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©h ! writer of vorse neoonth.

1Y thou in thy heart doth want

An Awylum shirt for thy days of voutl,

& shirt thes doth deeply dmphant
Biiteh by soich, to thy beset
The value of womnsn's time,
Thes wtitch by sifich doth Jmpart
A comfort ootold by rhyme,

Oh! woman this verse doth declare
That o shirt from the Asylum Hall
Btitch by stiteh 1 'l never deepair ‘
Come from cloth for a shirt not a palls
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1 thank thee, O stitch by skitch
For thie aicest kind of shirt,

And when | get bowe, sod rich,
I '} keep thee clesr of the dire.

11 weny it until it wearg o,
And then iteremnosnis Il keep
To bind up my toes when in gout,
And their pum totel in oil 1o keep:
Oh ! stitch, etitch, stiteh,
The oil o 8 sorvow(lul heart
18 woman's love that msketh rich
When she of her love doth imopart
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‘A DIALOGUE,

BETWEEN TWO SOUTHERN GENTLEMEN AND A NEGRO.

" Bow.—And is this you my oid master and
friend T Where have yoit been T Whither
have you journeyed sin‘e%jan were at the
plantation ?

Mazor BrLL—1It is indeed me, your old
mester Bob, and your best sarthly friend.—
I have been afar and visited philanthropic
inatitutions—Asylums for the indigent, igno-
rant, Junatic, the blind, poor widows and ox-
phans.

Bob.—Master please explain yourseifi..
Agyloms! what in the name of the seven
stars are they T :

Major Bell—Well, my boy, you may
ligten, and I will tell you. An Asylum isa
retreet from the world’s cares, & refuge from
ite sorrows. Like the shadow of a great
roek to the wesried traveller it refreshes snd,
prepares for duty on the pilgramegé of life.

Bob—By whom were they established,
and by whom supported and governed ?

Major Bell—They originated in the be-
sern of philanthropy @ are supported by pri-

vate benéficence, and maintained by the pub-

lie benefaction, and governed by representa-
tive humanity, In Eerope sed Americs,
they are opened alike for various grades,
from the vepourish hypocrandiac to the ra-
vizg maniae, snd are fashionsble resorts for
s intellectunt dyspeptics.”
{4 Anock al the door is heard.
Muojor Bell—DBob, step to the door. and
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ask the knocker to welk in, for your mastey
is at bome. -
[Enter Col. Dhufee.

Major Bell.—Ah, Col. Duke, I have been
waiting your approach this evening, but as T
am now engrged in a conversation with my
boy, Bob, 1 beg you to sest yourself, and I
will soon be ut leisure to attend fo you.

Col. Duke, of Ky.—Don't let me inter-
rupt you by any means, as 1 am npot on wr-
gent business, I will remain awhile with an
old and particular friend.

Major Bell.—Now what was you saying,
Bob ?

Bob.—1 will just tell my master a kttle
‘story, and then, if he pleases, proceed with
my subject 1

Master Shuckleford's Negro stole some.
chickens of Col, Sherrod’s Toney, and when
he was breught to Justice Blackwell, he was
asked how he happened to do theact, Ths
act, Masea Blackwell, please and bless youp
old seul, I don't know, spese, spe@é,_ cos 1
was crazy, I was crazy.  Itis so fashionable
to be craxy, master, it saves many a fellow
from the State’s Prison and Gellows.

Major Bell—A pretty good snd rational
resson, Bob.  The major part of sll delin-
quents in moral duty would doubtless like to
render such an excuse at the bar of God end
Mg, :

Bob.—And mester are those good men
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known who endeavour to ameliorate the
condition of man i

Major Bell.—Immaterial to you whether
ghey are or not. Their virtues are sllied to
Heaven, nod dre zegistered theve.

Bob.—But their names if you please mas-
gter, for 1 have learned something since
you've been gone, and can tell you u little
that would surprise you for one so dark as I
1 know, my dear and respected master, what
Asylums =ve, and { know you are one'of
their friends, snd Mester Calboun says that
my bleck brethren are less liable ta insunity
when enslaved than free.

Major Bell.—Why Bob, you surprma me
indesd ! I am amazed.

Bob.—Yea: und Muster Calhoun thinks
Slavery. is & good thing, and Texas anneza-
tion a geod thing : sh, but too much of &
good thing is good for nothing, as the old
drusken man said when he was reeling hiome
of & dark night.

Major Bell.—Well Bob.

Bob.——And when Missouri was admitted
into the Union,.a besutiful printing was ex-
hibitad representing a Negro dancing, and
rejoicing that there was more reoms for the
Darkies to breathe.

Major Bell.—Procesd Bob.

Bob.—~Yes, Sir, end the enlargement of
Slavery's domeins mitigates the evils, and
the Abolitionists ! Major, why, if we were
gll set fres wa wouid die off like Frogsin
Egypt-

Major Bell.—But Bob.

Bob.—My master, the prospect before us
is rousing [ tell you. Seldom are negroes
crazy. Once when Col. Hitcheock’s regi-
ment was leaving Florida, s terrible storm
swopt away nearly all of Port Leon, but one
old negro who was out of his head, and who

would not be massa when all were gone but
he.

Majar Bell.—~Truly Bob, and who would
notfbe ?

Bob.—Master, I read in Dr Rush, from
yaar library, {rest and bless his memory,) he
hed o faithful Afvicon by his side when he
went to see ihe poor, and he said they were
his best patients, for the Almighty wad their
paymaster. President! Staughton mention-

od that negro in his eulogy, as your library
unfolde. R

Major Bell.—You surely do sstovad me.

Bob.~~Hau, ba, ha, ha, he, master, you was
g0 long telling, that I concluded to tell you
myself of Frence and Spain, and of the
melancholics of England, and of Italy, but
not of Germany, for there the peeple, like
the steamboats, smokiog as they go, drive
away the Blue Devils by their smoke.

Major Bell.—Now, Bob, doyou tell me so.

Bob.—Ha, he, ha, master, and thers was
Mr. Pinel, of Frence; he dressed up wild
beasts, two limbed ones though, and made
human beings. - Oh master, what a terrible
affair to be crazy. The name of that French-
man suvely should breathe through every
crevics of humanity.

Major Bell.—Yes, yes. Bob, and there
ware numerous others.

Bob.—[ humbly crave your pardon for
telling you that our plantation had two who
were & little cut gf the way, my mester and
his Beb.

Major Bell—Bob, you are a saucy fellow.

Bob.—I tell you what it is master, if a
man koows thet he is a fool. the betile is
half over, and [ confess judgement in the
case, and if & man knows and feels that he is
insane, why he is sone. Magna est veritas
et prevaiabit.

Major Bell.—Well, there is hops then,
and hope kespeth the heart whole, and let
me tell you Bob, the nind which is restrained
like mine has been, instinctively seeks and
finds its netural reposs in the pleasures of
gensation, and the wearied sense aspires &0
hide itzelf in the kindlier bosem of emetien,
whence the inteliect springs up snew im
renovated strength.

Bob.—Yes, master, & consciousness of
one’s insanity is proof of a diwn of reason,
for they that be whole need not u physicien.
Drunkenness is & small madness, end when
& men knows he's drunk, ba, he, be, ba, erge
he's sober. Ha, ha, ha, hs.

, Major Bell.—What is and has besn your
ailment ? _

Bob.—A very harmless one, master, for i
us poor Darkies. I believe all white folks
wers only apples, peaches, pears and oyaters,

{
aud that I could est them. Thes ble noses i
i
i




A4 DIALOGUE.

ke

sad pink eyes enggestad fo me the ides that
potatoss wers descended from a stock of
originel heads. I otill believa in metempsy-
chosis. ‘That you only are 2o apple. That
the King of France is an orange, and the
Quesn of England a pood lily, and that
President Boyver was a russett brown, and
could I collect them together, I'd devour
them for supper, and rid the world of such
ineumbrances.

Major Bell.-——Execily my belief, Bob, and
two beads are better than one, if one sz
pegro’s or sheep’s heal.

Bob.—Oh, master, don’t dsteri’ate the
Africanrace. Tiesnot Mr. Stachope Smith,
he whe sleeps near Capt. Stockten, in
Princeton, he¢ he not told you !

Major Bell.-—Told yon what Bob !

Bob.—Has he not told you that we are sl
slike in subsiance. That it is the mucosity
of the membranous portion that gives the
tings to the appearance by- .. I will pot tax
my mester with too much information. You
can obtain very imporiant information by
subscribing for the American Jowrnal of In-
sansly. :

Major Bell.—Proceed Bob.

Beh.—Asyloms are beautiful, pleasant
places, where there is sweel music, pretty
fiowers and delightful walks—warm in win-
ter, and cool in summer, and there is a vari-
aty of character to interest the ingenuity of
usual allotment to maokind, and charming
ladies, some bright eyed Ophelias. Some-
times some Madge Wildfires, as Master
Walter says.

* Major Bell.—But, Bob, the gentle sex are
always lovely even in wrath.

Beb.——0Ok, master, there is no genersl rule
withont some perticular excepticns, us I
hesrd Professor Barpard sey. Idreamed a

dreswn, and thought I saw good angels hover-
ing over the sssemblies of the afficted. 1
saw them clap their glad winge as ther scared
in mid-besven, bearing the enraptured spirit
of the deperted Rush, and as they nestled

him close to their embrace, echoed and re-
echoed through the vaulted arch from trum-
pets thet seemed ic shake the very Heavens
with gladness—

“The memory of the Just is blessed.”

Mujor Bell.—Ah, we, what will become
of us? I was proposing to give & relstion of
what had been done for Africans, for Insene,
for Paor, for Blind, for Dumb, but & wvegro
has instructed me and directs me to the
source of knowledge. * 1 had a dresm, "twes
notall 2 dream.”” Ithought I saw the spirig
of the immortal Rush, sccompanied by a
flight of seraphas, with harps melodicus, and

i bending o’er the scene of his former exist-

ence, in the sublimest strains of music, and
words famtliar to the ear of Earth-tried
friends, in choir-nitendant, say—
Ye good distressed, ye noble few who there un-
hending, . oA
Btand beneath life’s preseare, bear up awhile,
The storms of wintry life will quickiy péas,
And one unboanded spring encircle ail.

Boh.~—Stay, sitay, master, for mercy's
sake. If I am & negro, [ am of noble origim,
an Egyptian, and you know how the aris
travelled. Don't forget it now, master.—
They trevelled from Egypt to Greece, and
what was she but a horde of savages whe
seemed to dispute with the beasts of the
field, their caverns, and the mengled victima
of their ferecicusness, until Cecrops planted
& Colony amongst them.

Major Bell.—Cecrops! whatsort of crops
are they, Bob!

Bob,—Master, you misapprehend me.—
Cecrops is the name of & man who planted
a Colony, from whom remotely descended
to us the blessings we enjoy, whers it would
be sacrilegious to imsinuate that the Biacke
hold the key of mystery that have come to.
them from Egyptiap Science, and meay re-
vive the genius of ancients to vepay the
kindness of their mesters.

{ To be continued, }
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A DIALOGUE,

BETWEEN TWO SOUTHERN GENTLEMEK AND A NEGRO.

{ Coneluded from our last.) -

Mujor Bell.— Y ou have & great opinion of
yourself, Bob, and [ hope that gratitude for
favours will be enstamped on every Black.

Bob.—Pride of ancestors, end pride of
ourrace, isworthy. Christophe, Touisssnt,
Paul Cuffes and Phillis Wheatly, have they
not honoured their coloar, my master and
friend ?

Major Bell.—Youn audacious one, I have
the will to punish you.

Bob.—Nay, nay, master, I erave your in-
delgent pardon. I maey be sliowed to say
that here in Alabama there are minds of cul-
tivation that know the worth of kindress,
&nd appreciate knowledge. Yes, sir, even
Biacks. :

Major Bell.— Well Bob, you may preceed
and be heard toc.

Bob.—There is the servant of Master
Pickens, who resds snd understands len-
guages, and the Syneds propose to buy him
for $2,650, and there is the slave of Master
Plessants who calculates beyond the whites.

Mejor Bell.—Indeed Boh.

Bob.-—Why, master, he agonizes to solve
problems, and gives the result correctly.—
He figures largely, I tell you.

Major Bell.—Well, Bob, I suppose the
Niggers are smart, if they had a chance, like
white folks.

Bob.—But te return to the subject of your
northers trip.  Did my old master learn the

present condition of the heathen there?— |-

Alwaye troubling themselves abowt other
people. They forget thet charity begins at
home. They are such good people, and yet
might atarve in the midst of abundance.
Major Bell.—In the sincerity of my soul,
my derkie, there are heathen ic the midst
of our beautiful cities. There are many

[178]

who live in secret grief, avd die neglected.
Some pine in want and dengeon’s gloom,
some grosn awey their lives in unconscioes
servitude to their unfladged wills, and some
are like the Kentucky horse who bore hic
master to conrt, and remained subservient i
his disposal, when he might héve enjoyed
the freedom of a release.

Bob.— Yes, but master, the horse probs-
bly ressoned thus, my bridle holds me only
as my master holds it. He wpot holdimg it
consequently I am free. But again, if my
bridle holds me not, then I am not held to
ownership.. Copsequently, I am not uncoa-
trolleble.

Major Bell.—Goad logie, Bob.

Bob.—Hg, ha, ha, master/ Butif I lesve
my master, (the horse might say,) my sub |
sequent action, would be in the line of pre- |
vious habit, and I should be subject to recap-
ture. ‘Therefore, the better part of valoris .
discretion, and I will remain just exactly s
I remain with you, my master.

Major Bell. —What = negre you are Beb.
Is there such another in all the State of
Alsbama.

Bob.—1, I, I, am & no ececunt sort of fek
low. 'These lecks have grown grey inm ser-
vice, these aged hmbs will soon seek their
repose in the grave. But, master, my im-
mortal spivit | What zaith Dr. Waits, is the
old Psalm Book.

Major Bell.— Well, what doth he say !
Bob.—Don’t you know mester?

Princes, this cley wmust be your bed,

In spite of all your toil,
The tal{l, ke wise, the reverend head
Mustbens lowas,.cceacnacas ‘Bab's.

Major Bell.—But the immortal nature of
the species !
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Bob.Yes, my good master, my eoul ex-
(s in ite immortality, end hopes to join the
nged legion with me. [ live in these
pure regions where no billows lash the shore,
nor $empest gathers in the sky. If I should
know you in Heaven, 1 will vie with you in
giving praiss to him *who made of one blood
all the naticns of the earth.”

Major Bell—And Bob, will you forget
Alsbama, when you'll be on the banks of the
river of life.

Bob.—Master, Master, Earth will be
swellowed wp in the joys of Heaven, and
my beatified spivit will rejoice that I had se
good a friend as you.

Major Bell.—What, Bab, will be the con-
dition of the poor Inssne, the Dumb, the
Blind, and the sfflicted genernlly beyond the
grave ?

Bob.— Ah, now you know very well, mas-
ter, that my experienge has led to some pro-
found observations, and thas I conclude that
they will be reiustated in the pristine pure-
ness of everlasting fife? I am inclived to
Universalism, mastsr, for there iz no muiti-
plicity of human agencies can counteract the
influence of Omniscient purity and love, -

Major Bell.—Begoue with your nonsense.

Bob.—A beam etherial, sullied and absorpt,

The' sullied and dishonored, is still divine.

Major Bell.—Submerged too often in the
miseries of the world.

Bob.—Reinvigorated, disenthralled, the
pure spirit of my neture, of yours, my good
old master, of the lame, the helt, the blind,
the lunatic, wiil be restored to light and ife
divine at the very presence of the Saviour
of the world.

“Ethiopia ebsll soon stretch forth her honde
unto Gop.”

This is alt I have to sey to my master now.
T vens o giad to see him. Ha, ha, he. Will
ke parden my intrusion? '
Major Bell —Hear me now, Bob. Ihave
t0ld you of many things, of the duties of
life, snd yet you comfort me with the snda-
cious belief that all will congregate in Heaven
forever and forever. The Parricidal, the
Fratricidal, the Homicidal, the Burglar, with
the Patriot, the Statesman and the Christian.
Bob.—Master, you have my inclination to
the doctrines, all liable to miscomstruction

like the Constitution of the Government.—
I can tell you thet Master Jefferson will find
his Declaration true. All equal, all squsl in
the other world. Ha, bs, ha. If the Devil
gets us he will equslize ue.

Meajor Bell—Ah, you negro, you sre fun-
ning in sericus maiters.

Bob.—Ngy, nay, master, let me say that
the world will be regenerated by the influ-
ence of agencies through sl the ramifica-
tions of society. Intellectual refinement
will prepare the way for the reception of
the Lord’s commands, and = similitude of
correspondence thersunte.

Major Bell.—AR, Bob, you are a little ju-
consistent Jike the rest of wankind.

Bob.—I{ ] counld raiss my voice to suck a
note of exultation, that it would reach every
Log Cabin on the Plantetions, I would say,
cheer up my black brethreg, Humanity and
its Creator will so arrange the combinations
of society that ere long the pesceful abodes
of the Slave will be the resorts of angelic
baings. ’

ajor Bell.— And how arg the Selmeians ¥

Bob.-—Master Coles used to say (on sacra-
ment days) as he was returning home,—
What a shame to the masters thut there sre
so'many celored members, whe lack so nice,
with their white turbsns apd neat dresses,
while they are mere spectaters io the
scenes. Here's for a blessing on Minister
Alexander, and his family, as every good
negro must wish.

Major Bell.—Good christians, Bob, (I
dare say.}

Bob.—* A Guinea does but stamp the rank,
4 mpan's & man for a' that, for a7 thet"’

I hope that soon the minds of the slaves
will be reached through the medium of the
laws that govern intellect; and thet they
will be controlled by ~self-goverament, and
that a Jones will bs associated with a Pinel,
8 Murphy with & Brigham, end his co-patri-
ots in profound efforts to alleviate woe, and
establish the wavering on the immutability of
inwrought prineiple, which by universality
of affinity mey render the humanb race a
band of christian brothers, 2 company of
axalted minds.

Major Bell—Have been studying my

books! Ha! The pleasures of life's hest
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&gizte is precautioned like the Tron freit snd
flowers of the Mad House ot Naples, thes
gesmed to smile on those they imprisoned,
and (hereafier) I will learn wisdom from my
Bob, and instead of travelling on errands of
philanthropy I will commune with the ge-
mius of worthies in my Library, perhaps

{Ch! they wender wide who roam,
For the joys of lLife from home,)

becoms as learned, as philanthropic, ‘ami a8
wise vs an Alsbame Negro. Cel. Duke,
what say you to Beb.

Col. Duke—1 greet you to the beautiful
springs, sweet flowers and fertile fields of
Alsbaros, Major Bell. Bob, Sir, hss cer-
tainly improved himself. ¥You mtst value
him highly. Wounld you like to sefl him to
e, Major?

Major Bell.—Not for his weight in Bal-
Hon, fresh from the Bank of England, I have
instructed him, and during my absence he
Bas kept un acguaintance with the procesd-
ings of the world, and has been perfect mas-
ter of the premises.

Col. Duke.—wYou overrate him, Major
Bell. He is an impudent sauce-box, and &
good dressing would be of service to him.

Major Bell.—He is my body servaat, aud
$ou must retract what you said of him in-
gtanter. '

Col. Duke.—With all my heart, Mujor,
but if he was mins, I'd learn him better
inapners, 1 promise you.

Fajor Bell.—Oh, Cel., it is his way. He
is pleased thus to interest his old master, and

" 1 em happy to enceurage him even from my

youth. :

Col. Duke.—I$ is excusable, I confess,
Major. What say you to selecting a darkie,
educate him et old Yale College, and send
him to Monrovia.

Rajor Bell.—Too extensive, too danger-
ous to the south, teo inconsistent with the
principles of Slavery. Could you find an
Alumous of Yele that would consent to bes
Blavel

Csl. Duke.—Why Major, your obtuse-
ness. If we educats him and send him to
Africs, he'd be free. It may be.

Blawes cannot bresthe in €ounecticut,
The m?atﬁent they touch her soil their shackles

Biajor Bell—Y ou was yourssif j
at Cld Yale, end | remember the Otutieg
you delivered on Association of ldens, thst
was so highly appleuded ia the Narth
Church, '

Col. Duke.—hnd whet of that Majort {
am a Colozinationiet of the Clay principle,
and if we have to select Charley, I daie eay
he'd have the Philosophicel Oration us a
student from Lexington, and be appoimted
Governor of Monvovie. What sey yun,
Major, will you go me halves in such an ad-
veoture ! It would gladden my heert, ead
I am surs it would that of his old measter.

Major Beli.—1I will consider the propesal
seriously, and will confer with you from
Florence and Tuscumbis.

Col. Duke—The Negroes in and neer
Lexington ave the best you ever saw; the
best behaved, the best bred, mote ssgacity,
more pocket change, more small talk, mors
native wit than you or I Major.

Major Bell.—Indeed, [ am told the ms-
ters and mistresses, as {Mr. Marcus Bull, of
Hartford, said,) were the only Siaves in Vie-
ginia.

Col Duke.—But, Major, in the course of
my intellectun! investigalion, I was observing
that there wae a vast difference betwesn
voluntsry and involuntery servitude. ‘That,
eg my Lord Bacon observes upon the natere
of 2 forced action, as it crosses the will.—
Why, Major, it must counteract all inde-
pendent movements, 89 & matter of course,
aad produce ap automatic state of existence
either in White or Black.

Mujor Bell.—I must refer you to Bob.—
He has studied philesophy, [ tell you, Cel.,
Beid and Liocks, und Stewsrt snd Brows,
and Bacon, he devoured them. He oceeu-
pied my extensive Library, to wait the ap-
proach of visitors, conduct them to sesis,
and hear their best conversatien, and learned
his manners, and acquired his knowledge
from such intercourse.

Col. Duke.—1 shall admit of o such ref-
ereace, you ought to be ashamed of your-
self, Major. Shame on yourself, thus t»
neglect your collegiate studies.

Major Bell.—To convince you, Colonslh -
I will examine him a Jittle, for your onter-
tainnrent. 1 rest & moment or twe, Col.
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Uol. Duke.~I will expmine him myself,
Major. Come hither, Bob. Your master
informa me you eve & very attentive observer
of humen affeirs, and understand philosophy.
Tsll me, now. what de you understand by
Intellectual Philosophy.

Bob.—8ir, Master, Col, Duke, philosophy
ie wisdom, philes sophos, lover of wisdom.
Intellectual prefundity, or acquaintance with
the nature of the operations of the mind as
governed by its laws.

Col. Dukre~Ha, ha, ha, Where does
the intellect reside T Whence its activity,
and vitality, snd so forth T

Bob.—No, and so forth, with the negre,
if you please, Master, Col. Duke. The
sivict philoséphy, Master Dudley, told me
es I was lifting up a subject, but I must
pever disclose it.

Col. Duke.—Who do you prefer as Intel-
lectual Philosophers, Bob ?

Bob.—Master Duke, I have no choice, I
am fond of all, but Dugald Stuart, master
Johs thought was the most interesting.——
Thete where he loctures on the * Power of
Assaciation,” 1 have studied him by hours,
end have falt his power in tracing every me-
morial of some departed friend, ag I have
lifted the remnants of mortality.

Col. D.ke~—That will do, Bob, and ne-
thing further with you on this subject, or
any ather.

Major Bell.—Are you not sutigfied of bis
capecity, Col. 7 He has the maost incontest-
ible evidence of ability on other subjects.

Gol. Duke.—But I forbear. I did mot
parpose to touch the key stone of the mrch.

There it remning in my cranium, as placed
by old President Dwight, and [ shall admit
uo innovations on the good old ways of In-
tellectual Philosophy, as established by the
Bacesian School.

Major Bell.—The Baconian Philesephy
8 the true system, Col., and Bob can shoul-
der meye Bacon then any other Negro of
his age in Alabama, and I shell give him a
long job I promise you, for he has had a fine
boliday, I tell you.

Gol. Duke.—Well, well, Major Bell, labor
ipse voluptas, and
“He iz & Freeman whom the truth mekes free,
“ And g}] gre slaves beside,”

vroneer e (GOROIGIR

is the motte of & paper published in New
Orleans, and of my Plantation. Intellecto-
af thraldom in either variety of the humen
species is dreadful, snd those who seek
to disenthral the unfortunates are worthy of
z Niche in the Temple of Feme, far beyond
Wilberforee and Clarkson. .

Major Bell.—We must not forget Mr.
Clay's Charles. 'What monument could be
resred more to the honer of that Hlustrious

| Colozinationist then to eduocate his boy for

his master's sake.

Col. Duke—Y a8, Major, to be the meang
of honoring so distinguished a Patriot, would
give me great pleasure, to awsken in ons
iota an inguiry for humen woe, *‘to delve in
miseries’ mine for gems of deepest hue,” o
ascend the Pisgah and see the promised land
of intellectual clearness and symmetry.—
“{h, it is & consummation devoutly to be
wished.”

Major Bell.—Yes, Col.; “Oneclear idea
awakened in the mind by memory's magic
lets in all the rest,” oumly give it fair play,
and how soon the meatal optics are purified.

Col. Duke.—1 am happy in this interview
with my old friend, Major Bell, and only re-
gret that I am uneble to inform you what
has been done by Dr. Brigham, Dr. Wood-
ward, Dr. Ray, Dr. Coventry, Dr. White,
Dy. Macdonald, or Dr. Nelson, and gthers,
for the alleviation of humsan suffering, and
refer you to the American Journal of Insan-
ity, and bid you Farewell.

Mzjor Bell.—This incidental conversatiog
reminds me of my Tecumseh’s pieces, and
1 must detain you a moment to hear what
comes from the land of Edward Miller, rest
and bless him. ¥You will delay your depar-
ture, will you not Col. ?

Col. Duke.—Most certainly, Major Bell,
I am fond of recitation, and as friendship ig
the wine of life, believe me if I forget the
cerdinl of your hespitality while life con-
tinues. .

Major Bell.—Tecumseh, mrrange your-
self, and speak the piece for Col. Duke, ere
he returns home.

Tecomeeh Humboldt.—

§. ¥’ve seen, in twilight's pessive bour,

The mose-clad dome, the monldering tower,
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In awful ruin stend
That dome, where greteful voices sung,
That tower, whoee sharming music rung,
Majestically grand!

2. ['ve seen, "mid sculptared pride, the tomb
Where heroes slept, in silent gloom,
Unconscious of their fame;
Those who, with laurel'd honors crowned,
Among their foes spreed terror round,
And gein'd er empty name !

I've seen, in death’s dark palace laid,

The tuins of & besutecus maid,
Cadaverdes and pale!

Thet meiden who, while life remsined,

O'er rival charms in trinmph reigned
The mistrese of the vale.

4. I've seen, where dungeon dampe ebids,
& youth, sdmired in manhood's pride,
o morbid fancy rave
He, whe, in reason’s heppier day,
Was virtuous, witty, nobly gay,
Learn'd, generocs aad brave.

5. Nor dome, nor tower in twilight shede,
Nor hero falien, nor beacteous maid,
. To rein all consigned,—
Can with such pathos touch miy breast,
A& {on the maniac’s form impreased)
The roins of the mind !

Tecumeeh Humboldt, having spoken this
extract from Selleck Oshorn, of Del., Major
Bell, Col. Duke, Bobk and Tecumssh ex-.
cbange salutations sud separate.

LINES

ON THE DEPARTURE OF DR.

Angd thon wilt leave ua? leave the charge whom
thou

Haust watched o'er long and well? leave the sad

earis

That lock to thee for comfort, and in thy

Low tone of kindness have ofien found s

Eolece to many & grief imagined,

And oftentimes, tos, real 7 We cannot let

Thee go! for who will be like thes to us?

Full many = day wiil pase, before, in place

©fF thine, another's tread will fall upon

Our ear with welcomescund. There ie uo heart

o eteeped in bitterneas, bet turps in love

To oft-repeated kindness. Old end young,

The stricken and bereaved, have ever found

A friend in thee; and hadst thon power, thé
weight

That bears the spivit dowsn from each would be

Removed, ard life smile joyously and gay,

Where now ‘tis dark and dreary. We cenant

Let thee go!  Yetil thou wilt—if lured by

Other climes, thou still mast go, and we no mors

Upen thy face shall look, we seek to be

Besigned.

We do pot ssk remember us,
“Thow wilt,—in love wilt thou remember us ;
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Awvd a8 the distance lengihens, bearing thee

Onweard from thy native land, yearningl

Thew'lt t}:m in thought to those whom thou hast
left

Behind. Others, by pature found, will claim

Thy fendest thoughts, but the chord of sympathy,

Now sedly linking us to thes, no change
{Jan wholly sever.

Ard thou oo wilt be
Bemembered, yea, remembered long, and we
Of thee will often telk ; and say when heslth
Cowmes back again, §f ¢'er it come, that 'mid
Our gloom and darknees, there shone a light,

ure "

And stgady, wazing neither old and dim.
It was thy kindness—thine own uosallied
Kindness, bidding us look upward, and weit
The dawning of a better day.

And now
Ferewell! We would not linger on the wesd
Too long; but &’er its echoes die upon
The heart thow wilt be far away. Agsin,
Farewell! We cannot bresthe & purer wi
Than this for thee—God blesa thee, Fare-thee-

well.




