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When we sit down to write a Leader 
for the Cruiser, and realize that another 
sheet is to be issued, another exertion 
made, whose results are to be either for 
good or evil that we hesitate and al-
most shrink from the task.  But we 
know that without exertions, we can 
never develope the energies or cultivate 
the talents God has given us and this 
thought even acts as a spirit to incite 
us to renewed labor.  That our sheet 
may ever be a faithful transcript of 
the thoughts of its contributors as 
well as doing a vast amount of good 
is our earnest desire.  That having set 
our mark high, we shall never rest 
until we have attained it, never be 
satisfied with mediocrity, but strive 
for perfection.  For this end we labor 
to this do our hopes point and nothing 
short of this shall ever satisfy us.  
We would that our sheet might attain 
a high __ , in the ranks of our pe-
riodical visitors, that it may become 
a permanent institution, and that 
it will result in gathering around it 
a corps of first class writers who do 
their own thinking and are able to 
express their thoughts in plain yet 
elegant language.  We hope in the 
persecution of this object that every 
member of the Society as well as every 
friend of the Cruiser, will make its 
columns, the method of communica-
-tion, thus benefiting not only them-
-selves, but all who attend the debates 
or listen to the reading of the paper.

Gentlemen Editors,

When the star rose in Bethlehem, the 
clear sky broke forth, and seemed to por-
-tend the dawning of the day.  Watchman 
what of the night?  What are the signs 
of morning?  When will the __ __ 
dawn?  That star is the promise of the 
morning, the daystar of hope, given to a 
fallen world.  Shepherds proclaim, “peace on 
earth, and good will to men.”  Soon that 
star that morning star paled and set 
in darkness.  The hope of the world goes 
down to the grave, the thick clouds lower 
and deepen, and, “Watchman what of the 
night”, is heard from the gloom.  The 
Savior of the world rose from the tomb.  
He ascended to the world of light, and 
lives our Redeemer.  While a sojourner 
in this world of woe, He established a 
kingdom and set watchmen upon its 
walls.  They watch for the __ to which
His kingdom is exposed.  They look away 
into the gloom, and see foes __ and 
forming against His people.  For eighteen 
hundred years, has the battle raged 
and never fiercer than now.  All along 
the line of battle, all through the long, 
long night, goes up the cry, “Watchman 
what of the night?”  Death, Hell, and the 
grave are in league, all the powers of 
darkness are marshaled against His 
kingdom, night yet broods over this 
world of sin, this battlefield of life.  
Day has not yet dawned, fearful, yet 
more fearful rages the conflict, the 
alarm trumpet is sounded long and clearl
-y, the watchman see the host of sins 
gathering for deadly conflict.  The forces 
of Emanuel are increasing, they are push-
-ing farther and farther into the dark-
-ness, and are moving with unfaltering 
tread.  “Watchman, what of the 
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“Watchman what of the night’s 
when the darkness of night rolled over 
this world of woe, and the curse of God 
fell on rebellious man, a promise was 
held out of a coming morning.  The 
seed of that woman shall bruise the 
serpent’s head, was heard quietly in 
the darkness, giving hope that the 
gloom would give way to the light of 
morning.  Darkness has ever since been 
over the face of the world, and all along 
that dark and awful night, the cry 
has been heard “watchman what of the 
night?  Are there signs of the morn-
ing?  __ , here and there a star has 
broken through the gloom, directing the 
eye upward, telling us that far, far 
away, the stars did shine, and swim 
in the blue ether of Heaven, yet the flash 
of light was like the lightening, but for 
a moment, sending the gloom and vanish-
ing, making darkness more terrible, while 
the cry has anxiously gone forth, 
“Watchman, what of the night?”  The thun-
-ders of the mountain startled a sleep-
ing world, the lightening of Sinai, play 
around the mountaintops and the 
dwellers again shout, “Watchman what of 
the night?  Deep and awful is that 
darkness, long, long has been that 
night, and what are the signs of the 
  morning?” 

night?”  “Are there any signs of the morn-
-ing?”  There are streaks of light darting 
from the eastern horizon, there are signs 
of the coming morning.  How after in the 
toils of life, has darkness overwhelmed 
us, and we have sighed, prayed for the 
morning the breaking up of the gloom, the 
dawning of day, the rising of some star 
of hope!  When the Christian hero, and 
soldier, Havelock, was besieged at 
Lucknow, with his little band of men 
by the savage and bloody Sepoy, when 
famine was in their midst, and pesti-
-lence was their guest, how thoughtfully 
the sentinel paced to and fro upon the bat-
-tlements, and how earnestly the watch-
-man in his lofty tower, spanned the 
movements of the surrounding foe, and 
looked away into the distance, to see if 
help, expected help would come.  Through 
the long, weary day, through the live long 
night, the little band inquires, “Watch
-man, what of the night?”  The General 
sadly treads his apartment, as he 
thinks of the terrible fate of his fellows 
and of the deeds of the blood that have 
been done.  He knows his foes are deadly 
and before him uses the forms of _
_ innocence.  Is it strange that he 
asks, “What, oh Watchman, what of the night?” 
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The hour of midnight is passed, he 
throws himself upon his couch, he 
sleeps, he dreams.  He dreams the city 
has fallen, he hears the shouts of the 
conquering Sepoys.  He sees them in their 
thirst for blood, cut down all with-
-out regard to sex or age.  He hears the 
shrieks of the dying, the despairing wail 
of outraged innocence and virtue.  
He dreams a Sepoy enters a dwelling where 
a mother and daughter are seated.  His 
steel glistening in the light, he lays them 
lifeless, their blood runs together on the 
floor.  He dreams a rosy girl of four 
summers is playing among the flowers.  
She gathers the fairest and joyously 
bounds to twirl them in the hair of her 
mother.  Her feet slip on the bloody floor, 
she falls over the mangled form of her 
sister, the Sepoy is still there and her 
blood mingles with theirs.  He dreams a 
gaunt form came from the plains 
and stalks with fearful strides about the 
city.  He was haggard and hideous, his 
eyes glazed and hollow.  He dreamed on 
and saw him visit his sleeping comrades 
their green pale and wan made his visage 
he touched them with his wand _
 __ became haggard and ghastly.  
Yea, his touch was death.  He dreamed 
the figure grinned horribly, and like 
the vampire, lived on the lifeblood 
of his victims.  When he turned his face 
to the dreamer, he saw the terrible name 
famine written on his brow.  Havelock 
awoke, he knew his awful danger, “Oh 
watchman what of the night?”  He falls 
before his God, he prayed to Him who is 
alone able to save.  A watchman is looking 
far away on the plain.  He listens.  What 
does he hear?  Is it the boom of far off 
cannon?  Is it the cheering trumpet sound?  
It is the tread as if mighty forces were 
moving.  “Watchman what of the night?”  
He waves his hand and exultingly shouts 
there are signs of the morning.  Help has 
come.  All along the battlements from 
every tower, from the perishing in the city 
the shout of deliverance goes forth.  
So it is in the warfare of life, so with the 
church, and with the Christian warrior 
in this night of gloom.  The morning will 
come, the day will dawn, the Sun of 
Righteousness will arise, the King of glory 

She sits within her cottage door
O’er hung with mosses gray,
Her work lies idly in her lap
As she thinks of her younger day.
Now a smile lights up her face,
As she thinks of the days gone by
When with the beaux she flirted
When she was young and gay.
When flirting with Henry Jones so nice
And giving the smitten to Bill
How with the handsome John she went
And had glorious slides down hill
Oh Yes these were golden days,
When I was joyous young.
But never shall I see them more
Those days when I had such fun.

There’s a good time coming

How often do we hear this sentence 
quoted by both old and young.  It seems 
to be the universal feelings in the human 
heart to be ever looking forward, to some 
anticipated good, some blessing yet in 
store.  Ancient mythology tells us 
that when Pandora opened her box, &
 sent the contents over the world, hope 
alone remained imprisoned, and from 
the natural state of the heart, reference to 
it would seem as if the supposition was 
correct.  The allegory possesses a peculiar 
significance when we realize, what an 
important element, hope is in all our 
dreams of the future.  The heading of this 
article has almost passed into a proverb 
thus showing conclusively, what a pre-
-dominant element this is in our na-
-tures.  The man of three score years and 
ten, repeats it, lives a good life __ and 
his furrowed cheek is moistened while 
his eye glistens with the thought, that 
his good time will come to him in 
Heaven.  That it will find him in a 
place where no sickness nor sorrow can 
enter, to blast the happiness of the good 
time there.  The man of middle age 
thinks his good time will have arri-
-ved when he has amassed a fortune 
and is able to retire from business, there 
to find that happiness which has not 
been his, while immersed in the busy 
cares and scenes of life.  The young 
man looks forward on the stage of 



will come.  Who is this King of Glory?  
Who!  The child of Bethlehem, the lowly 
Nazarine, the disciple, the crucified, 
the risen, yea, the wonderful, the 
Councillor, the mighty God, the everlasting 
Father, the Savior of this world of night, 
the Redeemer of this world of woe, the Judge 
of the quick and dead, He is the King of 
Glory.    Agricola
Freeport Feb 16, 1859

=========================================
=====================

Maidenhood.

Salt of the earth, shades of the just
Long let the fashion stay.
Let women live a single life
And happy spend her day.
The virtuous and the good are those
Who slight these Human hands,
Who turn deaf ear to all the beaux,
And live, lord of their lands.
Not slaves to man, __ no for they
Live free.  Creations lord, demands no tithes
Commands them not,
For they never’l be wives.
Dried Apples are their emblems true
So are the withered flowers,
But maidenhood is a happy life
And pleasant are its hours.
Would you take a peep, look and behold
That maiden old but fair,
Her hair is silvery gray.  I know 
But Heaven’s smile is there.

life, where he has but just taken his 
stand, and entered his name for this 
place, and thinks the acme of his 
desires will be attained, when he has 
carved for himself a niche in the tem-
-ple of fame, and his name is spoken 
by admiring thousands.  The boy has 
his dreams of happiness in store, and 
thinks, it attained when he has his 
first pair of boots, jackknife, or long 
tailed coat.  The young lady’s end is 
answered and the summit of her wishes 
reached, when she married, and this 
Mother when her children are all settled 
for life.  Thus we see that although the 
possession of this feeling, and the utterance 
of this thought is universal, yet it is to 
be found by far different means.  Each 
one has a peculiar object, and a peculiar meth-
-od of obtaining it.  Its universality is
undoubted, its individuality unquestioned 
and while we acknowledge this we realize 
another element that enters largely into 
its composition, it insatiate nature.  
“Hope springs eternal in the human breast.  
Man never is, but always to be blest”
We are never satisfied and never can be 
while we dream life’s breath.  The soul _
_ here in the flesh, is ever planning 
its wings for its upward flight, and not 
until the heart ceases to beat, and the organs 
to act, will hope cease its questions and 
the mind rest in peace.  Let us be sure 
that we are possessed of that hope, which 
is an anchor for the soul, and then our __
time will find us, safe at last, in those 
Heavenly mansions prepared for us.
     Orion
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The Sister’s Lament

Oh where are the years, that have passed since I roamed
Through the grand lofty halls of my childhood home
Where the loved ones, that gathered at eventide there
And silently echoed the fervent prayer.

I dreamed last night of sweet home in its glory
And scenes that long since have grown aged & hoary
Came back to my spirit in language most feeling.
And one angel sister beside me was kneeling.

The garden was there as in days of its splendor
And filled me with memories, cherished & tender
While just by a beautiful hedge of wild roses
Our great grassy playground in verdure reposes.

Many long summer days have we played amid the flowers
Or listened to the song of the birds from their bowers
Till twilight’s soft, curtain fell silently down
And the stars brightly g__ evening’s glorious crown.

It was sweet then to talk of the angels in Heaven
And wish some bright star on the fair brow of even
Would whisper and say if we ever should go
To dwell with the __, all spotless as snow.

But soon my loved sister was destined to know
If her spirit to mansions of bliss, should she go
And as daily she faded and drooped by my side
I prayed to go with her whenever she died.

Twas a bright day in spring & all nature smiled blushing
To welcome the murmuring  brooks that were gushing
While near a raised window our loved one was lying
And breathed, come to me for I sweetly am dying.

She clasped me and said I am going to Jesus
Then come he is waiting with joy to receive us
I see the pure robe, and bright crown in his hand.
Oh, I’m longing to join that celestial band.

She spoke and her spirit to Heaven had fled
Where sickness is not, and where tears are never shed.
Yet on her cold bosom I silently lay
Imploring, that Jesus, would take me away.

Oh what anguish and __ __ my spirit torn
When hope was extinguished & left me to mourn
How long I __, and how bitterly wept
When midnight, his sad & solemn vigil kept.

I sat gazing one evening out on the blue sky
As she silently hung, her bright lamps on high

And how much there is for the Christian 
to enjoy, for they can with the eye of faith 
look forward, to the time when earthly 
Sabbaths, with them shall be no more
when they shall have entered into that 
never ending Sabbath above, where they 
shall never tire of beholding the face of 
their Heavenly Father, and their feet 
never weary, walking the golden streets 
of the New Jerusalem.  There we shall 
meet our Redeemer and Savior, ever be 
near, and like our God, and forever 
dwell where congregations, never break 
up, nor Sabbaths never end.

   Dora.

Kind Words

Kind words, who does not know their value
  Who has not felt their worth?  Who does 
not know how to appreciate words kindly 
spoken to them in hours of affliction?  
Methinks I hear a voice saying, there 
are none who do not know their value 
for they are a healing balm, to wounds, 
spirits, ever cheering them in hours of 
adversity.  The stranger in a foreign 
land , misses the voice of loved 
friends, who have all times administered 
to them the balm of consolation.  Many 
times when he has felt wearied __ 
toils and cares of the day, has some 
loved voice welcomed him home 
with words of kindness.  These words 
have often proved the very oil of joy 
to his soul.  He is happy and this 
happiness is the essence of those words  
so kindly spoken.  They have served to 
soothe the troubled mind and make 
joyous the heart which before was 
sad and weary.  Now that he is far from 
home, he misses those words which have 
so often been whispered in his ears.  
But is he destitute of friends?  Ah no, 
although far away from loved scenes 
he who has been confronted by kind 
words, now administers them in turn 
to others, who may need them.  This 
secures him friends, and again he is 
refreshed by expressions of kindness 
and love.  How careful should we 
be in our daily conversation to use 



When this thought came across my troubled mind
May I not find these stars, pure sweet spirit find.

Does she see me, & know I am thinking now
That she shines a bright star on the Savior’s brow
Through her answering voice, I now may not hear
Yet the thought shall my sorrowing spirit cheer.

Then I’ll gladly and faithfully toil until death
Shall release my worn spirit by his icy breath
And how sweet to receive the___ __ from her hand
And the welcome to sing with that blood washed hand.

     Carrie.

The Sabbath

Welcome delightful morn, thou day of 
sacred rest, I hail thy kind return 
with joy.  How sweet to the weary body 
and the care worn mind is the dawn 
of the holy, quiet Sabbath, when there is 
no sound of labor to disturb the tran-
-quility of the mind, and we can feel 
that we are free to dismiss each and 
every worldly thought, and feeling and 
let our weary frames repose awhile.  
How sweet to lay down by the edge of some 
bubbly brook, with no companion but 
the fair flowers, and the nodding willows 
and recline where the air brings balm to 
the weary body, where the man of business 
can for awhile forget his cares, and 
enjoy, the quiet of the Sabbath, the 
farmer and the merchant; can alike repose 
from their toils and cares, and refresh them
selves, with its quiet and holy rest.  
How sweet it is for the Christian, as cares 
and anxieties press on them through the 
week to look forward the Sabbath, as 
the time, when they can for awhile dis-
-miss worldly thoughts, and let their 
minds dwell on God, and Heavenly things.  

words of cheer and encouragement to 
all.  We are too apt to speak harshly 
too apt to use expressions which will alter 
the happiness of those around us.  The 
worth of kind words, who can tell?  
Who does not love to dwell upon the 
memory of words kindly spoken, which 
perhaps they will hear no more.  
The lips that uttered them may be 
cold in death, or perchance far away
bestowing upon others around them 
that cordial which has so often been 
administered to us.  We are happy in 
the society of friends, for no words but 
those of kindness flow from their lips.  
How much of real happiness is dependent 
upon these little tokens of love?  Perhaps 
some one is looking upon us, hoping that 
we shall speak kindly to them.  We speak 
and if what we utter is as they hoped, the 
will result and will be good, but if we speak scorn
-fully, we may turn the destiny, and mar 
the happiness of those who we wish 
to be prospered.  By speaking kindly we 
not only have the satisfaction of 
seeing others happy, but we are conscious 
that we are doing right.  We know that we 
are following the example of our Divine 
Master, who never spoke any way but 
kindly, even to his most bitter enemies.  
We should never cherish any feelings 
but those of kindness, never harbor 
angry thoughts, and then we shall 
not be likely to speak to the injury 
or unhappiness of others.

    Elsie.
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Architecture

From the earliest ages the science of 
architecture has been regarded as worthy 
the attention of kings, for in the days of 
Solomon, an architect was considered 
worthy to sit at the king’s table.  The 
ancients knew and appreciated the 
importance of this art, as a means of 
recording and perpetuating events of 
great historical importance.  They 
erected temples, and triumphal arches  
in commemoration of their victories 
and symbolized their trophies in sculp
-ture on their walls.  What mind at 
the present day can contemplate the 
pyramids of Egypt and not wish to 
know more of the people also have left 
behind them such stupendous monum-
-ents.  The ruins of ancient Greece force 
upon us, the conviction, that this na-
-tion had reached a degree of refinement
 which has never since surpassed, if in-
-deed attained.  Why is it than that a 
science so noble, receives so little atten-
-tion from Americans, who with all 
their genius and originality have never 
as yet been able to produce any new 
styles of architecture at all comparable 
with the Grecian for elegance or the 
Gothic for grandeur.  But this is not so 
much a matter of regret as the want of 
a correct taste so often exhibited in our 
domestic architecture.  In our common 
schools, our children are taught 
Astronomy, Philosophy, Geology, Botany 
and many other sciences, and useful 
and beautiful, I grant, but not more 
important than this of which I write.  
The images of our County, State, 
and World fairs are all very lavish of 
premiums and bounties for new fangled 
notions, and labor saving inventions 
curiously wrought counterpanes, and 
sight destroying embroideries, over
grown calves, pigs babies, but when 
have they ever offered a prize for the 
best design for a dwelling or a church, 
the best plan for a school house, or a 
stable.  We have our Academies of 
Music, our galleries of painting, and 
statuary, but where in all our land is 
the institution where a correct taste in 
architecture is to be acquired.  This 

We always sympathize with the ladies 
dear souls, and go in for according them 
all their rights, either socially, civilly, 
or politically.  And we not only sympa-
thize, but we are willing to aid them to 
the extent of our ability in all their 
lawful undertakings, feeling sure that for 
all this we shall perceive our reward.  
When our wife comes to us with a long 
story of grievances, that the pot won’t 
boil, the stove won’t draw, the meat 
wont roast, the flour is out, the wood 
is wet, the pump is frozen up, with a 
host of similar troubles, we always try
to console her, saying- as doubtless 
every married man has said since 
Adam wedded Eve…never mind now 
dear, we will have it fixed, don’t 
let these little household cares trouble 
you, keep the smile on your face, we 
are not particular about our things 
you know, so long as we can have a 
good dinner, our house kept neat 
and clean, and our shirt bosoms 
immaculate, we are satisfied, but 
hope our wife will always be ready 
to meet us pleasantly, etc., etc., arguments 
as we said that every married man 
uses, in all such domestic troubles 
and which he ever applies as a sort 
of panacea for all household cares 
that may be brought to his notice.  
But with all our varied experience 
we never found a more fruitful 
source of trouble, than that of 
washing dishes.  There was always some 
difficulty, the water was too hot, or 
too cold, that she had forgotten to put 
any on before dinner, the dish pan 
leaked or it wasn’t half large enough, 
etc., etc.  So great was the annoyance 
that one day our better half, in 
despair, rushed to her pen and relieved 
her burdened mind in the following 
stanzas, which we dedicate to the lady 
friends of the Cruiser, hoping as they 
listen, that they will echo their trials 
and prove a relief to their troubled 
minds.  She calls it the “Kitchen Song”:
Ho, ho, hum, how I wish
That each kettle and dish
Could be cleansed by some Yankee machine
It would __ such a sight
Of work, morn and night 



neglect seems the more strange when
we consider how utterly worthless 
would be many of the arts, were it not 
for this the noblest of them all.  Of 
what value would be painting and 
statuary were there no homes to be 
adorned, no magnificent halls where 
they might be displayed.  Who would 
not be struck with the incongruity of 
the scene, were they to behold a picture 
by an old master or a bust, by some 
eminent artist, in the wigwam of an 
Indian.  In fact it is this science 
that has called into existence, and 
sustain most of the arts, known to 
civilized man.  Then let us cultivate 
a taste for it, that we may improve 
our homes, our minds and the world.

    W.

Enigma

I am composed of 25 letters.
My 6, 15, 10, 20, is a kind of fruit.
“     9, 23, 13, 4, is a boy’s plaything.
“    22, 17, 18 12, is often a great temptation.
“    19, 20, 2, 11, 3, proves the ruin of many.
“    18, 24, 17, 5, 7, is one of the islands of Casco Bay.
“    1, 8, 25, 13, 10, 18, 24, 17, 11, 5, is what the ladies have 
long desired to wear.
“    14, 21, is a pronoun.
“    25, 21, 18, 20, 24, is considered a beast.
“    3, 23, 20, 9, is Scottish Church.
My whole is creating a great deal of 
talk at the present time.
Answer in our next.

To have one that would scour, wash, & clean.

I should think that they might
With their __ so bright
Add much to our comfort and ease.
And a dishwasher make 
That would beat a horse cake,
Or the things to make butter and cheese.

There’re machines to cut glass
And machines to cut grass
And machines to fulfill all their wishes 
But they never once think
While their own health’s they drink
Of poor women who have to wash dishes.

It must have a strong hand,
That will not shape the bread
Of the stove door or frying pan hot;
And never once flinch
But with resolute clutch
Lay right hold, of each kettle and pot.

And when tis completed,
The inventor be greeted
With praises from all that lack wealth,
And every good lass
Will fill up a glass
Of bright water, to drink to his health.


