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THE “SEXTANT’S” REPLY TEW *GASPER.”

Doubtless all our readers remember to have
read “A Appeel for Are to the Sextant of the old
Brick Meetin Onuse,”” printed in number 45 of
last volume, originally published in the American |
Agricullurist. The following reply, by the Sex- !
ton, sent to the Agriculturist by a sabscriber, is
capital:— '
() Grasper! your *peal is heard, but not yit
Acted on, for reasons plain as nozes on foax fases,
Pou’t you think i no witch side my bred is buttered?
Spose | drop the winder & let in ‘pewer Are?

A moifual aplece or 2o, or let the bad Are out,
(Witch is the same think in Dutch or Toglish)
Wwhoad sta threw sarmnon time in weather cold a8 zero,
Ur even in a windy day in Summer?
The foax would lvave the metinhouse,
Children, men, & wimmin, specially the latter,
Tha dont want ‘pewer Are? no such think,
Pont | no thats tended metinhouse
This 40 year & overy, most all my 1ife?
W, tother Sunda, when the fiers was blazin
In the stoves as hot as peper, ize told
Tew shet the dore that wasut open § an Inch,
& dont ino that when the parson looks
That wa, he menes the same & more tew,
& tother da, ize told to putty up
That winder, canse the wind blew ir.
Bad bre hs is bad enuf but not so bad
A3 cold, g0 people thinks & so dew |.
Metinhouses Is grate placis for ketchin colds,
& takin konsumpshuns and such like ales.
Taint nothink tew me, | tends for the huil
Kongregashuny, & not for 1 nor 2 nor 3.
Ef tha want the winder up or down or dore open,
Wydont tha sa 8o & tha shall have It,
Awl the dores & awl the winders & holes cut tew,
Wy dont you talk tew them & not tew me,
Mebby tha dont noy, & mebby | dont no
Wat tha want & wats good for em.
M| bizness is to give them wat tha tell me,
The preacher tells them how to act at meetins,
& ef you no more nor him wy don’t you preach.
Now mebby you is righty, & | are rong:
No matter, I shall dew as | are told.
Ive been tew school tew long tew disobey
Urder, cause ef { didy, who then would Le
THE SEXTANT.

THE BOY PATRIOTS.

A REVOLUTIONARY INCIDENT.

‘ing British spies, and some of his former labor-

ston’s residence though death stand in my path.”” hosoms. Peering cautiously over the cliffs,James
With a firm tread and with the utmost silence, Wilson saw the Tory boat slowly but surely
the young heroes took up their march for old approaching. An officer stood on the bows,
Squire Livingston’s. 'guiding the oarsmen by his orders, and the epau-
Livingston had long been suspected of harhor- 'lets on his shoulders told that he was the identi-
¢+l fiend, Major Bardstone.

ers had reported that he kept up a regular cor- |  “Don’t drop till I give the order,” again whis-
respondence with the British commander. Atall pered Wilson.
events, he was generally regarded by the Whigs | When the boat was about twelve feet from the

as a dangerous man, and therefore avoided. His
house was sitnatel a short distance from White-
clay Creek, on the side of a steep hill, surround-
ed on all sides by tall trees. [t was just such a
place as one might supposs suitable for the plot-
ting of treason. Atthe time James Wilson and
his little band left the deserted storehouse in the
village of Newark, dusk had given place to the
darker shades of nigh'; still, it was not dark, the
new moon was shining brightly in the clouds, and with one impulse the giguntie s'ones fell. A loud
every ohject was perfectly distinguishable. The shriek from the dark waters fold how well the
boys walked firmly forward, maintaininrg a sol- plan had succeeded, and as the exultant boys!
emn silence. At length, they gained a bank of sgain looked over the rock, nothing wus seen but |
the creek,and, slowly followirg the winding path, a few pieces of floating wood. The boat lad
soon came to a little, low bridge which crossed a been burst to pieces, and the oeeupants had found
shallow rivulet leading into Whiteclay, James agraveat the bottom of Whileelay. A ery of
Wilson erdered them to halt. ‘victory burst from the joyons lips of the youth- |
“Let Frank Howard and myself reconnoiter ful patriots, and it was echoed long in solemn
the premisges first to see whether any danger may grandeur, -
be apprehendad. All the rest standshere until we ~ “Now for our prisoner?’ eried Frank Howard,
return. DMake no noise and keep a constant beunding ahead; but what was the astonishment
waftch," | of the boys to find that im the efforts to free him-
James and Frank silently departed, and were self, George Livingsten had heen caught by the
coon lost in the thick woods throngh which the fatal chord and choked to death. There was no
path rar. Scarce had they gone from their com- time for repining; the traitor and his son had
panions, ere the guick ear of Wilson detected a met their deserved doom and there was no one to
noise. ‘‘Hist!”? said he to Frank, as he pulled mourn their loss.
him behind a gigantic beech tree. The noise| “Such be the end of America’s foes forever!’
soon resolved itself into a humun footfall, and in said James Wilson.
another moment George Livingston, the Tory’s| Old Livingston’s house was searched, and to!
son, stood opposite the free. James Wilson dar- | the surprise of every one, not merely guns, but
ted from his covert, and tightly grasped the boy  three brass field-pieces, several barrels of pow-
by the neck. The cowardly youth trembled like dez, and an abundance of balls, ete , were found
a reed. ‘concealed in the Tory’s cellar. The military
* Speak one word,” whispered his captor and stores found there were given over to the Amer-
[’ll toss you in the creek!” - iean troops, and found a jovial welcome at their
The Tory’s son was struck dumb with fright, head quarters.
and found himse £ in the midst of the whole group | Had not the Biitish party been as signally de-
of boy heroes, with the vice-like grip of James feated along the banks of the Whiteclay, the
and Frank on either arm. ‘towr; of Newark, and the whole northern part of
“Now,” said James, “answer me promptly the State of Delaware would have been overrun |
and truly, or P’ll make your position uncomforta- by predatory bands of British soldiers.
ble. Do yeu hear?” James Wilson and Frank Howard both joined
“Who are in your father’s house at this mo- the army of Green and served with distinetion
ment?"? in the Sonthern Campaign. Frank fell in the
ho“l—-l—-nunnut tell,” stammered the half-dead memorable batile of Eutaw Spring, bewailed by
Y.
““You shall tell, ore——"?

rock, the boy leader fell securely behind his stone
defence, and shouted, “Who goes there?”

In a moment the oarsmen ceased rowing and
gazed with astonishment above therc. The impe-
tus which the boat had acquired caused it to drift
‘slowly beneath the rock, and just as it was fauvly
below, came forth the doomed words:

“*Catloose inthe name of Liberty !

Each boy pushed bis rock at that instant, and

the siege of Yorktown, and retired to his native

History is filed with the deeds of the men of
the Revolution, nor are the patriot women for- |
go't=n in the “‘burning woids” of the annalis's of |
*76; but where is the historian who tells of the
vatrio'ism of the boys of that gloomy pericd!—

Vho writes their biographies?

There were boys in the revolution, boys of no-
ble patiiotism and dauntless spirit, boys who
wou'ld not beeome Iraitors, tho’ the rack and the |
gibbet confronted them; bovs who toiled with an
endurance and boldness unequalled in the annals |
of a pation, for the independence of the *Old |
Thirteen,” and had they now a just desert, the
brightest sfar in America’s constellation, and the
witest siripe in her broad eanvass, wouid be ded-
jcated to the “boys ot 76."

[.et us relate an instance—it was in the year
of 1777. Philadelphia wesin the hands of Howe
and his inhuman soldiery,while the field of Bran-
dywine gave Americun people an evidence of
B itish humanity. The inl abitants of Pennsyl-
van‘a and Delaware were at the mercy of their
foes. Bands of Hes<ian dragoons scoured the
vicinity of Philadelphia for miles around, and
committed aets whieh would disgrace a Vandal.

On the evening of a delightiul autumn day a
group of boys, ranging in age from twelve to
seventeen years, were gathered together on the
s'eps of a tenantless s'orehouwse, in the little vil-
lage of Newark, Delaware, The town seemed
lonely and, with the exception of the yonthful
band referred to, pot a human beirg met the eye. |
All the men espable of bearing arms had pelt
their homes to join the army of Washington on
the Schuylkil.© A youth of sixteen years,
mounted on a barrel, was giving an account of
the disastrous balile of Brandywine., James
Wilson, the narrator, was a bold boy, enthusias-
tic in his love fcr the Awmnerican canse, and pos-
sessed of no little intelligence. His bright blue |
eye and flaxen bair gave him an effeminate ap-
pearance, out beneath that plain, homespun jacket
throbbed a heart that never quailed in danger,
nor shiunk before any obstacle.

His father was the commander of the Dela-
ware regular froops, and his mother was dead.
The boy concluded his narrution, and was deep-
ly lamenting that he eould not join the army —

“I am not old enough,” szil he, “Lut had I a
musket, [ would not stand idly bere, with my
hands banging useless by my side.”

‘““Are there no guns of any descriotion in the
village?” asked a listening youth,

““None. 1 have spent nearly a week trying to |
find one, but my efforts huve been of no avail.
I strongly suspect that the old tory Livingston
has seversl in his house, but as he permits ne
one to trespass on his land, I am unable to say
positively.” |

“Why not take a party and search his dwell-
ing?”’ asked Frunk Howard; he has no one to
assist him except his cowardly son George, and
I ean thrash him as easily as tha’;” and the boy
snapped his fingers to imply that resdiness with
which he could trounce old Livingston’s son.

James Wilson’s eyes sparkled with joy.

“[f there is any three boys in this company
will help me, I will search old Livingston’s house
this night. All who are williug to go, just step
forward three paces!’’

Everv boy in, that little crowd, without a mo-
ment’s hesitation, stepped forward.

The boy’s eyes flashed like stars. “Now, by

‘each half a ton in weizht, were balaneed upon reskover to ven how dat de Loid had care of all

“Spare me, and I will disclose everything.—
When I left the hovse there was no one there
but our family and Major Branstone.”

“Who ia he?"? asked Jumes.

‘village, but mortification ensued, and he expired
‘wilh the ever-to-be-remembered words on his lips,
“Cut loose in the name of Liberty!*?

you tolry.

all who knew him. James Wilson lost a legat |

The village of Newark still stands, and has be- |

take dem down de stream. Hence we receive
dat ‘de Lord knoweth how, ete.?

“De Lord commanded Jonah to go prophosy
gin Ninevah. Den Jonah went aboard ship, and
a big hurricane come, an Jonah he an de captain,
had a big talk, and dey trow Jonah overboard.—
Den a big whale swallow him. Den Jonsh he
tink it all ober wid him, sure, but byme by he
ganto pray, and de more be pray de more de
whale gan to grow sick. Finally he trow up,
and Jonah gits on de dry ground. “Hence we re-
receive, ele.

“De great king, Nebuchednrzzer, gin out word
dat whom call on de name ob de Lord for tree day
de lion bab him. Den Daniel he go straight home
an opeu all de winders, and pray to God Almigh-
ty. Den de ungodly men dey take him to de
king, and he put him in de lions’ den. Next
morning, fore de crack ob day, de king goes to
de den an say, ‘Ho, Daniel! lion bite yon?” Den
Daniel say, ‘No, ¢h king! I feel [ lib foreber. De
Lord he shut de lions’ mouf, so he not bite me.
Henece we receive, ete. :

““De Lord he sail to the angel Gabriel: ‘Go
get your silver frumpet. Den be blow to de
North, and blow to de South, and blow to de
East and blow to de West, and all de ungodly la-
dies and gemmen go down to hell, but de right-
eous dey hab a golden crown on der head, silver
slippers on der feet, an white robes comin down
to der toes,an golden harps in der moufs.—[Pitts-
burg True Press.

- S

Kindness to Parents.

The following, which we clip from an ex-
change, is well worthy of a perusal, FHow many
children there are who, after they go out into the
world, “forget the old folks at home.”

“Mother, how is the flour barrel? ah! gelting
low??”’ said a firmly built man, as he pauseg for a
moment before leaving the house where his gray-
headed parents lived: “I must send you some,
I have lately bought ¢f the No. 9 brand just for
Upon my word it makes the npicest
and sweetest biscuifs that I have ever tasted—
and you'll say so, I think.”

And the next day came the barrel of flour, but
not alone. There was a good supply of coffee
and tea,and a dozen little niceties, and all for the
old folks te try. That man krew the value of
kind parents. He was 2 son to be proud of.—
Were any repairs to be done, he found it out
almost intuitively; and he never ealled upon them
with his hands empty. Something that “mother
boved™ or “would make father think of old times,”
invariably found it: way inte their pantry. And
he actually seemed to like nothing so well as to
leave in their absence some token of his fondness

and respect for those who had worn their lives
eu!l in serving him.

“I don’t know—1I dou’t indeed.””

“Teli' threatened Frauk,

‘‘[e is the captain of the Yorkshire dragoons.”?

The blue eyes of James glistened with joy ard | annals of Newark.
he soon gained from the Tory’s son a TF?E?;!.HGH Such, reader, were the aets of the boys of '76,
which stamped his father a traitor of the most |and though they have no monumental pile to pre-
appulling eharacter. He i cotered that old Liv- 'serve their memosies, they live in legends, songs,
ing-ton not only kept up a correspondence with and verses, where they will exist when history
the British commander,bnt that he had so plotted has been swept into obseurity.
in his traitorous designs that the little village of | Let our literary men redeem from darkness
Newark was to be burned to ashes, and its wo- the deeds of Ameriean youths, and while they
men and children left exposed to the pitiless foes. 'reeount the noble achievements of our Revolu-
The old tory was to receive as his reward the tionary patiiots, let them not forget the boy pa-
land whereon the village stocd, and an annusl tiiots.
pension from the Bri'ish goverumeut.

Bat, stranger than all, the plot was to be eon-
summated on the very night the Tory’s son had |
been eaptured, while he was going on an errand
to a tory neighbor, about two miles distant. The |
little band of heroes learned, too, that the

come a town of some celebrity, ‘Fhe scene of
the defeat of the British by the boy patriols is

—- B

A Negro Sermon.

Negro cermons are common, but they are
chiefly simu'taneous or imitations. A genuine
one i1s a novelty, and therefore we give 1he fol-

British | jowi hich taken d ‘
troops had secured theirhorsesin Livirgston’s <ta- |y ,,:E,; :a:::d hw;n: nﬂ::n?:mdﬂ::p5?:{?;5?!:::;:‘&
ble and intended to descend the creek in a large éDaddy Jim,” before a congregation of whites

bott. There were twenty of them be:ide their gpng blacks, in a cabin near the Seminary Build-
captain. Major B.anstone,the leader of the band, ings, Limestown Springs, S. C. Itis not, per-
was in temper and hearta thorowgh demor; and haps, so racy as a fietitions prodnction,bu! it has
scrupled not in his cruel.y to destroy the slum- ‘ the merit of aceureey and reality,which is some-
bering infant or the sickly wife. Not a few in | thing in these degenerate days. ~ It hag been for-
that youthful band of patriots trembled fora | warded to us by a friend who resides in the vi-
widowed mother or defenceless sister. Some lEilli*‘l", and commences witn a prayer, thas:

were for departing immediately, but James Wil- | «Doy dat dwellest way up mong de bims and
son, still refaining his grasp on the Tory’s son, 'de chernbims. Dou has said whar two or tree
ordere all fo be milent. The prisoner was tied | of dy childers are gadered togeder as teechers,
hand and foot and a handkerchief bound over his  and’‘a aimin at oue ting; dare Dou will come to

mouth to prevent him from ealling for assist-  bhress. Be pleased to mount de white rospel
ance, and a stout cord fastened to bis breast und ' gteed, and t:Hm a gentle ride round de lPrf!itnr?,
wound abont a tree.. All hope of *“““1’* forsook 'and ctop awhile at heli’s gate, shorten Saftan’s
George Livingston. Wilson motioned his litlle | ¢hains, and sink him one tonsand fadoms lower.
b'}“d of '“““Wﬂar}hﬂf stood on the summit of & Biess all de bond and de free bond; bress our
hlg'}d’l‘ﬂfiﬂiﬂﬂ Eh'ﬁh overhurg Whiteclay creek. dear massa and our missus; may dey draw toged-

‘“Now boys,” said James Wilson, “the narra= or |ike de match horses of de ancient time, and

tive which we have just heard is tiue, and, as we | may de spr.ngs of de body rise up and call ’em
have no muskets or ammunition, we mus! muke | bressed.”

lhl!' hFlt Uf lhE &Ei‘.‘lﬂ-ﬂn. ThE B{'“i‘lh hﬂnd WI“ i Thﬂn comes thﬂ' garmon:

“Gentlemen and ladies—My text on dis ocea-

pass this spot in their boat, aud as we have an |
hour to work, let us busy ourselves in rolling ' sjon mought be found, if I mistake not, *bout de
"9th verse of de 2d Peter, 3d chapter:

some of these large roeks to the edge of the pre-
eipice, and when the red-coats pass below, letus| «Da Lord knoweth how to deliber de ungodly
'ont ob temtatior.?

sink them to the bottom.
Eachboy immediately set to work, and in an| “Kind-hearted and tender brecrirg; I'm agwin

incredibly shcrt space of time nine huge rocks, ' to speak a few words to yon dis ebening, and

the edge of the giant precipice. The ererk at you ungodly ladies and genilemen. !lence we
this j oiut was not more than twenty feet wide, receive how dat God Almighty told Neah to

|
{

still poinfted out, and it is a saered spot in the

Bat how many leave their parents desolateand
in need. or give them a place by their fireside
where they are expected to delve and work ont
the obliga‘ion. Is it any wonder that such, con-
scious that they are in the way, grow querul-
ons and fretful, ard die, perhape, unregretted?—
Others are ashamed of their honest old parents—
shame on them—and keep them in some by-
place, giving them a small pittance upon which
they can barely subsist.

Sweeter praise can never be than that of a dy-
ing parent, as he blesses the hand that led from
sorrow to sorrow, and ia even now smoothing
the cold brow, damp with the spray of Jordan.
And dear the thought as your tears fall upon the
sod that covers the gray-headed father, that you
were very kind and loving to him; that you gave
eheerfully cf your abundance, and never caused
him to feel that you were doing a charity,

Nevercan we repay those ministering angels
we call father and mother.  Angels, though
earthly, have they ever been, from the time that
Adam and Eve gezed upon their first born, as he
slept amid roses, while the tiny fingers, the wax-
en Ili]dw, and the cherub form were all mysterious
to them. :

- P .

= Mr. Harvey, the Washington correspond.
ent of the Philadelphia North American, tells the
following tale:

A young man presented himself to Mr. Cor-
win, when he was a member of the cabinet, for
a clerkship. Thries was he refused and still he
made a fourth effort. [lis perseverance and
spirit of determination awakened a friendly in-
terest, and the seeretary advised him in the
strongest possible terms to abandon his purpose,
and go to the west, if he could do no better out-
side the Departments.

‘My young friend,” said he, ‘go to the north-
west, buy 160 acres of government land—or if
you have not the money to purchase, sqnat on it;
get you an ax and a matteck, put up a log cabin
for a habitation and raise a lit!le corn and pota-
toes; keep your conscience clear and live like a
free man, your own master, with no one to give

'you ordexs, and without dependence on anybody.

Do that and you w M be honored, respected, in-
fluential and rich. But accept a clerkship here

‘and you sink at once all independence; your ener-

gies become relaxed, end yon are unfilted in a
few years for any other and more independent
position.

and was direelly overbung by the mass of roek on build a big ship, and he put intoit a he and a she
which our heroes stood. If the B itish band des- | of ebry kind. Decnde big eap. and gen. come!
cended the ereek, they would certainly pass ttis | along, say:Whar de old man gwen to get enouff
spot; and if they passed it, then death was their | water to float his big sbip?? Byme by, den|
certain fate. In aboutan hour the quick ear of Noah he goes in deark, an all de ungodly ladies
Wilson detected the measured beat of mufiled and gentlemen kept on asingin and adancin, and
oars. afiddlin and acoek-fightin, and a marrgin and
“They are coming,” he whispered; “let no one 'agivin in marrage. Den de doors ob de ark was
drop his rock until I give the word, and then all shut, an de doors of heaven was opened, an de |
at onece.” ' rain gan 1o aseend and reascend up the earth.— |

It was a beautiful night to wreak a work of Den de waters come up to the first floor, dey
death. The heavens were spangled with innu-, say, ‘Nebber mind, ﬁdd{; upsy and dey went to
merable stars, and every object whieh the moon- | de second floor. Den de water it come dare, and
beams played upon, sprrkled with a silvery ra- | dey put der heads out de winder and say, ‘Noah!
diance. ain’s you gwin to let us into your ark? ¢No,D’s
Closer came the doomed royalists, and the ! full.’ Den dey hold on to de eaves and dormer

the dead of Bunker H:ll, L will search old Living-

hearts of the bny.‘ p_.au:int: beat wildly in their

winders, and de waters eame up ober dem and

I may give you a place to-day, and I ecan kick
you out again to-morrow; and there’s another
man over there at the While House who can
kick me out, and the people by and bye can
kick him out; and so we go.

But if yon own an acre of land it is your
kingdom, and your cabin is your castle—you ars
a sovereign, and you will feel it in every throb-
bing of your pulse, and every day of your life
will assure me of your thanks for having thus
advised you.

If the thousands who arden!ly strive for places
under government would ponder well these worda,
and exercise a sound discretion in their applica-
tion, many a young and gallant spirit would be
gaved from inavition, to be nnefurto the world,
and a joy rather than a grief to its possessor.



