| book.”

- zeadings is due to himself,

“Posury of the West
“wrote it both ways, as the fancy sefzed nim.”

(1 1o injured,

Ty o RS S CEER T
ABTONY AND CLEDPATRA.”
The D.isz)urcd Readings of Gen, Ly=

tie’s Celcbrated Poem.
1"To the Editor of the Courier-Jonrnal.)
MoLbrRo Farms, iKv., Feb. 27.—In
supplement of Fevruary 17
ftom *‘Mahlstick,” in which, after he takes
the Evening Post to tusk, tells where and who

your |
[ find a letter

A heard speak Gen. Lytle’s poem, “'Ilam |

dying, ¥gypt: dying;”’ aud after he speaks
oiits being ‘battered out of r scognition,?’
proceeds to give the “batterea lines,’’ and

then the *‘correction’ from the *Old Scrap- i

and which was published in the Couricr be-
fore it was hyphenied with the Journsi,
The poem I have kept in my sciap-book and
is a8 follows:
“Here, {hen, pillowed on thy bosom,
{8 star fades quite awoy,
who drunk with thy caresses
Madly flung a world away.""
Mahisddek |
*‘Ere his star shall [ose s vay.”

The poem 1 haye was first cut from a
Cincinnati paper, eccompanied
sketch of Gen. Lytle’s life- by Hon. Nat.
Wolie, who called me in® his oflice to hear

And even %¢ has misquote: the sec- |
i ond line, acecrding to the‘copy which I have, |

by a short

him read if, and he was loud in its praise for |

its beauty and purity of thoug
him tolet me have it, but he refused. I then
asked him to tet me show it to Mr. Halde-
man and get him to pubtish it.  Heagreed
to it, and it did appear in the Courier, with a
beadline as ~The Ifoilowing soul-
stirring poem was swritten by Gen. Wm. H.
Lytle, of Cincinnati, and has already been
published in the Courier. - We reproduee it by
speeial pequiest,)
previous to Mr, Wolte’a death. 58 U o
T TRCOPY BROM T :

follows:

FRIGINAL.

Gien, Lytle's famous poem has been often
musiguoted by careless writers who trust to
memory, but thae it bas iegitimately different
1L appears, Mrs.
8. B. A, Milton, of this eity, who Las some of
fron, Lytle’s unpublished poems in her pos-
sesston, has receiveid a lefter-from Mrs. Eliza-
betn Lytle Broadwell, of Cincinnati; a siater
of Gen. Lytle, who incloscs a copy of “ Antony

| and Cleopatia’’ irom the orviginal inher pos-

sesaton. In that copy the disputed line reads

¢ again differently from the quotation by our

correspondent. ““Vet,"! writes Mis.. Broad-
well, “i koow that he gave Copgeshall the
¢opy whieh he publiches in his ‘Poets and
So you see that he

Tha copy from the original is as follows:
ANTONY AND. CLEOPATRA.

BY G V. H. LYTLE,
1am dying iving,
Ebbs t an lite-tide rast,
And the d: toman shadows
Gather on the evening biast:
Lat thine arms, € Quetn, en’old mel
Hush thy sobs and bow thine ear;
Listen to the erent heart-secrats,
‘Thou, #ud thow nions, nusy hedr,

Though my scarred and veteran legions,
Bear their eagles high 1o more,

And my wreeled and scesterad galleys
Strew dark Accum'’s fafal shore;

Thouih no ghitering goards sutround me,
Prompt to do their masier’'s wiif,

[ musi perish like 2 Roman,
Die the areat Triumyir ssill,

Let not Caesar’s servale minjons
Bues the liou thus latd low; A
*Tivas no focinan's arm that felled him—
. “I'was his own that strusk the blow;
His, who, pillowed on thy bosom,
Turned aside from glory’s ra7—
His who, ‘drunk with (hy caresses,
Madly threw a world away.

Hhould the base, plebeian rabble
Dare assatl my name at Rome, «
When my noble spouse, Octavia, ==
Weeps within her widowed home,
EeuK ber; say the geds bear witness—
Altars’ ausuis, circling wings—
‘Thiat her bigod, with mine cominaled,
Yet shail mount the throne of kings,

And for thee, s'ar-eved Egyptianl
Glorious sorceress of the Nlle,
Light the path to styeian horrors

With the spl: ndors of thy simile.
Give to Crasar crowns and arehes,”
Let his brow the Inurel twine;
Lean gcorn the Senate’s triumphs,
Triumphing in fove like thine,

Iam dying, Egspt, dying,
fark! the tusulting foeman’s ery!
They are comingl Quick, my falchionl
Lot me front them cre I dre.
Ahl 1o more amsd tie attie
Shail iy heart exul:ing swell—
118 and Osiris guard theel
Cleopatea, Rome, furewell]

6. Ibegged |

This was but a few months |

I ———

. President.

| shiner.

Nilde PMlortias Nisi Verum.
[Lame-Tiln Ciub.]

‘Tt am my paintful dooty,’’ said the Presi-
dent, as he opened the 1meeting, ‘‘to inform
you dat death has again invaded our' cirele.
Brudder Slipback Burbanks, of Syracuse, N.

Y.. amnomo’ on airth. He breathed his
last three days ago, after anillness of sixteen
days. What axshun will de club take.in de
matter?”’

1 move dat we send de widder a resolu-
shun of sy_xupathy, *? announced Judge Cada-
ver.

1 reckon dat we had better resolve dat de
club bt

Pickles Smith,

““De club will neitheér resolve nor for’d any g

resolushuns of sympathy,”’ remarked the
“De widder an’ chill’en can’t
eat a resolushun, eben if written in blue ink
De Seckretary will mail “her a  ten-doll:
greenback from de club funds, an’ express
de hope dat she am dooin’ well under de cir-
cumstances. e

¢*Dis club hast’t lost no shinin’ light by de |

death of Brudder Burbanks. e wa§ no
Fact am, he was a wetry common

sort of a hump-backed eull’d pusson,” an’ it

| took him as long to add-seven an’ eight’ to-
. gedder as it would some oldet men to airn

two dollars. He was accomplished in noth-
ing; he excelled only in killin’ time when af
work by de day. He would be no better off
it we pronounced forty lyin’ culogies on  hig
character. e can be no worse off if we 1]
de honest truth. Deusnal emblem of sorroyw
will be mung to de knob of de inner doai: fur
de space of two weeks, an’ we will remem-
Ler Brudders Burbanks as extremely good:
nattzed, aven iy lazg. 20

YNUFFIN 'TALL TO DO
UNCLE NED’S PISCOURSE,

Now I states de prepersiticn, and I think 'tis very
true,

Dat a man {3 in a dange’ous Ax wid nufiln "tali to do.

You nebber- keich ole Satan loafin’ roun’ de cotton
row,

An’ he habn’t got no likin’ for de handie ob de hoe;

But he fastens to ds felier dat pecrades aroun’ ds
town

A-suckin’ on de ole segars he picks up orf de groun,

An’ strutlin’ "long de pabement, wid & highfalutin’
smiie,

An’ tryin’ to maks a libbin’ on his figger an® his
style. :

Wes, de Debbul comes er-cross him, wid his easy
sort o’ way, L]

An he keeps him doin’ nuffin’ {roo de pretty summer
day;

Den he fools him wid his schemey tricks dat hardly
ebzer fall,

An’ he 'lectioneers wid him till be lan’s him in de
jail.

.Now, de thing dat boddered madder Bbs an’ fadder
Adam too, =

Was babin’ beap too sof’ a time, wid nuffiy® ’tall
to do;

For Adam n.ight a-erowed tobe a mighty solid man

Ef dey only bad a showed him how to culiervaie da
lan’;

An’ den, instid o' bein’ sich- a good-fer-nufiin’
chap,

You'd a seed him any summer day a weedin’ ous
de crap, P

Or grubbin’ in de new groun’s wid de pick-ax an’
ce hee, z

And puliin’ up de mornin-glories roun’ de tater-
Fow;

Den, he'd a kep’ his sitivation
lcas’;

An’ maybe hs'd a ris’ to be da Jes'is ob de Peace,

Now, study 'bout de awiul luck dat came to mudder
Ebe

‘When dey ehuckad her froo de garden-gate an’ or-
dered bar to [ebe.

She wasn't it fcr wutin’, cause dey nsbrer I'arnt
her how,

And she conldn’t make p westeat, an''she couldn’t
milk a cow;

But it r’a’iy was a pity howv sha passsd her tima
away.

In huntin’ arter chinky-pens an’ slidin’ on de hay;

An’ dey mighty cl'en stumbled on her paddlin’ inde
lake,

Or clammin’ up de 'simmun-tree au’ chattin’ wid de
‘snakea.

But ef she had a-started in de safes’ way to go,

An' studied up de knowledge dat a 'ooman oughs to
know,

She’d a~-growed up wid de hab's ob a handy sort o'
wife, 2

An’ den she might a-counted on a mighty bappy
life.

Den when Adam cams to supper at a closin’® ob do
cay, :

He'd a~foun’ her in de kitchen wid de uben an’ de
tray,

Jes’ a-shingin’ roun’ de skillet-tops an” makin’ up de
bread,

Wid her flagers full o' flour an’a towel on her
head,

An’ den you might a-seed her litle lztar in de
night

Jes’ as libely as a yaller-jacket Axin’ for a Aight,

An’ hangin’ roun’ her husban’ jis’ as bappy as de £
May, ! 5 j

An’ talkin’ 'bout da matters dat had happened froo
de day; 5

Or mixin’ up ds phya’e for his headashe or hiy

0’ on his galins-butions when de

CIte

neper cou'd be satisisd wid 20 much holi-

in de parden at da

But de

Aldo¥desh
Den dey
h

s lost a shiui}l’ light,”” “timidly added |

. from turret to toundation sione.

| weien good Tuen are praying that

JoA Iwro
Jfiv IDXCON,

Tom Mars nfl. of Kentucky, sald l:u ‘a
speech in Nashyille in 1844 of Andrew Juck-

sond
kson! A
& coreer was that of Andrew Jacks X
lﬁgg:tof guceess by brutialhselt;v\gllané{of ;;?cr.»ggln
ment stood in his way. 1f.be s (S
g vh sne was another m
pretty woman, even thoug T e e
wifg, be took pmt-es?hm a R
fiorze et a race he frighiened or jq. eye s e
was opposed by any independen ght
gl;'sb{:{i%e!m. llgpsuw ihe counu'ydprlc;.‘;p:xl‘glt:c?:}ékﬁ
the Bonk of ths United States, Bl S ru:é T bf[eu
G 1 full of calamiby,
puin to tuls people, bis c.,unge‘ e
l.ng now when he 18 upvmncb‘xlxﬁ; b p}]n:
fshed for his many misdeeds, he turns Presbyterian
sud cheats the deyil himself,

PSR TRIE L X By BT S
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