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Oh, peerless day, what blissful hours are thine,
Timed to the music of this radient morn,
Whose rythmic dance of stars before the dawn,
FProglaimed the coming of your steps diviné! - '

8ing, happy bivds, among your fragrant pines!
Puis promised pledge of Spring shiall give you cheer,
And tune those querulous notes of fear,

To gweeter curols wid U TLughing vines ;—

When Bummer, smiling through her sun-lit rdin,
Shall steal with silent foot'athwart'the hill,
Bearing in whispers low, to brook and rill,

The story of her triumphis o'er, again,

Qver, the graves, the cold, sad, silent graves,

Kying like coral reefs heaped high and white,

Where no glad wateh-fives answereth through the night,
Oh, sva of sunshine, break in purple waves.

- Go, where the exring ones, and moarners, tread
The bitter wine-press, sin-enthralled, heart-riven,
And' with this thagic light just born of heuven,
R Tllume o brighter book, a page unrvead.

‘Be my lone chamber, curtained with a glow,
Caught from the amber, fading into gold,
Blunded with ivis stain that shall enfold

The sum[}ru shadows as they come and gol

As breeze'and dew to shaded flowers tell,
Sirect sectets of a life they neverknew,
Of purple splendovs, born to burn.anew,
Mid vitul heat and joy, where sunheams dwell j—

Bo, lut us borrow ofthis tremulous dight,
Breaking in glory, down, from sky to sea,
While earth still sleeps In cold, damb mystery, ,
Prophetic faith in all things glad and bright!

And, leave some token, dear but fleeting day !
A fringe of cloud, bright as the gold-ferns’ hair,
8o, if to-morrow’s dawn shall break less faiy,

Tts light may kindly mingle with the gray,—

And slowly down the golden steeps, decline,
Your sunset’s crimsoned tides, gently delay
For many a weary heart has blessed your stay,

Whose night hath no warm, loving stars, like thine]
Lty [y )
NAvAL Sdnoor Hosrirar, 1865,

A soldier writes home that he gefs along with the
hird tack pretty well, except when they put the'shorten-
mg mto it Iengihwlse.

!]:';“’ The Culeutta Englishman says that the culture of
“cottonin ~the northiwestern provinces of India hds fuo-
<ereased fifty per cent. during the pastiyeary ' s

|

“ Uncle J ohnson 2

Mhis was a familiar name givento a pious old slave of
the family of President Harrison, who was made free at
the ege'of 100 years.  He was awakened in early life
under the preaching of Wm. Tennent, and for nearly a
century served the Lord with characteristic ardor and
devotion. The New York Eueangelist gives an account
of him thatshows a remarkableexperience, which many
Christians might covet : $ d

‘His Iridays, for more than seventy years, had been
ridigly observed as a day of fasting and prayer—days
in which, as he said; * I'says to de body, stand back,
I'se going to feed de soul to-day.” "Those are the -days
in which ‘I spreads de great things before de Lord -and
begs.’

He accounted for his long Tife in part, by saying The
did not work very hard ; that for about sixty years his
master used to let him out about six montns in each
year, ‘to blow de Gospel trumpet on the plantations
round bout, to make them good and religions; and I
tells ye, massn, when 1 was in prime—sfy about 80—
I could -blow de old trumpet so-dat dey could hear me
for miles.”

A Ohristian friend of his, for many years, related the
following anecdote of ‘ Uncle Johnson.’

"Once 1 said to him, *Unele Johnson, why don’t you |
¢ Massa, |
| in the world.

go to church once in a while? He answered,
I'wants to be dare, but I ean't 'have.’

! You can’t behave ?’

¢ Well, massa, ye knows, Inte. years, doflesh am weak ;
and w lmu dey 'gins to talk and sing about Jesus, I 'gin
to-fill-up,-and putty soon I has to holler, .and den dey
say, ‘Curry dat man to de door, he ’sturb de meeting.' !

¢ But you sheuld hold i antil you get home.’

£0, massa, I can't hold in—~I bust—ef I don't holler.’

Once after hearing him sing and pray at midnight,
when a thunder storm was passing, in the morning 1
said, ¢ Was that you shouting so last night?’

‘ Yes, massa, go I 'spose.’

¢Well, 1 thouglt the thunder made moise enough
without your hallooing.’

He looked up with astonishment, and said: ¢ Massa,
do you tink I'se goin’ 1o lie dere on my bed like a great
pig, when de Lord com'd along shakin’ de earth and de
Leavens? No, massa, wher I hear de thunder commin’
I'says, ‘Ellen, Ellen, avake up hLere, we is'goin’ to hear
from home agin’. '’

(Once after he had “been ill for a few days, I said,

"Unclc Johnson 1 theught your appointed {ime had

about come.’ ‘O, yes, massa, one day 1 thought I could
see de dust of de chariot comming over de mountains,
and den something said, ‘ Hold on Johnson a little long-
er; I'll come round directly.' - Yes, and I will hold on,
if de Lord will, another hundred years, for Tm hound
for Canaan.’ And then he broke out singing,
“ But this do T find ; we two are &o Jined,

He'll ot Yive in glory and Ieave me behing,»

. One day, Rev. Dr. 'H, called on him, with me. After
a conversation which surely the Doctor will never fors
get, he said :* :

¢ Well; Uncle Johnson, T must go,’ and then taking
him! by ' t,be iand, said, ¢ Good’ bye. 1 slypll prubnbb
lear doon that' ;au,hm phés’ed o‘vet J ox‘dan, but wa \Txll
follow on.’ <

The old man 1'eplied, ‘Yes, massn, & great many
years-ago, -a young man like you tell me dat; and den
after & bit ‘1'd ‘hear dey ha' gone and I am a pilgrim
get, But:I always manages to gend word.’

¢ Well, if I should die first, what- werd “would you
send ?’ said Dr, I

¢ 0, massy, if you shouli got Home to glory afore I do,
tell ‘em to keep the tablestandin’, for Johngson is Lytd=
ing on his way.' | > 3

We dare notattempt to describe the scene we witness-
ed the cvening his wife Qied; but a few days after, we
said lo\htm, ‘Don t you feel very lonely since-dillen laft

syon’

He replied, ‘0O, yes, butde Lord comes roun'
dny, just as de nuss wonld, and gives me a taste ob -de
kingdom wid de spoon ; but how I wants to get hold ab
de dish

c‘vm-_y

Tur Winp a8 A Musiciay,~The wind is o musicianby
birth, ‘We extend a gilken thread into the crevices of @
window, and the wind finds it and sings over it, and
goes up and down the seale upon it, and poor Paginint
must go somewhere else for honor, for lo ! it tries almost
anything on earth to sco if there is music in it -t per-
suades a tone from the great bell in the towery: whon the
sexton is at home and asleep ; it makesia mournful has'p
of the giant pines, and it does.not disdain to try what
sort of & whistle can be made-of the humblest chimney
How it will play upon a great treesuntit
{-every leaf thrills with themote in it; «and the wind sy
the river that runs at its base in a sort ufmnf'mcrin;__r o=
companiment. -And what a melody it sings when i
gives a coneert with a full chioir of the waves of the sog,
and performs-an anthem between the two worlds, that
goes up, perhaps, to the stars, which love music the
most, and sung it the first, and then how Yondly . it
baunts eld houses : mourning under the caves, singleg
in the halls, opening the old doors without fingers g and
singing a measure of some sad old gong around the fire-
less and deserted hearth,

‘PoutreNess.—A bright little boy; on hearing one of
the southern proclawatlons read, said recently.: 4 Jeff
Davis is so wonderfully polite, that when we catch him
I think we bad better ask him whether he would prefer
to be hung to a sour or a sweet apple tree,’

Z2% A counter jumper sang out to his country cous-
in, Who had come down to see the ‘lions.’

‘Why my dear fellow, you look awful green,
look as though you couldn’t say boo to & goose.’

! Boo !’ eried the coantry cousin.

You

UxraveuiNg.—A man coming home late one night; a
little, more than ‘half seas over,’ feeling thirsty, pro-
curcd a glass of water and dmnh vit, In‘doing so be
Mswallowed a small ball of gilk that lay in the bottom of
the tumbler, the end eatching in his teeth, Feeling
something in bis mouih, and vnot knowing what it
was;: he began pulling at the.end, and the little ball
unrolling, be soon had. several feet in his hands, aud
still. no end.apparently. Tewified, he shouted at the -
top of his yoice, ! Wile | wile! Lsay, wile, comé hewdl
Lam .unm\'ul,mg I

frEagtndrewiivd of wllamy, soime ién are ‘Jung,
soma cropped and branded, othiefy eiet_tui 16"office. '
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