paek and them. Inan instant thres
men are among our noisy aseailants, plyiog their
clubs go vigorously that the fight is soon epded,
aod when the tumait was somewhat gquelied,
wio should ehake us by the hand but old * Un-
cle Nathan’ and two of his {riends, regular
bear huanters, that we all knew well, who,
guided by the buzzards hovering over our camp,
had found their way in and promised to spend
the night with us. These birds with an uners
ring rcuteness of smell, are attracted by = taint
so slight as to be imperceptile to the nicest of
human noses, and never (ail to be seen eailing
at a great distance above a ¢ rich camp > They
are the old hunter’s surest gunide to his tent
when he becomes ¢ botherea’ of a cloudy dsy,
and to them we owed the pleasure of this
meeting with our friends fo far from homs. To
me it was both stronge and delightful. Hospi-
tality 1s a feeling which increases s opportu.
nities of its indulgence are diminished, ard 1
have rarely felt more pleasure. from the recep=
tion of a visit then I did in weleoming these
1ude huoters to our teat in the woods

Sooun after an exchange of salutations, we
ars all sssembled round the fire for supper.
There was something so bewitzhiegly cheerful
in ¢he huge blazing logs, and gaily singing cof=
{s= pot—-there was such an air of comfort and
p enty abont the immense pyramid of bear ribs
piled ap on a dish of eypress bark, end the
brown bread scattered through the company—
ttere were guch deltcious odours rising from
th resking venison steaks, the roasting kid
a+vs and spiited liver, that Mr Catchpenoy’s
foolistly soft heart dilated at the prospect
Regarding the eatables with @ tender ieer tha
einqaently spoke his affection, he impatiently
augges:ad the propriety of beginning, and forth-
wiilh fell too moest earnesly. Fieree and vorer
l=uiing was the onslaugh!, and ternble wee

{
|

the suffering of the tempting dainties before us.
Long after the rest of our party had fallen
back, Mr Catchpenny reluctantly ceased, from
repletion, his prolonged attack, and, easting
many a longing glance upon the remains of the
feast, he signed to think how much more had
been cooked than we could possihly consume ;
but he had then never seen uncle Nathan eat,
or he would then have bees troubled with no
ecoromical regrets of that sort,

He had indeed heard of the ®dilating pow-
ers’ of Ichabod Crane and the amaconda—wss
» pretty fair feeder himself—but he had no
conception of the abdominal capacity of hu-
man nature in the shape of a hangry bear hun-
ter. Uncle Nathan was & lorg, slim individual,
considerably rounded about the shoulders, who
stepped abouta yard and e half at a stride, and
who always wore a keen hungry look, that
might induce the belief that he was training,
on low diet, for a foot race. But the unsus-
pecting stranger little dreemed of the roomy
accommodations which that lank frame afforde
ed to everything in the shape of food. Like
frost work before the sun, the big pile of riba
vanished before the perseverance of the old

hunter, and his unceasing applications to the
coffee pot were becoming as alarming as they
were astounding to the innocent Catchpenny,
That gentlemen seriously ruminating uvpon the
necessity of cantioning the old man against the
dangers of excess, for ealready the waistband
of his linsey-wolsey pants was visibly tightning
under the iefluence of hia continued potations,
and his white horn buttons seemed troubled
with a decided inclination to bury themselves
altogether from sight.

The old man had a way after he had com«
pleted the substantial portion of his supper,
duriog which he was always much tco busy
to talk, of drinking coffee and telling stories to
an almost unlimzited extent. And in all arourd
him there was a savage beauly and a wildness
that greatly enhanced the interest of his hunt.
ing yarne. The white tent half bathed in the
silver light of the moon that now shone forth,
and half lighted up by the ruddy glare of the |
fire; the dogs equatted beyond the circle eager-
ly watchiog for their part of the meal; acd
the strangely atired hunters themselves, as

fire, gave the whole scene an air siagularly
pieturesque—and, when a fitful blaze higher
than the rest would flash upon the bearded
faces, long heir and glittering knives of the
men, one might readily imagine it some ban-
dit scen2. Aud for me it possessed all the
charms of novelty. I cannot describe my feel-
ing of entire coatentment whilst sprawling at
full lergth; I looked up to the stars, or in deep
reverie intently gezed into the red embers, or
eilowing my eyes to wander to our well stocks

cross pieces, thickly hupg with «ll the varie.
ties of wild meat.

Uncle Nathan continved his devotion to the
cofiee pot, and the eyes and wonder of Gatch-
penny are enlarged in proportion.  The eld
hunter baving completed one story. poured
himself out another cup, and after a prolonged
drink, commenced a new one.

¢ Well, stranger, yon like this rough life in
the woods. do you? Fine huntin and ledgin,
aint it1? But the time has been, and it aint so
mighty long ago neither; that men could’nt
camp out here in the wilderness without having
a regular guard at night to keep off the * var-
mintg. Some feller wos always awake to
waich and give the alarm ; for these ugly de-
vils of wild beasts would very olten come into
our very camp for meat, when they were ra-
ving mad with hunger.

¢ L remember one cold dark "night like this
one, 1 was sittin up on guard. The other fels
lers had been snoring away for meny a long
weary honr, and in spite of myself I felt drow-
sy too. Igotuptwo or three times and put
wood on the fire to make things look cheers
ful-like, and to keep myself awake by movin
about, but it wes’nt no use. [ was tired, and
every minit I got more sleepy; the fire began
to look dim aad shaky like ; them regular jong
snorts from vuder the blankets gradually sound-
ed to my dull ears like a band of music a long-
ways off ; and afore I know’d it I was fast
asleep eetting bo'd upright 2gin the teat pole.
I don’t know how long U slept, but I was waked
up by an awful trublesome dream. [ drempt I
hearn a little rustlin noise behind a log, I looks
ed up, and 1 see big paiuter come creepin
along, with his wicked, hungry eyes fixed on
me. [could hear the rustle of every leaf he
turned as he slowly trod along,  Every now
and then he’d stop, fizing his burning eyeballs
oRr me, and waving his long tail ke’d snuff the
air and lick hie lips like he was impatient .to
git hold on me. He kept cautiously dragging
him:elf along, every miait sioppia to listen,
and when he would croneh down and raise his
ears, I verily thought them shinin eyes of his
would pop out of his head—he losked go eager
at me. At last he got into springing distance,
and his eyes looked fireer than ever, he raised
b;gh bie tail, and sbook it for miait, then dropt
it between his legs as he equatied himself
down te dart os me—uttering a ery of horror
1 jerked up my rifle, and woke vp, with the
coid eweat standing in great big drops all over
my face.

* My friends war atill makiag their musical
developments arcund me—the fire had nearly
burnt cut—and 1 found my ‘horrid vision was
all too true.  For sure enough by the glimmer-
fn.unsartin l'ght of the fire, 28 it sometimes bla-
zed up, I could plainly see them game green
eyes about fifieen stepe off, glarin &1 me thro’
toe darkness, I could’nt see him, but his eyes
war sufficient; they told me, by beip so close

to the ground, that he was réady to make his
spring; &ud thoogh they scemed g burn inta
my very marrow, [ eould'at look away, but by |
some sirange {(asciaatica my gaze was suili - |
viied oa his, )

¢ Stranger, that war a mighty tryin time—
it makes me cold now to chink of it. My hair
stood on eend like young switch cane brake,
and raised my cap clean off my head. My
flesh seemed eall Joose on my bones, and crawl-
ed about on ’em with an uacomfortable feelin,
just like they were rusty iron, and strange, on-
accountable shivers ran up and down my back
as I thought what I should do. I had’'nttime
to wait thet was clear, but that I could’at be
in & hurry was equally sertain, for Tmight miss
him, andthen I knew I was a gone ‘coon-skin’
sure. So without gettin up, 1 sorter split the
difference, and takin a good aim right between
his shiners, I fired. 1 tell you what, them
eyes went out like spuffin a ecandle, and the
way I did holler wasa cauntion. At the shoot-
in and the noise the men all came tnmblin out
of the tent in a heap—some draggin their
blankets after them, and some with their guns
and all lookin as wild and skeered as I felt. I
told em ’em 1 had slaid a painter, and jerkin
up a biezin chunk I called on 'em to foller.
We all rushed up to whar the dead varmint
lay, and it wae pre-haps, the d——dast, biggest
'poseum [ ever saw caught in these swamps’

! Catchpenny joined in the mirth excited by the
" urlooked-fur corclusion of uncle Nathan’s sto-

ry, but this laugh was dry and evidently fors
ced, his mind being preoccupied by far weight~
ier matters. Fierce was the contest between
doubt and determination going on ia hia bo«
gom. It was evident that he must either sit
quietly by and see u fellow creature wilfully
incur, by exceesive coffee drinking, the danger
of self explosion, or else he must viclate, by
interference. the right which every American
freeman hias of blowing himself up il he pleas-
es. What should he do? Every source of
philanthropy is stirred withia him—the teaders
ness of his natvre has been touched—for al-
ready have those horn buttons disappeared ena
tirely from view, and that tightened waistband
is only indicated by a sunken rim ‘about the
top of the copperas-coloured breeches. The

| common feelings of hwinanity demended that

he should interfere. for uncle Nathan attribu«
ting the stranger's restless manner and staring
eyes to a half frightened interestin his etories,
nrow reached over and poured out anotker cup
in preparation for a new slory.

Aftera long, sonorous sup, during which
he knowingly regarded our friend over
the top of the cup, he commenced: ¢ Wall,
stranger, that last adventer war'nt a patchin to
one’—but the story is violeatly interrupted.
There was a slight explosion, and a sharp
whizziog sound passes Mr Catchpenny’s ear.
Uncle Nathan has fallen back and a little sea
of coffce :hreatens to inundate everybody
about the fire.

¢ I knew that cup must pop him,’ exclaimed
Catchpenny, in frantic excitement. ¢ 1 felt
confident that he could not stend it, Tor sothin
less than en Ivdia rubber botile counld.”

The habbub had subsided ; uncle Natkan has
been picked up, and it is found that he had ou-
iy fallen down in leaning againet an ansteady
stake ; that he had eplit that waistband, epilt
his coffee, and burst off ‘a button, but he had
received no bodily injury.

THE BEAUTIFUL.
BY JOKN G. WHITTIER, OF AMERICA.

A few days since, I was walking with a
friend, who, unfortunately for himeelf, seldom
meets with anything in the world of realities
worthy of comparison with the ideal of hia
fancy—which, like the bird in the Arabian tale,
glides perpetually before him, always near, yet
uever overtaken. I felt my arm suddenly pres-
sed. *“Did you see that lady, who has just
passed us ¥ he inquired. I turned and threw
back a glance. *I seeher,”Ireplied; ‘agood
figure, and quite a gracsful step—what of her ¥’
¢ Why, she is most beantiful—in fact, very
vearly perfect,” said my (riend. *I have scen
her several times befare, and were it not for a
chin slightly out of proportion, I should be ob-
liged to confess that there ig at least one hand-.
some woman in the city.” ¢And but ene, I
suppose,’ eaid I, laughingly. *That I am sure
of." said he ; *T have been io all the Churehes,
and in all the Corporations, and there is not a
handagme woman here, although she whom we
have just passed comes nearer the etandard
than any other.’

Just as if there were any standard of beauty
—a fixed, arbitrary model of form aod feature,
and colour! The beauty which my friend
seemed in search of was that of proportirn and
coloring ; mechanical exaciness; a dae coma
binaion of soft eurves and obtuse angles, of
warm carnation, and marble puriiyt Such a
mao, for aught I can see, wmight love a graven
image, like the girl of Florence, who pined in~
to a shadow for the Apollo Belvidere, looking
eoldly on her with hisstony eyes, from his niche
in the Vatican. One thing is certain; he will
never find his faultless piece of artistical per=
fection, by searching for it amidst flesh and
blocd realities. Nature does not, as far as |
con perceive, work with square and eompass
or lay on her colors by the rales of royal nni-m'
or the dunces of the academies. She eschew;
regular outlines. She does not shape her forma
by a common model. Notone of Eve’s nu-
merous progeny in all respects resembled her
who first culled the fowers of Eden It js in
ths infioite variety and picturesque inequality
of natare, that her great charm and uncioying
beauty consists. Look at her primitive woods
—acattered trees with moist sward and brighy
mosses at their roots—great clumps of green
shadew, where limb entwists with limb and
the rustle of one ieaf stirs a hundred others—
ewretching up steep hill-sides, fooding wirh
green beauty the volleys, or arching over with
leaves the sharp ravines—every 1ree pnd shrub
unlike its nerghbor in size and proportion—ihe
old acd sterm-broken leeniog on the youngand

vigorous—intricate «nd confused, without order
and method !  Who would exchange this for
artificiul French gardess, where every iree
stands st ff and regnlar, clipped and trimmed
into unvarying conformity, like so many gren-
adiers under review? Who wante eternal
sunehine or shadow 7 Who would fix for ever
the loveliest cloudswork of an autumn soosel,
or hang over him an everlasting moounlight 1 it
the stream had no quiet eddying place, could
we so admire its cascade over the rocks!

Were there no elouds, could we go hail the sky

shining through them in its atill, calm purity !
Who shall venture to esk our kind Mother Na-
ture to remove from owr sigh: any one of her
forms ot colors? Who shall decide which @
beautiful, or otherwise, in itself considered?
There are too many like my fastidious friend,
who go through the world ¢ from Dan to Beer-
sheba, fiading all barres’—who have always
somae fault or find with nature and providenes,
seeming 1o consider themselves especially ill-
used becanse the ones does not always coingids
with their taste, nor the other with their nate
row notions of personal convenience. In ons
of his early poems, Coleridge has beavtifully
expressed a truth, which is not the less impor:
tant becauee it is mot generally admitted. I
have not in way mind at this momaent the entire
passage, but the idea is briefly this: that the
mind gives to all things their eoloring, theif

-gloem or gladness ; that the pleasure we derive

from external natwre is primarily (rom our-
seives :
“ From the mind. itseIf must issue forth

A light, a glory, a fair luminous mist,

Enveloping the earth,’

The real difficulty of these life-long hunter$
after the beautiful exists in their own spiri®
They set vp certain models of perfectien 17
their imaginations, and then go about the worl
in the vaia expectation of finding them actuslly
wronght out according to pattern; very unred
gsonably caleulating that nature will suspead h*r

“everlasting laws for the purpose of cres!?f

fauless prodigien for their especial gratifics®
tion.

The authorsof ¢ Gaieties and Gravities' g'%®
it a8 their opinion, that no object of sight*
regarded as a simole, diseonnected form,
that an instantaneons reflection as to its histo*
ry, purpose, or associations, converts it into®
concrete oue—a process, they shrewdly 7"
mark, which no thinking being can preved
and which ean only be avoided by the vnmee?”
ing and stolid stare of ‘a goose on the ¢O™*
mon, of a ¢cow on the green’ The senst?
and the faculties of the understanding sre *°
blended with, ard dependent upon, each oth®"™
that not one of them can exercise its offic®
alope, and without the modification of ?""”l
extriosic inteclvrence or suggestion. Gratels
or unpleasant associations cluster aronnd ®
which senee takes cognizance of ; the bes"
which we discern in an exteraal object is ofte®
but the reflection of our own minds. :

Whatis beauty, afier all 1 Ask the 10D
who kneels in homage to one who hasno @ -
traction for others. The cold on-looker #O"
ders tha: he can call that enclassic combinsti®”
of features, and that awkward form, beas!

ful. Yetsoitie. He sees, like Dﬂd““?':;
her ¢visage in her wind,’ er affections. Alh:"‘

from within shines through the externd G0
comeliness, sofiens, irradiates, and glor!
it. That which to others seems comﬂ"’ﬂpl;z
and unworthy of note, is to him, in to€ ¥°

of Spenser,

¢ A sweet, attractive kind of grace,
A full essarance given by looks,
Continual comfort in a face,

The lineaments of Gospel books.”

¢ Handsome 18 that handesome dae»—-l;"
your heads, girls!’ was the language ©
rose in the play, when addressing her %;'ﬂ"’
ters, The worthy matron was right. V9
that all my female raaders, who are 80
foolishly because they are notin allr e
like Dubufe’s Fve, or that statue of the b
¢which enchanis the world,” could be pers®
ed to listen to her. .~ What is good lookitg:
Horace Smith remarks, but looking g0° AR
good, be womanly, be gell‘t—-gﬂlﬂ'o.n
your sympathies, heedful of the well be! .
all around you, and, my word for 14 you %
not Jack kind words of admiration-
and pleasant associations will gather .b(l’n
Never mind the ugly reflection whie pestt
glasa may give you. That mirror has a0 reti®
But quite another picture ig yours 08 ‘.
na of human sympathy. There the be
holiness, of purity, of that inwar
 which passth show,’ reats over it .
and mellowing its features, just A% b
calm moonlight melw those vf 8 FOUEZ, J=,
seape inta harmoaious loveliness.
your heads girls!” 1 r?ent afier
¢ Why should you no:? Every m ve 0
ter of you can be beautilul, - You c'ln :: intels
yourselves in an atmosphere of ioré .thel .
lectual beanty, through which your °‘ 08¢
plain faces, will look forth like ","”;"co of
Beautiful to Ledyard, stiffeuiog in ld",.v.imuiv!-
a northern winter, seemed the hl g d
smokestained woren of Lapland, omo pece
bim in their furs, and ministered wda of com®
sities with kindness and gentle wor‘ heart of
pession.  Lovely to the hOm""’o s ey
Park seemed the dark maids of Sr? we
sung their low and simple 8ong °o fort (be
beside his bed, and gought 10 }f rto bnﬂl’
while stranger, who had* 0o mo! ccov" vy 4
him milk end no wife to grind him 10 be
talk a8 we muy of beauly ae & ‘m“‘n canyes~
selled {rom marble or wrought °°‘|on and out”
gpeculate as we may upon it w|o.bometi°"
lines—what is it bui an inteliectu? = ao:bef
after allt. The heart feelz & bewz
kind—Ilooking through the ou'¥
ment, it discovers a deeper L
oveliness
} This wos well understood by
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