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Stranded.

And twinkles bright the evening star:
We have waited long—come home, papa!

Come home! the birds have gone to rest
In many a forest tree;

Within thy quiet home, thy nest,
Thy bird is waiting thee;

She softly sings, to cheer mamma,

The while she waits—come home, papa!

Come home! A tear is glistening bright
‘Within my mother’s eye;

Why stay away so late to-night
From home, mamma, and I?

“Alas!” “alas!” her moanings are

~ That thou canst not return, papal

She says the white-sailed ship hath borne
Thee far upon the sea,

That many a night and many a morn
Will pass nor bring us thee;

But bear thee from us swift and far,

And thou mayst not come home, papa!

I thought thou wouldst return when light
Had faded on the sea:

How can I fall asleep to-night
Without a kiss from thee?

Thy picture in my hand I hold,

But O the lips are hard and cold!

Come home! I’m sad where’er I go,
To find no father there:

How can we live without thee so?
1’11 say my evening prayer,
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Stranded.

And ask the God who made each star,
To bring me home my dear papa!

ANSWERED.
1’1l come! I’ll come! my darling one,
Though long from thee I’ve tarried.
For thee within my anxious breast
The fondest love 1’ve carried
Where’er 1’ve roamed o’er land or sea.
Be not dismayed, 1’1l come to thee.

When evening shades around thee fall,
And birds have gone to rest,

O sing, thou sweetest bird of mine,
Within thy lonely nest!

Sing on! sing on! to cheer “mamma”

“The while she waits” for thy “papa.”

O tell thy mother not to weep,
But let her tears be dry,
And ne’er for me to let them creep
Into her cheerful eye;
For though I’ve strayed from her afar,
She soon shall welcome home “papa.”

Though “white-sailed ship” hath borne me far
Across the restless sea—

Though many nights and morns have passed
Since last I dwelt with thee—

Yet, lovely one, I tell thee true,

But death can sever me from you.

O lay that picture down, sweet child,
And calmly rest in sleep,

And for my absence long from thee
I pray thee not to weep!





































































































































































Old Tuolumne.

The streams that toward the ocean flow,
As on, and ever on, they go—

Their course as brief, their doom as sure—
A rush, a flash, and all is o’er!—

So tides of life that early rolled
Through old Tuolumne’s hills of gold,
Are spread and lost in other lands,

Or swallowed in the desert sands,

‘Where manhood’s strength and beauty’s bloom
Have rushed to meet the common doom;

The arm of might, the heart of love,

The soul that soared to worlds above;

The high intent that scaled the heights
‘Where false Ambition’s treacherous lights
Delusive shine to mock and cheat

The wretch who climbs with bleeding feet.

O days of youth! O days of power!
Again ye come for one glad hour,

To let us taste once more the joy
That Time may dim, but not destroy.

Again we feel our pulses thrill

To hear sweet voices long since still;
Again Hope’s air-built castles bright .
Rise up before the enchanted sight,

Ye are not lost! The arm of might,
The smile of beauty and brow of light,
The love, the hope, the high emprise,
The visions born in paradise.

As all the streams that sink from sight
In desert sands, and leave the light,
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California Weddings. 195

black man, who was a deacon in the colored Bap-
tist Church on Dupont street, called at my office
with a message requesting me to visit a certain
number on Sacramento street, at a given hour, for
the purpose of uniting his brother and a colored
lady in marriage. Remembering the crude old
English couplet which says that
‘When a wedding’s in the case,
All else must give place,

I did not fail to be on time. The company were
assembled in the large basément-room of a sub-
stantial brick house. A dozen or fifteen colored
people were present, and several white ladies had
gathered in the hall to witness the important cere-
mony. When the bridegroom and bride presented
themselves, I was struck with their appearance.
The bridegroom was a little old negro, not less than
seventy years old, with very crooked legs, short
forehead, and eyes scarcely larger than a pea, with
a weird, “varmint-like” face, showing that it would
not take many removes to trace his pedigree back
to Guinea. The bride was a tall and well-formed
young black woman, scarcely twenty years old,
whose hair (or wool) was elaborately carded and
arranged, and who wore a white dress, with a large
red rose in her bosom. The aged bridegroom
hardly reached her shoulders as she stood by him
in gorgeous array. They made a ludicrous couple,






















































