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OF LITERATURj^SCIENCE, T*AvLES, AND MISCELLANY.

ROCHESTER, N. X—SAT

BUFFALO POST OFFICE.

We are indebted to the politeness of a friend

for a Cut,-, representing this .splendid and con-

yenient Edifice, efcgiaved by J. W. ORE.

The BuSalo Cotamereial Advertiser a few

weeks since, gave tbe following account of the

building and the baifaess transacted therein :

" The building, earner of Washington and
Seneca streets, forrne^y occopied by the Baptist
'Society, was sold by »em a few months since
to Col.O. H. DIBBLE, %st Master, and by him
(jaroreBsly fitted up for t L purposes for which it
jpnow used. The Poet Dffica occupies the en-

'fire jpwer story, or the fitet ab^ve the basement.
the entrance is by a fligto of \gteps, to a large
aOd4SomroodiouflTestibule\ from, which is a hall
rwa»ing directly back mm trip front of the
building 36 feet. On oneVide of this hall are
situated the boxes for the tanvanience ©f busi-
ness menr-nvunbering I532Jpver 1000 of which
arc now"Occupied. On tharight hand of the
hall is % spacious reading rofrn for the use and
accommodation of the public^ On the left, and

. in rflar of tbe boxes, is a large room, where the
mails are opened and assortel in view of the
jttblie, or those who may be Uiting for their
letters »Dd paper*. <fn rear ofvhis, is a raised
Hoot, SJ/eflt high, where all let^rs are mailed.
la war of this, and on the eanu raised floor,
arc two counting room*,, one for ensmon use-—
tbe other for private room, adding, See,, and —

sleeping rooms for~the Clerks. The -Office em-
ploys now eight clerks, besides the Post-Master.

•'The basement below the Post Office is fitted
up ifor stores, of which there are four.

" The story fdnve the office is divided into
six rooms for ojm*j^^ Attorneys, Physicians,
&c.

" The following, showing the businfBsJJo'ne,
is copied from the City Directory :

••' Post Office.—O. H. Dibble, P. M.; H. Case,
Ass't P. M. TJiere are 66 mails per week re-
ceived at, made up, and dispatched from the
Post Office in this city,

•• • The first mail received here, was in March
1803, on horseback. It was conveyed from the
east once in two weeks in this manner, until
1305. A weekly route was then established,
and continued until 1809. la 1810, the mode
of conveyance was changed, and a stage wagon
was used. As the country advanced in improve,
ments, the route was changed to twice and three
times a week, and subsequently to a daily route,
in post coaches.

11 ' The amount of postages on letters received
for distribution at this office, is at this time,
$49,000 per quarter. The amount of letters
received for this city, and delivered here, is
$5,900 ; which, together with the amount charg-
ed on letters mailed liege by our own merchants
and other business men, &c. makes the amount
of business annually, over two hundred and
nineteen thousand and one hundred dollar*.'"

DESTRUCTION OF THE CAROLINE.
Oh, w i t were the dreams, as they sunk to rest,

Of that devoted band,
Who lay, as a babe on its mother's breast,

On the shores of their native land *
Breath'd they of fire, or of streaming blood,

Or the thundering Cataract's* whelming flood 1

Strong manhood's God-like form was there,
With his bold and open brow,

And age with his wearied look of care,
And his floating locks of snow ;

And the agile form of lie stripling boy.

With his throbbing pulse of hope and joy;

They dream'd of the happy hours of BOMB—
Of a blessed mother's prayer—

Of the cherish'd wife in that sacred dome—
Of the lisping pratlers there -,

And the stripling dream'd of his young love's smile,
When he left her, bound for the " fatal Isle."

Oh, what was that dim, ominous sound.
That struck on the sleeper's ear,

Yet roused him not from his rest profound,
"Till the unsheathed blade was near—

And it seem'd as the air and roctcs were riv'n
By the slogan of death and the wild shriek given ,£

Ah! vain was the strife of the struggling few
With a well arm'd murderous band;

For the gallant bark, with her blood drench'd crew,
Is floating from the strand,

And the young boy's quarter-cry it bore
To the purple wave, with his own heart's gore.

On—wildly onward—sped the craft.
As she swiftly ueared the verge,

And the demon guards of the black gulf laugh'd
And chanted their hefifsh dirge ;

And the booming watersAroar'd anew,
A-wail for the dead anifcdying crew.

As over the shelving rocks she broke,
And plunged in her turbulent grave,

The slumbering Genius of Freedom woke,
Baptized in Niagara's wave.

And sounded her warning tocsin far,
Erom Atlantic'9 shore to the polar star.

January, 1838.

L I M E S
NG THAT MISS WAS "ENGAGED.1

" Girl after girl is gone,
I've lost another girl.'"—Anonymous.

If matches really are made
In heaven, as some believe, then

I am, with reason, much afraid
I have no friends at all in heaven ;

For I have ever meant to wed,
And wed each pretty belle that was ;

But while I've had her in my head,
Some fellow had her in his' paws.

I never loved a pretty las?,
But she* wa3 first to marry straight;

I never could propose, alas!
But that I found myself too late.

1 sat to Ann, last week;
No chap had ever brighter hopes, I vovr;

To-day, I caught her in Joe's lap !—
* * * * • >

I guess I've cut my eye-tooth now!

I will not go to Texaa—no!
I seek not Davy Crocket's fata;

I will live on and brave my wo,
And love, love, love, (I cannot hat*

The pretty creatures,) love, them all i
Yea, 'Ven despair can prompt no more;"

I will live on, and fall
\ Love's martyr—an old BacheJok!

V. 8. A*
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THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.

T H E T W O L I G H T H O U S E S .
A TALE OF THE OCEAN.

B T T H E OLD S A I L «Wl .
"There is a Providence that shapes our ends,

Rough acw them as we will."
It is now some five-and-twenly years ago that

I sported my naval uniform on board that pretty
little brig of his majesty's, which was buil^by
the shipwright's apprentices of Debtford flock-
yard, as a surveying vessel. She had a hand-
some bust of the great circumnavigator, Capt.
Cook, for a figure-head; and her stern was taste-
fully, decorated with divers and sundry orna-
mental carved work, characteristic of the ser-
vice on which she was to be engaged. There
was only one fault in her construction,—she
was too narrow for her length. The surveyor
was a master in the navy, who had undergone
many vicissitudes in life, and his memoirs
might rival those celebrated details of Robin-
son Crusoe, which every school-boy loves to
peruse.

Our fir3* survey was between Lowestoft and
Harwich; but as it would be tedious to mention
many little curious circumstances that occurred
during our operations, I shall confine myself to
one, the narration of which interested me very
much at the time, and I trust will not be wholly
unwelcome to the reader.

Upon a projecting point of flat shingle on
the coast of Suffolk running far into the ocean,
and forming the extreme point of the northern
boundary of the estuary into which the river
Thames empties its polluted waters, stand two
light-houses, nearly a mile apart from each
other, for the double purpose of warning the
mariner of his "whereabouts," and acting as
correct guide to keep his vessel clear of shoals
in this difficult and dangerous navigation. The
one on the ever sea-boat point is termed the
Low Light, and its overlooker more inland,
is called the High Light. The former waa an
ancient erection with a small out-building at-
tached ; a few cart loads of mould had been
carried thither, and attempts made to rear some-
thing like vegetation; but it was a fruitless ef-
fort, and except a cabbage or two which was
at all times ready pickled by the spray of the
sea, nothing would grow. All around, for a
long distance, was loose shingle that yielded to
the tread, and where the sea-fowl mingled their
eggs with the pebbly stones, that formed a bar-
rier against the inroads of the ocean, and pro-
tected the creek-like river which ran inside to a
haven for Email craft. \ o t a tree or a shrub of
any kind appeared upon that atony bed, and the
noise of the waves either whispering in calm,
or raging in storm, was never, never ceasing.
It waa a wild, dreary spot on which the Low
Light stood; and not unfrequcntly the tempestu-
ous winds would raise the :*hite frothy comb of
the breakers, and scatter it nearly to the very
summit of the building; then the saline particles,
incru8ting together, glisten brightly in^thc-sun,
and the old woman, who moved about oh the
beach regardless of wind or sea, obtaii|ing a
due portion for her share, might have well been
compared to Lot's wife, for externally she ex-
hibited a mass of salt.

The Upper Light was of more modern con-
struction (the old one having been pulled down
to give place for it,) and it held its aspiring
head above its humble neighbor, displaying its
gorgeous illumination with a. sort of patronage
towards tho venerable pile that bore the brunt
of tb>, storm; but like the grades in society, one
was useless without the other. During our ope-
ration in taking angles, we had to measure a
base-line between the two light-houses, and this
led to an intimacy with their inhabitants, who
perfectly corresponded in appearance and man-
ners with <hj buildings they tenanted.

The Low Light had its bold, hardy keeper,
part fisherman, part pilot, part wrecker, and,
(the truth must out,) a dabbler in contraband;
hia wife in an old blue pca-jackct, and a mob-
cap, rendered ample assistance to her husband
in each and all of his professions and callingB;
besidea which, she was taster to the spirit trade,
and could, in an instant, tell the degree of proof
BO as to be enabled to increase the quantity by ,
a reduction of its strength.

Tho High Light man was a small farmer, a
1 title bit of a sailor, dressed like a gentleman on
Bundays, nnd, with his lady and daughters, sat
in a good seat at the church to show their finery.
The girls were pretty, and, as a matter of

course, I did a bit of amiable towards the ben
looking; but one evening I detected her arm.in
arm with a rough smugglet-looking sort of a
genius, in a frieze jacket; they parted hastily,
and as the man passed me, I saw the counte-
nance and large whiskers of the young Eirl of

, and from that time they had one gull less
in the nest thaa usual, and betook myself for
my accustomed"walk to fte light-house at the
point. >4

"You have a strange amphibious sort of a
life of it here Martin," said I, addressing the
old man. " l ^u are like the petrel, alwaye in
the storm^^^^^ou not afraid t.b»t nnrns night
the l ight.^^^^Kll get under way and carry
you out t t ^ H p

"No, m a W ' replied he, "I've pretty good
houlding ground, and though the ould building
does sometimes shake in the could wind, yet it
has weathered out many a gale—and I dare say
will weather many more. Howsomever, it has
made the fortune of aome folks, though one of
the former keepers were tried for murder."

"Lideed!" said I, ever hankering after the
romantic; "how was that? Come, Martin, let
me have the particulars, I see you know them;
and I deeply love a good yarn."

"Well, well, sir, answered Ire, ' 1 don't mind
if I do overhaul the consarn to you, seeing as
I've got this net to piece, and hands and tongue
can go at the same time. Sit down, sir; and
dame bring us out a drop of the right sort, full
proof—there's a darling ould soul! Why, you
must see, sir—but it's many year's ago—the
two light-houses were inhabited by two brothers.
David Bligh had this here, and Jonas Bligh had
the t'other; it's pulled down now and a new one
built." »

But I shall takej.be liberty of departing from
the idiom of the "old man, and give the lale in
language of my own.

The two Blighs were daring, intrepid men,
wholly regardless of danger, and utterly fearless,
in emergency; both were married, and had fami-
lies, but it was with difficulty that the parents
could procure even a scanty subsistence for
them. David was of a homely disposition,
loved his wife and children, and though the
manner in which he added to the miserable pit-
tance allowed him as keeper of the light, was
not of the most rsputable nature, yet he avoided
evil company, and was never intoxicated, and
endeavored, to the best of his ability, to pro-
vide comforts for his home. Jonas, on the con-
trary, was the hardened villain, ill-using his wife,
neglecting his offspring, drunken in his habits,
and connected with a gang of smugglers, who
as often perpctrateri^oulrage and depredation as
they carried on the contraband, till, at length,
he was engaged in a desperate affray, which
was very nearly proving of a murderous char-
acter, and, after hiding in various places, from
lime to time, he suddenly disappeared altogether,
and no one knew what had become of him,
The wife, or as it was more generally supposed,
the widow of Jonas, watR^nitted to remain
in the light-house, and^Jffc the assistance of
DaH», and the help of her "oldest boy Richard,
performed the necessary duties. David, how-
ever, had become a stricken man ; first his wife,
and then, one by one, his children dind from
him, till he had only a single child left, and she,
a poor delicate creature, seemed totally unfit to
encounter, much more endure the hardships of
life: nevertheless, she did so, and grew up to be
the fountain of comfort to her declining father,
weaning him from the illegal traffic in which
he had been so many years-engaged, und draw-
ing his attention to the Christian's best hope
both in time and eternity. Still there was ever
a gloomy weight of oppression on the old man's
mind—-a groaning of the inward spirit, as if
some deed of former iniquity preyed upon his
conscience; but as the music of his great name-
sake dispelled the evil visions of Saul, so did
the smile or the song of Annie disperse the dark
clouds which shaded her parent's countenance
The girl was not beautiful, but there was some
thing in her look and manner that was engag.
ing, and there was a mildness in her exprcs
sion that interested the heart's best and dearest
affections.

Years passed away, and Annie was beloved
by rival suitors; the one, the eldest son of the
widow of Jonas, the other, a handsome young
seaman, belonging to a sevcnty.four that fre
quently anchored in the bay with the North Sea
squadron, snd< as he was one of the crew of the
captain's gig, he had occasional opportunities
of visiting the UghUhouse. Of excellent cha..

racter, and possessed of a better education than
usually falls to the lot of the foremast man.
Bill Braiiwell wa& respected and valued by both
officers and men. He it was that had en-
couraged a desire for information in young.
Annie's breast, and his scanty pay had supplied
the means of instruction. Annie had been
taught to read by her father; she tried to write—
practised it at every leisure moment, and the-
first epistle she ever penned waa addrewgd to-.
William, containing assurances of unalterable
affection for the young seaman. Richard Biigh
was kind and attentive to the object of.$&*-feT"
gard~; he vfcuLd have un^sjgoM Gfif and every
danger or privfttiorfto prove his attaehement for
her, but there was no corresponding feeling on
her part. Annie knew that too-many of the
bad qualities of his father lurked within his
breast; his passions were violent whenever his-
wishes were opposed, and he was bitter in his-
revenge when he imagined himself injured.—
That he ardently loved the girl there could not
be a doubt; but there wa& a degree of ferocious
Belfishness in his love which would have prompt-
ed him to any desperate deed that promised a
hope of calling her his own.

William's ship was paid off, and he was draft-
ed into a dashing frigate destined for the Mediter-.
ranean; he apprised Annie of the change, im-
plored her to be firm and faithful to him, and.
declared that neither distance nor time should,
effect the smallest diminution in his honest af-
fection. They might be separated for some
time, but there were many chances of making
prize-money, and he spoke of the bright pros-
pects of future happiness. Accompanying this
was a letter to old David, with a i,»bv«msc5jrr-
der for five pounds, and an exhortation for the
father "to watch with tenderness over the treas-
ure of his heart." Richard had seen these let.
ters at the village post-office; the sight of them
had mingled gall and wormwood in his mind,
and he tried to get them into his possession, but
his scheme failed, and they were forwarded to
their proper destination. Poor Annie's heart
sunk at the view of a long separation from
William, and fair a time sheforefuaed to be com.
forted. Richard ascertained the cause and his
mad chagrin was converted inio a delirium ©f
oy when he found the object of his hatred would

be so far removed, and the being whom he loved
in a great measure within his power. The se-
cretly cherished hope that time and ^sence
would operate with Annie, -elevated his spiels-
and he renewed his suit with redoubled ardor:
but both father and daughter mildly, yet firmly,
discouraged his addresses, and, in the madness
of disappointment, he swore to be revenged.

One evening, inflamed with liquor, Richard
ook advantage of old David's casual absence

and visited the Lower Light* Annie was alone;
•bore was no creature within hearing; the gulls
were screaming their farewell to the sun as they
wheeled their flight roifnd the venerable pile-
the winds were hushed, the waves scarce chat'
tered on the beach—all nature was tranquil
But unhallowed passion, heightened by intoxi-
cation, revelled, unrestrained, in the young
man's breast, Annie saw the lawless flashing
of his eye, and trembled; she would have shut
herself in, but he came upon her before she
could reach the building, and throwing his arms
around her, he caught ber to his bosom. Annie
shrieked; but she was only answered by the
wild noise of the sea-birds. She prayed and
her prayer ascended to the footstool of O.nnipo.
ence, for unusual strength was given her to

escape, and, rushing into the light-house, she
ascended to the lantern gallery; thither, too,
she was followed by her relentless persecutor
but the desperate girl mounting the railings'
declared she wouk precipitate herself to the
bottom if he offered to approach her. Richard
huddered when he saw the danger she was in-

it almostsobered Km; the railing was shattered
and frail, as she stood it seemed as if the breath
of an infant wotld destroy the balance, and
lurl her to destnetion. He implored her he
ntreated her to :orno down, but she expressed
lerself more deermined than ever to prefer a
mdden death tr a life of shame. He prayed
her to forgive hs base rashness, but the only1

answer he receved was a peremptory order for
him to quit. th place. At this moment the
•Dice of old D.vid was heard, chiding the dila,

tonneas of JW child for not hastening to meet
him. A lau£ of excited delight run upon the
wihght Bkyior Annie had caught the sound;

her had gref dizzy; she balanced on her posi!
tion for a ijornent, then preponderating out-
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THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.
, 8he would havebeen dashed to pieces by

the fall, but Richard darted forward with a sud-
den spring, caught her by her clothes, and she
hung suspended in his grasp. Still he oould
not trust to the shattered barrier on which she
stood; he felt it giving way, and both would
there have probably perished together, but
for the timely aid of a stranger, who, hearing
the cry for help, had ascended to their assist-
ance, and they were rescued. Richard imme-
diately took his departure, for he would not
meet the reproaches of the father, nor the an-
-ger of the child; he hurried from the scene, and
With him went the stranger who had been instru-
mental in saving their, lives. Annie was much
tiruised, and on the following day could scarce-
ly move about: but her father did not leave the
plum* and with his presence she felt herself se-
cure.

Evening returned again—a beauteous sum-
mer's evening—the sun was setting in gorgeous
splendor, tinging every thing in nature with its
golden hue. David sat at the door of the light,
house mending his net, and revolving in his
mind the circumstances which had so recently
taken place; he mourned the depravity of the
young man, and shrunk with sickly dread from
contemplating the peril in which this child was
placed. He wondered who and what the stran-
ger could be who had so mysteriously appeared
at sach an eventful crisis, and then disappeared
astuddenly. Something darkened tho old man's
vision, and, raising his head, the object of his
thoughts stood before him: his arms were folded
on his breast. Iris look was bent downward, and
as his face was in the shade, his- features could
not be distinctly seen. A violent and unac.
countable tremor shook old David's frame; he
arose from his seat, and was about to speak, but
the stranger stepped on one side, and turned
quickly round to face the west. The last red
streaks of departing day glared upon his sallow
countenance—they gazed long and earnestly
at each other, till sympathetic emotions arising
from consanguinity prevailed, and "David!"—
Jonas!" was simultaneously uttered by the long
separated brothers.

"Art from the dead!" exclaimed David, shud-
dering as he recollected he had worn a sable
habit m remembrance of his decease.

"No, brother, I am yet amongst the living,"
replied Jonas, with solemnity; "and though
long estranged from my family, I am now de-
termined to do them justice; it is not necessa-
ry for me to detail the causes of my absence,
nor the manner of my return; I come to demand
the hand of Annie fer my son."

There was something commanding1 and supe-
rior in the mode of this short address that stag-
gered David; but he mildly replied—"It may
not be, brother, except with her own consent!
Oh, Jonas, Jonas! is your re-appearnce here to
be the signal for renewed contention and perse-
cution?"

"It is for you to determine that," rejoined the
imperious brother; "Richard must have the girl,
and that, too, without the loss of time. I have
most powerful reasons for this union, and, if
thwarted, can move the springs of vengeance
to my .purpose."

"That I am somewhat in your power, Jonas,
1 am well aware," returned the placid • David,
'•but surely you must be fully sensible that the
blow which prostrates me must also strike you-
down. Have you no feelings, Jonas—no ling"
ering kindness of brotherhood?"

"Tbink you, replied Jonas, with a lowering
look of contempt, "that long lingering years of
captivity and sorrow have not wrong the blood
of affection from my heart, and dried up all
those sources of sweet fellowship that soften
existence. Chains and the brand, dungeons
and stripes are but the stimulants to fond re-
membrance. Brother, they steel the breast—
they destroy bonds of relationship—they mad-
den the intellect;" and he glared wildly like a
maniac, "they turn a heart of flesh into a heart
of stone!"

"That you may have suffered wrong, Jonas,
I can believe," argued David; "but that is no
reason for your turning persecutor to your name
and kindred. 1 have jyjt brought injury or
hnrt upon you, but would rather relieve than do
aught to distress you; why then should you seek
the-downfall of me and mine?

"I do not seek your downfall, David," an.
ewered the determined brother; "I know that
what I am about will prove a benefit to all.
Richard mutt have the girl!"

"Then, Jonas, I defy you!" vociferated the
old man clenching hit fiat, and holding it erect- A

"though all the horrors which you may have
suffered become my portion; though an igno-
minious end should seal my doom, I will hot
sacrifice the happiness of my child to purchase
safety."

"Your child—ha, ha, ha!" and Jonas' laugh
rung wildly in the void, "your child, indeed:
now this is rank mockery. You know the girl
is no more your's than she is mine, though you
can best tell in what part of these shingles is
the unhallowed grave that contains one who
was, probably, her father."

A faint shriek was heard within the light-
house—it was from Annie, who had been an
involuntary listener to their ^nversation, 2nd
the last words had forced frornBer an exclama-
tion of horror. David entered the building,
and the poor girl fell at his knees; her pale face
turned upwards to the old man, and her glaring
eyes looking intently into his.

"Is it true?" exclaimed she, imploringly.—
"Say, am I not your your child? tell me what
fearful tale is this?"

"Annie—my own Annie!" returned the old
man, his voice tremulous with anguish, and the
hot tears falling upon her placid cheeks, "Annie,
my own Annie, hear me. I am a woe-stricken,
heart-broken, and guilty man. There is my
accuser—you are not "

"Peace, fool!" roared Jonas, standing at the
door; "would you destroy your only hope of
safety? the time, is not yet come. Leave her
for the present; I have yet much to say to you;"
and he walked away.

Old David moved to follow his mysterious
relative, but Annie clung to him yet tighter.
"Nay, father—dearest father, for the love of
those that are gone, if not for mine, do not go
with that dark, bad man: indeed you must not
quit me. Say tbat / am your child—no, no,
your hand would never deprive a fellow-creature
of existence."

Another wild laugh from Jonas was succeeded
by heavy groans from the tortured breast of his
brother. "Oh God!" said he, "depart not from
thy servant in this hour of bitter trial." He
paused a moment; and covering his face with
afs hands, seemed to pray inwardly; then look-
ing at the prostrate girlr he exclaimed,—"Rest
quiet, my love, I shaitnot leave y%j; I will just
go out and speak to this cruel wretch—but I will
soon, very soon return^

He left the building, and the brothers, walk-
ing to a spot on the point, out of hearing, (which
Jonas seemed to have purposely selected) they
held a secret communing together. Annie was
too deeply interested in what had thus so strange-
ly eome to her knowledge not to watch iheir
proceedings. She saw the man called Jouaa
vehemently urging ecm., strong inducement on
his aged relative: he pointed broad away up.>n
the sea, and then at the upper light—he starnp.
edhis foot upon the -^ingiy shore* . he took up
some of the stones as i f carefully to examine
them, and then dashed them into water. He
paced to and frt>, using gesticulations that be-
tokened energy. of%nanner, and though Annie
could not catch one word that was uttered, she
frequently heard his sonorous voice, and wild,
unnatural laugh broke the solemn stillness of
approaching night. Old David's actions were
those of remonstrance and entreaty; but, at
times, there was a determined firmness- in his
manner that betokened a resolute resistance;
and thus Annie watched till their figures became
gigantic in the gloom.

Darkness bad overspread both land and ocean
when the brothers re-entered the light-house.
" Annie,jny love,"1said David, "this is the fa-
ther of the young man, Richard, and he earnest-
ly solicits your acceptance of his son ;" and the-
old man stopped.

" And what does my father say ?" inquired
Annie, approaching David, and taking both his
hands within her own.

"You have been a dutiful and a good girl,
Annie," replied the venerable man, " the solace
of my old age,, and now " he stopped again.

" What, father^ what 7" uttered sue, looking
in his face imploringly; "only say that I am
your child, and Annie will do any thing to pur.
ehase a parent's peace and safety."

" I told you so," said Jonas ; " the girl is rea-
sonable, and would not let her lather perish,
when a small sacrifice might rescue him 1"

" May I not know what cause there is to
fear 7" inquired the shrinking girl; " tell me
the danger that I may jifdge for myself of the
necessity of that which I would do,"

" Your father's life is in jeopardy—one word
from me and an ignominious end upon 4,he gal*

lows would be his fate. .Take Richard for your
husband, and all will be well," replied Jonas.

" It is false !" exclaimed the excited maiden.
" I will not believe it. Father, why do you not
deny it 7 and if it is true, even the sacrifice you
call upon me to make, would not protect us from
a wretch who has no feelings of compassion."

" Your taunt is just, young woman," returned
Jonas, harshly. " It is not alone the happiness
6f my son that I seek. I have deeper, stronger
motives."

"They cannot be just or holy," pleaded the
afflicted maiden, " or they woald not urge me to
break my pledge of fidelity to another."

" Whatever they are, they must, for the pre-
sent, rest with myself," rejoined he, haughtily.
" Your father's existence will become forfeited
to the laws of your country, and you—what
will become of you when cast upon the world ?"

" Oh ! would.that William were here tocoun-
sel me in this grievous strait," uttered Annie,
mournfully; but suddenly her eye lighted Up ;
she gave the brother of her father a fierce look
of contempt. " Oh, had he—had William been
here you would not thus have dared to pollute
even this humble dwelling with your presence."

" You do well to brave it thus ;" replied the
obdurate Jonas, and taking her arm, he led her
to the door, and pointed to the stars. " Look,"
said he, " see those bright, sparkling orbs that
gem the Almighty's throne. By tbeThTswear—
that if, by to-morrow's dawn, my requests are
not complied with, you amll find my threat9 are
not mere idle breath. I go now ; think well of
the pi ospect before you." He turned to depart.

" Stay, stay," said she, detaining him, and
drawing him within the entrance, so as to front
the grey -headed David. " Father you heard
him," uttered she, calmly, but with firmness,
" you heard him, and will you let him depart
unanswered?" The old man shuddered.
" What! not one word of denial ? Father,
dear father, it is Annie asks you what is this
fearful thing which he threatens to reveal?"

Jonas had looked on with a smile of demoniac
pleasure, and when he heard the poor girl's ap-
peal, he slowly uttered, " Mur " but he was
not allowed to finish the word, for the strong
grip of his brother was on his throat, as he vo*
ciferated, "Now, Jonas, thou liest."

But Annie neither saw nor heard what follow-
ed—vivid imagination had" oedopleted ivhat Jonas
had begun, -and she sunk senseless upon the
floor. Xhen was there the unnatural spectacle
of kindred struggling with.kindred—a deadly
vengeance burning at either heart; but DavMv
physical strength was not equal to thji>_gil j ^ - ^ ,
with the former, the feelingsat*"revenge passed
quickly awav. ^'uen ho aaw his prostrate
cK'-i, Iii3 hold rolax'cd—he was dashed violent!.
on '.he groun '.. and hi* pers. .utor stoou <•; j<

'We part in bitter t-ii.uily, then," said the
latter in a hissing voice, between his grinding
teeth.

" No, no, not so," returned the fallen man ;
11 even now," and he looked at Annie by his
side, " aye, even now I can forgive you," but
Jonas heard him not; he had hurried from. th->
place.

David arose and lifted up his unhappy child.
" Are we alone, father ?" said Annie, recovering;
" has it been some horrible dream that tortured
me ? Marry Richard and forsake William to
save, my father from a fearful end ? I have been
sleeping—it ii—"

" Partly true, my Annie," continued her fa.
thcr, pressing his lips upon her fair forehead ;
" but calm yourself, my child—he shall not have
you, Annie—not even death shall wring compli-
ance from me."

"Oh, my father," exclaimed she, "tell me
what was the import of those strange words ; he
said I was not yuur child, and you seemed to ac-
quiesce ; oh, relieve the agonized suspense of m^
wretched mind I"

" I cannot at this moment, Annie," answered
he; " I am not yet myself; passion has gained
the mastery; but you shall soon know all.
Have I not ever been an indulgent parent to
j o u T and will you doubt me now ?"

" Oh, noyno," replied she, " I will not doubt
—you have watched q^ser my feeble infancy—
you have "

" Enough, enough, Annie, interrupted the
old man, as he approached the staircase door ;
I will ascend and kindle the lights, which have
been too long neglected; place my chair, girl,
as you hava been want to do, and reach down
your Bible that I may' hear you read those
psalms of David in which he implores the mer-
cy of the LORD."
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Annie complied, and when her father de

scended, die read to him the 31st and othe
psalms till his mind grew apparently tranquil
Then he related to the poor girl many of the
incidents of her early life, promising to revea!
the whole on the morrow, and she sought* he
humble chamber ; but she heard the door of th<
light-house open, and from her little casemen
she saw her father go forth, and,as he walke
too and fro upon the beach, raising his hand
imploringly to heaven, she became sensible that
he was pouring forth the agony of his heart in
fervent prayer, Annie knelt by her lowly pal-
let, and in earnest whisperings she offered up
her fervent petitions to the throne of Grace.

Morning dawned—*''right and glorious rnor
ing, and the sun rose iii red and beautiful, as i:
it had ascended from the the coral caverns o
the deep. And Annie looked out toward th<
ruins of the ancient castle in the village, and,
midway she saw the relentless Jonas approach-
ing, accompanied by two men.

"Father 1" called she to her aged parent, as
he stood in the gallery extinguishing the lights,
" father, they are co/r^ .g—they are coming-
hasten to escape, or^ell me what I can do to
save yeu." . j v41 No, my~ehild," returned the grjey-headed
sire, as he met the fair girl in the lower apart-
ment, " I will not shrink from the path of duty
^A mightier hand than mine hath ordered this,
and to its dispensation will I bend. Come
hither, Annie, and take an old man's blessing
ere we part."

" Oh,ksay not so, my father," replied the weep-
ing girl." wherever they may take you I wil
follow and share your lot." She kneit at the
old man's feet; he placed his hands upon her
head, his lips moved noiselessly, for the voice
was in the heart.

The inexorable Jonas entered alone. " What
is your decisien ?" inquired ho, with well as-
sumed calmness.

41 Will nothing but the destruction of one or
both content you ?" said David, as he raised
Annie from her -humble posture.

"I offer you safety not destruction", returned
the other; "if you rejeet the former the latter
is of your own seeking. You know the con-
ditions."

"I do Jonas, I do, and spurn, them/' answer-
ed David, firmly. "This old body must soon
be laid in the grave, but she has many yeaTs to
live, and do you think that it would be worth
the few days that may be yet spared to me—
days of sorrow -at the best—do you think they

"would be~WoTth^Kchasing by the irretrievable
misery, in which shV2&Ufii_bi5 jriunged through
falsifying her vow, and marrying- ^oe^whom
she could never love ?" -

"This is second childhood," returned Jonas:
"You are getting in your dotage to talk of ro-
mantic lovs. But let me hear you, young wo-
man," turning to Annie, "what have you
determined on V

•'To follow the counsel of my father," replied
she, boldly. " I put my trust in God; he will
deimrrus from this evil."

"Fools ! rash, headstrong fools !" vociferated
Jonas, as he ground his feet upon the floor,
while every limb shook with convulsive energy;
"you force me to the deed ; the officers of jus-
tice are waiting -a abort distance off, and only
need my beck to lead one away a prisoner, and
make a wretched outcast of the other; they will
not tarry long even for me. Speak then, speak
quickly," and his earnestness arose to agony—
"save yourself, old man—Annie!" His voice
became tremulous with emotion; "Annie, will
you suffer those grey hairs to be exposed upon
a'scaffold to the 'gaze of thousands ? Will you
madly place a rope upon the neck round which
your arms have so fondly clung ?" He paused
but both, though dreadfully agitatod, continued
silent. "Fooja ! mad fools I—know you not
that the charge is murder ?"

"Ay, is it indeed so?" exclaimed one of the
officers, entering, and producing a horse pistol,
"I suspected there was something more than a
matter of smuggling or poaching, though, in
his lordship's estimation, I arn't quite sure but
poaching ia worse than murder; how$omever, I
was right in my suspicion—and Ned," he added
addressing his comrade, "you see I've listened
to some purpose; come, w he re's the darbies ?"

"Great God, this is too horrible !" exclaimed
Jonas, covering his eyes with his hand, and
speaking audibly to himself, "I did not mean
it to go. thus far—intimidation was all that I
intended; and now—-—"

••You're caught in your own trap, my man,"
added the officer, finishing the sentence as he
locked the handcuffs upon the wrists of the un-
resisting David, 4>Ned, hand over t'other pair,"
the assistant gave him the securities; "and now
Mr. Jonas, you see we happens to know you
for all your disguise—just hold out your maw-
leys, for I must put the bracelets upon you
both."

"Upon me, fellow 1" returned Jonas, haugh-
tily, and prepairing for resistance, 4tdare to lay
a finger upon me, and I'll prosecute you 'with
the utmost rigour of the law."

"Whew !" whistled the man, with the utmost
unconcern, "her^fc pretty waste of a tragedy
speech. But coW, sir, take it quietly; and
don't put me the unpleaaant necessity of being
uncivil; you may go to law afterwards, but.
take my word for it, I shall secure you now,
either dead or alive. You are, perhaps, an
accomplish in the murder. You know what I
mean—so I shall kill two birds with one
stone."

Jonas saw, in an instant, the awkward posi-
tion in which his reckless impatience had placed
him, and making a determined spring for the
door, h&knocked* down the ofiieer, but was
himself inapt ly prostrated by a blow from the
staff of his assistant, Ned; the handcuff's were
clapped upon him, and he was a prisoner.—
They quitted the light-house, and Annie lock-
ing the door, hastened to support the steps of
her wretched father. The brothers were kept
during their walk to the magistrate's, where
they underwent a private examination; the re-
sult was, the committal of David on a charge
of murder, and the detention of Jonas for want
of securities to give evidence.

It happened to be within only two days of the
assizes for the country, and on the third day
from the period of his arrest, David was placed
at the bar, to be tried for his life. Jonas had
been promised indemnity for himself if he
would reveal the truth, and the narrow-minded
villian, regardless of consequences to his un-
happy relative, saew only the prospect of Annie
being thrown into his power, and compelled to
a union which she hated. The circumstance of
one brother appearing against another for a
crime involved Tn considerable mystery, drew
together a crowded court* and when the vener-
able ma» held up his horny hand, above a head
whitened by the snows of age, a strong feeling
of coramisseration pervaded every breast, which
was not.lessened by the deep tojie of his voice,
as he selemnly pleaded "Not guilty, my lord ;"
and many a fevent prayer was breathed to
heaven that his asseveration might be true.

A death-like stillness prevailed when the
GQiiftsel for tho crown opened the charge ;
breathless attention sat on every countenance
as he proceeded, and when he closed his address
to tho jury, a look of sickley apprehension was
manifest among the crowd,and every eye seemed
as if trying to catch a neighbor's thoughts.

From this speech, which it is necessary to re-
peat, the court became aware that "the prisoner
was indicted for having, on a certain day,
about eighteen'years previous, murdered an un-
fortunate stranger who had been cast ashore
from a wreck at the same time with an infant
child—that he had possessed himself of valua-
ble property belonging by right of law to the
lord of the manor; and that the girl named
Anne Bligh was the child then saved."

The fyiit witness called was Jonas Bligh,
who gave the following evidence :

On the night in question he was engaged with
a gang of smugglers running a cargo across the
beach into the haven, and went to the lower
light-house to obtain his brother's assistance.
There had been a heavy gale of wind, and it
still blew fresh from the eastward, with a full
sea running into the bay. He had found David
on the point, dragging ashore large pieces of
wreck that almost mastered him, but with help
of witness, they succeeded in getlingit up ; it
seemed to be part of a vessel's bowe, with the
forecastle still remaining, and, lashed to the
timbers, was the body of a man, a small chest,
and other luggage, and, loose upon the shat
tered piece of deck, a noble Newfoundland dog.
They attempted to remove the articles, but he
would not allow them to be touched; they laid
the body on tile beach, and life was not extinct*
he heart beat, for he held his hand upon it, and

thexe was pulsation at the wrist. As tho tide
was flowing it was necessary to keep hauling
the wreck in shore to prevent its being carried
away ; but their united strength was not suffi.
cient to effect this, and Jonas quitted his broth.

er to procure the aid of one of the gang. But
Jonas had been drinking, and the liquor had
overpowered him ; so that some time elapsed
before his return, and then he found the wreck
had drifted away. David was in the light-
house, and his wife chafing the limbs of an
infant, apparently about nine months old. He
stated, that finding he could not hold on, at the
risk of his life he had cut the chest adrift, and
got in ashore. Without waiting for any one to
arrive, he had, in the presence of his wife,
broke open the lid, and found the infant then
under process of resuscitation. Astonished at
the occurrence, he remained a short time, and
then hurried to where he left the body, but
wreck and dog, and man were gone ! "This,"
continued the witness, " was all that I could
get out of him ; he swore that he had obtained
no plunder: but from, that time his condition
was bettered, and he became an altered man."

•'What further testimony can you give ?" in-
quired the counsel; "remember the solemn ob-
ligation of your oath, and conceal nothing.—
Where did you first go to when you returned
with your companion V

"To the. spot upon the point, where I had left
the prisoner," replied the witness.

•4And did yba"perceive nothing extraordi-
nary?" asked the counsel.

"I was groping about the shingle where the
body had lain and fell," returned the witness^
"that is, slipped down."

"Well, and what then ?" continued the coun-
sel, evidently aiming at some particular point.

"On getting up I observed a dark patch upon-
my frock," reluctantly replied Jonas, "and it
was wet."

"Was the night light or gloomy ?" interrupt-
ed the judge.

"Dark, very dark, my lord," replied the man.
under examination, "there was not a star to be
seen."

"And do you pretend that you could distin-
guish a stain, for that is, I suppose what is
meant ? do you pretend to tell the jury that, on
so dark a night, and yourself, not sober, you
could see a mark on your frock ?" interrupted
the judge, with some asperity.

A murmur of approbation was for an instant
buzzed among the crowd—hearts b«at quicker,
and more joyous—hope, for a moment, irradia-
ted many a face, but all was heavily crushed
when the witness answered, "The light-house*
my lord ; we were full in its hrightest glare."

The judge was silenced, and the counsel pro-
ceeded.

"Now tell his lordship and the jury what
were those marks that appeared upon your

f frock ?"
The answer was anticipated by the cour t -

judge, jury, and spectators knew there could'be-
no other; "Blood," a thrill of horror went
through every soul, and all eyes were bent upon
the hoary-headed prisoner.

"That is all I have to ask him for the pres-
ent, my lord," said the counsel for the proaecu-
tion, addressing the bench.

"Is the priaoner defended?" inquired the
judge ; and the simple hut important monosyl-
lable 41No !" was returned.

"Then, prisoner, it is my duty to ask you
whether you have any question to put to the
witness ?"

Deep attention was drawn to tho aged man.
and expectation was alive that something, would
be elicited m cross-examination, but this was
changed to grevious disappointment when David

the^/uth." ' ^ my l0 fd> h e h a S SP° J t e"
The next witness was called—the smucsler

who had accompanied Jonas to the point. He
deposed to that fact, and corroborated the evl.
dpnee of his predecessor relative to the marks
of blood, as m raising up his comrade, a portion
of the stains had been imparted to himself;
moreover he had found a large clasp knife'; (i

Sngconnsl
I buried it," returned the man, "but may

ra? infmy T n way-there £ •ometKJtold before I come to that"

What do you mean by working the crop •»
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inquired the judge, "speak plainly, man."
*lMy lord," said the counsel, modestly, "I

pTBBumo he means that they had carried off and
secured their illicit cargo—is it not -so, wit.
ness ?"

"Yes, sir," replied the smuggler, "and when
fte-hai^worked. the crop, I returned to the Low
I»tftiltf«t«nwned to watch what David would
da. Jonas was gone, and in about an hour, I
saw the prisoner come stealthily out, nnd he
went some distance above high-water mark,and
raised the dead body on his shoulder." A half
suppressed groan was uttered by the audience,
and every look was bent upon the eld man to
see what effect this testimony would produce.
To the surprise of all, there was a smile upon
his features, but it vanished in a moment, and
calmness, as before, overspread his countenance.

The witness continued : "I should have told
you that when he first came out, he went to the
palingsof the garden, and took something over
which he carried in his kanci. I could not then
tell what it was, but I followed him, about mid-
way to the upper light, where he threw the body
down, and by his digging I knew it was a
spade. Then my lord, amid the howling of the
gale, he formed a grave for the murdered man,
and when he had finished, I heard the body fall
heavily into i t ; he then filled it up and went
away."

" This place has been examined, brother C—,
I suppose," said the judge. " and we shall have
full evidence of the fact ?"

"No, my lord," returned the counsel,"•evi-
dently surprised, " this is the first I ever heard
of the matter ;" he turned and whispered to some
one immediately behind him..** even the attorney
for the prosecution, my lord, was totally unpre-
pared for this—it is all new and unexpected."

*' But it is most important to the cause of jus-
tice," added his lordship. "Attend, witness,
have you ever visited that spot since ?"

"No, my lord/' replied the man, " bat I went
to it when David was gone, and took my hear-
ings, so that I might find it again."

*' You do not know, then, whether it ever
has been disturbed since ?" inquired the judge.

" I t has never been touched by me or any one
from that hour to this," observed the prisoner, in
a quiet, subdued tone.

" You had belter remain silent, prisoner,"
said the judge.; " your words are tantamount
to a confession, and yet you have pleaded not
guilty."

David bowed, and the judge, turning to the
witness, asked, " Do yon think yon cottld point
but the place if you were there ?w

" I could leadily, my lord," asserted the wit-
ness, " and moreover, it was there 1 buried the
knife."

"This is, really, a.matter of much moment,"
said the judge, and turning to an official person-
age by his side, he continued, " Mr. High She-
riff, let some responsible person accompany the
witness as soon as his examination is over, and
have the place properly searched. Proceed
Mr, c ."

The counsel bowed and inquired, " was there
any blood near the grave ?"

'• There was," returned the man, " for I car-
ried some of the shingle away with me, and
looking at it the next morning, I found that
many of the stones were stained."

" What sort of a knife was it ?" asked the
counsel, " describe it to his lordship and the
jury to the best of your recollection."

" It was a large clasp knife," answered the
witness, such as is generally used by seamen."
One was handed to him for inspection, which
caught the eye of the prisoner, who looked
eagerly at it, and finding that the witness did
not immediately answer, exclaimed—

" My lord, it was the very fellow knife to
that, but rather broader at the" end, and it had a
lainard."

" You make strange admissions, prisoner,"
remonstrated his Lordship ; you had better take
my advice and remain silent." David bowed a-
gain. "Pray," inquired he of the witness,
" did the knite you mention have what the pri-.
Boner calls a lainard to it ?"

" It had, my lord," answered the man, " and
I cut off part of it, which I put in clear water,
which it tinged deeply with the color of blood."

*' Pray hovr is it that you never went to the
place since, or gave any information V* inqui-
red the judge.

" I tailed across the water the next day, my
lord, to Flushing," returned the witness, "and
WM away two or three years.''

"But when you returned," continued his lord-
ship, " did not the voice of a brother's blood
cry aloud for vengeance—where was your con-
science ?"

"I did not remain in England long, my lord,"
answered he, " circumstances obliged me to
quit it for a time."

"That is," said the prisoner, quietly, "you
were apprehended a few hours after you landed ;
were tried and sentenced to fourteen years
transportation, for a burglary."

The excitement produced by this charge was
very great ; a buz went through the audience
and it was not till the crier of the court had re-
peatedly called silence that order was perfectly
restored. From some cause or other the judge
did not check it, but as soon as quiet resumed
its reign, he turned to the witness, " How, sir ?
is it as the prisoner has stated ?"

" It is my lord," replied the witness " I com-
mitted the crime, and I suffered the punish-
ment."

" Would your lordship be pleased to ask him
where he came from now ?" asked David, ad-
dressing thejudge.

" Certainly, prisoner,', Tepiied his lordship,
" I suppose you mean the place he i-.T.s come
from to give evidence?" David bent his head
in token of acquiescence. " You have heard
the question, witness," said thejudge, "now
answer it."

" I came from the jail, my lord," replied the
man, aud another sensation excited the specta-
tors.

" My lord," said the counsel, rising, " I will
readily admit that the witness is not untainted—
he 's now in custody on a charge of felony; the
last witness and the prisoner were in the same
jail with him ; a recognition took place, and as
in murder cases, we are glad "of any testimony
to bring the perpetrator to justice, we availed
ourselves of his evidence. I have no more
to ask the witness."

Strongly, escorted, and accompanied by the
under-sheriff, the witness was despatched, in a
chaise-and-four, to point oat the grave of the
murdered victim, and the remainder of the trial
was postponed till their return, Another case
was called on, and the- excitement of the au.
dience soon ran into a different channel.

On the foftowingr morning, David was again
placed at the bar, but affairs were changed with
him since the previous day. An eminentcouri-
sel was engaged in his behalf, and Annie was
permitted to sit in the court where she could
see the aged prisoner, who had been so long to
her as a father.^ On one side of her was a
young naval officer, in the imifVm of master's
mate, who was accompanied by a seaman, in
the usual dress ; and on the other side of her
sat an elderly gentleman, who, by his manners
and appearance, was eonsidered to be a foreign-
er. David smiled upon the fair girl—for. she
was the only soul he knew, in that vast assem-
bly—and she returned his smile with one of
placid sweetness, that beamed with delight up-
on the old man's heart.

At length the witnesses were called, and the
under-sheriff ascended the box, who, as soon as
he was sworn, gave the following evidence:

" Upon arriving at the ness, it was still day-
light, and the man vainly endeavored to find the
spot, but as soon as darkness had closed in, and
the lights were lit, he, without hesitation,
placed himself upon it. At day light that mor-
ning, they commenced their search, and after
digging about two feet down, a knife was
thrown up," he drew it from his pocket, and held
it up to the horrified view of the couxt, and
then passed it to the jury ; " part of the laniard
was cut off, and it seemed to be crusted with
blood. About six feet below the surface we
came to the body—" a convulsive hissing, and
quick respiration in the court followed the an-
nouncement of the discovery of the victim, and
thte witness passed.

" Go on, sir," said thejudge, his feelings un.
usually excited.

The witness was still silent, whilst he was
endeavoring to untie the knot of a silk handker-
chief, apparently containing something of im.
portance to the testimony he was about to give.
" We found the body," reiterated he, and again
stopped. .

" Why dont you tell bis lordship," said the
prisoner, in a tone of restless disquietude, "you
fount! the body of a DEAD DOG !"

The sudden change from the horrible to some,
thing like the ridiculous, produced a burst of
hysterical laughter from the females, which was

instantly checked by the judge, who, addres-
sing the witness said, " Proceed sir—was it
nothing more than a dog that you found ?"

" No, my lord," returned the under-sheriff,
" it was the dead body of a monstrous dog, and
this my lord," taking a large collar from the
handkerchief, " was on its neck. We searched
in every direction but could find nothing more."

" This affair seems to be involved in much
mystery," said his lordship, " and at present I
see nothing to go to the jury—however, pro-
ceed."

"My case is closed, my lord," said the coun-
sel for the prosecution, nsing up, and facing
the bench.

" Well, brother C •, and what is there to
go to the jury ?" asked his lordship, " a body is
seen, and it disappears: there is no evidence to
say in what manner—true, there is blood, the
blood of some one, but no person saw the deed
perpetrated ; nor, is it indeed, absol«|efcp es--
sential to conviction that there should bejmhere
the corpse of the ni_. ' d is discovered=-but
here there is no proof w .ever that life has
been taken, for the victim was never seen af-
terwar-o."

" I am certain your lordship does not mean
to say that under all cases of trial for murder
the body must previously-be found to insure con-
viction," argued the learned counsel, " for sup-
posing, my lord, two men at sea, and the one in
malice prepense, strikes the other overboard, so
that he is drowned, and the body sinks to rise
no more—"

" In sueh a case, brother, the very act is suf-
ficient"—" if a third, party is witness to the
blow," interrupted thejudge.

" My lord," said the counsel fortheprisoner,
" I have hitherto remained silent, as I would
not obtrude myself impertinently ; but I assure
you, my lord, I have an undeniable answer to
the case. I will with ease [refute the charge,
as soon as my aged client has closed his de-
fence—a- charge, my lordj based on villany and
fraud. I should feel grateful to your lordship
to let the trial proceed, that the old man's grey
hairs may not go down dishonored to the grave.'*

" It shall be so," said the judge ; " Prisoner,
the time has" now arrived for you to make your
defence."

Old David bowed to his lordship, and the jury,
smoothed down, the silvery locks on his fore-
head, then laying'his hands on the front of the
dock, he gave a look, of mingled emotion at
Annie, and began :

11 My lord, said he, " I am not going to plead
the" frailty of human nature in extenuation of
crime, though ' I was shapen in iniquity, and
in sin did my mother conceive me;' yet, my
lord, when a man is steeped in poverty, and sees
his offspring—his own flesh and blood, crying
for the food which he has not to give, sore is
the temptation if the red gold comes within his
grasp; and avarice tells him there is no eye a-
broad to witness the transaction. My unhappy
brother has truly stated that he assisted me to
haul the piece of wreck on shore. It was a
dark and fearful night, my lord, and whilst he
was aw ay to collect more strength, I cut adrift
some of the luggage, 'and my hand grasped a
canvass bag which spoke in a language all can
understand ; there was the clattering and ring-
ing of money, and cold, hungry, and wretched
as I was, I thought of my famishing children,
and my very heart laughed with joy. I placed
it in my breast—ay, next, my skin—for I feared
to part with it again—and it seemed to throw
me into fever, it schorched up my feelings of hu-
manity, and when I approached the man who
yet Jived, my knife was in my hand—he might
recover and claimUhe gold, and ray boys and
girls O God ! the desperate maddened agony
of that moment!" The old naan bowed his
head, and groaned heavily, and every eye in the
crowded court showed symptoms of the most
intense commisseration. " I've said, my lord,"
continued he, as soon as he had gained more
composure, "my knifo was i,n my hand, for
I had been cutting away the lashings of the
small chests, and other things—and I grasped
the man—but the dog,, who had stood unmoved
till then, suddenly flew upon me, and seized
me by the arm ; at first he merely made me
feel that he had teeth, but when he found that I
persisted, he bit deeply and would not quit his
hold. I rose up, but he still hold me faBt till I
drew my knife across his throat—it was shaYp%
my lord—desperation had made me powerful,
and the faithful animal lay dead at my feet. I
feared to let the tide carry him away, as that
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10 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET*•
might lead to detection, and I equally feared for
Jonas to see him, lest he might suspect the
cause; so I dragged the carcase to some dis-
tance round the point above high water mark,
and left it. On my return to the wreck I found
it had drifted higher up the bay ; I followed,
and Becured the small chest which, with some
light articles, I carried to my dwelling. Hu-
manity began to resume its dominion over me ;
and I thought of the man upon the beach, and
took the old woman with me to aid in bringing
him to the light house ; but on reaching the surf,
I found the tide had partly flowed over the spot,
and the body was_gone. We searched along
the beach, but could no where find it, and we
hastened back to the light-house to examine the
booty we had secured. The chest, though
small, was very stout, and covered in every
part with tarpaulin ; yet a blow from my axe
split the lid, which we removed, and there wrap,
ped up in linen,1 but with the face and hands ex-
posed, laf/ what we then thought, was a dead
infant.fillere was, however, blood on otie of
the arnwTfrom a cut caused, by the axe—she has
the scar now. Annie, my love," said the aged
prisoner, addressing the weeping maiden, "An-
nie, show it to his lordship."

In an instant all eyes were directed to the
spot where the humble girl was seated, but she
instantly arose, bared her arm, and the place
was visible to both judge and jury.

" Well, my lord, seeing the blood, my dame
chafed the child's limbs, and it revived just as
Jonas came back. He taxed me with defraud-
ing him of his share, and 6wore that I had mur-
dered the man. He had stained himself with
blood—the blood of the slaughtered dog, my
lord, which I had buried as has been described.
I kept the money to myself, but from that hour
the hand of the Almighty was heavy upon me,
and my moisture was turned into the drought of
summer—my wife and children were called a-
away till I had none but the stranger left in my
house. Years of bitter repentance have rolled
over my head since then : my life was spent in
grief, aud my days in sighing ; ray strength fail-
ed me because of mine iniquity. I was haunt-
ed by the thoughts of that shipwreeked man
who came alive to shore—t© British land—and
yet was cruelly suffered to perish."

"Avast! avast, heave arid hawl there !" shout-
ed the seaman who sat near Annie, "he didn't
perish not by no manner o'means., for here I am
d'ye mind, all alive and kicking" my hearty."

This sudden exclamation, vociferated with all
the honest warmth of a tar, produced the most
heart-stirring commotion, and from a stillness
that was almost startling, there was utter con-
fusion in the court which was greatly increas-
ed by the bawling of the officials, commanding
" silence." At length order was restored, Da-
vid's defence was closed without any mention
of the motives that stimulated Jonas to ven-
geanw, and the counsel for the prisoner called
Jack Binnacle into the box.

Jack deposed that he had been a seaman in a
Dutch Guinearnan that had broke from her
moorings in the Downs, and, during the gale,
had struck the long sand, but was knocked over
it with the loss of her mast^-and i udder. She
then drifted into deep wa,£a£"'till she tailed up-
on the Galloper, where she stuck fast and went
to pieces; every soul except himself and the
child—who belonged to a lady passenger perish.

-'edV "He it was who secured the chest and the
valuables, and when they floated away on the
piece of the wreck, he had kept perfectly sensi-
ble till a short time before reaching shore, when
benumbed by the cold, he sunk into helpless
weakness, but his senses did not altogether !
forsake him; he was in some measure aware of
what was going on, and during the absence of
David, he so far recovered as to raise himself
and crawl away over the bank. To this he was
prompted by a double motive ; he was apprehen-
sive that he should share the fate of the dog,
and he was likewise anxious to make off with a
pood cargo of doubloons which he had stowed
about his person, and which he might probably
be called on to account for, if the fact should
become known. At all events, he got clear off, '
spent his ill-gotten wealth, and was pressed in-
to hia majesty's service—had been watebmate
with Brailwell in the frigate up the Mediteira-
nean, and one first watch, during conversation,
the subject of the wreck was broached; it led
o further explanations, and the anxious lover
ad rnTdoubt that the father of Annie wan the

. erson implicated. For a gallant action in cut.
,jig out a jelucca, and general good conduct,

William had been promoted to the quarter
deck, and Mr. Brailwell, the young officer by
Annie's side, was master's mate of his majesty's
6hip . On their return to England both
obtained leave of absence, (William becoming
responsible for his shipmate's re-appearance,)
and hastened to the ness, where, learning what
had taken place, they immediateiy set out again,
and had only arrived the previous evening.

" The hand of Providence does indeed seem
to have been wonderfully displayed here," said
the judge, with pleased solemnity,

" But your lordship is not yet aware of the
full extent," uttered the counsel for the prison-
er, " nor should I introduce the subject here,
but that villany may meet its due. I will not
take up much of your lordship's time. Have I
your lordship's permission to proceed. V

Curiosity will, at times, overcome every child
of Adam—even the grave judges of the land
are subject to it. His lordship assented if it
would not occupy much of the public's time.

" My lord," said the counsel, " the brother of
the prisoner—the first witness in the case—was
driven from the country for his rogueries, and
after tossing about in various parts of the world,
he was at last located at one of the Dutch set-
tlements on the coast of Africa, in the service
of a wealthy merchant, whose wife and chil-
dren perished at sea, or, in other words, the
only intelligence heard of the ship was her dri-
ving from the downs during a heavy gale of
wind without a pilot, and parts of her frame
came ashore in Hosley Bay, and cases, trunks,
even one of the boats were picked up near
Landguard Fort, at the entrance to Harwich.
The date corresponded exactly with that on
which the event occurred that brought yon old
man to the bar, and revolving every circum-
stance in his mind, the outcast felt convinced
that Annie was the daughter of his wealthy mas-
ter. They landed in this country about ten
days ago, and Jonas Bligh persuaded his em-
ployer to let him take a journey to the ness in
order to make inquiry—^having communicated
only just so much as was calculated to stimu-
late the father's mind. For a day or two he
remained in secret, prosecuting his research till
he became satisfied of the accuracy of his anti-
cipations, and then malting himself known to
tile prisoner, he demanded the girl for his son'
in marriage; but finding the suit was refused,
he resorted to intimidation; this a,lso failed,
and then revenge prompted him to become the
double-dipped villain that he is. You, my lord*
must see his motive for this marriage, and I
shall say no more about it. He was taken into
custody and detained, and his master hearing
nothing from him, arrived last evening in his
progress to the ness, and put up at the same inn
with our gallant young friend here. The trial
was the all engrossing topic. By those acci-
dents which frequently happen in public rooms,
the parties fell into acquaintance ; explanations
ensued—and need I tell the rest my lord ? This
goad girl," and he took Annie's hand, " found
her real father, who ia now sitting beside iier ;
and if any doubt had remained it was removed
this morning by the production of the dog's
coll.'ir, having on it the name of the gentle-
man himself."

A thundering, irrepressible burst of applause
—the unrestrained voice of nature itself—shook
the very building ; the judge arose and waved
his hand to command silence, but fell back
overpowered in his seat. David, who before
knew nothing of all this, uttered a deep groan,
and sank within the dock, and several minutes
elapsed before tranquilily was restored. The
judge directed the acquittal of the prisoner,
who was discharged from custody aad received
iu the arms of hia friends.

"And now," added old Martin, "what do
you think Of my tale of The Two Light Hous-
es ?"

•• Excellent, my friend, most excellent, an-
sweretl I. " But what became of the parties
afterwards ?"

He threw down his net, and rose up as he re-
plied—" Annie and Brailwell were married, and
he lived to be a post captain. David left the
light.house to reside with Annie's father. Rich-
ard went to sea, and was never heard of again.
Jack Binnacle died in Greenwich Hospital "

"And Jonas?" inquired I, impatiently in.
terrupting him. •' What became of the scoun-
drel Jonas ?"

The veteran looked hard in my face as ho an.
Bwered—r"Jonas: why sir, Jonas was buried
in a four.cross-.road."

THE LEFT EYE.
A CALMUC TALE, TRANSLATED FROM THE RUSSIAN.

A rich old man, who resided at the extremity
of the camp, quite apart from the rest, had three
daughters the youngest of whom, KOOKJO, was
as much distinguished for her beauty as for her
extraordinary wisdom.

One morning as he was about driving his cat-
tle for sale to the Chan's market place, he beg-
ged his daughters to tell him what presents they
wished him to bring them on his return. The
two eldest asked for trinkets ; but the handsome
and wise Kookju said that she wanted no pras-
ent, that she had a request to make which it
would be dffficult and even dangerous for him to
execute. Upon which the father who loved her
more than the others, swore that he would do
her wish, though it were at»the price of his life.
" If it be so," replied Kookju, " I beg you do as
follows: sell all your cattle except the short
tailed ox, and ask no other price for it except
the Chan's left eye." The old man was startled;
however, remembering his oath, and confiding
in his daughter's wisdom, he resolved to do as
she bade him.

After having sold all his cattle, and being
asked for the price of the short tailed ox, he
said he would sell it nothing less than the
Chan's left eye. The report of this singular and
daring request soon reached the ears of the
Chan's courtiers. At first they admonished him
not to use such offensive speech against the
sovereign ; but when they found he persevered
in his strange demand, they bound him and car-
ried him as a mad man before the Chan. The
old man threw himself at the Prince's feet and
confessed that his demand had been made at the
request of his daughter, of whose motives he
was perfectly ignorant; and the Chan, suspect,
ing that some secret must be hidden under this
most extraordinary request, dismissed the old
man, under the condition that he would bring
him that daughter who had made it.

Kookju appeared, and the Chan asked :
" Why didst thou instruct thy father to de-

mand my left eye ?"
"And wherefore dost thou desire to see

me ?"
" I wish to tell thee a truth important to thy-

self and the people."
"Name it !"
" Prince," replied Kookju, "when two per-

sons appear before thee in a cause, the wealthy
-and noble generally stand on thy right hand, ,
whilst the poor and humble stand on thy left.—
I have heard in my solitude that thou most fre-
quently favorest the noble and rich/ This is the
reason why I persuaded my father to ask for thy
Left Eye; it being of no use to thee, since thou
never seest the poor and unprotected."

The Chan, incensed and surprised at the
daring of this maiden, commanded Jus court to
try her. The court was opened, and the presi-
dent, who was the eldest Lama, proposed that
they should try whether her strange proceeding
was the effects of malice or of wisdom.

Their first step was to send to Kookju a log of
wood, cut even on all sides, ordering her to find
out which was the root and which the top?
Kookju threw it into the water, and soon knew
the answer, on seeing the root sinking, whilst
the top rose to the surface.

After this they sept her two snakes, in order
to determine which was a male and which was
a female. The wise maiden laid them on cot-
ton, and on seeing that one coiled herself tip in
a ring, whilst the other crept away, she judged
that the latter was a male and the former a fe-
male.

From these trials the court was convinced that
Kookju had not offended the Chan from motives
of malice, but the inspiration of wisdom «raut-
ail her from above. But not so the Chan; hia
vanity was hurt ; he resolved to puzzle her with
questions, in order to prove that she wa%:\iot
wise. He therefore ordered her before- him *nd
asked :—

'•On sending a number of maidens into the
wood to gather apples, which of them will brinsr
home the most ?" &

"She," replied Kookju, " who instead of
chmbmg up the trees, remain below and picks
up those which have fallen off from maturity or
the shaking of the branches."

The Chan then led her to a fen, and asked her
whjch would be jthe readiest way to get over it;
and Kookju said, " to cross it woullbe the far-
thest, going round the nearest."

The Chan felt vexed at the readiness and pro-
priety of her replies, and after having reflected
tor some time he again enquired:
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" Which is the safest means of becoming
known to many ?•• y

" By assisting many chat arc unknown ?"
" Which is the surestiineans of always leading

a virtuous life ?" 7
"To begin every ^morning with prayer, and

conclude every evefning with a good action."
••Who is truly ^rise ?"
"He who does* not believe himself so."
" Which an* the requisites of a good wife ?"
*• She shopild be beautiful as a pea-hen, gentle

as a lamb^>rudent as a mouse, just as a faithful
^ as the scale of a fish; she must

mourn for her deceased husband like a she cam.
el, and live in her widowhood like a bird which
has lost its wings."

The Chan was astonished at the wisdom of
the fair Kookju ; yet enraged at her having re-
proached him with injustice, he still wished to
destroy her.

After a few days he thought he had found the
means of attaining his object. He sent for her
and asked her to determine the true worth of all
his treasures ; after which he promised to ab-
solve her from malice in questioning his justice,
and to admit that she intended as a wise woman
merely to warn him.

The maiden consented, yet under the condi-
tion that the Ghan would promise her implicit
obedience for the space of four days. She re-
quested that he would eat no food during that
time. On the last day she placed a dish »f meat
before him, and said, "confess, O Chan, that all
thy treasures are not worth as much as this joint
of meat!" The Chan was so struck with the
truth of her remarks, that he confessed the
truth of it, acknowledged her as wise, married
her to his son, and permitted her constantly to
remind him to use his LEFT EYE.

LOVE-LETTERS
BETWEEN THE FIRST GOVERNOR OF MASSACHUSETTS

AND HIS WIFE, ABOUT THE YEAR 1 6 2 8 .

'MY MOST SWEET HUSBAND—How dearly wel:
come thy kind letter was to me, I am not able
to express. The sweetness of it did much re-
fresh me. What can be more pleasing to a wife,
than to hear of the welfare of her best beloved,
and how he is pleased with her poor endeavors !
I blush to hear myself coramendeJ, k&cwing my

.own wants. But it is your love that conceives
' t̂ ie best, and makes all things seem better than
Jliey are. I wish that I may always please thee,
and that those pleasures which we have in each
other may be daily increased, as far as they may
be pleasing to God. I will use that speech to
thee, that Abigail did to David ; 'I will be a
servant to wash the feet of my lord.' I will do
any service wherein I may please my good hus-
band. I confess I cannot do f nough for thee ;
but thou art pleased to accept the will for the
deed, and rest"contented.

' I have many reasons to make me love thee,
whereof I will name two: first, because thou
lovest God ; and secondly because thou lovest
me. If these two were wanting, all the rest
would be eclipsed. But I must leave this dis-
course, and go about my household affairs. I
am a bad wife to be so long from them ; but I
must needs borrow a little time to talk with thee,
my sweet heart. I hope thy business draws to
an end. It will be but two or three weeks be-
fore I see thee, though they may be long ones.
God bring us together in his good time ; for
which I shall pray.

'Farewell, my good husband ; the lord keep
thee.

'Your obedient wife,
•MARGARET WINTHROP.'

'MY GOOD WIFE—Although I wrote to to thee
last week, yet, having so fit opportunity, I must
write to thee again ; for I do esteem one little
sweet, short letter of thine, (such as the last
was) to be worthy of two or three from me.

'I began this letter yesterday at two o'clock,
thinking to have been at large, but was eaJaj^n
up by company and business, as I could ^^fl)ut
hither by this morning. It grieves me that I
have not "liberty to make better expression of tny
love to thee, thou art more dear to me than all
earthly things; but I will endeavor that my pray-
ere may supply the defect of my pen, which
will be of use to us both, inasmuch as the favor
and blessing of God is better than all things be-
sides.

•1 know thou lookest for troubles here, and
when one affliction is over, to meet with anoth-
er j- but remember our Saviour tells us, 'Be of

good comfort; I have overcome the world.'—
Therefore, my sweet wife, raise up thy heart,
and be not dismayed at the crosses thou meetesl
with in thy family affairs or otherwise; but still
fly to him who will take up thy burden for thee.
Go on thou chQgjfully, i° obedience to his holy
will, in the course he hath set thee. Peace shall
come. I commend thee and all thine to the
gracious protection fend blessing of the Lord.

Farewell, mygaod wife. I kiss and love thee
with the kirlWI^ineatiftn, and rest

'Thy faithful husband,
* 'JOHN WINTHROP.'

'MOST. I,OVIN§I AND GOOD HUSBAND—I have re-
ceived your letters. The, true tokens of your
love and care of my good, now in your absence
make me think that saying false, 'Out of sight,
out of mind.' I am sure my heart and thoughts
are always near you, to 'do you good and not
evil, all the days of my life.' I rejoice in the
expectation of our happy meeting : for thy ab-
sence has been very long in my conceit, and thy
presence much desired. Thy welcome is alw*ys
ready ;• make haste to entertain it.

'And so I bid my good husband farewell and
commit him to the Lord.

•Your loving and obedient wife,
'MARGARET WINTHROP.'

From the London Court Journal. •*
LADIES' FASHIONS FOR DECEMBER.

Promenade Dress.—Robe of ecru watered
silk ; the skirt is trimmed with a deep flounce,
concealing the edge of the dress ; a second
flounce,, much narrower, is placed a little above
it; each headed by a rouleau. Shawl of vel-
vet trimmed with sable fur ; and small embroi-
dered collar, with frill. Bonnet of green vel-
vet, with bird of Paradise.

Carriage Dress.—Robe of satin, trimmed with
swansdown ; and mantelet of pure velvet, with
a collar a reverse, trimmed with swansdown.—
Bonnet of blue pluche, ornamented with an
esprit.

Evening Dress.—Robe of gray satin armure ;
the corsage a point, with en coeur; and shirt
sleeves composed of biasis, with long sleeve of
tulle; dcop Sounce of dentelle de soie. Dress
bonnet of crape, with very long ostrich feathers,
and ornamemted with blonae lace.

Bonnets.—The most elegant bonnets have
the fronts wide and low at the top; under this
front is a trimming of lace, of the Mary Stuart
style, the lappels of which tie under the chin.
Our Parisian neighbors have invented a bonnet
which they dignify by the name of Victoria bon-
net. It is a capote of satin, with full crown*
without foundation ; the front is quite straight
and descends low ; it has openings at different
parts, through which the bride of sal in ribbon
passes,-and ties under the chin.

FOR THE GEM.

A NOBLE DEED NOBLY DONE.
A poor raan,^ laboring by the month for wa-

ges, drove the carriage for one of our ladies,
not long since, to the Orphan Asylum. It be-
ing a cold day he was invited into the house to
warm himself, and was also taken into the
school room and nursery to see the children.
The sight of so many little friendless infante,
deprived of, or abandoned, by their own pa-
rents, touched his sympathies, when he immedi-
ately desired to become a subscriber for five dol-
lars, and promised to pay as much every year
as long as he remained in Rochester. This
donation is the more precious, being unexpect-
ed,.unsolicited, and the spontaneous offering of
a gushing tenderness of heart. There is no
doubt that the giver is already more than com-
pensated ; for the gratifications of generous
and benevolent feelings, is a happiness that no
money alone can procure. Might not some
more of our worthy and benevolent citizens
very much add to their own happiness, as well
as that of the poor orphan, by going and doing
likewise. Q.

" MARRIED.
At Pairing Mills, N . Y. on Wednesday, January 3d, by

Elder Chase, Mr. Victor Cote, merchant of Knoxv lie,
Fa. to Miss Rhoda C. Hortoti, of the former place.

January 1, by the Rev. E. Smith, Mr. Lewis, S. Thorn-,
at, of Adams, to Miss Ahhy Searles, of Salisbury, sister
of William T. Searles, Esq. all of JeffersoriCountv. '"»

In Limn, Livi Co. N. Y., ton the 16th inst. by the Rev.
Mr. Barnard, Mr. Alvin Chamberlin, to Miss Chnrlotte,
daughter of Duvid Thompaon, Esqr. all of the former
place.

In this city on the 13th inst. by the- Rev. Mr. Mack.
Mr. T. 8. RIPLEY, to Miss JANE.N, RICHMOND.

i n

ROCHESTER, JANUARY £0, 1838.

HT The great length of the Select
this number, excludes our usual
is too good to be divided.

O* We have received a respectful letter, in-
forming us that the marriage of Mias PORTIA
PALMER, to Mr. WM. WHACKER, of Walworth,

Wayne county, as lately published by^us, is
" an outright, disgraceful falsehood." This is
all we know of the circumstances ; but we
heartily concur in opinion with the writer, that
whoever would resort to such means to injure
" an innocent, noble hearted female, must be a.
demoji in human shape."

The Mechanics' Association.—No Literary
Association has ever been established in our
city, which has been so generally successful,
ind of so much real utility, as this. It has been

'instrumental in producing a spirit of literary
emulation among the Mechanics of the city,
and its beneficial effects are strikingly illus-
trated by the intellectual research displayed by
its members in their weekly debates. It would
be difficult to find an association embracing
more intellectual zeal, or capable of effecting
greater good.

On Wednesday evening last, the Association
celebrated, at their new room on Front street,
the Birth Day of Franklin ; and all present
were gratified with the manner in which the
proceedings were conducted. The Address, by
Mr. STILLSON, was clear, well-written and in-
structive ; and the pieces of music performed
by the Choir (which is connected with the As-
sociation) were appropriate, and well sung.—
The whole proceedings afforded a pleasing
evidence of what may be accomplished by per-
severing application; and while the same lau-
dable spirit is evinced by its members, the
society must flourish.

" The Ladies Companion"~Th.\s periodical,
lander the direction of Mrs. ANN S. STEVENS, has
become a deserved favorite with the Ladies.—
Mrs. S. is an exceedingly agreeable writer, and
gives a beautiful poetic life to every subject she
touches. The steel engravings with which each
number is accompanied, are always rich and at-
tractive—the one «Hompanying the number be-
fore us, is peculiarly so. The beautiful expres-
sion which the artist has given to the counte-
nance of the " littj^feu^nt, sitting there upon
the grass, with thy fSHpflJ^untied—that round
white shoulder bared to the summer breeze, and
those little, naked feet lying out upon the sward
with such careless grace," is very striking.

The contributors to this work are of the first
order of talent; and the price—$3—is so moder-
ate, that we are not surprised at the extensive
circulation which it has acquired.

" The Monthly Genesee Farmer."—This is the
very best Agricultural publication in the land;
It is printed by LUTHER TUCKER upon beautifui
type, and contains sixteen large pages, with ap-
propriate illustrative engravings, for the email
sum of 50 cents per annum, always in advance.
If any of our agricultural friends have neglect,
ed to become patrons of this invaluable work,
let them forthwith be wise and forward their
names.

A Neio Song.—Capt. Marryat has writUj
new and descriptive poem or song for Mr.
sell, called " Cloud that rests on the Mount
which he is about to set to music. The words
are said to be highly poetical and descriptive.
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F L O W E R S .
Flowers! ye bloom in the lonely glen, »

E arn the busy haunts of men,
e the woodman's axe makes music rude,
•lung the silent solitude,

And the wild bee's hum, and the gay bird's flight,
So merrily hail the dawningticht,
Where the fairy brooks soft murmuring glide.
By the copse where perfum'd violet's bide;
Aye, there ye blossom, and there ye fade,
In the untrod depths of the woodland shade.

Flowersi'ye bloom in the halls of pride,
Where mirthful songs are echoing wide,
And ye flaunt*n the glare of the torches bright,
That mingle their beams with the moon's cold light,*
Where the bride'asBght footstep softly fells, I
On the marble floisr of her ancient halls,i ' '
But your tints are fading, your perfume
As the reveUe^ gaze your leaves upon,

^Vnd ye sfghTor t£e drops of the midni
^ "S^ur failing sweetness again to renew.

iTlowers'. the starsvof the enrth are ye,
Springing around us so cheerfully,
Likfevthe flashing dream of a youthful hour,
Is your fleeting life in the summer bow'r,
And ye court the gaze of the beaming sun,
As fond hearts greet the beloved one.
Ye whisper of hope, and ye tell us of death
As your bright leaves fall with the zephyr's breath,
Like the orbs that gleam in the trackless space,
Awhile ye may fade from our fond embrace.
But ye will return with the spring's gay call,
From your wint'ry sleep and your snowy pall.

S. E. J.

E H I G M A .
Ye sages, all vers'd in enigma's dark lore,
My name, birth and nature assist to explore. ^
Four brethren I have, but myself am the eldest,
And as oft are w& seen with the poor as the well-

dress'd.
But enough of my kir>dred—myseif am the theme;
'Tia on me you musl ponder, 01 ine must you dream.
In Paradise with the first pair was I teen,
And with evVy Patriarch of old have 1 been;
I'm always in night's blackest shades to be found,
And in mid-day am notie'd when Sal shine around :—
No church do I enter, but keep at a distance,
Though none ever pray'd without my kind assistance);
To honor unknown, though always in fgar,
From the contest quite absent, or else i ^he rear.
JVJy abode would you know, 'tis with beauty and

wealth,
And, far better than either, I'm always in health.
'Twould volumes require to relate half my worth,
I'm in water, in air, in heaven, and in earth.
In array so important,-with me when not blest,
K'en Majesty's self's little more than a jest.
My shape would you ask, such a nonsuch I am,
That by some I'm compar'd^fl a quarter of lamb.
But this strain might proceCTl to the end of the chap-

ter ;—
Once find out my name, and you'll put me in rapture.

Rochester, Jan, 17th, M^^, C. M. S.

From Friendship's Offering for lt'38.

T H E W I D O W ' S S O U G ,

BY T. K. IIURVEY.

Oli \\\is world is a wide one—for sorrow or Joy—
And where in this world is my own sailor boy,
With his loud-ringing laugh and his long sunny hair?
Do they swell on the breeze yet, and float thro1 the ;iir?
Is there any bright land, 'mid the lands of the earth,
That holds the lost child of my heart and my hearth?
I have set by the fire when the aid men have said
There be eyes of the living that look on the,dead!
Oh, tell me ye seers, injpbur search of the tomb,
Do ye find my fair son in its valleys of gloom?
1B there any pale hoy, with a look of the s>ea,
'Mid that people of shades who is watching for me?
Oli, that morn when he left us!—mine eyes are grown

dim.
And see little that's bright sinew they looked upon him
And my heart, dulnuN.s, hath Ifiirned to forget,
But the light of that morning whines clear to it yet;
No record is loat of the fair sunny day
When passed my fair boy Iik£ a spirit awuy.

. waited—how long—but we. waited in vain,
we looked over land, and we looked over main,

Lships—oh, how man}'!—came home from the sen,
ging comfort to others, but Horrow to me •,

TDIII UIOSM gay ships, oh! there answer wus none
To the.mother who asks if she yet have a «on.

And we fed upon hope—until hope was denied—-
Till our health of the spirit it sickened and died;
And his father sat down in big old broken chair,
And I watched the white sorrow steal over his hair,
And I saw his clear uye waxing feeble andwild,
And the frame of the childless grew weak1 as a child.

And the Angel of Grief, that o'ershadowed Ins brain,
Now wrote on his forehead, in letters of pain;
But I read the hand writing, andjpnew that the breast
Of the weary with waiting was going to rest;
So he left a fond word fortf.be lost one—and I,
I linger behind him to tell It my boy.
Shall he come to hisliomjj—pafjud^^il^ahd poor«—
And meet with no smite ALhiff wSW^Wye door;
Shall he seek his fair lanuTfrcnrrrhe ends of/-the earth,
And find the fire qu«yiebed on his once hapira hearth?
None to love him injsorrow, who leved l^iljn joy?—
Oh, I cannot departjil I speak with my bow

Ujave promised to wwit—I h\ve promised t» say ' 41
Whet erief was his father's aVgoing awayf
Will he come?—will Ire come?\oh, my heart is grown
And the blood in my vei'hs it runs languid and cold, {old,
And my epirir is faint, and my vision is dim,
But there's that in mine eye will be light yet for him!
They tell me of countries beyond the broad sea,
Where stars look on others that look norcn me,
Where the flowers are .more sweet and th\wates mofe

bright, . \
And they hint he may dwell in those valleys ̂ f light;

" ;at he rests in some home with a far foreign bride—
" is world is a wide one!—why is it so wfile?—

But they surely forget—which my sailor does-not—
That Pm sitting whole years in my lone little'cot:
He kirows—oh, he knows If I may, I shall wait,
Till I near his clear shout at the low garden gate;
He is sure his sad mother will strive not to die,
Till the latch has been raised by her lost sailor boy.

J believe that he live?!—were he laid in the mould,
There's a pulse in my heart would be silent and cold,
That awoke at his.birth, and thro' good and thro' ill,
Has played in its depths, and is playing there still;
When its star shall have set, then that tide shall be dry,
And the widow be sure where to look for her boy.
Oh, will he come never?—Lost son of the sea!
I hear a low voice that is calling for me;
It comes from that spot,the dark yew trees among,
Where the grave of thy sire hath been lonely too long;
A voice of low chiding!—I come—oh, I come!
Hath he met my lost boy in the land of the tomb?
I shall know!—But if not—if he comes to the door,
When the voice of his mother can bless him no more,
Some finger shall point to the pathway of tombs,
Where our boy may come up to our mansion of glooms;
And I think I shall hear his light tread o'er the stones,
As the trump shall be heard in the valley of bones. -

From the NcwYork Evangelist.
31 a. EDITOR—The enclosed lines the writer took some

months since from the "New-Yorker," in which paper
alone, he believes them e?t;r to i/ave been published.—
They most beautifully (tolas mind) describe amother's
deep devoted ttAfectiun for her first born; and with a
tenderness and pathos the most affecting and sublime,
portray that grief, mother a alone is capable of feel-
ing to its utmost extent. The writer hopes you may
think they merit a place in your paper; and can bui be-1 lieve the perusal of them would gratify many of your
readers, to whom, tho author is not unknown, and is
much enrieired. S. W. G.

New-York, Dec. 20th, 1837.

WRITTEN ON THE FIFTH ANNIVERSARY OF AN
INFANT'S DEATH.

FIVE years! Ah, they have changed my darling one-
Dust has returned to dust, long, long ago;
But the immortal ppirit is with God
Who gave it!

Day for retrospection meet!
Meet that a mother's hand should trace with tears
The picture of thy little life—its lights
And shades—its rainbow hues, thatcharm'd to fade,
And Jeave the cloud arrayed in 4|Me robe—j
Fit mourning for the early settirflj sun !
I may not turn aside, as wont, dear babe!
And pour the offering of a mother's tears
Upon tliv narrow grave—'tis (ar away,
A nd moistened only by the dews «f heaven;
Yet is thine image, both in life and death,
As vividly before my vision now
As when I wejj". upon that grassy mound.
Ere yet the wildflowor grow and blossftm'd there.
I would that tears might u-ash trom off my heart
AH save the impress of thy cherub smile—
Thy soft blue eyes, with their long silken fringe,
Opening from simp to pour a stream of love
Into the fountains of it mother's heart,
And mingle with the ceaseli ssi current there!
But, ah! I see thee as a bli^hto'i rose,
Whose fragile leaves drop one by one and fade.
Till nought is left, but a poor wi'th'rir.g stein !
Thou wert my first-born bud of hone and bliss,
And thus thy charms faded successively,
And dropp'd from off this bosom tiy the blight
Of fell disease, (ill nought rein;.ineri to tell
What once was there but Beauty's dying stem.
Yet when de;ith came, thou wert more beautiful
Than in the Spring-time of my cherished hopes—
As if a lily had put forth where once
The rose did bloom—or Deuth return'd the smile
Which Sickness stole, and left it on thy brow,
In token of thy spirt's happiness.
I mourn'd thee bitterly, my darling one!
Thou wert the first—and O there is a charm
In that brief word which mothers only know
Yet have I chid full oft my munn'ring since
For thou wert taken from the ill to come:
Nor would I call thee from the infant throng
Above, to share with me the bitter cup—
More bitter thrice thun that I dniined for thee!
I would not call tlinc; back to write the name
Of ' orphan' on thy hrow. No, HE who poured
The tears of manhood on thy coffin-lid,
Hath gone to llieu—and with ye both 'tis welli"

But dost thou aifc, M And i> It well wifh Ihte ?
Ah, yes—' 'us well'--«od took but what he gave;
Andnow I've learned/sweet babe J what I refuted
To learn when sorrow',1 s voice first bade—to say
Prom out the heart, * Tow wilt be done!'

f - CLEMSKTIIM.
Cedar Brook, Plainfteld, vjf. J.

It is curious that we pay sfctw vneh for whaf
tliey, say, not for what ihey do )t^and judge of
them- from what they do, not froji^ what they
ayV vHenee they have one code of ynaximajbr

profession, and another for practice, ifijaTBaEt?'
up their consciences, as the Neapolitan* do their
beds, with one set of furniture for show, and
another for use.

We should take care that we do not carry our
religious-controversies so far as to give the infi-
del the same aavaijtage over us in matters of
faith, that the ancient Pyrrhonists obtained over
other sects in matters of philosophy. For ALL
the sects of philosophers agreed in one thing
only—that of abusing each other. He therefore
that abused them all round, was sure of .a. ma-
jority; and as no sect got any praises except
from the disciples of their own particular school,
such party panegyrric went for nothing.

John Mason.—"I have lived to see five sover-
eigns, and have been privy-counsellor to four of
them. I have seen the most remarkable things
in foreign parts, and have been present at most
state transactions for the last thirty years ; and
I have learned, after so many years experience,
that seriousness is the greatest wisdom, temper-
ance the best physic, and a good conscience the
best estate. And were I to live again, I would
change the court for a cloister, my privy-coun-
sellor's bustle for a hermit's retirement, and the
whole life I have lived in the palace, for an hour's
enjoyment of Gon in the chapel."

Women and Horses.—" When I see a child ; : '
said the c]oek-mr.ker, " I always feel safe with
the women folks ; for I have always found that
the road to a woman's heart lies through her
child."

" You seem," said I, " to understand a wo.
man's heart so well, I make no doubt you are a
general favorite among tho fair sex."

" Any man,': he replied, " that understands
horses, has a pretty considerable fair knowledge
of women, for they are jist alike in temper, and
require the very identical same treatment.—
Encourage the timid ones, be gentle ami steady
with the fractious, ami lather the sulky ones
like blazes."—Sam Slick.

Geological Theory.—Svpposed ancient ?tate
of North America.—In London, there was read
at a recent sitting of the Geological Society, a
paper, " On the supposed ancient state of the
North American continent, especially on the
extent of an inland sea, by which a portion of
its surface is conjectured to have been covered,
and on the evidence of progressive drainage of
the waters," by M§. Roy. The author of this
communication, havinsr been employed in ex-
tensive surveys, especially in the lake districts of
North America, found on drawing out sections
for professional purposes, that, the country every-
where exhibited successive ridges, which encir-
cled the Lakes ; and upon fcomparing sections
to the north of Lake Ontario, with others to the
south, that the ridge exactly corresponded m
elevation.

The highest of these ridges is 1296 feet above
the levtil of the sea, 702 above that of Lake
Ontario ; and, connecting this elevation with
the physical features of the great valleys of the
Mississpi and the Missouri, Mr. Roy supposes
that the whole of the area boundeaon the west
by the Rocky Mountains from the table lands of
Mexico to the 47 deg. of latitude,—on the north
by the barrier separating the head'waters of
the lakes from those of the northern rivers, and
extending to Cape Tourmant, below Quebec,
Wkm the east by hills stretching through the
uTTWitl States to the Gulf of Mexico, forming
a vast inland sea, occupying 960,000 square
miles. Having given the extreme height and
supposed extent of the sea, the memoir pro.
ceeded to show by what progressive operations
the author considers that the boundaries vtato
broken through aud the waters drained, till
they were reduced to the detached basin8 for.
ming the Canandian lakes. These details
however cannot be understood without the aid
of diagrams,—Athenceum.
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T H E L O V E M A R R I A G E .
BY MRS. HALE.

"And they were wed—Oh, gentle Love, hoMH
Is thy sweet influence when thou thus dost n
Amid o # household gods thy sacred shrine, •
And givest thy torch upon our hearths to shi
^Folding ii| calm repose thy radiant wings, • ' * • oJ
And gathering round our homes earth's purest,4oiWiest4

things."—Mrs. Embury.
"DEAH, dear Henry, how glad I am to see

'you! Oh! you cannot tell how weary long
'the hours seem when you are gone," exclaimed
Mrs. Harrison, as she ran with extended hands
to welcome her husband's entrance. He fondly
returned the caress of his young and-lovely wife,
while she continued to speap of her joy at see-
ing him, and of her lonely feelings during his
absence.

•'Do you think, Ellen, that I would leave you,
kaf it were not absolutely necessary?" inquired*

he, soothingly. "Can you believe I would stay
thus long from you by design?" ;

"Oh! no, no—I do not think you would; and
yet it does sometimes appear strange that you
can stay so long away; and in the evening too.
I am sure that no business could detain me thus
from you."

•"Not if it were necessary to secure my hap-
piness, EHen?"

"I cannot understand how that would be se-
3Reur̂ d by a course which was rendering you

miserable."
He smiled sadly as he replied—"If our home

were in Eden, "my love, where our only occupa-
tion would be tending flowers and gathering
fruits on which we could banquet the year
round, then we might consul our present feel-
ings only, giving all cares for the future to the
winds. But we do not live in Eden."

"And therefore must be miserable. Is that
what you wish me to understand?"

*'No, no; we need net be miserable because
we do not dwell in paradise; but we shall be
disappointed if we expect to Ind its perfect
bliss in our cold barren world. We are too apt
to forget thaf life, for fallen man, has no real,
lasting, virtuous enjoyments, which are not earn-
ed by toil, or obtained by self-sacrifice of some
sort. Everv pleasure has its price. I could
not enjoy t6is happiness of folding you to my
heart, feeling that you are ray%wn, and that
you are so provided with comforts as net to re-
gret that youhave united your lot with mine
forever, if I did mot practice the self-denial of
leaving you to pursue the business and studies
at my profession many hours each day. Can
you understand this?"
"The^pjing wife looked up to her husband,

and the tea? that moistened her soft blue eye,
added the lustre of feeling to a glance of love
which sunk into his soul. • He knew that he
was comprehended, and was absolved. He had
never toldjw* of the difficulties with which he
n̂atTTo sTfoggle; Ipcustomed as she had been
from her birth, to Wery luxury and indulgence
that wealth can command, he had thought that

jes, labors and disaj>point-
Vwho are born poor must

strife of their worldly
o harshly, would make

kid not bear to see the

the details of
mente, wh«'
encounter in
career, would noun
her unhappy. He
shadow of a cloud' onl>r brow. He dreaded,
worse than worldly eyitfiut she should feel the
fear of poverty. Hisvtole soul had been en-
grofied, since the first Vtainty that she would
be his wife, with deviainirneans of supporting
her in that style, which w*ncied was absolute,
ly necessaffcto her bam^M> Men 8e]dom
form r o n p i c ideas of *W in « cottage," if

they have had to struggle with the realities of
poverty. Not that Henry Harrison was an ava-
ricious, or even a worldly man; he did not covet
riches for himself, but he did tremble lest his
young wife should endure one privation—lest
even the winds of heaven should visit her too
roughly.

The union of Henry Harrison and Ellen
Wise was truly a love marriage; romance and
adventure had marked their love from the be-
ginning, and it seemed hardly probable that
»their married life would run on in the calm-like
current of common events; at least, they fan-
cied that some peculiaiybliss was and would
continue to be theirs, because their first meeting
had been so strange, and in their estimation, so
fortunate.

It happened that Henry Harrison,- in the sum-
mer of 1818, made a pedestrian tour from New-
York to Canada. He had just completed his
study of the law; and before entering on the
duties of his laborious profession in the "com-
mercial emporium," determined that he would
see a little of the great world, and to make the
most of the opportunity, that the greatest natural
wonder, in the world should be first among the
objects of his tour. So he made Niagara the
chief point of his movements. He visited it as
he went, and on his homeward journey. And
while on the Table Rock he minuted in his
journal, "that his heart was so filled with awe
and admiration for the sublime spectacle before
him, that it would be impossible for a long, long
time, to admit any other sentiment!"

That same afternoon, he received a letter from
a particular friend of his in Troy, urging him
to visit at his house on his way home. The
wardrobe of Henry was in the first instance,
only graduated to his travelling convenience on
foot, and it had borne the wear and tear of four
weeks travel; its soiled and dilapidated appear-
ance was reason good foi promptly deciding to
refuse the invitation. But that night he hadjsB
dream—a vision as he always called it. He*,,
thought he saw a lady of a majestic presence
and serene countenance approach him. In her
right hand she held a veiled picture, which she
advanced towards him, with a smile of sweet-
ness that filled his soul with rapture. He strove
to raise his hand, thai, he might lift the veil and
examine the picture; but the stately lady mo-
tioned him to desist, and ai, the same time, ad.
dressing him in a sweet, but deeply impressive
tone of voice, said, "Go, visit your friend, and
the veil shall be raised."

Henry awoke in some perturbation; and
though, of course, he did not acknowledge to
himself, nor do we pretend, that the dream in-
fluenced hie conduct, yet so it happened, that
before he had finished his breakfast, he had de-
decided on visiting his friend at Troy.

Nothing particular occurred, however, during
the day he passed in that city, and he was obliged
t« leave it early the next morning. But his
friend insisted that he should, before setting out
on his homeward journey, take a stroll with
him to the top of Mount Ida, then a very cele.
brated spot in the estimation of all lovers of the
picturesqe in that neighborhood. The spirit, of
improvement is now passing in triumph over
the. domain of romance, and has already laid
low the pride of the mountains; but, when our
hero, at early day, ascended the height, and saw
the wide amphitheatre of green hills displayed
around, gently sloping downwards till they
melted, as it were, into the rich vale, where rose
the clustered dwellings of the city, each hduse
made beautiful by the thought that it was the
home of some happy family—for to a wanderer
every home seems a place of rest and happiness
—his heart rejoiced and his spirit was glad.—
The first rays of the morning nun were illuming
the earth. The broad, bright Hudson in the

distance shone like a line of flashing diamonds,
as its ripples caught the sunbeams. But the
eastern sky was the object that drew and riveted
Henry's gaze. There is something exalting to
the flbul of man in watching from a mountain
top the rising sun. Only the blue firmament
seems to intervene between the spectator and
Heaven, from which the clear light of the new
day appears to issue, like a stream from an inex-
haustible fountain. *

As the two friends were about clescending the
hill, they saw a carriage approaching. Just as
it gained the top of the height the horses became
frightened by the sudden flight of a hawk, which
had been scared by their approach from its
perch on the stump1>of a blasted tree, that in-
clined over the road. The hawk dashed directly
in the face of the horses. The startled animals
reared high, and then plunged forward so sudden-
ly, that the driver was precipitated from his seat,
and the carriage, forced against a projecting
rock, was overturned and broken. But even this
catastrophe did not effectually check the furious
horses; they-were on the point of dragging the
shattered vehicle over the precipice into the deep
channel of rocks, where the mountain stream
is seen rushing and throwing up its spray, as if
it chafed with rage, at its confinement in that
narrow ravine. But at this critical moment young
Harrison rushed forward, at the peril of his own
life, seized the reigns, and, with his strong grasp,
forced the horses' heads against a large tree
which grew on the brink of the ledge. Here
he held them firmly, till the two persons con-
tained in the carriage were liberated by his
friend, when his strength being exhausted, they
burst from him and plunged down the bank.

The persons thus saved from, as it seemed,
certain death were the Honorable Mr. Wise and
daughther, of Philadelphia. The young lady,
who, during the terrific scene had uttered no cry
of fear, looked on her father and fainted, when
^he saw the'horses take their fatal plunge over
the precipice. He was slightly injured, and so
much overcome, that Henry's friend had to sup-
port him; therefore, none but Henry remained
to succour the lady. He raised her up, and as
her head reclined on his arm, he gazed uncheck-
ed on her face—the loveliEst he had ever seen.
His dream flashed on his mind, and his willing
fancy gave it the force of prophecy,

"Yes," he mentally murmuredj "yes, she is
destined to be mine." He looked again on her
face and his heart affirmed the decree—"She
shall be minel" And that consummation he
never doubted, though he could not then antici-
pate a very speedy realization of his hopes.

The progess of the acquaintance we will pass.
The days of courtship were not, to the lovers,a
time oi unclouded bliss-, though this falling in
love at first sight was certainly as bright a be-
ginning as a novel writer could desire. But
then the father of the fair damsel was a stumb-
ling block to the course of true love. Mr. Wise
had held high offices which had conferred the
title of Honorable on him, but the soul of honor,
the desire to do as he would be done to, had ne-
ver been infused into his bosom. He was am-
bitious and ostentatious, and had resolved that
his daughter should connect herself in marriage
with a man whose wealth and family placed him
in the first rank of fashion. The gentleman he
had selected was the senior of Ellen some thirty
years or more, which time had not all been
passed in improving his mind or morals. In
short, though not exactly an infamous man, he
had been BO long hackneyed in fashionable fol-
lies—that delicate phrase to soften the vices of
the rich—that he was heartless, as Chesterfield
would have made his son, had his "Principles
of politeness" been fully acted out. And Mr.
Kerney, the bridegroom elect of Ellen Wise,
had a head which would have computed as
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14 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.
shrewdly as the noble lord himself, the wordly
benefits of those "principles." He had calcula-
ted closely the benefits to be derived from a
union with Ellen. He supposed her father to
be a man of considerable property, though not
among the nabobs of wealth. Ellen was an
only child; her father had offered to enter into
a written engagement, that all his property
should descend to Ellen at his decease, thereby
cutting off the possibility of a second marriage,
(he was a widower,) or, at least, the alienation
of his estate from his daughter. Then she was
very lovely; and though Mr. Kerney was not in
love with her in the holy sense of the term, yet
he felt that she was a prize, which it would give
him triumph to obtain. Then she was young,
and he could mould and govern her as he chose.
And so the affair had been settled between the
father and the old beau bachelor. But Provi-
dence had not sanctioned the treaty.

Mr. Wise and his daughter remained about ttvo
weeks in New.York,, before proceeding to their
home in Philadelphia, and Henry Harrison im-
proved the time to confirm in the heart of Ellen
the tender impression which his gallant daring
made. She promised to be his if her father con-
sented. She had never been apprized of the in-
tended alliance^vith Mr. Kerney, as she was only
eghteen, and just out of her boarding school.

•'You had better not communicate the ar-
rangement to Ellen, till she is under your own
roof and control," said Mr. Kerney to his in
tended father-in-law. "The young ladies at
school will rally her, and-may induce her to
dislike, merely because you approved of the
match."

Mr. Wise acquiesced ; and though, during
this tour, with his daughter, he had thrown out
sundry hints about matrimony, and the advanta-
ges it conferred on a young woman to become
the bride of a rich and fashionable man, yet she
had never applied one precept of tiiis worldly
wisdom to her own- ease. And so little did she
understand the real character of her father,
that she fancied the only objection to the ap-
plication of Henry Harrison for her hand would
be her youth, and the impossibility of soon par-
ting with his only child. For was not Henry a
lawyer, one of her father's own profession which
he thought the first in the land. And had not
Henry saved the life of her father and herself?
And though Henry might be poor (he had told
her that he had no fortune but his education
and bis own energies) yet had not her fathrr
wealth sufficient for both of them ? And, when
he had always been so kind and indulgent even
lavish in gratifying every want and wish of his
daughter, would he not be willing to make a sa-
crifice, if it were a sacrifice to him that she
should wed a poor man, when he had learned
that her happiness, and the happiness of the
man who had saved her life, were both at stake f
Ob, she knew he would consent!

But she was totally mistaken. She knew not
the spirit of worldly men. She knew not how
every gentle, generous feeling in the human
breast may be blasted by selfishness, as the vege-
tation of the fairest spring may be withered by
the scorching simoon of the desert.

Mr. Wise was not satisfied with giving a posi-
tive, irrevocable refusal to the lover's modest
request of permission to hope that he might, if
lie proved himself worlhy, be accepted; but he
insulted Henry with bitter sarcasms on fie folly
of a young debutant in a profession, which re-
quired such a length of time for success, presu-
ming to fall in love with, and raising his preten-
sions to a lady of wealth, when he had not a dol-
lar in the world. How the blood of the young
man boiled in his veins at these taunts! But
for tbe daughter's sake he suppressed his wrath
against the father. As Aaron's rod, becoming
a serpent, swallowed the other serpent-rods, so
the feeling of love, when raised to a passion,
frequently absorbs all others; and, when it
does this, it cannot easily be overcome.

The lovers were separated, but not till thev
had pledged their troth to each other: and tho'
Ellen would give Henry no promise to marry
without her father's consent, yet she encouraged
him to hope that that consent would be gained.
So they parted ; and as ho was not in a situa-
tion to support a wife, (and could not expect
that Mr, Wise would give him a fortune with
his daughter,) perhaps tho trial which Ellen's
love was about to undergo was not without its
secret satisfaction to him. Ilo triumphed in the
thought that her affection would be stimulated
by these obstacles ; his own hu full would bo un-
ch&ngo&llc.

The letters which passed between them diu
ring the succeeding hatf year, were to both a
source of intense interest and happiness, He
gathered from her's, that, although surrounded
by all the luxuries of wealth and blandishments
of fashion, she was still his own Ellen, count-
ing one letter of love from his hand more pre-
cious, a thousand fold, than all the gay pleasures
of which she was rather a spectator than a par-
ticipant. And she learned that his business was
increasing, his hopes of success brightening,
and his heart and purpose animated with the
energy which a virtuous love inspires. His no-
ble sentiments and just reasoning opentd to her
mind a world of new and profound thought; and
in her turn, she imparted, by the revelation of
her pure feelings and brilliant fancies, a light to
his path, and that delicate perception of the
good and beautiful in nature and character,
which refined his taste, chastened his passions,
and exalted hia aims to be worthy of the inno-
cent, ingenuous and lovely being, who was thus
resting her hopes of earthly felicity on his
worth and integrity.

Mr. Wise, in the mean time, was managing
with his deftest skill to bring about the mar-
riage of his daughter with Mr. Kerney. Ellen
was resolute in her refusal to admit him as a
lover, yet she was so influenced by a desire to
promote her father's happiness, that she treated «
his friend, as she always called Mr. Kerney,
with becoming respectn Mr. Wise would not
believe it possible that she would forego the ad-
vantages of wealth and station, which her uni&n
with Mr. Kerney promised.

How dearly did the father love the world,
which the daughter so lightly prized ! It seem-
ed as if its treasures and pleasures were grow-
ing dearer to him every day he lived. And he
planned to live long, while Death was shaking
the last sands from his glass.

Mr. Wise had been conversing with his in-
tended son-in-law on the subject of the marriage,
and when the latter expressed his doubts that
Ellen would not, for a long time, consent to the
union, the father suddenly rising, as if a pang
shot through his heart, exclaimed—" I assure
you, Mr. Kerney, that Ellen shall be your's—
yes, if I live one month, she shall be your's,
or "

What he would have added was never known,
perhaps some malediction against his only child,
if she refused to sell herself for gold, was rising
to his lips. But he was spared the sin of giving
the expressions of his thoughts utterance. He
drew one convulsive breath between a sigh and
a groan, and fell backward—dead !

Ellen wep< over him in deep and sincere sor-
row ; and the world soon allowed that she had
cause of grief. It was found, on examining the
affairs of Mr. Wise, that he was a bankrupt to
a large amount. The creditors seized every
thing, even Ellen's harp was not spared ; and
Mr. Kerney, like a prudent man, as he really
was in pecuniary matters, fearing he might be
appealed to on her behalf, took passage in the
first Havre packet, with the avowed intention
of passing several years abroad.

"Poor Ellen! what will become of her ?" ex-
claimed Miss Ricketfr, in that sentimental tone,
which she intended should pass for compassion
towards the destitute orphan. "Oh, I do so
pity her !" The malicious sparkle of her eye told
of a different feeling.

•' You may spare your pity, for Miss Wise
needs it not," replied Mrs. Alden, with that calm
but dignified expression, which tells the pre-
tender to kind feelings that her dissimulation
is perfectly understood. " The orphan has a
true friend."

" Yourself, my dear Madam?" enquired the
spinster with an admiring smile.

" She will remain with me a few weeks long-
er—then she is to be married."

"Married! indeed! why, Mr. Kerney has
lett the country."

"True ; but Miss Wise was never engaged to
him, and never would have married such a
man. bhe has happier prospects."

•" .S^m C S r? n l i m e n t a l lov<? affair, I presume,"
said M,ss Rickett, with a short, contemptuous
laugh. "I think, Mrs. Alden, that you are the
advocate of love marriages."

" I am the advocate of truth in all the re!a
tions of life ; and till the marriage service sane
tions the union of husband and wife for the pur
pom* of mere convenience, I shall consider that
those who, at the altar, pledge their love to
each other art; guilty of perjury, unless they
feel what they profess." *

"Pray, who is the favored swain?"
"A young lawyer, of New York."
11 Oh, some Yankee speculator, I presume,"

remarked Miss Rickett, spitefully. ''But I hope
Miss Wise will be cautious. This Strephon
may enact the second part of the • Mercenary
Love*' and be off like the old beau."

Mrs. Alden gave her a look ! How emphat-
ic may be the language of a look ! Miss Rickett
felt that she was an object of utter contempt to
the good matron, and for once, the silent rebuke
was effectual; not another word of slander or
satire dTd she utter. What a poor, mean figure
detected*envy and malice display.

* * * * * *
They were married. Henry Harrison and

Ellen Wise; and they were happy, for their
love was of that deep and tender nature, which
perfect sympathy of feeling and congeniality
of mind and taste inspire. It was exalted, too,
for it was based on perfect faith in the worth
and truth of each other. Yet Henry had not
ventured to open all his heart to his young
bride. His profession had hitherto afforded
him but Jtitle more income than sufficed for his
own euj^rfcon a very economical scale; and
had he^ttjb nimself free to obey the dictates of
p^udence^e could hardly have justified to him.

^elf the step he had taken, of marrying without
the prospect, rationally speaking, of obtaining
the means to live.

It was a season, too, of great depression in
business, and the times were gloomy and dis-
couraging. But Ellen was destitute of a home
and protector, and he could hesitate no longer.
He must shield her from want and dependence,
though cares, a thousand fold, were multiplied
on him. So he married, and after all expenses
attending the important event were settled, his
lodgings furnished, and his bride seated in her
genteel parlor, arranged in a pretty though not
expensive style, he found he had barely cash
enough left to pay his first month's board. True>
he had debts due from several clients, but he
knew it was very uncertain when he would ob-
tain his pay. How would he enter into these
vexing details to his young and utterly inexpe.
rienced wife ?

Mr. Wise had always destined his daughter
for a rish husband. She was, he well knew,
exceedingly beautiful; he had studied to edu-
cate her in a manner which would best set off
her natural graces, and make her loveliness most
attractive. Holding in the most sovereign con-
tempt the philosophy which inculcates the
" greatest happiness of the greatest number,"
his efforts had only selfish indulgence for their
object; and he had trained Ellen in his own
luxurious habits and tastes. But the pure dia-
mond will glow in the dark mine as brightly as
on the coronet of a king. Ellen had a disposi-
tion which prosperity could not corrupt. Her
mind was naturally upright, or, as a phrenolo-
gist would say, she had large conscientiousness.
And this simplj integrity of heart had always
resisted tho blandishments which her father's
vanity had drawn around her. Yet she had had
no practical experience in lessons of self-denial,
and could not, therefore know the little methods
of management, and those daily, sacrifices of
taste, and even ease and comfort, which real
poverty impose*. She was aware that her hus-
band had no fortune ; but his profession was, in
her estimation, a pledge that he would rise, for
the law, she thought, was a sure passport to
honor and office. So she had been taught by
her father, and she never doubted her Honrv's
ability to maintain her according to her station.

But these few words, that sad, loving expres-
sion in her husband's eye, as he ga2ed so ten
derly on her, when he said,—'Can yoS^ under
stand this ?" told the struggle of his soul. She*
felt that she was the wife of a poor man. who
to Bhidd her from suffering w a s sacrificing him-
self. The whole depth ot thu adversiWrW-
which he had rescued her, rt the peril of h^s'
own peace, was in a munvat unsealed- and
that night, during which sie scarcely closed
her eyas, there was opene* before he/ roused
faculties, a new world oi t^hia, hopes, and
resolutions. * '

The next morning he/manner towards her
husband evinced more tAn usual tenderness •
and when he left l.ur for/i.s daily toil, her part"
ing kiss was given wit.h/ie heart-devoted affec-
tion, which, to him, wai. recompense /or PVPI-J

As soon a, Ilcnry/d gone, Ellen hastened
to a shop where she/vw fancy work was sold
fch« could doviso noA-ff of earning money, ex
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cept by her needle. Her education, though it
had cost more money than is required to carry
half a dozen young men through college, had
been unsysternal ioal and unprofitable. Her
masters had taught her the result of the sciences,
and the show of accomplishments; but the
principles, which must be comprehended and
made clear te the mind before one is qualified to
communicate knowledge to other minds, she
had never acquired.

She played the harp and piano divinely, but
could not have given a lesson on either, or, at
least, she dared not attempt it. She could draw
and paint beautifully, yet knew not the princi-
ples of either art. But in needle-work she ex.
celled, and she had a natural ingenuity and
taste, which had often excited the admiration of
her companions. And, as melancholy reflec-
tions en the waste of precious time and money,
which she felt had been the result of her super,
ficial mode of education, passed through her
mind, she turned with something of exultation
to the thought, that she had loved needle work,
and could execute almost every kind with great
skill. " Oh, I will employ every moment, I
will earn enough to pay for my own board!—
Dear Henry will not feel distressed on my ac-
count !" were her mental exclamations, as she
entered the shop of Mrs. Millet.

These bright dreams were soon dispersed.—
Mrs. Millet wanted no muslin or fancy work of
any kind; and when she did give out such work,
the prices she paid were so inadequate to the
time required for such nice performances, that
Ellen found she could not earn half enough to
pay her board. While she lingered in doubt
what next to attempt, a young lady entered, and
enquired for daisy buttons and frogs. Mrs. Mil-
let hafl none in the shop.

*il thought you always kept a variety. Where
can I go to find them ? I was told I should
certainly find them here," said the young
lady.

" I have had the best assortment in the city,"
replied the shop woman, "but the girl that
made them for me is dying with the consump-
tion, asd I can find nobody ingenious enough
to make the nice kind. Needlework is sadly
negleeted now-adays."

The thought struck Ellen—"Here is a chance
for me." She asked to look at the buttons.

"Can- you make such as these, Miss ?" asked
the woman, t dink ing from Ellen's blushing face
that she was a diffident school girl, and, from
her earnest manner that she would perhaps, try
to make them very nice:1—"'cause, if you can,
I will pay you a high price, three sixpences a
dozen."

Three sixpences! Ellen Wise, working for
sixpences, seeking employment by sixpences!
were the first thoughts that flashed over her
mind. But she recovered her calmness in a
moment.—" I will try," she said meekly, "if
you will let me have the materials."

"Oh, certainly ; but you must pay for the silk
and moulds ; you need only take a few skeins
of silk, for you may waste it all, and I cannot
afford to lose it. I will give you the price I
named for good buttons, and four shillings a
dozen for frogs."

Ellen took the materials sufficient for an ex-
periment, a few buttons also, for models, and
when she had paid for her purchase, found she
bad only one sixpence remaining. " Well,"
thought she, " if the old proverb be correct,
that necessity is the mother of invention, I shall
succeed ; I have need enough to arouse my in-
genuity."

And she did succeed, "wonderful," as Mrs.
Millet said, " and wsuld certainly earn a for-
tune." In truth, Ellen felt she was rich, when
in a week from her first essay, she found her-
self able to earn from, six to nine shilling per
day. The hours passed like moments, the days
were over before she hadjtirne to think ofweari-
ness. She only worked while her husband was
absent, for she wished to surprise him, at the
end of the month, with the sight of her wealth.
When his heart was heavy with care, how bless-
ed it would be to find that she had sympathized
with him.

They had just entered on the third month of
their married life, when Ellen commenced her
button-making business. The first day of the
fourth month, the landlady served up, as usual,
her bill with the teaequippage. "She made it a
principle," she very modestly observed, "never
to disturb a boarder with a bill except when his
mind-was at leisure, which it must be over the
tea-table."

Ellen watched her husband's countenance,
when, after tea, he opened the paper. As he
raised his eyes to hers she could not forbear
smiling, " I am glad you are so happy, my
love," said he.

"Are you not happy, Henry ?"
"Yes, yes—I shall always be happy while I

can Bee you so. But I have sometimes feared
»
"That we should* be poor, and then that I

should be discontented and miserable."
Henry looked earnestly on his wife, while she

went on, her face growing more animated and
lovely as she spoke—"I know, my dear hus.
band, that you have suffered deep concern on
my account; but never fear for me. I engaged
a fairy to supply me with all want. I do not
intend, like Cinderella, to tax her for a coach,
and-six, as I have no notion of going to a ball to
gain the favor of a prince, whilst I can see you
at home every evening: nor do I expect gar.
ments the color of the sun, but only the modest
kind that best pleases you; these she has prom,
ised me."

He looked more and more puzzled. At last
she rose, and, going to her cabinet, brought
forth a little box containing her Hoarded treas-
ure, and placing it before him said—"Take it,
dear Henry; I have earned it for you." The
gush of joy that thrilled through her heart mel-
ted to a flood of those sweet tears, which only
spring from the very fullness of pleasure.

That evening, as they sat together, she told
him every thing, all her feelings, thoughts,
plans and performances ; and he confided to
her every fear, doubt and perplexity that had
shadowed his path.—"But they are all removed
now, dearest," said he. "We now understand
each other ; we are now one, one in purpose,
plan, pursuit. We shall succeed. God will
bless those who try and trust."

And God did prosper them. Henry Harrison
is now one of the brightest ornaments of his
profession in the great state of New-York.—
He is also one of the most estimable men in
private life, rich enough to gratify both his re-
fined taste and benevolent feelings— -̂and his
wife is still the cherished object of his affection,
his confident, counsellor and helper.

The same devoted and faithful love, that first
awakened Ellen's spirit to exertion, has anima-
ted her in acquiring the requisite knowledge of
all her domestic duties. These she has per-
formed* not as tasks, but as pleasures. And
she often alludes to her first experiment in the
use of her own faculties, to gain an independ-
ent support, or rather to prevent herself from
being a burden to her husband, as the period
when her -judgment was really exercised, her
mind enlightened to discern the moral relations
of woman in her social and domestic character,
and her heart strengthened to endure, and re-
fined to enjoy the lot assigned her.

" I have," she remarked to a young friend,
who was about to be married, "never regretted
that I was compelled, as it were, to resort to
button-making. The man you are to marry is
rich; but should any reverse occur, never la-
ment for yodrself, but strive to assist him. The
effort will make you better and happier, and the
effect on him will be like seeing a rainbow on
the cloud—he will be certain that there is a
hope and a light on his path. You will secure
his confidence and love forever."

Facts for Political Economists.—When car-
riages were first introduced into Spain, great
excitement was caused, and in many instances
the carnages were broken to pieces because they
injured the poor muleteers. Afterwards, when
a steamboat first appeared on the Gaudalquiver,
the machinery was broken to pieces by a furious
mob because it was alleged that it would ruin
the stage proprietors. Recently some one has
started the subject of rai.roads, at which a great
outcry was made, as it will necessarily tend to
injure the owners of steamboats. What a com-
mentary on the popular opposition to labor sav-
ing machinery!

Madrid.—A most horrible deed of Vandalism
is about to be perpetrated here. The gold and
silver jewels of the convents and churches have
been collected at Madrid ; the treasurers of the
celebrated cathedral of Toledo, the richest in
Spain, are here. The whole is about'to be sold
by weight! Agents from England and Ger-
many are carrying off the scarcest and most
precious books—the bells are being sold-—the
convents and churches demolished. It is an
universal chaon.—N- Y. Whig.

A S K E T C H :
BY MRS. P. W. BALL.

Beautifully flashing in the quiet autumn sun-
shine the waves of the Potomac were rippling
over the stony bed that lies at the bottom of the
mountain river, as a light carriage drove down
the steep bank and a masculine voice sounded
over the water, ferry-boat ho! The call was re-
sponded to by the loud hallo of the boatmen,
and the long, unwieldy raft was set in motion
by two athletic mulattoes, whose sinewy arms
and heavy chests were bared to the breezes as
with long poles shod with iron, they pushed the
boat over the stream. Meanwhile the occupants
of the carriage had alighted, and were now seat-
ed under the shade of a spreading sycamore, a.
waiting the boat.

Oh ! Henry, I fear to go on. Indeed, there
is a foreboding of evil in my heart; my poor
father it will look so ungrateful.

'Would you go bock. Helen, and expose me
and yourself to the ridicule of our acquaintance?'

'Bu* my father'—
'Will forgive us, if he loves you.'
'Indeed, I cannot go; if you love me, Henry,

let me go badk;' and the pleader burst into
tears.

'Dearest Helen, I cannot consent; you your-
self would despise me, were I to permit you to
yield to the feai's your fancy has conjured up,'
and so saying he sprang up exclaiming, 'boat
ho P

The boat was now rapidly nearing the shore,
and soon with a loud splash it struck the landing ,
and one of the men led the horse and carriage
on the boat, while the young man, raising the
weeping girl in his arms, set her on it, and in a
moment they pushed off for the Maryland shore.
Helen continued to weep unmindful of the beau*
ty of the wooded shores, of the verdant islets
inhabited by the bald eagle, of the liquid bril-
liance of the flashing waves. Home—her des-
olate home, was only present to her imagination;
and to return to it, was her sole wish.

'Oh! my father--',' she sobbed at intervals,
apparently unheeded by the companion of her
flight, who, with folded arms and contracted
brow, stood beside her as his glance wandered
over the beautiful country that lay spread QUK
around them.

Helen was the daughter of a rich farmer who
lost his wife while she was a very little girl, and
who centering all his affections on th eblooming
Helen, expanding into the winning lo /eliness of
girlhood, determined never to marry, but to real
his little daughter to supply her mother's place
at his hospitable board. But a farmer possesses
but indifferent talents for educating girls, and
the farmer was more successful iu raising fine
crops of wheat and corn, than in cultivating
either the head or heari of Helen. As she grew
to womanhood, she was so very like what her
mother had been, that the father saw no defects
in her whatever; and shev accordingly was as
wilful as indulged beauties generally are. When
she was about sixteen a new singing master,
that indispcnsibleto rural community, came in-
to their neighborhood, and he soon became the
hero of the rustic belles who composed his
school. Handsome, educated,, and youngs the
singing master was evidently not a mere sing-
ing master. He soon made himself agreeable
to the farmer, by preferring corn bread, negroes
and fine horses, to the productions of his own
native Massachusetts, and thus secured free ac-
cess to his hospitable dwelling. To have eeen
him with the farmer, ond would have supposed
that Helen 'was not. in all his thoughts'—to have
seen him without the farmer, one would have
supposed he lived but to adore her.

The consequent result of all this mancavering
was that the wild, untaught, beautiful Helen, a.
greed to an elopement with the cool, self-possess-
ed school.master, agreed to leave the happy
home of her doating father, to give her destiny
into the keeping of a stranger, whom she had
known but a few weeks.

'Why did you not ask my father ; I am sure
he would have consented,' she continued to re-
peat.

The singing master best knew why, for the
farmer had remarked in his presence, that 'no
stranger should ever get his consent to marry
Helen ; and to wait until she was her own mis.
tress in old Virginia, was a trial to which he
seemed not disposed to subject his passion for
the beautiful girl. He saw how fondly the fa.
ther loved her, and he saw that there was no
other who would supply her plaoe iu the old

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



16 THE GEM AND LADIES? AMULET. -
man's heart. 'When he finds |( irretrievable, he
will forgive her,' he said to himself as his eve
glanced over the wall filled stackyards, and the
ripening cornfields and comfortable homestead
of the farmer.

Safely they arrived in Frederick, that Gretna
Green of the 'Old Domain,'—were married, re-
mained until the morning, and still no father
came to claim his fugitive daughter. The sing-
ing master had expected the old man in the first
ebulition of his wrath, to pursue them, but no
such thing.

A scene he was prepared for, but not for this
quiet indifference, and he scarcely knew how to
understand it. 'I have made a great mistake, I
fear, in Southern character/he muttered to him-
self. 'I expected violence that would wear it.
self out, not determined obstinacy in the old fel-
low.' Slowly he walked down stairs and order-
ed his carriage. He had no home to carry his
bride to, and no means to pay his bills at a hotel,
so that the only alternative was to return to the
farmer's and beg his forgiveness.

With an agitation for which he could scarcely
account in the usually confident and self-willed
Helen, she stepped into the carriage that was to
convey her home. Helen remembered some
traits in her father's temper too nearly allied to
her own, and she trembled. It was on the eve-
ning of a delightful autumn day, when Helen
returned to the home of her birth, that happy
home into which sorrow had never yet intruded.
The swallows, were whirling round the sombre
looking mansion. The droves of poultry were
soberly congregating.in masses around the yard
and waiting for admission to their respective
houses, into which a little black girl was intro.
duping them. The milk-maids, with full pails,
poised upon their cripsy locks, were returning
from the cowpen, but their usual gay song was
hushed. The very plough-boy, as he drove his
team to the clover field,refrained from whistling.
Stillness brooded over that once joyous house-
hold; the negro children stopped rolling over
the grassy yard in chase of the bright leaves
that the soil west wind ever and anon blew from
the shade trees. The very house-dog, looking
up into his master's face, seemed checked in his
usual expressions of friendship, and stood still
beside him in silent sympathy. A carriage drove
from the road and turned slowly down the gras-
sy lane, 6haded by morell cherry trees, to the
farm house. But the bluff farmer was not there
-r-hia elbow-chair sat in the centre of the hall,
and his cane and hat lay on the marble slab, but
the father was locked within his bed-room, and
none dared approach him. Helen trembled vio.
lently as she walked up the path to the door.
An elderly yellow woman who long had filled
the office of house-keeper, and with tears in her.
eyes, told Helen that her father forbade her en-
trance under his roof—that, to her, was no lon-
ger a home.

The singing master had wrongly calculated
on the Virginian's free and jovial and affection-
ate manners. There was a stern obduracy of
character beneath the cordiality of his general
manner that was truely brought into exercise,
but in proportion to the warmth of his feelings
-was his sensitiveness to gratitude. He was
open, honest, and to use his own expressive
phrase, 'above board' in all his dealings, and
his contempt and hatred for those who meanly
.stooped to practice deception, was loudly ex-
pressed and deeply felt. From the moment he
was made fully sensible that his child, his Helen
had practiced deceit with her indulgent father,
he tore her from his heart—he would have died
rather than again take her to his arms. Vain
were petitions,—were entreaties; vainly Helen
in deep penitence, forced herself into his pres.
ence. He sternly pushed her from his door,
and forbade her ever to call him parent.

Years rolled away, and time had sprinkled his
ashas on my brow. Again the mild autumn
sunshine was lying in yellow light on the hill
sides, and again the waves were joyously flash,
ing in the sunbeams, but they were not the lim-
pid waves of the Potomac. Oh, no ! I was far.
away from the home of my birth, and strangers
had become my friends I had grown weary of
work, and was strolling on the banks of the
Maskingunl, and my thoughts had taken that
listless mood when they wander over a thou-
sand subjects wishout analyzing one. I passed
several mean houses without noticing their in-
habitants, when an exclamation, accompanied
by my name, aroused my attention, and a very
feeble looking woman, with an infant in her

came to the door of a house and looked

after me. I turned, for an indefinable feeling
of pity for the fragile creature befoje me, and
of curiosity to see who thus recognised me by a
name I had rarely heard spoken for years, the
name of my girlhood, caused me to stop, but I
could not recognise any known face in the one
before me.

"You do not remember me then," she said,
coloring deeply.

"I do not."
"Helen was my name."
Her story flashed over my memory in a mo-

ment.
"Helen ! is it possible ; how do you do V
She burst into tears, and I follored her into

her house.
"I have often seen you," she said, after re-

ceiving some degree of composure. "I have
often wished to speak to. yoo> but my heart
always failed me."

"I am sure, Helen," I began.
"Oh! I know you are good, and not proud

like some people, but somehow I was always
ashamed."

"So. long as we act virtuously, Helen, we
need not feel shame, we of the 'old dominion,'
especially," I added smilingly. She sighed^
looked up into my eyes with an earnest gaze,
and her lip quivered as she said—

'If I could die at home.'
I could not stand her look—I'wrung-her hand

and pushed into the open air.
Now, if I could prevail on her father to forgive

her, to take her home, I should be so happy, I
thought. I was always ardent—perhaps what
the world calls romantic, and I resolved to try.
Her father in his youth had been a volunteer
soldier under my father's command ; and I, as
his child, had ever been treated by the old mir,
with the ntmost deference. My heart was deep-
ly touched, and I wrote warmly, and ere I had
that night gone to bed, my appeal in behalf of
his widowed—his dying child, was on its way
to her father.

Subsequently, I learned she had suffered
much ; had been for years forsaken by her hus-
band ; had been driven by want to link her
fate to another who died and left her pennyless,
with several children. Under this calamity her
health'entirely failed, and she was now but the
shadow of herself.

A fortnight brought anjanswer to my letter.
The old man's obstinacy yielded to my entrea-
ties. I had awakened the slumbering voice of
nature, and it plead for the sufferer. He remit,
ted money to convey her home, and I gave full
indulgence to my womanly feelings in purchas-
ing for Helen's little ones comfortable clothing
to en'able them to make a respectable appear-
ance ; and I have never received a more grate-
ful kiss than poor Helen impressed on my cheek
when I shook hands with her, as she stepped
into the stage to go home—the home of her in-
nocent snd happy childhood.

From the Boston Pearl and Galaxy..
L O U I S A S T A P L E S .

BY W. B. ENGLISH.
In a lonely part of the city, among the abodes

of misery, was one which was now the dwelling-
place of the once happy Louisa Staples. It
was one cold night in November, that Louisa
sat gloomy and desolate within the decayed
walls of her miserable hut: a few wretched
pieces of furniture were scattered round the
room, and near a rude pallet of straw, in one
corner, three poor helpless children were repos-
ing. Big drops of rain were falling from the
rotten ceiling-. The wind howled dreadfully,
and every blast seemed to shake the wretched
hovel to the center. The only light which ren-
dered visible this abode of misery, came from a
few dying embers that lay scattered upon the
hearth. The poor, unhappy mother was half
reclining upon a broken bench, shielding her
infant child with her own body, from the tem-
pest. What a change was here! That face that
was once radiant with smiling beauty, and deck.,
ed with nature's pure red and white, was now
worn with grief and t;are; affliction's traces
were seen in her sunken cheek, her hollow eye,
and withered frame. It was near midnight and
she had counted the weary hours this night as
oft she had done before, and he- came not. She
thought of her abject and destitute situation,
until the last ray of hope had fled; and .she leaned
her frail body.gently over her sleeping babe, and
kissed it with a mother's fond and fervent love,
and thought of her unhappy situation:, the tears
flowed afresh from her almost broken heart;

exhausted nature sunk beneath its weight, and
she fell into a gentle slumber. She dreamed o f
her youthful days; her dear father stood befora
her,—and the friends of her youth again crowd-
ed around her. She saw her husband, healthful
and innocent as when he first plighted his vows
of love. The gay pageant of former days beck-
onedher onward and-promised happiness for
the future. But the charm of this delusion was
soon broken by the sound of footstep* at the
door; and the heart of the wife grevfcaick as she
heard a heavy fall of a body and a deep groan.
She rushed to the door, and there lay stretched
before it, her husband, wholly insensible from
beastly drunkenness. She dragged his body
into the hovel, placed him upon the straw, and
fell down by-his side, exhausted. But before
the break of day, the drunkard arose. His wife
lay sleeping by his side, and his poor, half-
starved children slumbered around him. He
rises from his bed and steals lightly across the
room. The weekly earnings of bis elder daugh-
ter,—the beautiful Mary Morton, who had been
put out to service,—had been paid the past day,

! and the mother had cars fully laid by the sum in
a-small bos* to buy bread and milk for the chil-
dren,. See, the wretch has broken it open, and

j has secured every penny: he has taken out a
pair of scissors—he approaches softly to his
wife, and gazes, for a moment, upon her pale
face, as she sleeps. Will he pity her distresses
and reform? No! The wretch has seized her

f rich auburn curls, and, merciful heaven! he cuts
them from her head! Still she sleeps, and
stealthily he leaves the hovel.

Charles Morton is no longer admitted into >
the most common bar-room; all have fspurned
him. He is an irreclaimable drunkard, and so
horrid is his appearance, that the boys hoot at
him as he shuffles by, and cry out, "see, see,
there goes the drunkard !" His footsteps were
directed to one of the most filthy "rum cellars"
in the city—the resort for the vilest and misera-
ble. He groped'his way down the broken steps.
An old woman with fiend-like look, was stand,
ing behind the bar, selling new rum to half a
doz«n bloated customers; but Morten pressed
through them all, and holding the beautiful curls
in his hand, he said, "I have got them at last,
and now I hope you will be satisfied." "That
looks well," said the woman, snatching them
from his hand, "and now I will again supply
you with your liquor, like other men." In this
abode of infamy we will leave him, and again.
return to Louisa. The mother arid her chil-
dren, awoke next morning, but she had no mo-
ney to buy them bread. Her little boy, four
years old, grew sick for want of food, and fam.
ished; the mother watched by his bedside, but

| no one came to administer relief.
"Mother, how I do wish father wouSi^come

home, and bring us something to eat," said little
James, "I feel so hungry. Mrs. Goodman saw
sister Lucy and me this morning, and she called
us in, and gave us two great pieces of cake ;-.
butsister Lucy wouldn't eat any, but she~divided
it with me and Jane. But I mean to pay her
when father comes, and give her all my supper,
wouldn't you, mother?"

"Yes dear," replied Mrs. Morton, kissing
him affectionately.

"Mrs. Goodman told her husband, this morn,
ing, that this house was too cold and wet for us
to live in, and she thought we should take cold >
and dio. O, how I wish father would move to
the little cottage, where we lived a great while
ago;, then we used to be so happy. He used to
stay at home in the evening, then, with you;,
and we had enough to eat.. Then, I, always
met father when he came home at night, and
he always took me in his arms, and brought me
in the house;, and sister Lucy and I sat in his
lap the whole evening, and he used to kiss us,
and pall us his dear children. Why don't he do
so now, mother?!'

"He will, perhaps, one of these days," replied
the agonized mother, weeping.

"But mother, you are crying—don't cry,.dear
mother;:let me wipe away your tears with my
apron."

The drunkard's step was heard again at nighty
and the mother thought that even he might
bring relief.. When he came in,the sick child
was dying; but the other ohildren, unconscious
of their.brother's real sUuation^bounded towards
their, father to welcome him, but he repulsed
them back, and they shrunk tremblingly in a
corner, terrified at his words*

••Peace,, brata!'1 said he. "Must I always be
troubled with your yells?"
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"Oh my hut-band, said the unhappy mother*
speak not thus! Did you but know what they
have suffered, you would pity them."

"Pity!—ha! ha! ha! pity indeed! I pity no
one; I hate them all—they are my bane."

"Look on this poor, suffering boy, whom you
hare often taken on your knee and blessed; the
hand of death lies heavy on him. I ask you
nothing for myself, but oh! Charles, for mercy's
sake, fly for aid, or he will die."

"I ask for assistance? No! never; rather let
him die. Who, think you would come to this
hovel, to aid a beggar?"

"Charles Morton, not a morsel of food has
passed these lips for two whole days! I ask it
not for myself, but for our helpless children.—
Answer me, what have you done with the money
you took this morning?"

"That is my business."
"Oh Charles, I implore you, go and seek out

our former ffiends—make known to them our
wants: on my.fcnees I ask this boon of thee."

"Friends! we have none. Those friends who
once hung round our path in our prosperous
days, now spurn us from them. Hapgood, the
recipient of our bounty, now laughs at our dis-
tresses; last night, he treated me like a dog; the
villain struck me to the ground, and spit upon
me; but I will have vengeance—revenge! re-
venge!"

As he spoke he seized a knife from the table,
and rushed toward the door.

"Madman! where would you go?" cried the
agonized Louisa, seizing him by the hand.

"For aid; money we want—money we will
have."

"Nay, nay, you sliall not go with murder in
your soul. Although disease and poverty hang
upon thy body, I love thee still; rather would I
toil from morn till night in slavery, than crime
should stain your soul."

"Do not prevent me, itAgo my hand. You
will not? then I will force you."

Charles made a desperate effort and threw his
wife prostrate on the floor, and rushed like a
madman from the house. The children uttered
the most piercing cries, when suddenly the
door of the bouse was opened, and a tall, well
dressed gentlemen entered. He raised the
trembling wife from the floor, but the moment
their eyes met, she shrieked, and fainted in his
arms. He was her eldest son. William Mor-
ton's story is briefly told. He had been absent
in the East Indies more than seven years;
during which time he had accumulated a hand-
aomie property by industry and perseverance;
and returned home once more to bis parents.—
Little did he know what a reception was in store
for him. But no time was to be lost. After
the first bursts of joy at once more meeting his
dear mother, and having learnt from her the
dreadful course oflife which his father had pur-
sued, he began to make immediate preparations
to rsmove his afflicted parents from their present
Miseries. *

"Cheer up, my dear mother," said he, "all
will yet be well. Altheugh the past has been
set in clouds, the future shall break forth in
sunshine."

"Your father has just left us, and something
whispers in my heart that he would commit a
dreadful erime. Go, go, my son, and snatch
him from ruin."

"I will, I will, my mother! I will soon re-
turn, and you shall again see him restored te
peaee and happiness."

The youth left the hut, and shaped his course
among those dens of infamy where ruin falls
upon every footstep; but his search was vain.
He was returning again to his mother, with the
hope that his degraded father might there be
found. As he passed the long and filthy avenue
that led to the abode of poverty, he saw a hide-
ous looking being slowly following him; but he
was too much bent on restoring his father and
mother onct» more to happiness, to heed him.
But as he drew near the door of the hovel, the
wretch advanced and seized him by the throat.

"Give me your money, instantly!" said he.
"What fiend art thou," said the youth, "that

thus takes advantage of this lone spot, and my
present helplessness, to rob me?"

"No words," said the villain gruffly, "but give
me your money."

"I will not. What I have is to aid a helpless
family, who now are dying in want."

"I can no longer parley with your—your mo-
nay, or your life;, choose instantly."

"Help! help!"
"Then die!!'

As he uttered these words, he drew a knife
from his bosom, and plunged it in the breast of
the youth. He fell bleeding to the ground.—
The murderer, with hands all reeking with
blood, drew forth the pocket book from the
stranger, and would have fled, but he had seized
his murderer by the arm, and held him in the
convulsive grasp of death. The outcries brought
to the hovel door Louisa, but what a horrid sight
greeted her eyes! There lay her son, weltering
in blood, and her husband in vain endeavoring
to extricate himself from his grasp.

"Merciful heaven!" she cried, "Charles Mor-
ton, you have murdered your elder son! May
God forgive you!" and she sunk lifeless to the
earth.

At this instant, the neigbors, hearing the noise,
came up and secured the murderer; but while
they were endeavoring to restore Louisa, he
seized the bloody knife, and buried it to the hilt
in his own body. He fell upon his face and died
in the gutter.

The next day, a multitude followed the bodies
of Louisa and her murdered son to the grave,
and watered it with their tears. But the drunk-
ard was buried in silence, and no one dropped a
tear to his memory.

From the Boston Daily Advertiser.
NEW MODE OF INTOXICATION.

We translate the following curious story from
a late Paris paper, where it is published from the
Marseilles Semphore, under date of Novem-
ber £ :

"Hatchy (pronounced rhatehy,) is one of the
pleasant poisons, by means of which, the
voluptuous orientals daily, after dinner, throw
themselves into a state of ecstacy. In many
of the dwellings of Turks and Arabs, a dose of
hatchy takes the place of opium, which is fall-
ing into disuse, and which seems to be passing
away into the region of fables, along with the
Grand Signior's handkerchici, and other similar
delights of the East. Whether this famous
hatchy is a mixture of almonds with the juice
of hemproot, or simply with that of the hen.
bane, with which, according to Sbakspeare,
Queen Gertrude poisoned her husband, the
father of prince Hamlet, chemists only can
determine. The effects of this substance,
whatever it maybe, on the brain, are surprising.
A coffee spoonful is enough to draw from all
impressions of the external world, and from
the control of reason, the most healthful and
robust organ zation. Four young people of our
city wished lately, at the risk and peril of their
lives, to make an experiment on themselves with
the batchy. But their curiosity came near being
fatal to them. As these gentlemen were'our
friends, we guarantee the truth of these details.
They met, in an apartment in the environs of
St. Loup; Mr. M., a merchant from Alexandria,
furnished the hatchy, and assisted with his advice
the inexperience of his companions. In the
first place they took coffee, and put into each
cup two or three lumps of refined sugar—then
they passed the hatchy; each guest swallowed
courageously his spoonful. The poison was not
bad to the >taste,—on the contrary, it was found
very agreeable. They immediately sat down to
the "table, and it was only toward the end of the
repast that the symptoms of cerebral disorganiza-
tion were manifested in our friends, the
precursors of the strange hallucination which
was soon to assail them.

The first physical impression which is distinct-
ly received from this intoxication is this. A
heavy blow of a stick which strikes you on the
nape of the neck—this is the initiation, and it
must be confessed, that it is altogether in
Turkish style, but the transition to ecstaoy
consists in feeling the head gently detached from
the body, and taking on itself a joyous life,
separate from the gross mass of matter, which
it has no longer the necessity of controlling.—
The head sustains itself in the air in a fantastic
fashion, like that of the cherubim in the chur-
ches, surrounded with clouds. After this, every
thing is overturned, disorder seizes on the mind
more or less, according to the temperament and
habit of the person..

At the apartment of Mr. R. a scene took place,
at the same time comic and sad—as soon as
these gentleman arrived at the period of the
influence of the batchy T have just mentioned,
Mr. R. himself, a young man distinguished by
his expansive and open gayety, and an ardent
organization, began to weep and sigh in fearful
convulsion. Mr. V. of a delicate and nervous
temperament thought himself dead, he stretched

himself on the floor, crossed his hands on his
breast, it seemed to him, that he had been placed
on a black bier in a lighted chapel; he heard
the chanting of the monks, and joined with this,
the strokes of the hammer which were closing
up the coffin in which he was placed. Another
of the young men persuaded himself that he had
wings, he threw himself out of the apartment,
cleared the stairs like a bird, and proceeded to
place himself on the table of the hall in the base-
ment. At this table several ladies of Mr. R'a.
family, who had not wished to witness the effects
of the hatchy, were dining. The disasters may
be imagined, plates, glasses, bottles overturned
and broken, and the terror of the ladies. It was
necessary to get help, friends arrived on all
sides, and they succeeded, with some trouble,,
in confining the most furious of the experimen-
ters. It would be tedious to enter into a detail,
ed recital of the drama which was unfolded be-
fore night in thehouse of Mr. R. It is enough
to say that these gentlemen were given up dur-
ing their long state of excitement, to the most
foolish imaginations, to the most fanciful follies,
to the most brilliant enchantments.

All people present thought,, them forever de-
prived of their reason. The young Alexan-
drian merchant, who had a slight glimmer of
perception in the midst of the general disorder,
groaned from the bottom of his soal at the sad
result of his trial, and feared that he had really
poisoned his companions. However, two of
them escaped, with only five or six days of head-
ache, without speaking of the relaxation of the
body which they have not yet entirely thrown
oflu Mr. V. alone found himself much more
exhausted than the others. A real congestion
of the brain endangered his life—and he has
been only saved by the great medical skill of Dr.
Cauviere, who bled him at once very abundantly.

Anecdote of John Adams.—Behind the house
of John Adams, lies a meadow of some extent,
with which is connected an anecdote he was wont
himself to relate to the last days of his life.—
We extract its narration from the history of
Quincy, the author of which has heard it from
his own lips. It is interesting, as showing that
from accidental circumstances often spring the
most important changes in the lives and fortunes
of distinguished men. We only premise, that
wben young, President Adams senior was but
little attached to books. Study was to him a
task.

"When I was a boy, I had to study the Latin
Grammar, but it was dull, and I hated it. My
father was anxious to send me to College, and
therefore I studied Grammar till I could bear
it no longer, and going to my father, I told him
I did not like to study, and asked for some other
employment. It was opposing his wishes, and
he was quick in his answer. 'Well, John,1 said
he, 'if Latin Grammar does not suit you, you
may try ditching ; perhaps that will. My mea.
dow yonder, needs a ditch, and you may put
by Latin, and try that.'

"This seemed a delightful change, and to the
meadow I went. But I found ditching harder
than Latin, and the first forenoon was the lon-
gest I ever experienced. That day I eat tlie
bread of labor, and glad was I when night came
on. That night I made some comparisons be-
tween Latin Grammar and. ditching, but said
not a word about it.. I dug the next forenoon,
and wanted to,return to Latin at dinner; but it
was humiliating, and I could not do it. At
night toil conquered pride, and I told my father
—one of the severest trials of my life—that if
he chose I would go back to Latin Grammar.—
He was glad of i t ; and if I have since gained any
distinction, Ji has been owing to the two days
labor in that abominable ditch.

Worthy of Imitation.—A few days since, a
young farmer from Pleasant Valley brought a
load of wood into the village for sale, and whilo
waiting for a purchaser, a poor woman came up
aud inquired the price. He told her, and she burst
into tears. She said she had endeavoured
to find a load small enough to-be purchased with
the last money she had, but had been unsuccess-
ful—the amount was so small. The generous,
heart orthe young farmer was touched, and ho'
gave the suffeTtng child of poverty bis load of
wood. He no doubt returned home a happier
man than if he had received $10 for his load of
wood. Such acts aro sure of reward.—Pough.
heepaie Telegraph.
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Written for the Gem.

A SKETCH.
It was in the fall of 1834, when I was travel-

ling for the first time through some of the New
England States. I had then arrived at an age
when the mind is most inquisitive and most EUS-
ceptible of impressions from the surrounding
scenery. Many delightful landscapes appeared
te our view, as we rode rapidly along the wind-
ing banks of the Connecticut.

The Bellows Falls afforded my youthful
imagination an indescribable source of pleasure,
while it recalled to my mind the many tales of
the Revolution, and of ancient days, which I had
read with interest in my childhood. Often had
the tears dropped from my eyes, when I read of
the sufferings and massacres of the whites by
the red men ; and often had the relation of the
bloody conflicts with the British made me
shudder with horror. But now I had an oppor-
tunity of witnessing the very grounds where
many of these struggles had taken place, and
my fancy was ever ready to paint the scene be-
fore me. Such associations rendered my tour
interesting; but I remember''no greater im-
pression made upon my mind than by a slight
incident, which, perhaps, the common travel,
ler would not have greatly noticed. The stage
coach had stopped at a small village in Ver-
mont, on the stage road between Burlington
and Haverhill. It was amusing to see the con-
course.of idlers—a very numerous class about
every country inn-flock around us as if they had
never before seen a stranger. With difficulty
could we press through the crowd. When we
reached the door of the inn, a spectacle of dis-
gust, which I hoped was not common in many
villages, burst upon our sight. The bar-room
was thronged with a most miserable set of be-
ings. Old and young men were drinking to-
gether, reeling to and fro, and pouring out their
oaths in frightful volubility. But one old man
drew our particular attention. He was bent
almost double by the effects of age. Neverthe-
less, we could perceive from the wreck of the
form before us, that it had once been a noble
structure. His countenance, though emacia-
ted and pale, told us that it had not always been
thus shrunk and shrivelled. While tottering a.
bout the room his feeble kness seemed scarcely
ible to support him ; and bis trembling hand
when it raised the cup of poison to his lips,
showed a~ quivering weakness that plainly told
he was but on the verge of the grave. We fol-
lowed this aged man from the room with the
greatest isle rest, wishing to inquire into the
cause of such real misery. We could see from
the appearance of his careworn countenance
that his tale must be filled with interest, per-
haps with crime. We inquired from some of
the bystanders who he was. They seemed sur-
prised that we should think of inquiring about
a man whose external appearance was so dis-
gusting. Upon a repetition of our demand, we
were informed that he was a person of whom
little was known. He had come to that village
alone and on foot, many years before, where
he had purchased a small hut, in which he had
always lived, with no associate whatever. He
had often been observed to wander about the
neighboring woods, and stand by the brook'
which ran near his habitation, apparently in
deep thought. Sometimes he would arouse from
his reverie, and reproach himself for suffering
bis mind to run in a train of thought which
only increased his misery, He would hasten

frequently from his retreat to the public inn, to
obtain a draught of what he termed his only
consoler.

He had lived here in the same manner for
many years, when one day a stranger, a man
of advanced agre, was seen approaching his
wretched abode. No intruder had ever entered
that house, and the sight of a stranger advanc-
ing towards it excited the interest of some of
the neighbors, who followed him to the spot.—
Having crept under one of the windows, they
looked in to see what wae the object of the
stranger. He was already seated by the side of
the old man, before a blight wood fire. The
old man's countenance was lit up with a bril-
liancy never before witnessed while he had lived
in that village.

" How often have I thought of you!" said he
to the stranger, " do you remember the last
night in which we were together ? Often have
the forms of the persons whom we then mur.
dered, risen to my thoughts. I can yet see their
hands raised in the attitude of supplication.—
The dreadful shrieks still resound through my
ears ! I even now see those mangled infant8

before me. Never' 6hall I forget that night.
My conscience has often occasioned me the
most bitter pangs on account of that crime ; but
I cannot feel that I did wrong, for I had vowed
to exterminate the whole race."

" And have you still a conscience, Charles ?'»
said the stranger. " I had hoped that if you
had, you would have repented long ago for your
crimes. Mine, I trust, have been forgiven.
They have caused me a degree of anguish,
which will not be forgotten. Oh, that you, who
were so long my boon companion, could feel
the sweerdelight and consoling joys of turning
from your crimes."

" William," said the old man, "areyoucome
here to trouble your old friend ? Will you
preach to me, who was the chief of your band ?
Would that I had mingled your blood with that of
the victims of our last murder I But no, I would
not. William, be still my friend ; comfort me
with your presence, but do not vex me with
such language. I am old and infirm. I will
soon leave this miserable home. I wish you
would ihen bury me, and pray for me if you
wish ; but now do not torment me."

"At your request then," replied the stranger,
while tears were streaming down his aged
cheeks, " I will change the subject. But oh!
I had hoped to be able to make an impression
upon your mind. It would please you, I know,
to recall the many deeds of guilt which we com.
mitted, But it grieves me sorely to think of
them. I will relate^ if you please, my mode
of life since we parted/'j

"Go on," said the old man.
"After we parted," continued the stranger,

mournfully, " on that dreadful night when you
led us to the attack of that noble mansions
I never could hope to see you more. I dared
not remain within the confines of our own coun-
try, through fear of falling into the hands of
justice. I hastened to New York, whence I
took passage in a vessel just ready to sail for
the East Indies. My mind was greatly relieved
when the high banks of Sandy Hook were no
longer visible. Day after day passed slowly by.
We at last arrived at Cape of Good Hope. The
name was indeed appropriate to my feelings,
for I knew that I was beyond any possibility of
being taken. Before this my mind had been
filled with the most gloomy apprehensions. I
had retired from all converse with any one
onboard, for which the sailors jovially gave me
the name of "the man of moody habits." I had

now come to a resolve that I would not pursue
the life of a robber.

" Having taken in some provisions at that
port, we sailed directly for our point of destine
tion. The vessel arrived in the harbor of N-~-,
about four months after we had set sail from
New York. I determined to settle in this place
for a few years, in order to be far removed from
the scenes of my guilt. Having some money,
which I had frandulently taken from some of
the innocent victims of our crimes, I com-
menced business, in which I was very succes-
ful. But amidst all the confusion and bustle of
a city life, I could not dispel my agonizing
thoughts. I wept upon my bed at night. I.
tossed about from side to side, seldom obtain-
ing any sleep. And when it did come, my
dreams were blended with terrific phantoms of
murder, war, and scenes of violence.

" At length a means of obtaining relief pre-
sented itself to me. There was a minister re-
siding in that place, to whom I hastened for
advice. He was a man of the most ardent af-
fections, warm hearted and kind to all who
came to him for consolation. I unfolded to him
all my troubles, and described to him the many
scenes of wickedness in which I had participa-
ted. He listened to my story with the utmost at-
tention, and at its close seemed much affected.
He addressed me with words filled with such love
and tenderness'that themost stubbornjheart could
not resist. " Have you ever heard of God ?—
Have you ever loved your Maker?" Tears gush-^
ed from my eyes at the sound of words once fa-
miliar to me. I remembered the days of my
childhood when my father, taking me on his
knees, in accents of love taught me that I
should love my Maker. I could not withstand
such an affectionate appeal"—

"Stop! William, stop," cried the old man,
"I will listen to your story no longer. Do not
thus make known to me your agony, lest you
should increase mine. I will not hear you speak
about that^Being whom you love, for I have
shut the door of my heart against him, and he
has thrust me forth from his kingdom for ever.
I will hear no more. Begone!—I cannot suf-
fer it."

Immediately the stranger arose from his seat,
evidently much agitated. He took his hat and
cane, and thus addressed the old man: "Charles,
I have wandered over many a long mile to see
my friend. I had hoped to have haJ the plea,
sure of giving you some consolation. But a-
Ia8 .' it is thus you treat your friends. Farewell!
May heaven still protect you, but I .fear you
will go dqwn to the grave without repentance.
Farewell."

Thus speaking, the aged stranger left the
house, arid immediately departedAfrom the vil-
lage. " This is all," continued my informant,
•• that is known of this aged man. His ap
pearance evidently makes known his misery ;
and his practices plainly show that he has not
yet repented."

I heard this recital with the greatest interest.
I could do nothing to alleviate the poor man's
misery; but his appearance wan forever indelli-
bly fixed upon my mind. This, thought I, is
an awful instance of the hardness of man's
heart. He had steeled his conscience to oppose
every tender feeling—now he awaits nothing
but the just retribution of a righteous God.

"RHO."

The old flag used by the heroes of Wyoming
at their celebrated battle with the Indians haa
been found, among the deposits in the War De-
partment at Washington.
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LETT BBS FROM THE WEST—No, 10.

C N, Mo. May 27, 1837.
The far west—Fancy and reality.—Soil.—Prairie, bot-

tom and upland An excursion—A rustic meeting—
Climate.—Inhabitants.—Population.

JUNE—bot never mind the date, it is enough
to state facts. I arrived here, the ultima thule
of my wandering, 250 miles west of St. Louis,
or any where else as you may be disposed to
think. Bat do not suppose I am in that mys.
terious land " the far west." It is always
beyond me. When I started from Philadel-
phia it seemed to me that that tremtmtain
city, Pittsburgh, was in the "far west;" when I
arrived there, it seemedto be St. Louis. I travel.
led 1200 miles, and in St. Louis, I was referred
to this place as the object of my wishes. But

it is not here—the older inhabitants of C n
have left with the expectation of finding it a-
boat Liberty, on the farthest verge of the Mis.
Bouri; and some wiseacre or another has got
up a paper there, and entitled it "The Far
WeBt;" but it is a misnomer. You may travel
on for days and weeks beyond Liberty, till you
stand on the highest peak of the Rocky Moun-
tains, and there, even there, the hardy trapper
will point you towards the "far west"hundreds
of miles beyond you !

• * * • * »

I anticipate your first interrogatory—the bore
of every anxious Yankee—"how do you like
Missouri ?" Camphfil says'

' 'Tie distance lends enchantment to the view.'

But that distance is passed over now—the
mists that hung over the far-off and unseen land
aredissipated—and the imagination can no lon-
ger rove unrestrained, and create to itself an
utophir in the wide ocean before it. I cannot
speak of Missouri en masse from actual observa-
tion. I have seen but little, of the rest I infer,
making every rational deduction, mutatis mu-
tandis. But after all, I am at a loss —associa-
tion fails—the mind grows diffuse, like the
mighty prairies before it.

The soil is divided into prairies, bottom and
upland. The rolling prairies of Missouri you
have a most graphic description of in Cooper's
Novels. '• From the summit of the swells, the
eye beeomes fatigued with the sameness and
chilling dreariness of the landscape. The earth
is not unlike the ocean when its restless waters
are heaving heavily, after the agitation and fury
of the tempest has begun to lessen. There is
the same waving and regular surface—the same
absence of foreign objects,] and the same bound-
less extent to the view." They are not general-
ly low and level, as you may have supposed,
and they present the idea of a country over
which the forest-burning fires have towered in
awfal grandeur. It is probable they were once
covered with forest which have year after year
withered away before the scorching element
It is certain that the trees would again grow,
but the same accident is repeatedly occurring.
Night after night last fall our north-western ho.
rizon was illuminated by the far-off prairie fires.

The prairies shade off in the distance—little
isolated groves appear like islands seen against
the far-off horizon. The land gradually sinks
into a low and extended plain along the water
courses, and forms the bottom land. Its soil is
alluvial and inexhaustible fn depth and fertility.
The rivulets and creeks wind deep in their
muddy channels. The smallest rill frequently
ploughs from six to twelve feet into the rich
earth. There is no stone—no gravel—and
hence the impassable and dangerous nature of
our water.coarses.

1'he uplands are not unlike timber-grown prai-
ries—loamy soil—undulating, sometimes hilly
surface—and covered with forests of oak, hic-
kory, ash and lime. The bottoms present broad
belts of forests of hackfcerry, cotton wood, elm,
honey-locust and sugar-maple.

I wish you could take a ride with me some
lovely morning in June. Our roads, frequently
mere paths, are laid out through plantations and
groves beautifully alternating and shading the
landscape. The trees are often overhung with
jestoons of the largest grape vines, and the un-
cultivated places scattered with an immensity
of blowing rose bushes and other flowers, in the
most charming profusion. Sometimes we wind
around a bluff—sometimes we ride over the
waving prairies—sometimes we enter the wide
extended and beautiful bottoms. Meandering
paths lead in every direction through the coun-
try, and it frequently requires no little back-
woods ingenuity to thread out your way in the
labyrinths where no guide-board nor other earth-
ly indication tells you which of half a dozen
trails lead you right. You may always know a
public road—the trees are blazed with three
hacks by the surveyors. But then, the unmark-
ed prairies ! they require all the logic of a train,
ed orator. Many a poor fellow has to bivouac
—perhaps no fire—no water near him. Fortu-
nately I have but little to do with the prairies.

Scarcely any carriages are used, except the
heavy lumbering wagon with four, six and eight
horses or oxen. Every excursion on business
or pleasure is a ride equestrian. It is a very cu-
rious scene to witness a country gathering, at a
Church, in their winter costume. The hunting
shirt is seldom seen. But the Kentucky or the
domestic. Jeans is the usual wearing dress of
the great mass of the country people. The
overcoat is made of white, green or red Indian
blanketing—the cuffs, collars, shoulder.pieces
and. binding being the wide, dark selvage.. And
every man has on his leggings or wrappers.—
The horses are hitched to the fence and trees
handy by. The services are concluded. There
is a general mustering to horse—every belle
has her beau—perhaps as many beaus as can
crowd around her—for girls are rather a scarce
article. And away they go in squads, as their
various paths and fancies indicate. The men
ride cavalier.like, and are nobly mounted—
the ladies manage their steeds with a great deal
of grace and ease; and ride with an appearance
of safety and elegance which you never saw in
the eastern states—a habit they have acquired
from early and continual practice. While I
ride "as stiff as a Hungarian hussar," infrequent
danger'of losing my equilibrium and my saddle,
they bound along by my side, nodding as grace-
fully and as securely as aunt Dinah in her great
arm-rocking-chair!

The climate is not as cold as in New-York.
While your Mercury frequently sinks clear down
cellar, it has not been more than seven degrees
below Zoro, the past winter. But then our tern,
perature is very variable—the troops of Eolus
are forever gamboling over the prairie fields,
and forever varying their direction. He who
strips off his coat in the morning, may require
an overcoat before night. Hence "the man of
pills" reaps an abundant harvest from the fre-
quency of inflammatory fevers, and rheumatic
and pulmonary complaints. JThe people are
mostly Virginians and Kentuckiana, or their de-
scendants. They are a good-natured, hospita-
ble people—say what they please, and the former
are proud of their ancestorial claims to the
"Old Dominion." I have frequently felt it a

misfortune, that I am not a descendant of Poca-
hontas, or some other aristocratical primate of
Virginia. The very name of Virginian has a
charm here, and is a kind of passport to atten-
tion. But then several real Yankees have come
here, and by an honest, persevering'life, sub-
dued prejudices, and gained caste. Sectional
jealousies are happily sub0ding, and would soon
be fogotten in the community if your northern
agitators—* * * * but I shall not dwell on
that subject now. Some of the planters, as in
all the slave states, are easy, lazy men; But
this is not the general character. He who
comes to Missouri, and expects to be the smart-
est man and the greatest scheemer in the state,
will be very apt to cut his wisdom teeth after
he gets here. We have western1 men who, like
old Peter Franciscoe, can surround five British
officers—perhaps five down easters too! It must
be recollected who the settlers in the west are—
the choice cream of the old states—-the intelli-
gent, enterprising and ambitious young* men,
who have dared to push their fortunes far from
the business and the enjoyments of their own
native homes.

The whole population of Missouri, aceording
to the late census, is 244,208—voters, 41,175—
slaves, 46,649; population of Chariton county,
3,482—voters, 599—slaves, 621; population of
Salina county on the opposite (south) side of
the river, 3,421—voters, 481—slaves, 1000;
population of Howard county, east of Chariton,
13,773—voters, 17,27—slaves, 3390. Howard
eounty is not more than twenty-.-fi've miles square
—it is one of the thickest settled parts of the
state, and will serve to give you some idea of
the density of the population, et csetera. The
country here has been settled 20 years or so—
consequently has some claims to antiquity.—
Society is no longer in its elements—the scum
and froth of every new place has passed away.
The uncultivated pioneer who cannot brook the
restraints of government and the proximity of
civilized refinements has plunged farther into
the wilderness. I have seen little of border
life—nothing of that wild and reckless race
which writers cm the west are so fond of por-
traying.

But I have a call; and must stop short. Your
affectionate friend, J. H. B.

We make a goddes of Fortune, s iys Juvenal,
and place it in the highest heaven. But it is:
not fortune that is exalted and powerful, but we
ourseves that are abject and weak. We strive to-
rn ake externals a part of ourselves, over which
fortune has power, neglecting that which is
within, over which she has none. The storm
may strip the,mountain of its garniture, and
expose its breasts to the winds—but the moun-
tain remains. Bias flying from his country,
which was wrapt in flames, and reeking with
the blood of the vanquished, in cumbered him.
self with none of his goods, or rather, says his
biographer, bore them all in his breast, not to
be seen by the eye, but prized by the soul, en-
closed by the narrow dwelling of the mind,
not to be demolished by mortal hands, fixed
with those that are settled, not retarding those
that travel, and not forsaking those that fly.

A long nose.—Napoleon used to say, 4 strange
as it may appear, when I want any good head-
work done, I choose a man with a long nose.—
His breathing is bold and free, and his brain,
as well as his lungs and heart, cool and clear.
In my observation of men, I havo almost in.
variably found a long nose and a long head to
go together.'

MARRIED,
At Wheutlnnd. on tho 23d inst. by Caleb Allen, Esq.

Mr. Chandler P White, to Miss Laura Sampson.
At Soutli Avon, on the 18th inst., by the Rev. Mr.

Pierpont, Mr. Jonas Wee.I, to Miaa Caroline Maria
Stury, all of', von. v
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THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.

Written for the Qem.

TO MY A B S E N T WIFE. '
My Dear, have you forgot that solemn vow,

That sacred vow, that nuptial vow, my wife?
Ah! can't you, don't you, well remember now,

How fair you promised then, for all your life?

You said you'd cleave to are, through weal, thro' wo;
My fortunes, good or bad, you'd ne'er forsake;

Through all these checkered paths you'd cheerful go;
And nought but death should e'er our union break.

Such honied words I thought must all be true;
With brightest visions did they please me then—

But Oh! how little I of women knew!
And you, perhaps, as little too, of men.

Ah! now, and so it is, I'm all alone!
I might as well be dead—God bless my dear—

You've been a kind and loving wife, I own •
•Upon my soul, I wish that you were here.

Kow many bright and cheerful days we've passed
Since first I was your fond admiring beau;

In love we've even drawn—I fear too fast—
The yoke's in two, and we're apart you know,

De,ar Ann, youive ever been most good and kind.
In all the world there's none who's half so true;

How closely have our hearts in union twined,
How often has my soul been cheered by you.

With lightest step, and cheerful, gayest heart,
I used to seek my ever-pleasing home;

But since we first began to live apart,
To that loved spot I always sighing come.

Those honied words—that holy nuptial day
My mem'ry's strong, I never can forget

You've gone—in fact, you almost ran away—
But 'tis too late to play the wild coquet.

7 gave consent—but then you teased me so—
And well you knew I never could refuse

Your every wish. I said that you might go—
And here I am just dying with the "blues!"

I'd give a world to have you back again;
A thousand welcomes will I keep in store

Till you come home again to me—and then
I'll be a little wiser than before.

But can't your mother kindly spare you now?
She gave me Ann—I thought she "gave to keep"—

She's got her back—my daughter too! I vow!
Besides, she's cheated me of half my sleep.

I must the rules of contract better learn,
Or they'll expel me from the legal corps;

I'll to the pages of our Lawyers turn,
And guide my future life by legal lore.

1 always heard the world had *'ups and downs;"
And even Holy Writ can't be more true;

And that to each were just and proper bounds—
My soul! I wish the "downs" were short and few.

When in "the downs," there's comfort after all:
For then we know "the ups" will soon come round;

And when we've caught the farthest, lowest fall,
We next begin to tread on vantage ground.

I'll cheer my spirits up; for soon we'll meet:
The world has not a world of parting grown;

If so, the plan must be not half complete;
And sadly out of pUce have things been thrown.

The world is round, in space—it wheels around;
And if we trace this broad creation through,

The same pervading system will be found,
All nature to returning circle true.

Jsnd just as much the moral rounds prevail.
''The ups and downs," the pleasures and the pains;

Tiirough all, our bark of life in turn must sail,
And bear along the losses and the gains.

Nor can affection long in tangent line,
Resist that central cord that draws it home;

I' may recede, but only for a time;
'Twi<I quickly toward that ruling center come.

We may as well to fortune be resigned,
Bear what we must, shun evil when we can,

With philosophic, calm, contented mind,
Receive the lot that Heaven designed for man.

But come, do hasten home, come quick I pray,
I fain would quit this gloomy preaching trade—

I am but half myself, the neighbors say,
And that a half a man seems vainly made.

New England's greenest hills, I know them well;
The Yankees too, that crafty trusty race;

'Tin there my youth's endeared companions dwell;
I know New England is a happy place.

Yet once you left that pleasant land for me,
You left those mountain scenes without a sigh,

You crossed the lovely vale of Genesee,
And swore with me to live, with me to die.

Then can't you leave our loved New England now?
She is no brighter, dearer now, than then;

And I have ever kept that sacred vow:
Come! with your presence cheer my home again.

And there's my child, you say she calls for Pa;
How gladly would she sit on father's knee,

How full would be her childish joy, Mamma;
Would you that joy full brightly sparkling see?

When you return 'twill be a joyous hour,
I'll greet you with my best, my kindest kiss;

The world, I trust, will then possess the power
No more to interrupt our heartfelt bliss.

FLAVEL.

The following is one of the most touching little pieces
we have met with for many a day. It is taken from an
English Annual for 1839.—Alb. Eve. Jour.

T H E B R I D E ' S R E T U R t f .
She hath her wish,—for which in vain

She pined in restless dreams—
' Oh mother! is this home again ?

How desolate it seems!
Yet all the dear familiar things

Look as they did of yore;
But oh • the change this sad heart brings,—

This is my home no more!

' I left, thee!—like the dove of old
I left thy parent breast-

But on life's waste of Waters cold
My soul hath found no rest!

And back the weary bird is come,
Its woes— îts wanderings o'er;

Ne'er from the holy ark to roam—
Yet this is home once more!

'Oh Mother! sing my childhood's songs;
They fall Jike summer rain

On this worn heart, that vainly longs
To be ALL thine again !

Speak comfort to me! call me yet
' THY Mary'—as of yore ;

Those words could make me half forget—
That this is home no more!

' Sit near me! Oh this hour repays
Long years of lonely pai.»;

I feel as if the old bright days
Were all come back again!

My heart beats thick with happy dreams-
Mine eyes with tears run o'er !

Thou'rt with me, mother! Oh it seems
Like home!—our home no more !

* Oh home and mother! can ye not
Give back my heart's glad youth ?

The^vision which my soul forgot,
Or learnt to doubt their truth !

Give back my childhood's peaceful sleep,
Its aimless hopes restore!—

Ye cannot!—mother, let me weep—
For this is home no more !'

Thou mourner for departed dreams!
On earth there is no rest—

When grief hath troubled the pure streams—
Of memory in thy breast!

A shadow on thy path shall lie
Where sunshine laughed before ;

Look upwards to the happy sky!—
Earth is thy home no more!

From the Troy Budget.

The following lines were written by Miss CYNTHIA
H. STOW, who perished in the sad and melancholy wreck
of the "Home" in October last, and were given to her
brother a few hours before she embarked on her fatal
voyage. He has handed them to us for publication, of
which indeed they are worthy. There is a deep melan-
choly pervading them which is 'pleasant though mourn-
ful to the soul,' and, one can easily imagine, almost pro-
phetic of the afflictive event which overtook the gifted
author. If tho doctrine, that the dead are the unwearied
witnesses of our conduct and our constant attendants,
be true, how beautiful and toucuingly appropriate are
the lirst three stanzas!

Miss Stow was a young lady of superior attainments,
of a well regulated mind and of uncommon promise,
fehe was educated in this city; and there are not a few
here who can appreciate her worth and sincerely sym-
pathize with her relatives in their irreparable loss.

TO M Y B R O T H E R .
When the last rays, at twilight's hour,
Fall gently o'er the drooping flower—
When mists are gathering on the hill,
Nor sound is heard save mountain rill;
Then hear the echo whispering near,
In softest accents to thine ear—

I love thee, dearest brother!

When silence reigns through earth and sea—
When glows the star of Memory—
When Music wakes her thrilling tone,
And Autumn winds around thee moan—
Their accentB hear, and oh rejoice!
For, hark! ther%comes a well-known voice—

I love thee, clearest brother!

When Fancy lifts her radiant wing,
And morning birds around thee sing-
When Joy lights up the beaming eye,
And Love's enchantment too is nigh—
When calm blue waters round thoe flow,
Then hear thy sister breathing low—

I love thee, dearest brother!

Should Disappointment's withering breath
Consign thy brightest hopes to death-
Should Friendship's trust, in boyhood made,
In after years prove faith betrayed;
Then to thy sister yet return,
For oh, her heart will fondly burn

To clasp her deurest brother!

Should Sorrow cloud thy coming years.
And bathe thy prospects all in tears,
Remember that the Rainrows hue
Is bright 'mid clouds and sunshine too;
Remember though we're doomed to part,
There lives one fond and faithful heart

That loyes her dearest brother!

From the Augusta Georgia Constitutionalist.
AVe received from New-York, the following beautiful

lines on the death of Miss Gynihia H. Stow, | formerly
of Geneva, N. Y.J who perished in the unfortunate
steam packet Home, wrecked on her recent voyage from
New-York to Charleston. Miss Stow, although com-
paratively a stranger among us. from her conciliating
manners and education, had won the good opinion ana
affection of many of our citizens; and many tears—and
those too of sincere friendship—have been shed in this
city for her untimely end.

DEATH OF MISS C. H. STOW
If worth and beauty to our hearts are dear,
Well may thy fate demand from us a tear;
Oh! early snatched from kindred's tender ties,
No soothing friend to close thy dying eyes—
The sea thy bed—perchance, a rock thy pillow—
Thy winding sheet the ocean's crested billow,
To thee what boots it, if 'heath wave or sod,
So thy pure spirit spars to meet its God:
He knew thy virtues and he thought it best
From earthly woes to take thee to his breast.
Tho' rough thy.passage to thy home of bliss,
Thy spirit joys that tbou art free from thie
Sad world of wo, of misery and guile,
To Jive rejoicing in thy Maker's smile.
A stranger, tribute to thy mem'ry pays,
Who knew thee not but from another's praise—*
But well that one could thy sad story tell,.
For, ah! he loved thee—and he knew thee well.
Peace to his heart—and when to that dark bourne
(From which we know no traveler may return,)
He winds his way, may glory 'round him shine,
And angels greet him with a smile like thine.

ISABELLA.

From the Portsmotffli Journal.
TO AN INFANT.

We welcome thee, joung blossom!
To this varying clime of ours—

Where many a bud hath never blown,
And few are the perfect flowers!

Welcome, though whether on hill, or in vale,
The lines of thy life be cast.

The cloud and the storm will be o'er tby way,
And the calm—which is soonest past!~

Yet we bid thee warm, warm welcome,
E'en while that brow of thine,

Receives the kiss of a stranger's lip,
As joyously as mine.

And thy gnntle hand gives pressure
To those not warm for thee ;

And thy sinless eye-will as brightly beam
On others as on me!
Why is it I so love thee"?
Oh, never can'st thou give

To me, such streams of tenderness,
As in my bosom iive ;

Thou'lt seek another channel,
For thine affection's flaw—

Chasing what will not turn to thee
But onw ard, onward go !

And this is nature—yet how wise,
How kind the impulse given;

If affection met its full return,
Who, who would sigh for Heaven ?

'Tis a love allied more strongly,
Than aught which we can know,

To that which'fills our Father's heart
So careless in its flow ;

Though unreturned—unheeded-
It keeps the soul s recess,

All pure, and self-forgetting,
In the one desire to bless!

I may not wait the radiance
Of thy reason, beauteous one !

I may have pass'd the scenes of change
To where no doub'. shall come.

Or I may live to see bestowed
Indifference on me—

I could not speak of when my enre
Was life and strength to thee!

Thine eye may gather glory,
As dimness conies to mine;

Thy step be fleet, thy pulse beat high,
As mine shall each decline;

And thou may'st coldly turn thee from
The funows of my brow,

My faded cheek—which early care "
Is caving even now !

But shall my watch for this be less?
No, no—the thought be gone!1I,KUttrdthee e'en more tenderly,
Nor cease till life Is done.

One thing I can securely do—
The pencillings of truth

The world can never quite erase
If graven deep in youth;

Then will I give to tby young mind,
Strong lessons, and divine,

And love which is denied to earth,
in Heaven mav still be mine >
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T H E P A G E .
A STORY Of TI1E REIGN OF CHARLES IX.

From the German.
The Duke Lewis Gnnzaga, the heir of Man-

tua, was standing by the window of his chamber
•in the Louvre. He had just dismissed the at-
tendant,and had extinguished the lights which he
had placed upon the table, as if to surround him
aeif without with the same gloom which weighed
upon his spirit within. In this, however, he
was unsuccessful: for the silver moonlight,
which had at first been overpowered by the
glare of the tapers, now poured into the apart-
ment in its full lustre, and illuminated the busy
and crowded street beneath. The light which
streamed upon all objects around him seemed to
increase the discomposure of the Prince ; he
gazed from the window with looks of impatience
almost approaching to passion.

" Am I not a fool," said he at length, "thus
to fall in loy,e with a statue, and still more so to
lose my<4e%iper, that a mere statue should be
without heart and without feeling ? Yes, a
statue indeed, she is rightly named ; such is
Diana of Nevers. But, I will have done with
this folly. I- will direct my. affections to a wor-
thier object. Her companion, the Princess
Renee, has charms that, had not mine eyes been
blinded by some spell, must have cast into the
shade the marble beauties of Diana. She is the
sister of the King. True ; but a Prince—who
eees before hira in no remote perspective the
prospect of a throne, may surely, without pre-
sumption, lift hiu eyes even to that lofty prize.
Yes, Diana* you have rejected my hand—you
have forbidden my attentions—you shall be
gratified; I shall bestow them elsewhere*"

His soliloquy was interrupted by the entrance
of an attendant, who, astonished at finding the
tapers extinguished, stood in the doorway with-
out entering.

'• What is the matter ?" said the Duke with
some irritation.

" My Lord, the unknown page, wrao has
called twice without seeing you, is here a third
time. He observed you enter the palace, and
though I told him you had given orders not to
be disturbed, he will not go away, but insists on
speaking to you. I have therefore ventured to
announce him."

" Light the tapers again," said the Duke, en-
deavoring to overcome the remnant of his feel,
ing of ill-humor. " Let bjm enter."

A young man entered, dressed in the plain
garb of a citizen, yet arranged,with a certain
air of studied simplicity ; its dark color relieved
by a small while scarf, worn on the shoulder,
like that of a knight. The Duke eyed his visi-
tor with astonishment; for the figure which this
simple attire invested was one to which the
court of Charles, remarkable as it then was for
its display of manly beauty, scarcely furnished
a parallel. The fine proportion of the limbs
was equalled by the beauty of the features, on
which sat an expression of boldnees derived from
the consciousness of their power, with which,
however, the modesty of his bearing was at
variance.

" What is your wish with me ?" said Don
Lewis, with a piercing look, and in a tone in
which bis secret vexation was perceptible.

The youth made a sudden and apparently al-
most involuntary movement, as if to clasp his
hand; be dropped his own, however, immediate-
ly, and said with some confusion, " To obtain
something which at present you do not seem in.
dined to grant, and yet upon which my whole
hope is placed."

"And that is" continued the Duke, still
eyeing him steadily.

" It is three days," replied the youth, •' since
I came to Paris : on the very day of my arrival
your first page was killed by a fall of his horse
in hunting. I come to ask his place ; for I am
not accustomed to make my way up to prefer-
ment from below."

" Hah!—that place is not to be obtained so
lightly. Who are you ?"

" A stranger," teplied the youth, " as my ac^
cent must have informed you. I am what I ap-
pear. If you are pleased with my outside, you
shall not find, yourself deceived in the inner
man; but I have no recommendations to pre-
sent you. N

" Whence are you then ? of what family ?"
" If I please you, my lord, my zeal shall do

no discredit to it."
" You may please me, but that is not enough."
" Let it be enough. How easy it would be

for me to invent a story, to exhibit papers and
letters of recommendation ; but I disdain to
deceive a good and confiding master by a lie,
and I cannot tell the truth. My wish'is simply
to form myself under so renowned a master of
arms, and believe me I shall do you no discredit."

" What is your name 1"
" I call myself Caussade de St.Megret; but

that is not my real name."
" Young man, I too am young, but older than

you. Believe me, no good can come of half
revelations. If you would gain my confidence—
be open with me. Tell me all."

" Duke!" exclaimed the youth, interrupting
him, " have I not already in what I have said
shown the greatest confidence ? I intrust you
with my life, with my happiness—and willingly
would I intrust you with all, did not the vow
which I have made to my lady forbid."

" Your lady !" repealed the Duke, scarcely
restraining a slight sneer as his eye glided over
the beardless beauty of *the youth, and rested on
the white scarf he wore ; " and that scarf is of
course of her color V

" Even so," said the youth.
" Strange !" whispered Gonzaga to himself—

and the word was no sooner uttered than a sud-
den thought seemed to cross his mind. He
rose and stood for a moment before the mirror,
as if comparing his own noble and expressive
features with those of the youth ; then continu-
ing his whispered soliloquy, " Be it so," he said.
" Could I find a better or fitter revenge than
that this proud beauty should prefer the page to
the prince, the boy to the man ?—that she has
perhaps already done so. I will make the ex-
periment. Caussade," turning to the page, " I
will try at least how far you are qualified to fill
the place of my poor follower."

That very evening Caussade was admitted in.
to the service of the Prince. He seemed over-
joyed at his situation. Not so Gonzaga himself.
As he lay that night tossing on his couch, he
began a litile to repent the precipitancy with
which he had acted. The reflection occurred to
him that he had thus perhaps been the means of
enabling an adventurer to prosecute same un-
worthy design against her whom he secretly—
though he could hardly say why—believed to be
the object of his attentions, and yet he felt again
as if he could rely Becurely on the cold heart and
icy virtue of Diana. A voice within whispered
that she who had remained untouched by the
honorable homage of the Prince's heart, would
not yield to the arts or idle flatteries of a page.
He determined, however, to keep a watchful eye
on both; and should his worst apprehensions be
confirmed, he would then at least have the bitter
comfort of knowing that Diana had been un.
worthy of his love, and would be enabled to
banish entirely every lingering thought of her
from his bosom.

Several weeks elapsed, but with all his atten.
tion the Duke could perceive no traces of the

least intelligence or even acquaintance between
the page and the fair Diana. He thought he
perceived indeed, that when Caussade was in the
company of the Princess of Nevers, and her
friend the Princess Renee, as he sometimes had
occasion to be, while in attendance on the per-
son ©f the Prince, the page's eye sparkled with
unusual lustre ; but if so, it encountered no an-
swering glow on the part of Diana; and her
look still wore that calm and moveless beauty
which formed its habitual expression. To the
Duke himself, since she had declined the offer
of his hand, her conduct was marked by all her
former gentleness ; nay, he almost thought at
times that he could trace an air of pity in her
eye, as it rested upon him—though the instant
he turned towards her, or addressed"her, she
seemed to shrink into herself, and to resume
her former air of impassiveness.

While Caussade continued to rise in the good
graces of his master, his position among his
fellow-servants was very different. In propor-
tion as he was zealous and dutiful in presence of
his master, he was dictatorial and imperious
among the household; contriving with great
dexterity to throw upon bis companions all the
troublesome and disagreeable duties of his office,
and yet in such a manner that they did not ven-
ture to complain, for the rapid and mysterious
way in which he had at once been placed over
their heads, arid the obvious freedom with which
he treated even his master, plainly showed that
he was far deeper in the Duke's confidence than
themselvef. His uncommon dexterity in every
thing relating to hunting, and the presence of
mind which he had occasional opportunities of
showing, had not only won the favor of the
Duke, but even attracted the notice of the King,
at whose hunting parties he now formed a regu-
lar attendant. To the King's inquiry after hia
birth, he had answered that he was the son of a
nobleman of Savoy; and although his accent
was evidently that of a foreigner, he spoke
French with so much fluency, that it would
have required a more practised ear than was
then to be found at the Court to determine to
what nation he owed his birth.

It was on a fine summer morning about this
tone, when the rays of the sun, though giving
promise of a sultry day, still shone only with a
mild and refreshing warmth, 1 hat two females
were seen standing side by side on a terrace of
the castle of Vincennes, to which the Court had
removed with the commencement of summer.
An arbor, composed of rare and fragrant plants
arranged in flower-pots, the branches of which
were entwined in festoons above their heads,,
shaded them from the sun, and almost conceale<l
them from the eye.

The one was little, delicate, ethereal, such as
one would picture a sylph, through a complexion
inclining to the brunette, and two dark eyes
that sparkled like playful lightning, gave token,
after all, of her terrestial origin. The other
was tall, slender, with features of the most ro.
gular beauty; the slightest tinge of color ani.
mated her cheek; mildness and repose Bpoko
from the dark hue of her eye, while a dewy
moisture within it gave to her countenance an
expression of still melancholy, which seemed
to speak of sacrifice and resignation. Th«
former was the princess Renee of France—the
latter her friend, Diana of Nevers.

The cheerful note of preparation for tho hunt,
which, rose from the oastlo court below, had
aroused the royal princess at an early hour.
Waking her friend, who, according to the CUB.
torn of the time, shared with her, as dame 4*.
tours, her chamber and her couch, they hasten,
ed, in light morning attire, to the terrace,whoro,
concealed within their flowery arbor, they wait,
ed to witness the departure of the royal caval.
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2-2 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.
cade. They stood there in silence, with eyes
and eara intent, till the train wound out, the last
blast of the l^rn sounded, and the castle gates
wrre a^ain clossd. The Princess Renee turned
' > her fnond with a look of archness in her
counter nee. She saw that the shade of pen.
siveness which generally characterised her looks
had now gathered itself into tears.

11 Do I see aright ?" she exclaimed joyfully.
" Yes ; you are not tho cold statue which the
Court calls you. Ah! that stolen glance, which
•ought you from below, I see, has found its ob-
ject. You have a heart, Diana ; conceal it not."

Diana looked at her as if with surprise. " I
observed no glance," said she, with a constrained
smile, through which, however, a suppressed
sigh made its way.

" Happy girl !"replied the Princess, lighten-
ing her heart by a loud sigh, which she did not
seek to suppress. " Why deny it ? You are
not prevented by the ceremonial of a court or
the caprice of an imperious brother from fol-
lowing the inclinations t)f your heart. Why
look you on me so suspiciously ? Lay that glow-
ing cheek on ray bosom, and confess( to me—
4 Sister, I am happy.' Ah ! had that glance
been directed to me !" And so saying, she em-
braced her friend with agitation, burying her
checks and eyes in her bosom, as if seeking to
conceal the tears which threatened to burst forth
amidst the folds of her drapery.

" I understand ye not, Renee; speak more
plainly."

" The glance—must I speak it ?—of the fair
Caussade," whispered the Princess, looking up
with an air of suspicious fear : " he alone ob-
served us. As he rode out, I saw him turn
round twice to gaze upon you."

" I observed him not," said Diana, coldly, al.
most contemptuously.

" And yet there glitters a trembling moisture
in your eye. On whom, if not on him, were its
glances directed ? Why do you blush ? I dis-
guise not my feelings. My brother's train con-
sists of the very flower o f chivalry. To Charles
himself Nature has not been indifferent; but
I have eyes only for one. Forgive your friend
if, occupied with her own thoughts, she has fail-
ed to spy out your favorite, and tell me, without
further concealment, who, amidst that glittering
cavalcade, appears the fairest and the most ami-
able in your eyes. Nay, no preacfling tones,"
said she, laying her finger on Diana's lips. " Be
gentle ; repel not my confidence ; for I, too,
feel impelled, by an irresistible temptation, to
deposit a sweet secret in your breast. Who is
the fairest and the most amiable ?"

" Be it so then," said Diana, gazing on her
-with a look of anxiety,''your confidence is
dearer to me than any thing. The fairest, say
you—in truth, Renee, I know not—but the most
amiable is the Duke Gonzaga."

" Gonzaga!" exclaimed the Princess, with
surprise, " and is it he you love ?"

" Love him !" repeated Diana, " I said not
that; and yet, Renee"—and she with difficulty

•repressed ber tears,—" I almost believe so- But
fear not. You see how his whole attachment,
his whole attentions are directed to you a^ne.
Mistake me not. It is not love,—it is sisterly
anxiety which agitates me. What can come of
it ? Your broth'er vyill never bestow your hand
upon the Duke."

" I love him not," said the Princess, hastily;
*' but you ! This does indeed surprise me.
Why then did you refuse his hand, or are the
reports of bis secret courtship and your refusal
untrue ? I cannot believe it-"

" Were he again to offer me his hand it would
be again refused," said Diana, sinking her eyes
to the ground.

*• How am I to understand this ?"
" His happiness is too dear to ioe to allow

me to aacrifice his prospects on my account.
A princely coronet in prospect is his ; bu'.t were
his uncle in Mantus dead, his pretensions are
not so clear, BO undisputed, but that in tJiat
land of intrigue he would have ample need of
powerful conneetions, active relations, and am.
pio treasures to support his claims. What
could the poor parentleas Princess of Nevers do
for him ? A union with me would only close
the door against hia right? and make his wife a
burden to him."

" Strange, overscrupulous girli" said the
Princess, looking at her intently and with sur.
pnse—r" You might be happy, and yet for the
sake of a mere chimera you sacrifice that hap.

nesB. Alas i what have we poor maidens left
til** world, if wo »re jroluntarily to jS

its brightest jewel—love ? I must resign it,
I was horn to do so—but you—strange!"

" Then learn from me, dear Renee, to make
the sacrifice patiently when it must be made."

*' I shall make none to which I am not com-
pelled by outward force," said Renee, with
emotion. " And so it is to me that your faith,
less swain pays his court? I will not deny
that I was nattered by the thought of being
able by a gentle smile to atone for your cold-
ness ; but now since this confidence I look up-
on the matter in another light. »I love him not
—and could not—'•Oh! Diana, ungrateful friend"
—stopping short, and concealing her glowing
cheeks on the bosom of her friend—"Oh, Diana !
you have attached to yourself a sweeter glance,
and will not perceive i t : Oh ! how I loathe this
greatness, which scares from the heart every
feeling of love."

" What do you mean," said Diana ; " and of
what glance do you speak ?"

" Of that which reached you without your
knowing of it—of that of the handsome Caus-
sade."

" The madman !" replied Diana, in a tone
of irritation. " True, it is not the first time I
have witnessed his shameless glances—not di-
rected indeed to me, but to you : although I will
not deny it, I perceived also that he had no ob-
jection to make use of me as a device to conceal
their true direction. Be candid with me, Renee !
you know it as well as I ; trust not the audacious
youth."

"• I wished but to hear it confirmed by you,"
said Renee, blushing; "but you call him shame,
less, audacious. Why so ? because he has an
open heart—an eye for beauty—because love
gives him courage to dare any thing"

Their conversation was here interrupted by
the entrance of some of the attendants of the
Princess, to announce that her presence was re-
quired in some of the usual monotonous avoca-
tions of the day. Nor did the friends find an
opportunity of meeting again till the vesper
bells were ringing, and the hunting party, amidst
a peal of woodland music, had re-entered the
castle.

Renee pressed the hand of Diana, and whis-
pered, •' I- have thought of all you said. You
are a saint, Diana, however heathenish your
name nray sound. Yet even the saints are per.
mitted to be happy—and, by our Lady, I shall
do my best to make you so: Gonzaga shall be
yours."

" For God's sake," exclaimed the Princess of
Nevers, in terror, " let me not have occasion to
repent my confidence in you !"

" That you shall not," replied Renee. " Con-
fide in me : I will not interfere, if such is your
resolve ; but, at least, be not angry if I would
fain learn whether Gonzaga is to be the man.
Listen, and do not chide me. I have spent the
morning, as usual, in the apartment of the
Duchess of Mantua, tumbling over her books.
She is a very learned lady, as you know, though
she makes little pretension to it. Among others,
I met with a thick quarto volume, written on
vellum, and illuminated with strange painted
figures. Know you of what the book treated ?
Of natural magic ! The Duchess and I talked
a great deal about i t : it is all perfectly inno-
cent, I assure you. And now, tell me"—said
she, pausing, and putting her finger to her fore-
head—" do you happen to have in your posses-
sion any sword or weapon belonging to your
family V

" I believo," said Diana, with some surprise,
•• my brothers, when they j.oined the army, left a
number of articles in my possession ; and that
there are weapons among them."

" Excellent !" exclaimed ber friend, clapping
her hands joyfully together. •• Come, come !"
And hurrying to the wardrobe, she was not long
in finding a sword among its miscellaneous con.
tents.

" But explain, explain," cried Diana, follow,
ing her.

" We have found what was wanting. Ere to-
morrow morning—if you have courage to con-
fide in good spirits—you shall know whether
Gonzaga is destined to be yours or not. Natu-
ral magic, you must know, Diana, teaches us,
that if any one, man or woman, wishes to know
whether the beloved object shall be theirs, she
must place under his pillow a naked sword;
and if she dream of him during the night, when
he sleeps above the blade, her wishes shall be
realised. Why do you look at me thus doubt,
ingly T The hour is favorable. The Duke is

4 »i * late dinner with the King: we can

cross his mother's apartment, who Is now gone
to vespers. A small stair, as you know, lead*
from her chamber to his sleeping-room : we can-
not be surprised; and we can easily conceal
the weapon in the folds of our robes."

The princess of Nevera had listened* in si.
lence, with a blush on her cheek: she had
voluntarily pressed the hand of her friend—a
gentle hope seemed unconsciously to arise in her
mind and to be reflected in her looks ; but sud-
denly calming her emotion, she exclaimed, "To
the Duke's chamber. Oh! never—never will f
do that which would call a blush into my cheek,
even though undetected; I will never do that
which the whole world might not behold.
Would Renee of France advise her friend to do
what she conceives to be beneath her own dig--
nity ?"

" Had I the same inducement, Diana, I would'
not hesitate an instant."

" I cannot."
" And you believe me capable of leading my

friend into a snare I would myself avoid ? Give
me the sword, I will myself place it under his
pillow."

" You ! the sister of the King, enter the
chamber of the Duke!"

11 And why not ? He is not there. Come to
the window ; see how busily the pages and ser-
vants are still occupied with the banquet. Come,
I will take your place."

" O, Renee, be prudent. Should any one
meet you" -

" Accompany me only to the Duchess's a-
partment. Once there, all is easy. On the lit-
tle stair leading to the Duke's there is no
chance of meeting any one. And should im-
possibilities happen," she added, " a Princess
may lose her way in the dark passages of the
castle as well as others."

" Do as you will then," said Diana, " but re-
member your promise."

They soon reached the apartment of the
Duchess. Renee, light as a nymph, with one
finger placed on he* smiling mouth, and the
sword in her other hand, flew without hesita-
tion towards the door in the tapestry leading to
the stair, and disappeared. Anxiously, and
with beating heart, Diana awaited her return in
the middle of the room ; she could not hear a
footstep, so gently had the Princess ascended
the stair. She counted, with-anxiety, the min-
utes till her return, which was not long delayed ;
but instead of the noiseless step with which she
had mounted the stairs, Diana now heard her
rush down the stair as if pursued. She burst
into the room, glowing, breathless, almost sink-
ing to the ground but for the support of the
sword which she still held inner hand, and with
terror in her looks flhe threw herself into the
clasping arms of her friend.

11 What has happened ?" exclaimed the latter,
almost on the point of fainting, like her friend.,

" Oh, nothing—nothing ; and yet everything!
Nothing that will betray you ; but I—I am lost.
And yet would I not exchange that moment for
a crown."

" Speak—speak—I am dying with anxiety
and terror," interrupted Diana.

" Oh ! would I had died before this," cried
the princess, bursting out into a passion o f
tears, " But stay:—calm yourself—you shall
hear all. First, however, we must conceal the
sword." and seating herself, she enveloped it
dexterously in the folds of her dress, " Listen,
then. I reached the Duke's chamber. The at.
mospheve felt faint and sultry—I never was con-
scious of such a feeling of oppression. I sum-
moned up courage, however, and stood for a
moment listening under the doorway. All was
still around me—not a hush. Alas, it was a
treacherous stillness. I advanced towards the
bed with a stealthy pace. I drew back, with
hasty hand, the silken curtains. The chamber,
as you know, fronts the west. The last ruddy
rays of the setting sun illuminated the couch.
Oh ! conceive my terror I—there he lay "

" How 7—who ? The Duke 1 Oh ! m»
God!" *

" No !—the graceful page, Caussade de St.
Megret. The lazy page, tired with hunting,
and, perhaps, unwilling to be caught asleep by
his fellow-servants, had availed himself of bis
master's absence at the banquet to enjoy an
hour upon his bed. I had never an opportuni-
ty of seeing him so near—so exactly. And
now I comprehended why I had found the air
of the apartment so Bultry, BO oppresssive."

1 And you hurried away immediately," cried
Diana, clasping her hand..
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Renee shook her head. " I could not, at first,

1 was fettered—fascinated" and she paused.
" But why did you hurry back in such terror,

Princess V1

" He awoke. Nay, start not. Ho did not
recognise me. As he opened his eyes I vanish,
ed. He may have observed my flight, but ere
he could raise himself from the couch I was
gone. Chide me not, Diana; it was done
through love of thee."

41 But not through my wish, Princess;" then
changing her tone of displeasure to one of deep
pity—" Alas ! Renee," said she, as she witness,
ed the agitation of her friend, " If this be love,
I thank God for that coldness of heart with
which you reproached me. Cold it is not i but
it knows no lame like this. You terrify me.
You love an adventurer, of whom tho Duke
himself, it appears, knows little, though he
conceals his ignorance in a veil of mystery,
that he may not appear to have been guilty of a
foolish action. Renee, Princess, think of the
consequences."

" The consequences !" repeated Renee, bold.
Iy. •• I will tell you what they will be. First,
a brief, happy dream of love, then a long and
hapless marriage. I will secure some moments
of happiness first, that I may have strength to
bear my misery afterwards. Fear me not,
though I am made of different mould from thee.
Your friend, and the sister of a king, will not
forget her rank ; but to see him—to listen to
<he accents of his voice—to speak to him"

"Speak to him !" exclaimed Diana, in terror.
14Not with words; but I fear my glances

have spoken long before. Listen, Diana; it
was but lately the King communicated to me
that the second son of the King of England, the
Duke of ah ! what care I for the name—
is a suitor for my hand. His picture will ar-
rive immediately. Short is the space, then,
allowed me to be my own mistress. If I lose

" B u t if some spy—if the King himself
"The King! I fear him not. We have

nothing to fear from the jealousy of any one ex-
cept Gonzaga ; and against his jealous observa-
tion a'beloved friend knows how to guard us."

" I 1" cried Diana, with anxiety.
•• Why that look of terror ? I ask not much.

I ask you only, as before, to be by my side—
to follow my footsteps—to watch my glances—
to let him dwell upon your face when jealous
observers are by; be my protecting spirit, if
you will not be the patron of my love."

Reconciled, but not calmed, Diana withdrew
from her friend's embrace to her chamber. The
lively temperament of her friend—the reckless-
ness with which she was accustomed to give
free play to her inclinations, were not calcula-
ted to remove the fear she felt of some unfortu-
nate issHe, and it was with an anxious heart and
gloomy presentiments tbat she retired to rest.

Renee, on the contrary, would readily have
regained her ordinary lightheartedness, had not

_her apprehensions been awakened again by an
unfortunate discovery. In undressing, she
found she had lost a white silk sash, with a gold
clasp ornamented with rubies, which had been
the gift of her royal brother, and which the
beauty of the workmanship would have enabled
any one easily to recognise. She thought of her
hasty retreat from the Duke's bedroom, and be-
gan to fear she might have dropt it on the
•tair, or even in the room itself. In this case
it might have fallen into the hands of the Duke
or of a servant, who could hardly be expected
to conceal the discovery, and thus a detection'
might take place which would be attended with
the most disagreeable consequences. So terri-
fied was she that she did not even dare to con-
sult Diana; bat paying an early morning visit
to the Duchess's apartment, she parried her eyes
vainly into every corner ; listened to every
whisper among the attendants, but still without
hearing of any thing having been found ; and
now1 the certainty that the sash must have been
dropt outside the Duchess's room, increased her
anxiety. Neither this day nor the following
did any thing occur to throw light upon its dis-
appearance. On the third day the King had
another hunting party ; but this time the Prin.
cess had not the heart to watch their departure.
In the mean time it hadv<>o«urred to her as pos-
sible, that the missing ornament might have
fallen into the hands either of some covetous
servant, or tbat perhaps some more trusty at.
tendant, knowing or suspecting its owner, was
only waiting a proper opportunity of placing it
again in her hand. *

Allowing her friend then to attend the Duch
ess that morning, she herself, under some pre-
text, took her away towards a gallery which
connected her apartments with those of the
King, and to which the way led through one or
two narrov,' and solitary passages. As she was
passing through one of these, Caussade sudden-
ly presented himself before her. She had sup-
posed him at the hunt, and was struck dumb by
his unexpected appearance. What was her con-
sternation, however, when, after casting a
hasty glance around him, he knelt down, and
without uttering a word, presented te her the
sash with the ruby clasp.

What she would have snatched with avidity
from any other hand, she allowed to remain for
some moments in his. His evident conviction
that she was its owner, his position, his silence,
all announced to her that he had recognised her
in the Duke's apartment, and she felt horror-
struck at the conclusion he might have drawn
from her presence there. She ventured not to
ask a question or to deign to him a look either
of censure or of thanks ; as she stretched out
her arms to receive the sash, the hands of both
trembled so that they involuntarily touched each
other; and the ear of the agitated Princess
caught the words, whispered soft and low, " I
alone know of the discovery, and I am silent
and true."

The words pointed too plainly towards the
suspicion of a secret understanding between the
Princess and the Duke, to allow Renee to hesi-
tate a moment in putting an end to the suspi-
cion. At first, however, her offended dignity
could not find words. "I t is well then for
your master," said she gravely, "that you are
so. To me you owe nothing, farther than that
respect which my sex if not my dignity de-
mands. That respect might teach you to be-
lieve that nothing but a mistake could have led
my steps from the apartment of the Duchess-mo-
ther to that of her son ; my very agitation on dis-
covering you might have convinced you of this."

She paused, she could not proceed; a deep
blush purpled her cheeks, and, unknown to
herself, a look betrayed to Caussade what the
mouth of the'Princess would not for worlds
have revealed to him.

It was true she had been discovered. Caus-
sade had scarcely laid himself down on the
Duke's bed, when he heard the tapestry pushed a-
side. Fearful of being surprised, he had drawn
the curtains hastily together, and looked through
the small opening still left. The open and al-
most smiling countenance of the Princess ; the
drawn sword in her hand, the haste and anxiety
with which she approached the bed, were an
enigma to him. Her terror on discovering him
changing the same moment into a look of too
expressive admiration, flattered his excited fan.
cy too much not to quench every jealous suspi-
cion which her appearance there might have at
first awakened; and her sudden flight, when he
pretended to awake, served to confirm the pleas,
ing conclusions he had drawn.

"I was aware," he replied, without losing his
presence of mind, notwithstanding the seventy
of the Princess' tone, "I was aware the instant
you fled ihatyour entrance was the consequence
of mistake. And the proof that I did so, is
that I did not mention to my master what I had
found—as I should otherwise have thought my.
self bound to do, and that I had been vainly
seeking an opportunity for two days past of
restoring it to you."

"I thank you," said the Princess in a milder
tone, "and will not forget your discretion."

"O, Princess," sighed he, still kneeling, "if
you are not in truth offended with me, leave ru.s
a memorial of this hour, the sweetest of my
life—when I was first permitted to exchange
words with you. Take the jewels, but leave
me this silken band, valueless to you—to me of
priceless, value."

Alas! poor Renee was in no condition to
chide. Her thoughts were all confusion ; terror,
delight, maidenly shame, the recollections of
her rank, crossed and bewildered each other ; at
last, in a tone, to which she endeavored to im-
part as much of coldness and indifference as
she could throw into the words, she said, "keep
the whole, it is enough for me to know that it is
in safe hands."

She said no more ; she hurried from him as
she had done before, but with a look more elo-
quent that any confession in words. He sprang
up, and would hive pursued her, but at that in.
stant he heard the door closed and bolted behind
her. He paused for a moment, as if in

thought. "No !" he exclaimed, ' I were a mon-
ster if, after that look, I could believe in any
connection with Gonzaga! Now my destiny ia
decided." And he hurried from the gallery.

When the Princess again reached her cham-
ber, she sank exhausted into a seat. Agitation,
repentance, shame, contended in her mind;
but she could not but feel that at last every feel-
ing merged in one of satisfaction, almost of
transport. She determined to conceal this last
secret even from her friend who had no difficul-
ty in discovering, notwithstanding, from her
agitated embrace, and unconcious reveries, that
something remarkable had taken place.

In the meantime the portrait of the English
Prince arrived. It represented a young man,
the unpleasing expression of whose features the
painter had used all his art to disguise, but
with partial success. Even the adroit represen-
tations of the embassador, who requested the
Princess to suspend her judgment till the arri-
val of the original, on the ground that nothing
but extreme haste could have induced him to
present to her a portrait which did the Prince so
much injustice, failed to remove the unfavorable
impression which the miniature itself had pro-
duced. In the present excited state of the Prin-
cess's mind, even the disadvantages of the
Prince's external appearance seemed rather to
affbrd matter for satisfaction; and among her
confidential friends she ventured to give vent to
her satirical opinions on the subject, with a
freedom which induced the Duchess-mother to
remonstrate with her in the most serious man-
ner on her conduct. The King, before whom
she took no trouble to disguise her sentiments,
measured her with a gloomy expression, but
remained silent. He seemed less imperious than
wont, but more suspicious, more irritable—a
state of mind which was perhaps to be account-
ed for, or at least was naturally abandoned, by
the evil tidings which he at this time received
of the fate of the Neapolitan campaign, in
which his army, it appeared, had been com-
pletely defeated, many of his nobility killed,
among others the two Princes de Nevers, the
brothers of Diana. This intelligence, deeply
as it grieved the heart of Diana, of course put
an end to those projects of a conventional life,
which her family had entertained for her in her
childhood.

She became immediately, as might be expect,
ed, the "cynosure of neighboring eyes," the
object of adoration at court. By the death of
her brothers her fortune had now become enor-
mous. No alteration, however, was obser-
vable in her demeanor, except that her friend
observed her gentle eye secretly to rest 6f-
tener than before on Gonzaga, who with a cor-
responding anxiety seemed to avoid her glance.

The King, in the meantime, daily beooming
more gloomy and more irritable through corpo-
real suffering, for his natural weak habit of bo-
dy had been increased by vexation at the failure
of his military schemes, resorted every day to
his favorite pastime of hunting, accompanied
by a small train, of which Gonzaga and Caus-
sade always formed a part. The latter seemed
obviously advancing in his good graces, while
his master was as visibly declining—for the at-
tentions which the Duke openly paid to his sis-
ter could not escape bis notice, while they plain-
ly were in the highest degree distasteful to him ;
the more so that they appeared on her part to 09
received with, approbation, and that at the very
moment wb^n her brother was toiling to raise
her to z. throne, she was treating the individual
^iiom he had selected only with sarcasm and
contempt. With his usual power of controll.
ing his emotions, however, he disguised his ir-
ritation ; nevertheless, to avail himself of the
first opportunity to remove out of his way the
impediment which opposed itself to his wishes.

Charles had on one occasion been separated
from his train in pursuit of a stag, and had been
extricated by the arrival and presence of mind
of Caussade, who, however, had only succeed -
ed in preserving the King's life, at the price,
of a severe wound, which was followed by a faint-
ing fit occasioned by loss of blood. The King
sprung from his horse, and hurried, without
waiting for the arrival of his train, who were
still at some distance, to restore the wounded
page'to his senses, by tearing open his vest to
give him air. The first object on which his eye
rested, as the Duke Gonzaga came up, was tno
white band with the ruby ornament resting on
Caussade's breast. He recognised it at a glance.
His next rested on the Duke, who, although ho
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did not recognize the ornament, Beemed con-
founded to Bee a white silk band so adorned on
his page's breast. But remarking the penetrat-
ing eve of the King directed upon him, he
thought it most prudent to pretend that he had
seen nothing; BO he hurried to a neighboring
spring in search of water, while the King, with
sudden resolve, placed the riband within his
own breast. Caussade had in the mean time re-
covered his.senses, and ignorant of the loss of
his treasure, and Oelighted at having been (he
means of preserving the King's life, abandoned

'himself to a feeling of youthful triumph. He
seemed determined not to quit the King's side.
The latter, though his brow was clouded, seem-
ed not displeased by his zeal. He gave his train
a signal to lide on before, while he followed
with Caussade at a little distance.

"Caussade," said he turning suddenly, and
directing a piercing glance towards the con.
founded page, "you have betrayed a secret—but
(and thank the saints for it) as I hope, to me a-
lone !—for thus I am enabled to requite life for
life. Caussade, how comes my sister's sash in
your hands ?"

Caussade stood for an instant as if struck by
lightning. "Your sister, Bire ?" said he at last
mechanically.

"How comes it in your hands !" repeated the
King, still more sternly. "I will promise to
conceal what you tell me; but the honor of my
house demands inquiry, and I >will know how
that ornament comes to be on your bosom."

"Sire," said Caussade, who had now recover.
cd his presence of mind, "I know not the own-
er. A ruby, in the clasp had broken loose.—
The Duke desired me to have it quietly replaced
—perhaps the Princess may have directed him.'

"The Princess!—direct him ! Ah! I see you
would conceal some intrigue with some of her
attendants. No matter, I will not betray the
falsehood. Restore that riband to him who in-
trusted it to you. And be silent with regard to
this conversation if you value your life."

The King rode forward. Caussade's hand-
some lip curled into a sneer. "Yes sire," he
whispered to himself, "I might have told you
such a tale of myself; but you would not have
believed it. Well. The Duke must get out of
the scrape now as he can. At all events, his
head is not so likely to pay for it as that of a poor
page. And. I owe him a-grudge, since he has
taken it upon himself for some time past to di-
rect his glances where they are little wished,
for."

Caussade was not the roan to be daunted by
what, had taken place; he only followed the
King a little more slowly, and when his master
entered his own apartments late in the evening,
the page seemed almost to have forgotten what
had happened. Not so Gonzaga himself. The
King had this evening treated him with more
than usual coldness. A perpetual cloud seem-
ed to lower upon his brow, and he was frequent-
ly lost in gloomy reveries.. The Duke could
not but ascribe this increased irritability to the
adventure of the morning. And setting down
all to the credit of the unlucky page, he deter-
mined to bring matters to a crisis with him at
once.

"It is time, Seigneur Caussade de St. Meg-
ret," said he, as soon aB they were alone, "that
I should tell you plainly what I have hitherto
avoided doing. Your glances have long ago be-
trayed to me too much. But even these, it
seems, will no longer content you. An adven-
turer, who is a riddle even to his patron, and
yet is tolerated by him, should at least beware
how he ventures to approach, even with his
eyes, an element to which, notwithstanding his
amphibious natuie, he can scarcely hope to raise
himself. What the King drew from your breast
tliis morning might be to me a matter of indif-
ference, were it not probable that the monarch
holds me answerable for the audacity of my ser-
vants,—and had I not observed too the white
color of the riband, which looked but too like
a pledge of love. I advise you to make me
your confidant at once. Have the goodness,
Heigneur Caussade, once more to allow me to
look at the jewel."

Shame and displeasure appeared to- contend
with each other in Caussade's features, but he
did his best to affect extreme surprise and con-
sternation. "How," said he, "what say you?—
in the King's hands ? I have indeed missed it
with pain. Well, if he interrogates me I must
answer him an I may."

"Him—but not me ?" cried Gonzaga with an.
ger.

"Towards you I am candid, my Lord Duke.
I have told you a vow restrains me."

"If it bind you one moment longer, you re-
main no more in my service. Stay—whither so
last."

"To take my leave, since such is your
Grace's pleasure. Yet permit me to romark,
you might have chosen a better time for my dis.
missal."

"That sounds like a threat. Begone—Quit
the castle!"

Suddenly a dark glow shot into Caussade's
cheek, which was as quickly exchanged for a
deadly paleness. He made a-movement as if to
lay hand on his sword ; but soon calming him-
self, he darted a look of indignation on the
Duke, bowed with an air of mock reverence,
and retreated in silence.

The next morning the King paid an early vis.
it to his sister. He appeared more open and
cheerful than for some time past; but his good
humor seemed to excite the very opposite feel-
ing in the Princess. The subject of her
roval suitor was brought upon the carpet,
and Renee could not resist indulging in the usu-
al remarks with which she never failed to treat
the matter. Hush I hush !;> said Charles at last,
with earnestness. "Be on your guard, Renee.
The union is fixed. I have already pledged my-
self for your consent."

"Let him come. I will see him first, and
then—time brings counsel."

The brow of the king became visibly cloud-
ed. "Renee" said he "show me the sash with
the gold and ruby ornaments, which I present-
ed to you. I should- like again to examine the
workmanship."

Renee blushed crimson and remained standing
before him. "I will not deceive you brother,"
said she at last,—"I have it not. I gave it some-
time since to the Princess of Nevers.- Since
her good fortune, a gift of value would have
been unsuited to her. A trifld from me bests
suits with her elevated fortunes.- She throws
your sister now into shade,"' she continued jest-
ingly, scarcely knowing whether. the observa-
tion proceeded from a slight feeling of envy, or
the wish to lead the King's attention to another
subject; "who knows but she may soon witness
kings at her feet ? " Even before her accession
of riches and dignity she had refused the. hand
of the Duke Gonzaga."

"In truth,"said the King, with a bitter smile,
"she seems fortunate in finding a friend disposed
to take at second hand what she had rejected."
And he retired prefeipitately, as he always did
when he wished to conceal his rising passion, or
had not matured his resolutions in regard to its
object.

The Princess was at first rejoiced that she had
escaped so easily out of this difficulty. Bat
when Caussade suddenly disappeared from court,
when neither Gonzaga nor any one else knew
what had become of him—when the only intelli-
gence which she could gather was that he had
been dismissed from his master's service, a
trouble arose in her bosom which every day ten-
ded to increase. Since her brief interview with
Caussade she had concealed from her friend
v/hat had taken place ; and the sudden change
in Diana's fortunes had still further increased
the temporary separation of the friends ; but
now in this hour of distress she again resolved
to resort to her friendly sympathy and to dis.
close all, when her resolution was shaken by
the sudden appearance of Caussade in the trian
of the king, and inthe attire of a young courtier.

The King had perceived that he no longer ap-
peared in the service of the Duke, and missing
mm. at the hunt, where his services had become
in a manner indispensable to him, his suspicion
and displeasure against the Duke were increas.
ed by his appearance. It disappeared probable
that the Duke had dismissed him as a penance
for his indiscretion, or from fea» of discovery.
After some days he asked the Duke, with
whom since the conversation with his sister he
had had little communication (the more so
as he suspected the introduction of Diana's
name on that occasion to have been a mere pre-
text), what had become of the page.

" I know not*" said the Duke, with apparent
unconcern, " where the fellow has gone to. I
disliked his mysterious bearing, and dismissed
him.1

It seemed as if every trifle increased the BUS
picions of the King. Even in thev open
avowal of the Duke he thought he per
ceived the secret consciousness of guilt. He

Btructions to a confidant, and next morninfif
Caussade appeared in the ante-chamber of the
King. He was soon summoned to the Royal
presence.

" Caussade," said the King, " Gonzaga has
dismissed you from his Bervice. For what rea--
son ?"

" Probably," answered the page, boldly, "be-
cause I had not conducted myself therein with <
sufficient discretion."

" Can mine requite you for the loss ?" '
" It would indeed,"" exclaimed Cauesade,

with delighted surprise ; but recovering him.
self, he asked, " In what service would ray
gracious master employ me ?'_' *

" Wear my colors only," said the King ; you;
shall ne longer have to play the part of a page.
You shall be one of my hunting train. You
have a sure and steady hand. Tell me—Do-
you hate the Duke ?"

" I love him not, sire !" answered Caussade,
after a short silence.

" I hate him," exclaimed the King, gloomily.
" Caussade, do thou likewise. I expect from
you fidelity and devotion. If you know of any
wrong done to me, it is your part to avenge it."'

"Your wrongs shall be mine," exclaimed,.
Caussade.

The King looked at him sharply. " Think
well what you say or dor Caussade, if you would
gain or keep my favor. I am sickly, irritable.
A word may excite me to—more than words.
There, take this weapon," continued he, with
a strange smile, pushing across to Caussade a
splendidly ornamented dagger which lay on the
table, such as was then generally worn at the
girdle ; -•" that I *nay not be tempted in a mo-
ment of passion to raise it against you, since it
lies so conveniently before me. Forget not this
lesson. Provoke not Kings. Take it, and use
it against your enemy, and mine, when need is."
• Caussade turned pale as he took the dagger ;
" and when will need be 1" said he, in â. hur-
ried and faltering voice.

" When he forgets once more that Charles
has no mercy for him, were he ten times a
Duke, who seeks to mislead his sister, who for-
gets the respect due to him,and opposes his -will.
And now go !"

Caussade went; but scarcely had he reached
the chamber assigned to him, when he cast the
dagger from him with a shudder. " No,
Charles !" said he to himself, "Not to this did I
engage, myself—not to play the assassin's part
am I here. True I dislike this imperious God-
zaga;,I.will revenge myself upon him; but it
shall be by repaying evil with good. Now
he is safe since his life is in my hand. Per.
haps, too,' it was I that brought him into this
danger. Well, what better does he deserve ?
Why will he continue to court the favor of her
who has eyes only for me, and play the magni-
fico as he does in her presence ? No, pride
must have a fall." "

The time for decision soon arrived. Two days
afterwards he was again hunting in the train
of the King, and as he assisted the monarch
to mount, Charles whispered jn his ear—"Have
you your new weapon by you, Caussade ?"

Caussade nodded.
"Then to-day let the game fall; I will give

you opportunities, in the course of the day for
executing the deed unobserved."

The King kept his word. In the course of
the day he gave the Duke and the page several
commissions, so as to separate them from the
rest of the train ; and in which Caussade easily
discerned his intention, that he should attack
the Duke in the dark and unfrequented part of
the wood. He saw in the agitated features of
the King an inquiring, restless, and discontent-
ed look when the Duke, after execcting the
commission, again appeared safe and sound.—
The day wore 6n by degress, and the King,
darting a look of\yengeance on Caussade, gave
the signal for return.

He sent for Caussade insaantly into his cabi.
net. A> sort of bold defiance sat upon the
features of the youth as he entered ; but the
gloomy and lowering indignation which sat
upon the brow of the King seemed . gradually
to banish his confidence, and for the first time
perhaps in his life he felt his own insignificance
in the presence of superior power.

"Boy ?» thundred Charles in his ear, "You
have made a fool of me. And yet you dare
return to a house which you ought never to
have entered alive till another had through your
means, been brought hither a corse ? Did fear

was silent, but that same evening he gave in«
unman your mind,—for of opportunitties you

had enough ?>• •
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"Sire," said Causeade, calming himself a"nd

looking up with more confidence, «• 'twas on
your acoount I paused. Repentance never
comes too late—permit me"——-

"Silence!" interrupted Charles. "The King
knows not the word repentance. Bethink thee
of the words with which I delivered the dagger
to you. Think of them, and provoke me not.
The dagger is destined for him—or you. There
is no third course. No—go and choose : to-
morrow we hunt again ; till then you can delib-
erate."

Caussade retired. A feeling of despair to
which his former life had been entirely a stran-
ger, seemed to overmaster him. •• A murderer
or murdered—or"—he did not express the
thought, but shook his head. "And yet a third
course there must be," said he with detcrmina-
tion, after an internal contest. " Fool that I
am, I have deserved degradation ; I will bear it
him; my childish dislike to him must disappear
before the prospect of his danger."

He hurried to the window. It was still early;
lights were burning in all. the chambers. He
hastened to the chamber of the Duke, whom he
fortunately found in the palace—he pushed
past the page, who seemed to hesitate about
announcing him, and entered the apartment un-
announced.

The Duke sprang up in displeasure, and as
he saw Caussade draw out a naked dagger,
clapped his hand upon his sword; but ere he
oould draw it, or even utter a word, the latter,
easting the dagger from him, had dropped upon
his knee.

"What is the matter!" cried the Duke, in
surprise.

"See," exclaimed Caussade,'with an agitated
voice, pointing to 4he dagger, "there lies my
shame. That weapon the King forced into my
hands to murder you—the secret suitor of bis
sister, as he and many believe. I cannot, I
will not be a murderer. But both our hves are
at stake, we must flee, and that on the in
stant."

"Flee !" replied the Duke, whose momentary
agitation had soon given way to an appearance
of cold composure, "Gonaaga never flees."

"So then," replied the youth, almost with a
•neer, "you would, willingly sacrifice existence;
for, doubt not, hundreds of murderers are at the
King's command, though in this case bv good
luck he has mistaken his man. I have perhaps
unthinkingly been the means of drawing sus-
picion on you—but I have no time now to ac-
cuse myself; my purpose is to save you; weigh
well what you do ; you have time to consider
till to-morrow's hunt."

Caussade now communicated to him the sub-
stance of his conversations with the King—the
reports which prevailed at court with regard to
his attentions to the Princess—his own suspi-
cions, and all such with a degree of openness,
that the Duke almost felt himself reconciled to
the young adventurer. ;

He stood a moment in thought, then said,
•lift up the dagger Caussade, and let me look

at it. In truth a sharp and trusty weapon—
which would glide through cloths and flesh,
into the heart like wax. Now retire, Gonzaga
will not forget this moment. Come to me
secretly to-morrow. Mean time I will consid-
er of your plan. Take the dagger with you.—
Let it be to you from this moment a token of
honor, and not of shame."

Caussade, retired in strong agitation. The
Duke looked after him with an apparent calm-
ness ; but no sooner had he disappeared, and he
began to weigh in its full extent the danger
which'he had escaped—but as it appeared for a
moment only, ihan the .weakness of nature be-
gan to assert its power even over the resolution
of bis mind. He seemed to feel by anticipation
the cold eteel within his heart; he could see at
the time no way of escape from the wrath of
the young King, who, when roused to ven-
geance, was never known to listen to any other
voice than that of passion. Wherever he turned
hia ey^, a dagger'* point seemed to threaten
him. The thought which next'to his own peril
haunted him was that of his mother and of her
grief. His mother! with the recollection of
her a glimmering of hope revived, for he re-
membered how often in times of peril and diffi,
culty her wise counsels had averted evil from
her house. Without further pause, with an
agitated and hopeful haste, as if he had been
flying from the pursuing steel, he dashed down
the secret star into her chamber.

The Duchess was not alone. She was ac-

compained by the Duchess of Nevers, who
had latterly become an almost daily visitor,
accustomed to find in the instructive and clear
minded conversation of the Duchess a source
of amusement and interest which she met with
no where else. Diana, as she saw the Duke rush
in in such agitation, withdrawi,nto the recess of
a window, not to interrupt a conversation which
she foresaw was one requiring the presence of
no witnesses. Gonzaga in his present state'of
excitement scarcely noticed her. In a whisper
he communicated to his mother the danger of
his position, and entreated her advice.

"Advice!" she repeated with a shudder;
"where the King is inflamed to hatred ! But
stay," said she, interrupting herself, as if a
sudden thought crossed her brain. Then after
a pause, she continued. " I know but of one
plan. You must marry—and to-night. The
question is where to find a bride."

Her son started at her in confusion. The
plausibility of this plan as a means of escape"
was as evident to him as its execution appeared
impracticable. In the same moment, however,
he saw his mother, with her usual quickness of
decision, at the feet of the Princess. "Be our
benefactor—save me—save my son !"

Diana, who had overheard no part of the
whispered communication, and was wholly at
a loss to know to what to ascribe the agitated
condition of the Duke, scarcely possessed com-
posure enough to raise the Duchess frorn^ the
ground, who, with all the eloquence of a moth-
er, briefly put her in possession of the peril in
which her son stood.

While she did so, the Duke had, with evident
uneasiness, attempted to interrupt _the narra-
tive. A dark flush of shame, the herald of a
feeling even more painful than the apprehen-
sion of death, crimsoned his cheek, while his
piercing glance rested with an expression of
offended pride upon the Princess, whose pale,
ness by.degrees was giving place to a blush not
less intensive than the Duke's. "Mother," he
exclaimed, "what are you doing?. This hand
she has already" ;—

"Rejected," added Diana, hastily, "rejected
while she was a dowerless and friendless maid,
en—dedicated by her relations to a conventual
life—because she prized it too highly to think
of obscuring the lustre of a life to which she-
wotrid rather have imparted some added rays.—
When it might have been inclined to think and
act otherwise, it was no longer placed within
•her power. If he, in truth, despises not this
hand, I lay it with pleasure in his, dear moth,
er." And so saying, she extended it towards
the Duke.

"From compassion !" said the Duke, hesitat-
ing, and yet overpowered.

"Let not our union be concluded in wrath,
Gonzaga," she replied. ."My compassion, as
you term it, may well be placed against the
looks of dislike and anger with which, since
that hour, you have met every look of mine.—
Even then I did not so interpret them : give me
in turn, credit for something better than com-
passion. To preserve your life, I would indeed,
endure death; but how much more gladly would
I live, to save it and to render it happy !"

"Do I dream 1" said the Duke, sinking at
her feet. "Is my hour of"darkest peril to be
changed at once into the happiest of my life ?
Oh, Diana, never one instant did I cease to
love you L My very uneasiness, my anger, my
looks of dislike, what were they all but love ?"

The mother weeping tears of joy, laid their
hands together, and hastily despatched a mess-
enger to summon a priest, and to communicate
to the Princess Renee, that her friend would
that night remain with her. The young pair, re-
mained alone, exchanging, in a lengthened con-
fidence, all hopes, fears, and suspicions which,
during their long estrangement, had crossed
and agitated their minds.

"Now, then," said Gonzaga, at its close, "my
faith in you is henceforth unalterable I. Do
what you will, I .will believe in the heart you
have beetowed#upon me.. Let circumstances
be what they may, nothing-shall hereafter shake
my confidence. We are human beings liable
to mistake ; but I feel that, from this hour, my
belief in your fidelity and affections is impreg-
nable. If such be your feeling also, we shall,
indeed, be an enviable pair."

She extended her hand to him solemnly. "I
at least ana so, for I trust in you,"

In these confiding communications the night
flew by like a moment. The morning had scar-
cely dawned, when. the Duchess-mother re*

appeared with the priest, and in a few minutes
they were secretly united—a circumstance at
this time, and in this Court, of no unfrequent
occurrence.

No sooner had the hour of the King's levee
arrived than the Duke entered the presence,
dressed more sumptuously than usual; and
kneeling before Charles, requested his sanction
and approbation to his marriage with the Prin-
cess Diana of Nevers, which had already been
secretly concluded some time before. He took
care, of course, to suppress the precise period
of its celebration.

Charles listened to him with evident, and yet,
on the whole, pleasing surprise. A new light
seemed to have broke upon him. With a sud-
den return of good-humor and kindness^ he
wished the Duke joy. His displeasure vanished
at once, and he acceded in all points to Gon.
zaga's wishes with regard to the solemnity.—
He lost no time in paying a visit to his sister,
who had already been informed (and somewhat
more accurately) of the whole ci|bumstances
by her friend ;. but, to his wonder, though her
features, in answer to the triumphant glance of
her brother, seemed to indicate surprise, he
could perceive no traces ef vexation or disap-
pointment. He began to believe that the whole
had after all, been a mistake. He repented—he
was ashamed of the rashness with which he
had sought the life of the Duke under this er.
roneous impression. He took the first opportu-
nity of calling Caussade aside, and whispered
to him,—

"Give me back the dagger. I will give you
another jewel instead ; or if you will keep it,
keep it carefully, and to yourself."

"Allow me to retain it as a me mento mori,
and a token of loyal favor," said the unabashed
youth. And Charles, in. this moment of re-
turning cheerfulness, was good humored enough
to overlook the sarcastic boldnesB of the an.

The series of festivities which followed the
nuptials of Gonzaga, with the Princess of Nev-
ers was like the last flicker of an expiring torch
—a brilliant flash before extinction ; for with
the increasing illness of the young King the
gaiety of the Court soon after disappeared.—
Banquets and masked balls of more than usual
splendor, even at that splendid Court, announced
on this occasion the satisfaction of the King ;
while the envy and dislike of many disappoint-
ed suitors was visible in the looks and observa-
tions with which the newly-married pair were
received".

At the most splendid of these masked balls,
Caussade, now high in favor at once with the
Duke and the King, was present. Well ac-
quainted with the Court, he had found little
difficulty, while disguised himself, to detect
most of the other maskers. His object was to
procure, if possible, a short interview with the
Princess, for in the ball-room alone he felt that,
if possible at all, it was to be obtained; but
Renee, whether from fear that Caussade, by
some indiscretion, would bring destruction up-
on both, or from a resolution now to resign her-
self to her fate, excused herself on pretext of
sudden illness, at the commencement of the
estival, and retired. It was only after Caus-

sade had sought her through the crowd, with
increasing impatience, that he had learned her
absence ; he gnashed his teeth with vexation.
All at once a sudden resolution seemed to sug.
est itself to him. Making his way up to the

young Duchess of Gonzaga, he requested to be
llowed to epeak.to her for an instant in private.

He drew her into a retired corner of the room,.
ook off his mask, and entered, with all the elo-

quence of love, on the subject of his distress.
What argument* he employed—what disclosures
he made during this animated conversation, did
not appear ; hut the result was, that even tho
rudenl and cautious Diana seemed to be so.

noved by his tale, and by his representation of
he state of the Princess's mind, that she a

greed to give him a secret audience next day in
her apartment.

The cheerful sound of tho horns onco more
announced a hunting party, an amusement
which the increasing weakness of the King had
for some time prevented. Renee was awakened
by the entrance of her friend, who, throwing-
her arms round her, exclaimed-*-'1 Be quick,
slumberer ! do you not hear the bugles ? Rise,
and let us once more see them depart, from the
balcony. I, you know, must have eyes only..
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for Don Lewis now. Nay, I will allo w you to
look on him too, provided only you spare a
glance from him now and then* to the fair
Caussade."

" I comprehend you not, Diana," replied the
Princess gazing on her with surprise. " But
be it so. To please you I will go, though I
have bid adieu to pleasure." But notwithstand-
ing the apparent resignation of her answer, her
hand trembled so that she could scarcely adjust
her dress.

"When we were last seated here," said Diana,
as they reached the balcony, •' how different
were then our views. You, reconciled to the
unavoidable, and armed with courage to meet
it, clung to the dreaming comfort of a love,
which I (with despair in my own heart) would
have denied to you. And yet you found time,
amidst your own anxieties to speak words of
comfort and kindness to me. That, Re nee, I
never can forget. Now, I am cheerful and
happy—while you however little your fate may
have really changed since—you have become
melancholy. Once I may have tho't you in the
right; 1 might have lent my aid to encourage you
in that feeling. Strange to say, however, since
I became a wife, 1 am disposed to think less
rigorously than before on these topics. But
see, look, Princess, the train are departing.
Caussade is looking up."

" O thoughtless being !" cried Renee, turn-
ing pale, and drawing back.

" Why this terror ?" said the Duchess, sur-
prised at her vehemence.

" Can you ask that, Diana, when your lover
BO nearly atoned by his life for some slight at-
tentions, perhaps a few unguarded glances ?
Ah ! for two nights past I have dreamt that I
saw Caussade rise up pale and bleeding from a
grave."

*• You were resolved, dear Renee, to bring
back Gonzaga to me, and you did BO—no doubt
through a little false play, but I am too happy
at the end to scrutinize too nicely the means,
now that it is past. Willingly would I show
my gratitude—would console you—would ac-
tively assist you. Tell me, then, why are you
more melancholy than before ?"

" Why ? Does not the day when I am to be
sacrificed approach nearer and nearer. What
have my resistance, my defiance availed ? Has
not my brother already pledged my consent
against my will—is not this hated suitor on his
way 1 O, friend, assist me, and I will adore
you. Yes, I love him still, this fair Caussade,
with those eyes of spirit and fire. But I am
watched by jealous eyes—my glances can no
longer meet his—and what, after all, are looks ?
—the longing heart asks for words—one hour
of happy intercourse fora life of privation. No,
believe me, if I cespair of my destiny, it is from
no want of love. Let this bridegroom, whom
they force upon me, come, 1 will refuse him.
And what can my brother do ? Deprive me of
life !"

" Renee—if I am to assist you, be reasonable
Provoke not your brother. Rather avert his at-
tention from you by submission. Act up to
your rank, your dignity. Submit to the sacri-
fice with resolution : then leave to your friend
to provide for your happiness with silence and
fidelity."

" Do I understand you aright—may I venture
to do as my heart would dictate ? Shall I see
him? Speak to him? Where? when?"

"Be calm—remember our conditions. When
you shall appear before the world as a Princess
as the destined and consenting bride of the En
giish Prince, that day you shall meet Caussade
in my apartment."
*V' l a m a princess," said Renee, lifting up her
head proudly. " This day my consent shall be
given. Diana, your friendship gives me cour-
age for all. In your apartment, say you ? Does
then Gonzaga know 1"—dropping her eyes, and
almost terrified.

" Heaven forbid! This secret is not for him
I know the purity of my own intentions and
yours; but of such matters men are no judges.
No one, not even Gonzaga himself, shall learn
of me aught regarding you. which might occa-
sion in his mind a shade of suspicion : But I
know the hours when his avocations demand
his presence in the castle, and by means of the
stair, which you know BO well, you can easily
pass into my chamber. If the matter is to be
communicated to any one, rather let it be to the
Duchess-mother."

Renee had, during this speech, pressed her
glowing cheek to the bosom of her friend.—

Oh! no—no!" she exclaimed—" and Caus.
ade ?"

" Be at ease ; Gonzaga confides in me. Nev-
er will I unnecessarily subject his confidence in
me to trial; but here, where the occasion is un-
voidable, where a friend's happiness is at stake,
must run the risk."
These pages must not betray the secrets con.

fided only to the seal of friendship. Thus far
nly we know, that more than one interview
etween the Princess and her lover took place

in the apartments of Diana, interviews which
Renee's consciousness of her own dignity would
have rendered perfectly innocent, even if the
presence of Diana had not afforded an addition-

1 security. Renee regained her cheerfulness
and bloom, like a flower reviving in the rays of
the morning sun, after being bent to the ground
by the heavy showers of evening. The violence
of her feelings was softened ; it is true that an
occasional sigh would escape her when the sub.
ject of the English Prince was mentioned ; but
she proceeded to select her-wardrobe, and to
accept the congratulations of the Court with a
pale countenance, indeed, but with the compo-
sure and dignity fitted to her rank. In the
Court circles, where Caussade now invariably
appeared in the train of the King, at the prom-
enades, or at mass, her eye no longer sought
her lover. She seemed to see his image in her
heart, to which alone her looks were directed.—
Uaussade on the contrary, bore himself with a
ook of triumph. His eye sought her neighbor-

hood, if not herself; and if occasionally he
thought he perceived his glance was watched,
he would direct it somewhat too boldly on Dia-
na, who, as formerly was generally, to be
found by her side.

There were not wanting many who watched
these looks of Caussade, with all the jealous ac-
tivity of hatred and envy. They were not slow
to infer a secret understanding between him and
the Duchess. Even before the honey moon was
over, rumors began to spread about the Court of
secret visits paid by Caussade to the Duchess's
apartment in the absence of the Duke; these
rumors did not indeed reach the parties chiefly
concerned, but hints were mysteriously given to
the Duchess-mother, which however, she seemed
resolved not to understand. It was then deba.
ted among the self-called confidential friends of
the Duke, with great appearance of affectionate
zeal, and in reality with secret satisfaction,
whether it was their duty to make him aware of
the reports which prevailed. At last they did
venture to give him a hint of them. He treated
them with a calm smi.'e of contempt.

"Caussade," said he, when the subject had
been alluded to with some warmth by an Italian
Count, a relation of his own—" Caussade has
been my page ; he is bound to me by many ties.
He has—between ourselves—saved my life. I
feel that in my own case, I should be incapable
of entertaining a thought of love towards the
wife of him on whom I had conferred such an
obligation. Shall I think more meanly of him
than myself? Must I suspect my wife because
Caussade i6 the handsomest man at Court ? I
grant my own inferiority in that respect; but I
rate myself too highly in others to yield to such
fears."

" But CaUsaade," cried another, " it is said,
has himself boasted of the favor in which he
stands with the Duchess."

" I believe it not; but even that testifies in
favor of my wife. She is too prudent to bestow
her favor on any one who would be weak enough
to boast of it."

Tranquil as the Duke appeared, he could not
but feel secretly annoyed by these injurious re-
ports, the more so that he could not disguisofrom
himself that the conduct of the Duchess did in
some measure appear to give countonance to
them. He had himself occasionally observed
glances on the part of Caussade too much re.
sembling those which had annoyed him when
he thought his passion unrequited; and yet had
not Diana in that case convinced him of the
groundlessness of his suspicion! ? was it no
possible that, recollecting his vow, she was dis
posed to put his confidence-in her faith to a test?
And if so, was it censistent with its chivalrous
conscientiousness to grieve her feelings by mis.
trust ?

An incident, however, shortly after occurred,
calculated to shake his confidence in his own
firmness. One afternoon after the banquet,
when the King found himself somewhat bettei
than usual, and was surrounded by a cheerfu
circlo, a courier suddenly brought the intelli

gence that the English bridegroom had landed
in Fiance and might be expected the following
evening. Charles, who had been latterly much
pleased with the conduct of the Princess, and
began to think, from her submission to his will,
that the news of the arrival of her intended
bridegroom would no longer be disagreeable to
her, invited several of the circle, and among
others the Duke's Italian relation, to accompany
him to the Princess's apartment to communicate
the news. The plan was no sooner formed than
executed; but on reaching her apartments they
learned that she had gone to those of the Duch.
ess. The King understood from this that she
had gone to visit the Duchess of Gonzaga.—
The party accordingly followed in that di.
rection.

The anxiety of love had outstriped the cou.
rier. The Princess had learned the painful in-
telligence an hour before the King, and had al-
most given way beneath this disaster. She had
already communicated to her lover her resolve,
that, from the moment her intended husband ap-
peared, they should never meet again; but she
felt she could not deny to him and herself the
consolation of a last interview before the actual
arrival of the English Prince. She felt that for
this purpose net a moment was to be lost.—
She foresaw that as soon as the intelligence of
his arrival was publicly communicated, every
hour, every instant oFher time would be occu-
pied with troublesome duties which would pre-
clude the possibility of an interview. By means
of the Duchess only, through whom Caussade
had communicated the intelligence, could her
purpose be effected; and thougn she felt that
the hour was an uncommon and unseemly one,
she determined to brave every thing, and once
more to meet Caussade in the Duchess'6 apart-
ments ere they parted for ever.

Caussade was already waitiug. Renee, cross-
ing with stealthy step the apartment of the
Duchess.mother, entered by the private stair
what had been the former bed-room of the Duke,
which Diana had now selected as her ordinary
sitting-room, when the Duchess's attendant,
knocking hastily at the outer door, announced
that the King was approaching from the Prin-
cess's apartments. Both ladies stood for an in-
stant confounded : the next moment the Duch-
chess exclaimed, " Quick, Renee—back to the
Duchess-mother"—and almost pushed her out
by ike tapestry door.

"And you—he?" stammered the Princess,
' i l am conscious of no crime—ojjd r̂ begone—

away !"
" 1 must remain, generous friend," cried Caus-

sade, " but fear no suspicion."
He had dropped on his knee in the excitement

of his feeling, when the door opened. He
sprang up, and with such rapidity, that although
the King perceived his kneeling attitude, those
who followed could scarcely say that they per-
ceived his change of posture. The King cast a
look of indignation on Caussade, and the*i an
inquiring glauce round the chamber, " Pardon,
Duchess," said he, " this unceremonious intru*'
sion, I thought to find my sister here."

Diana, thus found for the first time in the
company of a stranger youth, and feeling the
peril in which her reputation was placed, turned
pale, as she faintly said, " She is probably with
the Duchess-tnottier. She is not with me."

" 1 am glad of that," said the King involunta-
rily, breathing more freely* " Your pardon—I
go in search ot her."

He left the chamber quietly with hiB train ;
but as he went, the Italian Count found time to
whisper to Caussade, with a sneer of contempt
—"Behind the palace, after dusk, Ishallavenga
my cousin's honor."

" He himself, methinks, were the person to
do so," replied Caussade, in the same tone ;
" No matter, I shall avenge the injuries of his
wife."

Notwithstanding her consciousness of inno-
cence, Diana for the first time began seriously
to feel that innocence itself must pay regard to
appearances ; and with the painful feeling that
she had given her husband apparent cause for
distrust, she anxiously waited his arrival, deter-
mined to unload her heart, and to communicate
to him all her anxiety. She waited, however,
in vain ; with every quarter of an hour her anxi-

e ty increased, but still he came not.
The scene in the Duchess's apartments had

awakened too strong a sensation, not to find its
way speedily to the ears of the Duke. As he Us.
tened to the tale, the glow of indignation more
than once flushed his face; he clenched his fiatsj
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but again resuming his composure—"And yet,"
cried he, " I know she is innocent. I will not
yield to mistrust. Teli me a handsome woman
in Paris, at whose feet some fool has not thrown
himself when he found an opportunity. True,
his presumption calls for; punishment, and it
shall have it."

" It has been punished by this time," cried the
brother of the Italian Count. " My brother has
challenged him, and by this time the contest is
decided."

" I grieve on your brother's account," said
Gonzaga, with a frown, "that such should be
the case; for if Caussade's sword reaches him
not, he must meet mine. I will teach him not
to interfere uncalled for where my honor is con-
cerned, and I am here to do myself right."

At this moment the brother entered enraged.
Caussade had broke his appointment; and when
his opponent inquired after him at the palace, he
was informed that he had just before mounted
his horse and rode off; most probably he had
taken to fiigl t.

It is easy to conceive how the Duke was now
besieged on all sides. The guilt of his wife
seemed to be rendered in the highest degree
probable by the flight of the alleged paramour.
He was incited by his friends to every possible
step—to revenge—to separation—to imprison-
ment of the guilty. A thousand trifling occur-
rences, which had formerly appeared in a mild-
er light, were now misrepresented, and exhibit-
ed to him under their most envenomed aspect.—
He felt, at length, that further wavering must
appear unmanly delay, or the mere dotage of
affection.

" Bs it so," he exclaimed at once, " I will a-
venge myself. Away with divorce—imprison-
ment; these may suit the populace. The un-
sullied honor of a Duke demands blood—death.
Ere to-morrow's sun rises I shall have satisfac-
tion. Ye shall be witnesses—judges, as well as
me. Mean time," added he, with a wild look,

"g ive orders for the banquet; let as have wine
and revelry ! To move to our revenge with a
heavy heart would argue a consciousness that
that vengeance was an unjust one. Why stare
ye at me so ? Am I not doing a'l ye ask of me
—and more?"

.. ^The Duke returned not this night to his resi-
dence, though never before, since his marriage,
had Diana missed him from her side. She
passed the night awake and in tears.

Mean time, in the noisy circle of relations
and friends which surrounded the Duke, he ap-
peared the gayest of all. To the rest, the wine
seemed to have lost its relish, and an irresistible
feeling of melancholy spread over the company.
With the first glimmer of morning the Duke
gave the signal to rise. They all followed him
silently to his apartments in the palace and to
is&s chamber. After contemplating, not with-
out shuddering, but without speaking,—for the
earnest and imperious eye of Gonzaga awed
them into silence—the preparations for his re-
venge, which he went about with a terrible com.
posure, they advanced, headed by Gonzaga and
two bearing torches, into tbe sleeping room, of
the Duchess. The Duke himself, in whose
bearing not the slightest tremor was observable,
bore in his band a salver, on which was placed
a dagger and a cup evidently filled with poison.
Thus they advanced to the bed.

'The Duchess raised herself, pale and staring
in astonishment at the unexpected intrusion.

" Diana," said the Duke, mournfully, "you
are accused of infidelity—nay, in the opinion of
tucfle gentlemen, convicted of it. My honor
demands revenge and punishment! The first
this steel planted in the heart of your seducer
•hall procure me ; the latter, this cup of poison,
destined for you, shall ensure. Answer me
nothing," he continued, as she made a move-
ment with her lips to speak. "Nothing you can
•ay, can shake my resolve. Remembering my
belief in you, if you feel yourself innocent drain
the eup with calmness; it is guilt alone that
need fear death."

A deadly paleness for a moment overspread
the cheek of the Duchess. But soon with a
calm and almost celestial smile, and a look that
•ank deep into the hearts of all present, she
•tretched out her hand and took the cup.

" I drink, nay Lewis," said she, "since you
desire it. But listen to my last prayer. Cast
away that dagger ; let mi be the only sacrifice.
Promise me at least," she added, as ube observed
Gonzagt's troubled look, "not to UHC it for three
days."

Gonzaga, with a restless and sorrowful glance,

nodded consent. Gazing on him with*compo.
sure, she drank the potion. When the cup was
half drained, the Duke exclaimed, " Stop ! the
rest is mine. I have sworn that I would not
overlive the conviction of innocence."

" Gonzaga !" she exclaimed, throwing away
what remained in the cup, " live if you can :
my innocenee will survive me. Never have I
offended against you."

" Bethink thee," said the Duke, sternly—
" Bethink thee. Death already flaps his wings
above your head. Die not with a falsehood on
your lips. Man will lie to save life, while it
may be saved ; but when salvation is past hope,
truth resumes its rights. Are you guiltless ?"

" I am, Gonzaga !" J
" Is she ?" exclaimed the Duke, turning to

the rest. " See you this serene, unclouded look.
Can this woman be guilty ?"

"Oh! no, no!" exclaimed all, and young
and old, sinking on their knees by the bedside,
wept aloud.

"To this then," exclaimed the Duke, "ye
have brought me, to despair and death, because
I was a fool like you, and unworthy of this pure
angel, like yourselves. Begone ! Ye are no
relations of mine. But yqu, Diana," and he
continued in a tone of calmness, " shake off the
fear of death. I have not lost my confidence in
you. The cup you drank of was innocent as
is your life. O pardon me that I was under the
necessity of agitating you with this terror; but
you yourself compelled me to let all the world
behold you in the same light in which I see you
myself."

He threw his left arm round his astonished
wife, while with his right he motioned to his
companions to retire. When they retired—
" You may ask me*" said he, turning to hia
wife, " why I have'done this, and I may well
answer, dearest Diana, why such reckless con-
duct on the part of a prudent wife? Even virtue
must borrow its lustre in some measure from
appearances ; and my wife ought not to neglect
them. The King, I am told, surprised Caus.
sade in your apartment, and on his knees before
you." '

" Dearest Lewis," answered Diana, I have
indeed offended against your love, but I was
compelled to do so that I might not commit a
greater offence against friendship. But after
what has happened, I owe you a full explana.
tion. Never on one occasion was I alone with
Caussade—for at the very moment when the
King entered—the Princess Renee had taken
her departure."

" In God's name!" exclaimed the Duke,
springing up in surprise.

"Fearnothing. The Princess's bridegroom
has arrived. Duty will now banish love. Caus-
sade shall appear here no more. The King
himself cannot chide me; for has not he, have
not you, directed me in all things to be obedient
to the desires of the Princess ? When the
wedding is over I shall appear justified in your
eye?, ay, and in those of your blood-thirsty
friends."

The conversation was interrupted by a mes-
sage from the King, who felt himself worse,
having been wearied out by the preparations of
the day before for the reception of the English
guest. The Duke Gonzaga was directed, along
with several of the courtiers, to set out to meet
the Prince to conduct him to his residence, and
thence, as soon as he wished it, to the royal pre-
sence. He started without delay. Shortly af-
terward', the Duchess was sent for by the Prin-
cess. More than' ever at this trying moment
did Renee feel the want of her friend's encour-
aging and soothing converse. Every*instant,
however, their conversation was' interrupted.
Pitiable, in truth, seemed the condition of the
unfortunate Princess, compelled with heavy
heart to wear the appearance of composure, and
with tears in her eyes, which she tried to
smother under a smile, to attend to the thousand
little minutiae of the bridal preparations.

Yet, in spite of her sorrow, curiosity main-
tained its right. She grew pale, indeed, when
as evening began to darken, the din of music
and the glare of torches announced the arrival
of her bridegroom : but speedily a confidential
messenger was despatched to bring back news
of the Prince's external appearance. The an-
swer which was brought—though evidently as
favorable as possible, was not encouraging. He
did not, said the messenger, resemble his por-
trait : he was older and more dignified, yet not
handsomer. Gonzaga's gloomy countenance
as he sometime afterwards entered her chamber*

seemed the herald of any thing but good for *
tune. He had spoken to the Prince, and had
conducted him to court; and his account corres-
ponded pretty nearly with that of the page.
He came to announce that the King intended
himself to be present the next day at the cere-
mony of presentation ; and had sent him to
learn at what hour the Princess could receive
him. Renee threw her arms about Diana's
neck, who received from; her husband without
difficulty permission to remain with her friend
till the meeting.

The decisive morning at last arrived ; and as
the appointed hour struck, the Princess, beauti-
ful in spite of her paleness and the traces of
tears in her eyes, which, even thus shaded, out-
shone the lustre of the diamonds which covered
her dress, entered the hall, a picture of resigna-
tion, accompanied by the Duchess and her
ladies. The King and Queen with their attend-
ants, and, in &hort, the whole court were al-
ready assembled. The King advanced towards
his sister with a smile, and whispered in her ear,
•• Obedience meets reward." v .

The words sounded in her ears like mockery ;
she could not lift up her eyes, in which she felt
the thickly gathering tears. Scarcely had she,
supported by Diana's arm, taken the place as-
signed to her, when a murmur through the hall
announced the arrival of the bridegroom. An
indescribable feeling of agony began to over-
power her ; she saw nothing—she heard nothing
more ; when the folding doors unclosed, all
grew black before her eyes. She first awoke
out of her dream on hearing an involuntary
shout, in which Gonzaga's voice was percepti-
ble. The King was standing before her with
the Prince in his hand. She felt she must raise
her eyes to him ; but she seemed turned to
stone again when in the bridegroom, she recog-
nised, in the apparel of a Prince—Caussade.

" Can my fair bride," said he, kneeling, "par-
don the precipitation with which I sought in
disguise to gain her affection ? Had I read dis-
like in her looks I would have remained un-
known. Since yesterday evening the King
knows of my secret; the Duke of , who
yesterday made his entrance under my name,
informed him of all."

The astonishment of the Court, the joyful
surprise of Gonzaga. the confusion of his re-
latives, who, though not yet informed of all,
began to form plausible conjectures as to the
truth, exceeded not the union of all these three
feelings in the bosom of the bride ; the bloom
returned to her cheek, the lustre to her eye;
yet the magic suddenness of this revolution
made her feel a seriousness—in which delight
seemed blended with melancholy.

The dream of her life had been unexpectedly
realized ; love and duty, by the strangest com.
bination of circumstances, reconciled ; the fu-
ture spread in sunny prospect before her; but
the recollections of the past threw a not unpleas-
ing shadow across that sunshine ; and temper-
ing the natural gaiety and levity of her disposi-
tion, impressed her with the conviction that
henceforth the Princess of England could be
wiser and better than the Princess of France.

Odd Whim.—A foreign journal states that an
Englishman, having lately obtained permission
to liye for a fortnight in one of the houses recent.
ly cleared at Pompeii, had it completely restored
in its original style, and with hia family and
servants having assumed the ancient Roman
costume, resided there during the whole period,
like a citizen of the Republic, making the
perusal of the classics his sole amusement,

From the National Intelligencer.

MR. RUSSELL'S LAST CONCERT
This eminent Vocalist gave his first Concert

on Mondny evening to one of the most brilliant
and fashionable audiences ever assembled in
this city, and produced a very favorable effect
by the performance of some of his best compo-
sitions. He is to give one more, aud the hist,
this evening, at Carusi s Saloon, when he will
Mng (in addition to the best of the first selec-
tion,) other pieces of the same striking char,
aoter.

Mr. R. hae succeeded in producing the same
impression on his rare powers as a Musician
and Vocalist upon lha people of our city that
has followed his performances in so many other
places. He goes hence, we are informed, to
Richmond, Charleston, die where we hope he
will be greeted with equal success,
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Written for the Gem.

I LOOK INTO THINE EYES.
Hook into thine eyes,

And pleasant thoughts are kindled in their light,—•
Like shooting stars upon a summer's night:

Thick falling phantasies,
That tinge the spirit, as the moonrays shiver
Upon the ripple of the speeding river.

I look into thine eyes,
Such I have seen, as beautiful, as calm,
Alike in all things but the nameless charm,—

The mystery that ties ;
Alike in all things, but the power to steal
Into the folded heart, and bid it feel.

I look into thine eyes,
As I have peered into the quiet deep,
Wond'ring what gems and treasures there might sleep;

Whether some goodly prize
Lay lapt below, within the diver's reach,
Or,—but the kindred weeds that strew the beach.

I look into thine eyes,
Too like the hunter by the forest spring,
To drink and drink, and fear the morn may bring

No more such sweet supplies,
Dazzled as those who, gazing on the sun,
Win blindness for the homage they have done.

I look into thine eyes,—
How like (he fond and humble devotee
Before the shrine of his idolatry,

In prayerful sacrifice,
My thoughts the truant sqng of some lone bird
Poured through the leafy wilderness, unheard.

I look into thine eyes,
Again, again, 'tis wild andmsd'ning dreaming,
Hueing the moments in the gorgeous seeming,

Of summer's eve'ning skies j
And why, oh why should I so call them hither,
Knowing how surely such bright phantoms wither!

Written for the Gem.
THE VICTIM.

J saw her in the circle gay,
Where friends so often meet,

To spend their hours in festive mirth,
And social pleasures sweet.

As happy as the happiest she,
As lov'ly and as fair ;

Each modest virtue dwelt with her,
And sweet content was there.

I thought how happy is the lot,
Of him she deigns to bless,

Her very look, and word, and thought,
Was perfect loveliness.

I saw the rose fade from her cheek.
Her sportive mirth was o'er,

The brightness of her eye w?s gone,
And joy was her's no more.

I asked what demon foul had dared
To bid her peace depart;

And cause t'ie canker-worm of grief,
To pierce so pure a heart ?

They answered, Malice made her heart,
Though innocent, to bleed;

Dark Calumny destroyed her peace,
And Envy caused the deed.

1 then resolv'd that word nor deed
Of mine, designedly, e'er

Should pain a heart so kind, so pure,
Or eause one useless tear.

LENA.

From the New Monthly Magazine.
THE FALLEN LEAVES.

BY MRS. NORTON.

We stand among the fallen leaven,
Young children fit our play—

And laugh to see the yellow things
Go rushing on their way !

Right merrily we hunt them down,
The autumn winds and we;

Nor pause to gaze where snow-drifts lie,
Or sun-beams gild the tree.

With dancing fret we leap along
Where withered boughs are strewn ;

Nor past nor future checks our song—
The present is our own.

We stand among the fallen leaves,
In youth's enchanted spring—

When Hope {who wearies at the last)
First spreads her eagle wing,

We tread tha steps of conscious strength
Beneath the leafless trees,

When the color kindles in our cheek,
And blows the winter breezej

While gazing toward the cold gray sky,
Clouded with snow and rain,

We wish the ojd year all past by,
And young spring come again.

We stand among the fallen leaves,
In manhood's mighty prime—

When first our pushing hearts began
To love ' the olden time ;'

And, as we gaze, we sigh to think,
How many a year hath pass'd,

Since 'neatb those cold and faded trees
Our footsteps wandered last;

And old companions—now, perchance,
Estranged, forgot or dead-

Come round us as those autumn leaves
Are crushed beneath our tread.

We stand among the fallen leaves
In our own autumn day— .

And tott'ring on with feeble steps,
Pursue our cheerless way,

We look not back—too long ago
Hath all we loved been lost;

Nor forward—for we may not live j
To see our new hopes cross'd ;

But on we go—the sun's faint beam
A feeble warmth imparts—

Childhood without its joy returns—
The present fills our hearts.

The following lines, by Mrs. Opie, are from the Eng-
lish " Amulet, or Christan and Literary Remembran-
cer'%:—

A LAMENT.
There was an eye whose partial glance

Could ne'er my numerous failings see ;
There was an ear that still untired

Could listen to kind praise of me.

There was a heart Time only made'
For me with fonder feelings burn;

And which, whene'er, alas, 1 roved.
Still longed and pined for my return.

There was a lip which always breathed'
E'en short farewells with tones of sadness;

Tnere was a voice whose eager sounds
My welcome spoke with heartfelt gladness.

There was a mind whose vigorous powers
On mine its fostering influence threw ;

And called my humble talents forth.
Till thence its dearest joys it drew.

There was a love that oft for me
With anxious fears would overflow •,

And wept and prayed for me, and sought
From future ills to guide :—but now

That eye is closed, and deaf that ear,
That lip and voice are mute for ever !

And cold that heart of faithful love,
Which death alone from mine could sever!

And lost to me that ardent mind,
Which loved my varied tasks to see •,

And Oh ! of all the praise I gained,
This was the dearest far to me!

Now I, unloved, uncheered, alone,
Life's dreary wilderness must tread,

Till He who loves the broken heart,
In mercy bids me join the dead.

Bat" Father of the fatherless,"
Oh! Thou that hear'st the orphan's cry,

And " dwellest with the contrite heart,"
As well as in," Thy place on high—"

0 Lord ! though like a faded leaf,
That's severed from its parent tree,

1 struggle down life's stormy tide,
That awful tide which leads to Thee.

Still, Lord? to thee the voice of praise
Shall spring triumphant from my breast:

Since, though I tread in weary ways,
I trust that he I mourn is blest 1

True, Every Word.—The Dutch have a pro-
verb which says : "Thefts never envich, alms
never impoverish, and prayers hinder no work."

" How the deuce do the donkeys live here,"
said a man to a friend in South America, " I see
no grass.*' "Why," baid his friend, •'we put
green spectacles on them, and feed them with
fine shavings."

Tulips and Roses.—The following is a very
pretty and very pleasant epigram :

My Rosa, from the latticed grove,
Brought me a sweet boquet of posies,

And asked as round my neck she clung,
If tulips I preferred to roses ?

" 1 cannot tell, sweet wife," I sighed,
" But kiss me ere I see the posies,"

She did. " Oh. I prefer," I cried,
" Thy two lips to a dozen Toses."

Endearments.—A gallant wag was lately Bit-
ting by the side of his beloved, and being unable
to think of anything else to say, turned to her
and asked why she was like a tailor. " I don't
know," said she, with a pouting lip, " unless it
is because I am sitting beside my goose."

A clergyman catechising the youth* of hii
parish put the first question in Heidelber's
Catechism to a girl!—" what is your only con.
eolation in life and in death?" The poor girl
smiled, and ro doubt felt queer, but did not
answer. The priest insisted—" Well then" said
she, « if I must tell, it is the little shoemaker
thatwears a striped j acke t . "^

A Rebuke.—Sir William B being at a
parish meeting, made some proposals which
were objected to by a farmer : Highly enraged
" Sir" said he to the farmer, " do you know that
I have been at two universities, and at two col-
leges in each university!" " Well, sir," repli-
ed the farmer, " what of that ? I had a calf
that sucked two cows; and the observation I
made was, that the more he sucked, the greater
calf he grew."

Rather Doubtful.—A western editor says he
once saw the fog so thick upon the Sorell river,
Upper Canada, that it had to be cut out inblockB
to allow the steamboat to pass. This beats the
story of old Soles, who said, the land on his
farm was so hard, that he had to use a mallet
and chisel to plant corn with; and it is only
equalled by that related to us a number of years
ago, in passing through the then low, marshy
swamp, but now level and beautiful site, of the
flourishing village of,Syracuse, n̂ the State.of
New York. We were told the fever and ague
was flying about the atmosphere, in junks as
large as a horse's head.

Poverty of the Chinese Laborers.—In a letter
from Charles Gutzlaff, the Missionary, to Mfc
P. Perit, of N. Y., dated Macao, Dec. 18th,
1837, we find the following :—

Of the scanty livelihood upon which the poor
classes, and we may say nine-tenths of the na-
tion, are obliged to live," we can form no adequate
idea. The wages are so low that a man who
worked from morning till evening as hard as he
could, gain perhaps ten cents, and with this he
has to maintain wife and children. Their suf-
ferings, therefore, is indescribable ; but a China-
man is at the same time armed against them by
the obtuseness of his nerves.

Capricious Legislation in Poland.—A letter
from Posen, of the 2d November, contains the
following particulars relating to the proceedings
of the Czar :—

Two new ukases, which have appeared in
Poland, merit "public attention, and show how
the reforming spirit of the Emperor Nicholas
visibly approaches that of the Emperor Paul,
his father. The first of the ukases is a supple*
ment to that of the month of January, which
prohibited all employees, civil or military, or of
whatever grade, to wear spectacles, and extends
this rigorous measure to- all inhabitants of the
Russian empire whatever, who have not attained
the age of forty. At that age a Russian subject
may be permitted to wear spectacles or eye glas-
ses, but woe to him who, before the age of forty,
shall dare to have bad eyes, or pretend to be
short sighted : such is the will of Czar, Auto-
crat of all the Russians. The other ukase pre-
scribes the length of the rods with which school
boys are to be chastised.

From the Portland Standard.
At the commencement of the action on board

the President frigate, a ball (an 18 lb. shot)
from the Belvidere came over the waist cloths
of the President, and such was the force of the
ball that it actually cut ofF without throwing
them down, the muzzles of several of the mus-
kets (left there by the marines) from six to
eight inches in length—killed, one marine--
took off the wrist of one midshipman, Mr.
Montgomery—killed another, Mr. Buck, to-
gether with the quarter gunner, and finally lodg-
ed upon the deck, and was taken below by tne

narrator of this, and shown the third lieutenant,
Mr. Dallas, who took it in his hand and wrote
on it with chalk—Cousin, I have received yo»r

present/and will return it again—clapt it in tM
gun himself, and fired the piece; and it is » w*
markable fact that it actually killed several offi-
cers andjmen on board the Belvidere, and no*"?,
lodged in the cabin of that vessel; and w*"1

terwards hung up in the Belvidere'8 cabiatf
globe during the war.

tCTTo the exclusion of our usual variety, mullei*J
we publish in this number the whole of a lon ' l!*J
which will be found one of tha most iutereitlni *• Ŵ
ever inierted.
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From the Baltimore Book.

THE CHERUB WATCHER.
BY J. SAUMN NORRIS.

The latest star that lingers on the sky
Has veiled its lamp,—the morning's ruddy glow
Already bathes the mountain's crest in fire,
And all things don the livery of the day;
Y«t from yon half oped casement faintly gleams
A sickly taper's light;—who watches thus
With such intensity of care that e'en
The night may wane unknowingly ? What eye
Has failed to note the waking blush of morn t
What ear is closed to all the gladsome sounds
That herald in the new born day 1

With noiseless step approach,
And to each qUery find a mute reply,—
For in that silent hall no sound is heard,
Save the quick trembling of an infant's breath,—
A mother watches o'er her dying babe.
Its hour has come, and she whose chief delight
Was found while gazing on its sinless brow,
To seek some promise of the future's good,
Now bends in speechless agony to mark
The closing scene of all her fondest hopes;
L"nutterable woe is heard ev'n in
The very silence of that mother's grief.
One shivering sigh escapes, and the closed lids
Are slowly raised,—life lingers in that gaze,
Which fondly seeks the parent eye; and words,
That have no vdlce, are breathing on the air,
To bid the mother meet her child in heaven.

In after years,
Say not that childless mother is alone.—
Have ye not mark'd her busy hand to rest,
Amid the task by love itself impos'd 1
EvJn as she listened to the step of him
Who is her bosom's lord, have ye not sees
Her gaze abstracted,—her attention gone ?
A silver voiee was whispering in her ear,
• Mother! dear mother, come ."
There is a rapt communion of the soul,
Which time, nor space, nor death itself, can mar;
Upon Che young wind's gentlest breath 'tis borne,—
Upon the sunbeam rides,—and in the storm,
Distinctly whisp'rine tells its tale of love.
And such the mystic intercourse she knows
Wfio hath a babe in heaven. Its spirit voice
Is heard alike in joy, or grief,.by day
By night,—in dreams, or waking, still it sighs,
< Mother.'dear motler^come."^ * » »

Around the azure portals of the sky,
Lingers a cherub form. Amid the tones
Of angel minstrelsy its voice is hush'd;
Heaven's brightest g?ory has no power to charm
Its eaze, which scans the deep profound of space,
And watchful seeks earth's distant darkling orb.
What hath a denizen of heav'ii to hope
Beyond the bliss its realms of glory yield ?
What form of beauty, or what sound of joy,
Is wanting there which other worlds can lend ?
Hark ! on the oder-laden zephyr's wing
'! here comes a gush of witching melody,
Whilst on the farthest precinct of the sky
Hovers a seraph band. Amid the train,
A free unfettered spirit cleaves the air,
And in her onward flight outstrips the storm.
\eain is heard triumphant harmony,—
Vet 'mid its tones that chr.-rub knows a voice,
More grateful to its ear than murm'ring streams
Which pour their floods of life o'er plains of bliss,—
" My child, I come."—Heav'n hath no more to give.

THE KNIGHT OF THE WITHERED TREE.
CHAPTER I.

The Ban was gilding with his parting rays
the purple tent of the princely Sultan of the
Ea6t. when a messenger appeared before him,
and bowed almost to the ground ! 'How now,
Hafiz,' said Solyman, 'why intrudes! thou upon
our presence thus V

Noble lord of the world,' said the messenger,
'your guards, in the morning excursion, have
surprised a Christian Knight, and demand to be
led into thy presence.'

' How looks he ? Bears he his fate calmly V
• Not more calmly runs the rill that supplies

our tents with water. His face betrays no emo-
tion—and the summer leaf untouched by the
balmy breeze,- is not more still than are the
workings of his gallant soul.' •

*'T»s well—bid him enter.'
The guards approached. Between them

strode a Knight mailed from head to foot, but

his visor was unclosed, and the searching eye of
the Solyman quailed before the fierce fire which
burnt within that of the Knight. Upon his ste^y
corslet was impressed the image of a withered
tree. The keen glance of Solyman once~more
scanned his martial figure, as he broke the si-
lence which his foe's entry had occasioned.

• Prisoner ! though lookest calmly on thy
most inveterate enemy, But the deep shade of
melancholy,'—and the fierce Sultan's voice
lowered to a key uncommon to him—''the deep
shade of melancholy is on thy brow, and long
years of suffering and anguish have paled thy
cheek.*

An extraordinary feeling seemed to have
seized the SultanVsoul, and pity beamed from
the eye which never before had felt its influ-
ence.

' Prince,' replied the warrior, in a voice as
soft and musical as the last sigh of the south
wind o'er the strings of the iEolian lyre, 'Prince,
soi row has filled my cup to the brim, but the
world shall never know my sorrow. I once
was happy. In the sunny vales of my own
sweet |province, or 'neath the moon light sky of
Castalia, I have sipped of pleasures bowl; but
alas !—but why do I dally?—the grave is my last
hope of peace—I am your prisoner—you can
dispose of my life.'

1Nay—nay,' said Solyman, 'I fain would
spare thee—wouldst thou accept my bounty.—
Riches, happiness, pleasure, all flow around
thee, and thou but consent to be our ''guide' to
yonder camp, under close cover of the night.'

The breast of the Knight swelled like the
rolling of the ocean wave, and fire flashed from
his eye. 'Fool!' at length came from between
his lips, and as they severed, the pearly teeth
appeared ground in defiance, 'Fool!—were
my home to be the lowest deep of hell, and thou
my torturing demon, I would not sell my friends
ta thee! thee! their implacable foe !'

•|Thy name, Sir Knight?' cried Solyman, as
he started from his throne.

'Rupert of France,' thundered back theKnight
in reply. 'Thou wouldst make me a tratior. I
now proclaim thee, coward !'

Had the lightnings of heaven fallen harmless,
ly at thy feet, the Sultan could not have been
more amazed. At length his* heated soul found
vent, and it came forth in the mandate—'To
prison—to morrow the bow-string !'

That night Rupert slept in a dungeon.
High amid one of the princely towers which

lowered from the walls of Antioch, sat a deject-
ed maiden; her fingers running thoughtlessly
ever the chords of a guitar; her eyes fixed on
the rising moon, and a pearly tear was coursing
down her cheek, as she murmured the following
song.

A gallant Knight, was Rup«rt brave;
A maiden fuir, Estelle ;

And both did love with a hullowed l o v e -
Alas ! they loved too well!

A cruel father broke the bond
Which should have made them one •,

And Itupert fled frem his native land,
And the maid was left ulone.

Bat love enn each barrier o'ercome,
And the maiden she too fled;

But, alas! when she reached the Holy Land
Prince Rupert lie was dead.

A footstep interrupted her song, and by the
dim light which th) moon shed through the
lattice, she perceived the form of a man ap-
proaching her. She started in alarm from her
seat, but the figure hastened to re-assure her,
and whispered in a soft voice—*

• Hist! Lady Estelle; 'tis I—Raymond.'
1 Ha! thou, my trusty page. And how have

sped thy enquiries.J^foble youth 7 Hast seen
or heatd aught importing him ? Or is he dead?
And am I doomed to mourn forever?'

These inquiries were made in the rapid tone
which anxious and fearful love knows too well.

'Lady, he is not dead, and I have seen him!'
'Thank Heaven!' she exclaimed, and in her

rapture" she kissed the stripling's forehead.—
' For this good news, Raymond, shall thou be
rewarded ; and if heaven grant we e'er review
our native land, my voice shall not be wanting
to forward thy interest at court. Where is he?'

' At present, fair lady, I know not. I go a-
gain to-night, upon my errand, and if Ray-
mond's poor efforts shall restore him to you, he
will be doubly rewarded by the approving smile
of his honored mistress.'

•Go forth boy; if my prayers can aid thee,
rest assured thou wilt accomplish thy mission,
and obtain the just price of thy labor*'

The page kissed his lady's hand and departed.
Scarcely had the sound of his footsteps died
upon her ear, when the heavy tread of an armed
heel was ascending the staircase, and hardly
had she lit her silver lamp, when Gaultier de
Boisvert stood before her. Depositing his plum,
ed casque upon the table, he approached Estelle,
and seizing her hand, was about imprinting an
impassioned kiss upon it, when the maiden
snatched it from him, and smiled contemptu-
ously upon him.

' Nay, maiden,' said he,v still coy and fool-
ish? Is de Boisvert always to sue in vain?
Wilt thou never consent to become the mistress
of his broad and sunny domains ? Dost still de-
spise him ?'

' Him and his domains! were they broad as
my native land, and richer than Arabia Felix.'

' Nay then, maiden, I will woo thee—aye, wjh
and wear thee too, by another key. Know that
Prince Rupert lives?

•I knew it ere thoutoldst me,'calmly replied
Estelle.

'Butknow' rejoined theKnight, ' one breath
of mine can blast him.'

'He's true as thou art false!' burst from ifie
maiden's heart.

'We'll see to that, proud dame. And thou do
not consent to be the bride of Gaultier de 13oi*.
vert, ere to-morrow's sun set Prince Rupert '

'Spare thy tongue its office. Sooner would I
link me to the foulest corpse that died of pesti.
lence, than call thee husband ."

'Then Rupert dies at-sunsct,'
Estelle fainted.

CHATTER It.

In a lonely and strictly guarded part of the
Moslem Camp, his-cheek resting on his hand
sat the desolated Knight of the Withered Tree'
He was gazing wistfully on the moon.lit rill
which flowed at the foot of the prison. Silence
reigned within the camp, save where the flan
ping of the tents were heard amid the whispei
ings of the midnight breeze, or the murmur of
the distant river, or the clank of the armorer's
hammer, or the, heavy tread of the gigantic sen.
tinel, who paced beneath his dungeon window
He mused and mused, till at last his soul, *wel
tering with harrowing feelings, vented itself in
words.

•Estelle ! dear Estelle ! are we never to meet
again? Must the dark veil which has so long hunff
over our fates never be severed ? Never! har
rowing word ! Brght sun of my pathway! thou"
has set forever! In the dark and dreary w»v
I've trod, the recollection of thy rising has eh'
rished me; but tears ! welcome old friends'
welcome ! 'Us long since we have met; but ve
now can flow amid the channels that care has
worn upon my cheeks. To-morrow the sun of
life shal set j but ray last sigh, Estelle, shall be
tor tnee!'

He turned his head and half started from hia
seat as he beheld before him the figure of one of
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the dervishes that attended the camp. The di-
viner bore in his hand a small lantern, but the
knight waved him impatiently off.

"Tis my office to console those who ate upon
the verge of the grave, Christian; and 1 come
to de the kind office for thee.'

•Thy offer is kind,' said the Knight, 'but it
is useless—thou knowest I am a warrior of the
Cross. Sooner would I part with my right hand,
than renounce my religion.'

' Nay, then, master of mine, I shall sue thee
in another character,' and he let fall the cloak
and displayed to the astonished and doubting
eyes of Rupert the figure of Raymond the page.

1 Raymond !' cried the Prince ; but the page
checked him, and seeing the sentinel step out
into the moonlight he rejoined in the Eastern
tongue—

•There is no God but Alia, and Mahomed is
his Prophet.' The sentinel appeared satisfied
and resumod his walk.

'And now, Raymond, tell me what of Estelle?'
'My lord, she is now waiting thee within the

Tower of Antioch. You must see her ere the
sun gilds the sky to-morrow.'

4 But, how boy ! how am I to escape ? The
window is guarded and I am unarmed.'

'Nay, an that be all you fear, see !' and he de-
livered to his hand a gleaming rapier and a jew-
elled dagger. He then resumed his 'cloak, and
left the dungeon. Rupert gazed intently, thro
the window, and soon beheld him in deep con-
verse with the sentinel. He beheld the sentinel
raise a cup to his lips, and ere a moment for re-
flection passed, the blackened hue of death, by
poison, rose to the soldier's face, and he fell
dead upon the ground.

4No\v is the time, master of mine,' whispered
Raymond; and Rupert prepared to undo the
fastenings of his window, when a slight noise
intern.'led his farther progress, and he threw
himself down to feign sleep, having first care-

•fully concealed his arms. The door opened, and
the peering visage of one of the guardians of
the night darkened for a moment, the doorway;
but, observing all to be right, he withdrew, and
Rupert smiled, as he heard the many fasten-
ings of his dungeon creak, as they closed upon
him.

He then immediately wrenched out the bars,
and sprang from the window. But scarcely had
he touched the ground, when the guardian al-
ready spoken of turned the corner of his tent,
and was about to spread the alarm. Ere a word
had crossed his lips, the dagger of the active
Raymond slept deep in his-heart. The fugitives
then turned towards the city, and commenced a
rapid though noiseless flight.

Solyman was just then dreaming of his future
victories. He was alone amid a desert. Sud-
denly the sound of galloping hoofs broke upon
his ear, and the Sultan awoke : he moved aside
the curtain of his tent, and looked abroad into
the moonlight. Nothing was to be seen, save
two figures flitting towards tne river. He look-
ed again. They may be clouds, thought he,
obscuring the face of the moon ; and he turned
over and was soon again asleep.

Strange dreams pervaded the whole camp,
and many a warrior started up with the full con-
viction that the battle charge had been sounded.
Still nought was to be discerned save the full
gush of moonlight, the distant river, the city
looming in the midst of the distance, and the
summer trees that IDS tied to the night wind.

When Estelle returned to consciousness, she
gazed wildly around. There still stood the
haughty Gaultier de Boisvert, with a smile of
triumph curling his haughty lips; and a con-
sciousness of security painted upon his features.
She started to her feet, and was about leaving
the room, when the fiend again seized her, and
exclaimed—

' I bear no longer with this foolery. Mine
thou art, and shall ever be. 'Tis useless to re-
monstrate ! vain to struggle!! This kiss seals
thee mine—mine—mine!'

As he approached his lips, the maiden shriek-
ed rather than cried !

• Does heaven desert me in the time of need.
Is there no knignt to shield the virtue of an in-
nocent, an insulted maiden!'

Ha, ha!' was the fiendish and only response
of Gaultier.

' God of my ancestors! Holy mother, protect
and preserve me!1

At this moment, the vile de Boisvert felt him-
self grasped from behind, and in the next mo-
ment he measured his length upon the floor.

• Villain!' cried a stalwart Knight, who stood

over him, 'do we dwell 'mid men, or in dens of
beasts? Pollution! darest thou breathe it'mid
as pure an air as this! Viper, go ! ere the feel-
ings of an honest heart do nerve this arm, and
I forget that thou'rt unworthy of my rising ire.'

The abashed ruffian and disgrace to the order
of the knighthood rose, with the determination
of a brigand on hie lips, and an'insulted pride
swelling in his bosom, muttered as he left the
room—

•Knight of the Withered Tree ! we'll meet
again !'

CHAPTER III.

The sun was rising in splendor o'er the city
and camp. The green herbage that rustled on
the wavy plain glittered in his morning beams,
and the loud barking of the distant hound came
faintly on the breeze. The sentinel who paced
the walls, observed an unusual bustle in the Mos-
lem Camp, and summoning to his side Ray-
mond the page, he inquired the reason of the
stir. The page tamed away to perform some
errand for his mistress, while the sentinel pro-
ceeded on his rounds, humming lightly some
old air of his native land, and thus the cause of
excitement passed away.

In the halls of the Leaders mansion were as-
sembled a motley horde, composed of warriors
and serfs, old men and women. Around God-
frey's seat were congregated the chiefs of the
expedition, apparently waiting the arrival of
some missing one. At length, after a half hour's
delay, a slight commotion in that part of the
crowd nearest the door annomnced the entry of
some baron bold, and in & few moments more
Gaultier de Boisvert stood near the throne of
Godfrey.

'We have waited for thee long,' said the lead-
er, in a slightly stern tone of voice. 'To bnsi-
ness.'

' My lord, you will please excuse my tardi-
ness. An affair of honor has detained me. But,
my antagonist having disappeared, I knew not
whether, I am now to lay open to your unsus-
pecting gaze a plot infernal in its purposes as it
is disgraceful to a Knight. There is Treason
abroad, my lord.'

'Treason!' exclaimed a dozen stalwart cheva-
liers, who sprang to their feet, and half un-
sheathed their swords : 'Treason !'

' Aye, my lords, Treason. 'Tis too appa-
rent, and it shall be proved. Is Rupert of France
in this Assembly.' A long pause ensued, but
still no answer came.

'Rupert of France!' thundered out the manly
voice of Godfrej/de Bouilon, 'Rupert of France!
stand forth!'

' How can he my lord,' rejoined Gaultier,
"when he is now dallying with the daughter of
the Harem, in the camp of Solyman of the East,
aye, and drinking from the goblet which the
lips of the dark eyed Odalisque have kissed '.—
Tne rough wind of our rugged life is far too
chill for the tender warrior's frame. The balmy
zephyr of the incense-breathing south must stray
'mid his curling ringlets, and fan the love-burnt
brow. Still more, my lords, what should he
there do/unless 'twould be to vend his cause and
his religion for the glitter of an eastern diadem.'

' This is a serious charge, said Godfrey, 'and
must needs be backed with creditable testimo-
ny, ere, on thy sole assertion, we condemn the
Knight.'

• Hugo, stand forth, Art thou of Rupert's
household ?'

•I am.'
'When left he his home?'
'About two days since.'
'And whither went he?'
' He directed his way towards the Moslem

camp.'
'That is sufficient!' cried Gaultier, *he is now

to eyes and ears a convicted traitor !'
' Measureless liar !' exclaimed a knight, who

burst from the throng enveloped in a long black
mantle, and his visor down. Every one started
up, and Gaultier was about rushing on his op.
ponent, when the trumpet toned voice of God-
frey rang through the hall—

'Order, Knights of the Cross! or by my father's
grave I'll cleave to the chine the man that first
dares advance a foot or hand.'

This produced immediate silence, for each
man knew too well the prowess of their leader's
arm to wish to receive a positive proof of it.

'And now, Knight of the Black Mantle,1 said
the leader, 'what proofs canst thou alledge to
clear the accused of the imputation which now
sullies his fair fame V

' Raymond, page of Estelle, of Spain, stand
forth !'

At this juncture, Gaultier do Boisvert started
up with those who sided with him, and protest-
ed against receiving the evidence of a boy in a
court of chivalry.

"Tis well,' muttered the Knight, and then
raising his voice, 'an the word of the boy 1>e not
sufficient you shall have mine own.' And as he
cast his mantle from him, the troubled eye fo
Gaultier de Boisvert rested on the graven im.
age of a "withered tree," whiah was impressed
upon hia corslet. Had a basilisk started forth
to his view, the guilty wretch could not have
shown more outward signs of terror.

'The unknown knight of the Withered Tree!'
burst from every lip.

'Not unknown, Gentiles,' and as he raised his
visor, every heart raised the loud shout,

'Rupert of France !'
' And now, noble Godfrey, I would propound

one question to you, foul wretch. Hadst thou
not a brother V

• Never !'
'Knowest thou this boy ?' and he led forth the

page Raymond.
' I know him as a page. I answer no farther.*
'Stop, Villian ! Knowest thou this scar ?'and

as he spoke he tore the doublet from the page's
bosom, and revealed to every eye a deep scar
upon the boy's right breast. The entrapped
wretch gave a convulsive gasp as Rupert pro-
ceeded :

'He stands before you now, not as page Ray-
mond, but as Egbert de Boisvert—and rightful
lord of these broad domains thou hast usurped.
Now, villain, I have yet another account to set-
tle—but of that hereafter.' He then related to
the assembled court, his capture and delive-
rance by Raymond; having first detailed the
attempted murder of the page by his unnatural
uncle, Gaultier, who had grasped the lordly ter-
ritory of his ancestors, in the full security of
undetected villainy. Rupert had found the boy
bleeding near hia own Chateau—tended and
nursed him, and finally took him as his page to
the Holy Land.

When he had finished, Godfrey de Bouillon
rose and said,

•Egbert de Boisvert, kneel.'
The bay knelt and received the accolade from

the hands ofthe princely chief of the Crusaders.'
' And now to the dungeon with you loathsome
miscreant!'

This order was answered by the wildest huzza
of triumph that ever broke from mortal lips.

It is needless to add that the nuptials of Ru-
pert and Estelle were solemnized in a few days
afterwards, and that they soon departed, ac-
companied by Egbert, for their native l and-
under its sunny skies to taste of all that wedded
bliss can bestow.

WOMAN'S ERROR-OR. THE DUELISTS.
"Would you not deem it breathed? and that those veim
Did verily bear blood?
The very life seems warm upon her lip,
The nature of her eye has motion in it!"

SH-AKSPEABB.

I had gazed on many beautiful faces, in many
lands, but none ever met my eyes and touched
my heart like this. I actually started with sur-
prise at such perfect lovelines, as the green cur-
tain was withdrawn which concealed the por-
trait, for such it was, though I should not have
supposed so, had not my informant assured me
of the faet.

It seemed too purely, too perfectly beautiful
to be the pictured form of a human being. T
remembered that years ago, when but a vision-
ary boy, I had imagined such a one, in my wild
and dreamy hours, and often since as the vision
had flitted through my mind, (for I had never
wholly forgotten it,) I had smiled at my own
folly. Here, however, was a face equalling the
beauty of my fairy imagination. I turned to-
wards my aged conductress to inquire the name
of the original. The tears were in her eyes aa
she replied—" That, sir, is Madeline Wortly;
the picture was completed the day she was nine,
teen. Need I tell you of her fate, or have you
heard it spoken of in the village ? for it is well
known." I had not, and the old woman placed
seats for us opposite the picture, and thus be-
gan :—

"I have been housekeeper in Sir Alfred Wort,
ly's family nearly forty years, and have seen the
alterations which time has made upon a pain,
ed and a 'grieving heart. The hall has fallen
to decay, and all around and within it looks
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gloom; and desetted; and, alas ! that is noth.
ing to the change, the blight that has come up-
on its once happy inmates. It was a gay time
when my master brought home his young bride
from foreign parts, with her soft gentle voice,
and pale, delicate cheek, and gayer still, when
the bells rang and the bonfires blazed to wel-
come the birth of her infant. She was a kind
mistress, and a good and gentle wife, and one
would have thought that when all hearts loved
her, she must have been happy ; and so, indeed,
•he was thought to be ; but i could see more
clearly, and knew well that the lip could scarce.
ly conceal its quivering, even by the smiles
which wreathed it. Whether she grieved for
her own sunny Italy, or whether her heart had*
found another home than Wortly manor, I
knew not; but grieve she did, silently and se-
cretly, and her cheek grew paler, and her s.tep
more feeble, until Sir Alfred became alarmed,
and wearied her with persuations to try a change
of air and scene, but to no purpose; it was the
only request I ever knew her lo refuse—but in
this she was steady.

"After the birth of her child she grew rapidly
worse, and it was evident to all but her doating
husband that she was sinking. He would not
believe it, and went on hoping, against hope,
that she would recover. At length the blow
fell—my mistress died ! and from that hour Sir
Alfred was an altered man. He was not young
when he married, and now he appeared much
older than he really was. Nothing could en-
gage his attention, or interest his feelings, but
his motherless girl. Not only the love he had
borne his wife, but all he had ever felt for any
living being, seemed transferred to her. Fre-
quently have I seen the dark cloud pass from
his brow, and a smile settle there in its stead, as
he had watched her playful, innocent ways;
and the harsh word has been stayed orrhis lips,
as fhe caught the echo of the merry-ringing
laugh in the distance.

A £blithe, happy-hearted beautiful creature
was Madeline Wortly—she had a kind word
and a cheering smile for all ; there was not a
villager but knew and loved her. She inherited
her father's high and-generous disposition, and
her mother's deep and passionate feelings. I
had been present at her birth, and watched her
with almost a parent's care till now, and few,
if any, but myself, knew ths strength and fer-
ver of her feelings. They were naturally wild,
and habitually under too little control, I used
often to tremble at the extremes to which they
might Jsome day lead her, and even tried to
check her in her expressions of affection or-dis-
like, for she felt every thing in extremes; and
then she would weep and express sorrow in such
passionate words, that she unwittingly repeated
the fault even in her repentance.- You would
not have wondered at her father's love, could
you have seen them as I have, when she had
gone to plead for some culprit in disgrace ; she
used to fling her arms around his neck, and
lean her glowing cheek upon his forehead, let-
ting her long ringlets mix with his grey hair,
and fall upon his shoulder; and so she would
plead in her own peculiar manner, as though
her life depended on his .answer. Seldom had
•he to plead long ere the request was granted,
and a warm, loving kiss bestowed in return;
but whgn the offender was a well known one,
and {would leng ago have received punishment
bat for her, Sir Alfred would try to explain the

jieeessity, and promise it would be mitigated.
J f he received no answer, he would look up into
*ia daughter's face, and seeing a tear, then
would rebuke himself for unkindness, and not
only grant the rpardon, but give the offender
something substantial to remember Miss Wort.
ly by. Sir Alfred would have .been astonished
had any one told him be was doing his child
an 'injury by thus weakly giving way to every
fancy; true, they were always kind and good,
but he did not perceive that had he refused her
her sorrow would have been as great at her own
disappointment as at that of those for whom ehe
interceeded, and he did not remember how he
was unfitting her to go through what is at best
a life of disappointment and self-sacrifice.

" I will not weary you," continued my com.
panion, "with a longer description of her child.
hood. Suffice it, she grew in beauty as in years.
The time came, at length, when others sought
her leve, and tried to woo her from her home to
halls of splendor. She would not listen to them

ghe loved her father to well, she said, to wish
to leave him Well, I guessed that Madeline's
was not the heart to be content for ever with
such love; and so it proved; for shortly after-

wards she owned to me she had, with her usual
precipitancy, flighted her faith,' to use her own
words, 'to one worth all the glittering parade
of her forme* lovers. He was not rich, she said,
'but she was, so that was of no consequence ;
at any rate, her word was given, and at all ha-
zards should be kept.' Sir Alfred, as usual,
only studied his child,] and it was soon a settled
thing.

' Capt. Euston was exactly the man to capti-
vate such a heart as Madaline's, longing to as-
sociate itself with something noble. He was
young, handsome, generous, and like herself,
high spirited to a fault. He could not rest un.
der the shadow of an insult offered either to him-
self or those he loved; and their proud high
tempers were so much alike, that I half feared
for their happiness.

"There ha-1 been a gentleman named Forres-
ter staying at the manor house for some days
previously to Miss Wortly's birth day, which
was to be celebrated, as usual, by a large par.
ty in the house, and the villagers dining on the
grounds ; the evening generally terminated with
dancing and fireworks. Sir George Forrester
and Captain Euston had not found each other's
society very agreeable, it would appear, for they
avoided each other as much as possible, and
when compelled to meet, strove to appear cere-
moniously polite. Why this was, I never knew ;
but I was sorry to perceive that Madeline, with
the waywardness of youth and beauty, listened
to the flattering speeches of Sir George with
rather more attention than was necessary. It
was not that she liked him in reality, for it was
impossible with the shadow of a preference for
Captain Euston, the frank, the noble, to bestow
a serious thought on a being like the other,
however devoted or incense-breathing he might
be. And that she did love the former almost
to adoration I am assured ; but he never flatter-
ed, and perhaps the beauty wished to hear her-
self praised by the lips she loved best, and
sought to pique him into rivalling the other ;
but she little knew her lovers if thus she hoped.
The morning of her birth day arrived, and her
father showered blessings and presents upon WB
darling. Almost all had some trifle to bestow,
and thought himself honored by its acceptance.
Captain Euston was stepping forward to con-
gratulate her, and she looked so lovely and so
graceful, that he forgot her late caprice and un-
kindness in the warmth of his admiration. He
had some time before promised her his picture
on this day, and was about to offer it, when Sir
George entered the room, and walking quickly
up to Madeline, and taking her hand, began
complimenting her in such a strain, that after
the first few words Euston turned away with a
cheek like marble, and a brow in which the veins
seemed bursting. Half an hour afterwards he
was pacing the garden, with what feeling I can-
not tell, when a slight touch was on his arm,
and Madeline whispered—

'And have you nothing to give me, Henry?'
'Nothing, Miss Worlly, that I can flatter my-

self you would value!' was the reply.
'Indeed you are mistaken, Henry, I would

value any thing you give me,' urged the girl.
" There was something in the tone of her

voice he could not resist, and though not re-
conciled to bestow the miniature, he broke a
small branch from a clematis near to which
they were standing, and taking the flowers
therefrom, made them into a little bunch, and
offered them. He would have spoken, but he
was interrupted by Sir George, who had, per-
haps, been watching them. They separated, and
did not meet till dinner, when, instead of the
jewels which generally sparkled among Made-
line's curls, a small bunch of clematis only rest,
ed there. Euston saw it, and in an instant was
by her side, whispering words which sent the
rich blood to her cheek, and for a while they
were the happiest of all. Alas ! that the spirit
of envy should have again crept in to mar their
joy, and Spread a blight, and endless sorrow over
all.

" It was later in the evening when I again
saw Miss Wertly, and she looked restless and
uneasy. I instantly remarked it, and she own.
ed she thought it unkind of Captain Euston to
absent himself on such an evening; she said he
had been away upwards of an hour, and she
was waiting* for his return ere she would dance.
'But where is George, my love?' said I, anxious
to hear how she would speak of him, and happy
to find by her answer that he at last wearied
her—'Oh, he is away too, I believe,' she said,
'and don't task me about him any more ; he has
made himself particular in his behavior towards

me all day, and I know Henry does not liko
him.' Then came the tale of the morning, and
a hope that she had pleased him by wearing his
flowers.

'And where are they now, dearest.' I inquired,
perceiving that they were no longer in her hair.

'Here—are they not ?' she answered, raising
her hand to her brow with a hurried exclama-
tion. I could not answer, for I was that minute
called by several voices. The music below sud-
denly ceased ; the sound of many footsteps and
suppressed tones was heard outside my door,
but the words 'duel,' 'dangerously wounded,'
and 'captain Euston,' met our affrighted ears.
I begged Madeline to be calm and promised to
ascertain the meaning of the dreadful words.
Alas ! alas! there was but little to obtain; the
flowers which had fallen from Madeline's hair
had been exhibited by Sir George Forrester to
Captain Euston as a gift from the wearer.—
What words passed on either side I know not;
but I knew too well they ended in Easton in-
sisting on instant satisfaction, as it is called ;
others interferred, to no purpose. They walk-
ed to the grounds—the distance was measured
—the pistols loaded—the signal given—and
Henry Euston was in eternity! Sir George
had also received his antagonist's ball, and was
carried in a state of insensibility from the field.

"The wound of Capt. Euston was examined,
not from any hope of doing good, but for form's
sake. When that was over, and the doctors
declared their presence useless, Sir Alfred
sought his daughter. He had lingered in the
hope of carrying some good news, and scarcely
dared to witness the effect his words would pro-
duce. We entered the room in which 1 left
her; she was on her knees, with her face buried
in a sofa cushion. I half hoped she had been
praying; but that was dispelled by the first
glance at her face.

"Now were exhibited the fatal proofs of the
long indulgence of the naturally uncontrollable
temper, wanting the curb of good management^
and above all, sadly wanting the spirit of reli-
gious resignation to a divine will.

"You see the picture, sir,' continued the old
lady, pointing to the one I had so muco admir-
ed, "such was she in the morning, and if possi-
ble more beautiful; and now, in one sjiort hour,
even her fond father could scarcely recognize
her. She had shed no tear; she had not utered
a word ; but every feature was convulsed, and
there were lines on her brow deep as those fur-
rowed by years on her father's. We had no
need to speak; she understood by our looks
that which, I do not think, one present would
have dared to utter, and motioned with her hand
that she would see him.

'You had better not, love,' sobbed Sir Alfred.
" She tried to speak, but the attempt almost

choked her. I knew that to refuse her in her
present mood would be even more dangerous
than complying, and we led the way to the room
where he lay. She advanced to the couch and
stood beside it with folded arms and closed lips.
I had expected screams and fainting, but was
not prepared for this. Her silence was unnatu-
ral, and alarmed her father. He gazed on her
for some time, and then taking her cold hand,
besought her to Bpeak to him, if only one word.
She answered not; she never removed her eyes
from the face of her deceased lover. Sir Alfred
could bear it no longer—he threw himself on
his knees before his child, and the tears almost
blinded him as they rolled down his furrowed
cheek.

'Speak to me—for God's sake speak to your
old father, my own, my beautiful, my innocent;
but one word, my Madeline, but one; see, see,
I kneel to you for one look, my child!'

"For an instant his voice seemed torecal her
senses ; she raised both hands to her forehead,
and then followed a wild, terrific, horrible laugh.
She was, and is still, a raving maniac. Sir
George, the cause of this misery, was compel-
led to fly his native land, and became a con-
science-stricken wretch. The bullet which had
pierced hia side, and which could not be extri-
cated, disabled him from making any exertion.
The sufferings of his victims were slight in
comparison with his own."

A lawyer in Ireland who was pleading the
canse of an infant plaintiff, took the „ chUd up
iu his. arms and presented it to the jury suffused
with tears.—This had a great effect till the ob.
posite lawyer asked what made him cry. " He
pinched me!" answered the little inuocent. Tha
whole court was convulsed with laughter.
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32 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.
From the Ladies' Companion.

K A T R I M A S C H U Y L E R .
BY MRS. ANN S. STEPHENS.

* KATRINA, my dear, come and sit on thia stool
by my side, I have something to say to thee.'

' Wait a moment, father, till I have tuned my
guitar, and then I can practice this sweet air
while you are talking.'

The old merchant, though an austere man in
his warehouse, was, like many of his class, in-
dulgent to a fault to the members of his family.
So he sat quietly in his arm-chair, with an open
letter in his hand, while his daughter, Kate, the
spoiled darling of his widowed heart, went on
screwing up the keys of her guitar, trying the
strings with her slender white fingers, and hum.
ming snatches of a Neapolitan boat-song, as if
utterly forgetful that her father had spoken to her.

* Make haste, child, I am waiting,' said the
old merchant.

' One moment, father, while I shorten this
band ; there, now, it just fits ;' and flinging the
black ribbon over the whitest and most beautiful
neck in all Amsterdam, she seated herself at her
father's feet, and raising her smiling face to his,
said—'Well, now, what do you want to say?
Be quick, for I have not half got my lesson.'

The old man had scarcely commenced the
subject, which, from the gravity of his face
seemed to be somewhat important, when Kate
struck up a lively air, and completely over-
whelmed his voice. Even his habits of indul-
gence could not withstand this. He impatient,
ly grasped the little hand which wandered like a
restless bird over the strings, exclaiming ;

' Listen to me, Kate, this s ubject is of impor-
tance.'

' I beg ten thousand pardons, my dear father !
Pray, what were you talking about ?

'Tins letter has just arrived from Paris,' said
the old man, raising the open sheet in his hand.

Kate caught a glance at the seal. She knew
the crest; that careless, half.provoking smile
instantly vanished from her face, and her voice
faltered as she said ;

' Well, father, where is he now,?'
' In Paris, dear, on his way to claim his be-

trothed.'
For a moment Katrina's face wore a thought-

ful expression. She turned away her eyes, and
after a little hesitation, said :

I have made up my mind—that is, I had ra-
ther not marry Lord Gilbert.'

' Nonsense ! not marry Lord Gilbert ? Pray,
what has given rise to this new caprice V

Oh ! I've a thousand reasons. I dare say he
is abominably ugly, and as proud as Lucifer.1

' On the contrary, child, he is deemed one of.
the handsomest men in England ; and as to
pride, me thinks his willingness to take to wife
the daughter of a humble Dutch merchant is
sufficient proof against that. Nay, start not up
and look so proudly, child; I tell thee this same
English Lord might have his choice among the
fairest and highest of his own proud land; and
a humble maiden like thee, Kate, should deem
it high honor when he casts hi9 thoughts so much
beneath hia own level V

' But Katrina Schuyler, merchant's daughter
though she be, deems it no honor to be bartered
)if unseen, and certainly unloved, like an article
of merchandize ! I say again, I will not marry
Luis Lord, who thinks to drag me from my own
dear home at a moment's warning, and to install
me into his proud dwelling, like a Duich toy,
or ly to be endured for its gilding—for conceal
st as you will, father, I know that this coronet
•8 to be purchased with a dowry, such as no
English noble can count down to his titled
uaughlers.'

'Thou hast nothing to do with that, child,'
aaid the old man with some degree of confusion,

Ann if thou hast no better reason to give—'
But I have a better reason—I will not wed

Lord Gilbert—because—because—I intend to
marry some body else.'

* Marry somebody else !' and the astonished
merchant started up, as if a bullet had passed
through his lieart. ' May I be permitted to ask
what high personage has been selected for my
son-in-law V

' Certainly, father—it is the music-master you
have been so good as to allow me.*

A musicmaster ! My daughter marry a poor,
beggarly, tramping fiddler.!—•a—'

4 Don't get in a passion—don't father, I en-
treat you!' exclaimed the malicious girl, trem-
bline all over, and jet half laughing at the storm
she had raised.

• A passion ! a passion ! By my father's soul,
if I thought, child, that this were not badinage
—mere idle sport, I would turn theo into the
street this instant!'

Now Katrina Schuyler was a much better gen-
eral than Napoleon Buonaparte, foi she knew
just how far to extend her power; so, instead
of braving her father's anger, as the haughty im-
perialist did the Russian winter, she threw her
arm over the guitar, and retreated into the gar.
den.

Though Mynheer Schuyler was, as I have
said, by no means remarkable for mildness of
temper, he never indulged in the luxury of an-
ger beyond the precincts of his counting-room
and always reserved the highest ebullitions of
his wrath for the special edification of his clerks
and retainers. It was therefore'with no little
astonishment, that the passers by saw him issue
from his house with a face as red as a peony,
and flourishing an open letter in his hand with
the most startling ferocity of manner. Had it
been a drawn sword they would have run for
their lives ; but being only a piece of harmless
paper, they stood still, opened their mouths, and
wondered what on earth could have come over
Mynheer.

Some very wise man has said that habit is se-
cond nature. If this be true, it had been the
merchant's nature, for twenty years, to descend
the steps of his dwelling about ten o'clock eaeh
morning, with his dress arranged in the extrem-
ity of his neatness. After gazing for a moment
up and down the street, he would fold his hands
under his coat behind, and thus walk leisurely
to his warehouse bowing graciously to the ac-
quaintances whom he passed on his way, and in
every manner deporting himself with the staid
dignity befitting a man of trust and substanee.
But this morning the merchant outraged his
habits terribly. His wig was awry, his coat un-
brushed, and his shoes, with their broad silver
buckles, lacked their usual exquisite polish.
Without stopping for a moment on the steps, he
clapped pis hands under his coat, for it is to be
doubted if he could walk with them in any oth-
er position, and hurried along the pavement as
if propelled by a double power locomotive.

Mynheer Schuyler's warehouse stood on one
of the numerous canals, which carry the com-
merce of nations into the heart of Amsterdam.
He was hurrying along the brink of this canal,
in the situation we have described, when he
came in contact with a porter, who was running
at the top of his speed to overtake a boat which
lay a little ahead. The concussion was fatal to
the angry merchant. He lost his equilibrium,
and the next moment, found his polished shoes,
with their silver buckles, planted three inches
deep in the mud at the bottom of the canal.
Here was a predicament for the richest merchant
in Amsterdam to find himself in. Up to his
chin in water, his feet sticking in the bottom of
a canal, his bald head just rising above the sur-
face—for his wig and the letter which had given
rise lo all this mischief, were very tranquilly
floating down the stream together—his arms
extended as if in an effort to swim, and alto-
gether bearing no inapt semblance to one of
those apocryphal heads which one sometimes
meets with upon an old-fashioned tomb-stone,
with flat noses, big mouths and wings growing
where their ears should be. But Mynheer was
no tomb-stone ornament; nor had he the slight-
est inclination to become the subject of one. So,
as soon as lie had a little recovered from the sur-
prise of his immersion, he essayed to call for as.
sistance. But as he opened his mouth to let his
voice out, a quantity of muddy water took the
liberty to let itself in. Here he began to make
wry faces, shake his head, and to beat the water
with his aims, in a manner which added very
much to the delight of some half dozen ragged
boys and lazy porters, who stood grinning and
clapping their hands at his struggles on the op-
posite side of the canal.

The unlucky merchant had nearly exhausted
himself in vain struggles, and was sinking deep-
er and deeper in the mud every instant, when a
youth, apparently a foreigner, with eagle eyes
and hair like the wing of a raven, happened to
pass, and saw his situation.

1 Can I do any thing for your assistance,
friend V he inquired kindly.

The luckless merchant made one more despe-
rate effort to speak ; but lost his footing, and
his head suddenly disappeared beneath the tur.
bid water. The youth flung his velvet cap upon
the pavement, stripped off his coat, and plunged
into the canal. He eoon succeeded in fishing

up the unfortunate merchant, and supporting MB
head aboVe the water, called out lustily for aa.
sistance. This was soon rendered, and Mynheer
Schuyler was safely conveyed to his warehouse.

A servant was despatched for dry clothes and
a new wig, and Mynheer Schuyler lay upon the
sofa in his counting-room in his dripping gar-
ments, completely exhautted by his cold bath,
when-the foreign youth who saw that he could
be of no further service, was about to retire.
The merchant observed the movement, looked
up and recognized his daughter's music-master ;
the very man whom half an hour before he had
resolved to kick from his door steps, did he ever
presume to ascend them again. The youth
stood very quietly with his cap in his hand,
while the old man's face changed from a look of
astonishment to a haughty frown, which, after a
moment, gave place to an expression of warm-
hearted gratitude, such as a kind man would
feel towards one who had saved his life.

• Young man,' he said, grasping the hand of
the youth, • this day shall be a fortunate one for
you, as well as for me ; I pledge you the word
of a grateful and an honest man.'

The youth bowed, and muttering something
about an engagement, hurried from the ware-
house. Meantime, Katrina had proceeded to a
fountain in the garden, where, as the season
was summer, and the weather pleasant, she had
been in the habit of receiving her music lessons.
A rustic seat stood at the foot of a drooping elm
which shadowed the green sward around the
fountain, and a thicket of roses rendered the re-
treat fragrant and secluded. Kate looked upon
the vacant bench and then upon the eun. It
was full time, and yet no master had arrived.
She busied herself in gathering tne roses and
scattering their leaves, and half open buds, upon
the water in the fountain ; then tiring of this,
she seated herself on the brink of the marble ba-
sin and began to dip up the water in her little
palm and to shower it on the flowers blushing
about her. At length, heartily impatient and
half pouting, she flung her guitar on the grass
and sauntered away into a more secluded part
of the garden, where, for the first time in her
life, she began to reflect, seriously about the fu-
ture. She was standing with her hands clasp-
ed under her apron of wrought muslin, and her
sweet oval face turned away with an expression
of more serious thought than usually visited her
beautiful features, when the music of .a guitar
came tinkling, with a sweet merry sound,
through the rosebushes which surrounded her.
A smile broke over her face, like the flash of
warm sunshine; her hands unclasped and she
darted forward with the graceful eagerness of
an uneaged bird. The youth, whom we have
already introduced to the reader, was sitting
beneath the elm with her guitar in his hands.

' And so ray lady bird has learned to come at
her master's call,' he said with a quiet smile, as
the panting girl placed herself on the bench be-
side him.

lAnd for a very good reason, because she
never expects to obey it again,1 replied Kate,
striving to look sullen, and obeying a sudden
impulse to make her lover miserable for having
kept her waiting.

The youth looked in her face, where a smile
was struggling with affected gravity, and said,
with undisturbed tranquility. • Well, my pret-
ty termigant, what new quarrel have you picked
with me now—was my last visit too short, or
my lesson too long ?•

Kate shook her head very demurely, and tried
her best to look solemn and important. ' You
will not speak so lightly when I tell you that
my father has received a letter from the English
lord, whom I have told you of, and that he is on
his way to carry me to England.' While she
was conveying this startling intelligence, the
mischievous girl Btole a glance, from under her
long lashes, to mark its effect upon her lover.
A slight color spread up to hia high, white fore-
head, and a very peculiar smile disturbed the re-
pose of his expressive lips; otherwise his com-
posure remained undisturbed.

Katrina was puzzled and more than half an.
gry—' I will make him feel,' she said in the
bottom of her roguish little heart; so she looked
as resolute as possible and went on, ' Yes, my
father is determined that I shall fulfil the en-
gagement which he has made for me, and I think
that I shall obey him—'

1 That is right, my'sweet Kate J It ia a daugh-
ter's first duty to make her paronts happy ; and
after all, what is there so very terrible in being
married to a rich, well-principled man> whani
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your father has chosen with a reference tq,your
own exaltation and happiness ?'

At her lover's interruption, Katrina started
and raised her eyes to hie with an expression of
astonishment, which deepened as he spoke into
absolute dismay.

1 Are you serious ?' she inquired, in a tie in u.
IOUB voice.

' Perfectly so!—for notwithstanding all the
pleasant nonsense which we have talked togeth-
er, you cannot suppose that I, a wanderer,
without country or name, would drag you from
an opulent home—cause you to break the heart
of a good father, and expose you to all the ills
of poverty and repentance, for repentance would
follow ! Or, to reverse the picture, that I should
content myself as the hanger-on of your father's
bounty, and become a pensioner on my wife's
fortune. In neither case could we be happy ; nor
could I be just in uniting your fate with mine.'

Katrina turned her head away, and anguish
was, for the first .time, busy with her heart. It
was more than a minute before she spoke ; then
her voice was cold and constrained, and the
smile which she strove to force died away in a
tremulous motion of the lips. • We have for-
gotten our lesson—hold the -music for me, if
you please.' And taking her guitar she went
over the lesson with a calmness that surprised
herself. But she did not sing ; that had been
beyond her power. When she had finished, she
arose, and said, ' I think you pronounce me a
tolerable proficient on this instrument; call at
my father's countiDg-room and be will reward
your services ; I shall not require them in fu-
ture.' And with a slight inclination of the head
she turned to leave the fountain.

The youth followed and laid his hand on her'e.
"* Katrina,' he said, ' forgive me if I appear un-
feeling, if—' but she shook his hand off, -and,
with a haughtiness of spirit, for the first time
called into action swept by him and entered the
house.

Katrina found her father in the sitting room ;
his heart was overflowing with kindness and
gratitude. ' Come hither child and kiss me, for
I have determined to make thee happy—happy
in thy own way,' he cried, opening his arms to
embrace his daughter. Kate threw herself on
his bosom and burst into a passion of tears ; and
when the old merchant went on to tell hex of
the peril he had been in, and of the generous
eonduct of the foreign youth, the poor girl only
wept more bitterly than before.

• Don't weep, Kate,' said the old man kindly,
' I will have no more to do with this foreign
marriage ; thou shalt wed the youth to-morrow,
if thou wilt.'

' No, no farther, I will not!—I wish to marry
Lord Gilbert and make you happy.'

'Then, after aH, thou weft only jesting this
morning, and I, like an old fool, got angry about
a shadow !'

' Yes, father, it was all a jest—a very, very
unfeeling one ; yet still but a jest!' and Kate's
tears redoubled as she spoke.

' Well, then, I will send off my answer to
Lord Gilbert, and a thousand guilders to the
good youth.'

• Send him two thousand—half your fortune !
He is poor, and proud and—' Here Kate began
to cry again, and sobbing out something about a
head-ache she left the room.

Early the next morning Mynheer Schuyler
sent a purse of gold, with a letter of thanks, to
the music-master; but the servant returned with
word that the youth had discharged his lodgings
and had left Amsterdam.

The preparations for Katrina's bridal were
commenced on a magnificent scale. She was
to be married in the Engli h fashion ; brides-
maids were chosen and the trousseau was order,
ed from Paris. At length Lord Gilbert arrived.
Katrina declined seeing him till they should
meet at the altar ; but the merchant visited him
at his hotel and returned home absolutely beside
himself with delight. The wedding morning
brought a pretty, three cornered note from the
bride-groom, with a case of diamonds, such as
had seldom blazed on the brow of a Duchess.
The brides-maids were in exstacies, and even
Katrina's pale face brightened a little when she
saw them sparkling among her soft, bright
tresses and felt them upon her white arms and
neck. She was sitting in her dress of white
aatin and mecblin lace, with the jewels twink-
ling like starlight through the delicate folds of
her bridal veil, w hen a carriage and four swept
up to the house. The brides-maids rushed, in ft
body, to the little mirrors in the windows,

There he is !—that is Lord Gilbert—the tall
slender one with black hair!' exclaimed the
foremost. • Kate, do come here one moment.
Why ! where has she flown to ?'

Poor Kate—she had taken advantage of the
confusion and had stolen into the garden, that
she might have one moment of solitude before
her destiny was sealed for ever. She hurried
forward to the fountain, and threw herself on
the bench where those dear, dear, music lessons
had been given. The place had been neglected
of late ; the fountain was half choked up with
leaves, and the rose-bushes were drooping and
out of blossom. Every thing looked desolate;
but the heart of the poor bride was most desolate
of all. She leaned her cheek against the rough
trunk of the elm and, burying her face in her
hands, abandoned herself to sorrow. She was
sitting thus, with tears trickling through her
slender fingers, and falling, unnoticed, on her
bridal dress, when a hand was laid softly on her
arm, and a familiar voice pronounced her name.

That voiee !—It went to her heart like a gush
of music. She looked up, and he whom she had
driven from her presence, in scorn and anger,
was standing by her side. She forgot her en-
gagement—her pride, every thing—in the dear
consciousness ofhis presence, and sprang to his
bosom as joyfully as a frightened bird flies to
his nest-home in the green leaves.

' My own sweet Kate ?' whispered the youth,
laying his palm, caressingly, on the warm cheek
whose fellow was nestled in his bosom, ' Look
up love, and say that you forgive me all the sor-
row and anxiety I have occasioned you.'

Kate's arms tightened about his neck, and she
murmured, in a soft, happy voice,' I forgive all,
every thing, only say that you will yet save me
from this marriage.'

' And has it never occurred to you that you
may have been deceived ? that your affianced
husband, may have sought to win the heart be-
fore he demanded the hand of his fair mistress ;
in short, that the humble music-master and Gil-
bert Foster may be the same person ? Nay,
struggle not to free yourself from my arms,
sweet bride. Is not your lover the same, in all
things, aa when he was UBed to set your luck-
less guitar with his unskillful hands V

' Can this be sober truth ?' murmured the
young girl, doubtingly. ' What you, so kind,
so gentle and good—Can you be the proud, fas-
tidious Lord Gilbert whom I so feared ? In-
deed [ cannot understand it!'

' Do not try, love. Remember, we have a
whole life time to explain in. Let us go to the
house now, the bishop is waiting. Do not trem-
ble—there is nothing so very terrible in the cer-
emony ?'

" No there is nothing terrible in it now,1 whis-
pered the happy Kate, as Lord Gilbert Foster
drew the bridal veil over her face and raising
her hand to his arm, led her from the fountain
which had witnessed their first and last quarrel.

From the New York Mirror.

THE LAST PARDOM.
1 My father forgive me.'
He turned away with a strong negative ges-

ture.
' I did not know what. I was doing.'
The parent was yet silent.
' I was deaf—blind—desperate—mad.''
' But you had promised ! Here—hero is your

written oath—deliberately signed—solemnly
sworn to—never to approach the gaming table
again. It is broken. You arc a perjurer. You
are no son of mine.'

' It was in a moment of hilarious revel that I
allowed myself to be ensnared into the commis-
sion of an act abhorent to my soul.'

' And then your blow upon the forehead of
him who hadfnot injured you—your profligate
duel, and your persevering attempt to inflict
death upon your generous foe! Carlo, you
make my blood cold. Whence came this ruth,
less and bloody temper ? Your mother was mild,
pure and gentle—and ly I am no brawler—no
ruffian—no stabber—Carlo, Carlo, you have al-
most broken my heart!'

J My father-—I will tell you whence came my
evil disposition--r-and I do so in part to recipro-
cate the severe reproaches which you advance
against me. In my childhood I was beautiful.
My charms flattered the vanity of a father and
mother who, then had it in their power to cor-
rect my passions. They did not so. They
weekly preferred their pleasure before ray iu-

teregt, and I now reap the bitter fruit. It is
NOW that I am what you and she have made me,
that you would abandon me to poverty! What
would I do without money ? You acknowledge
that I am wild and incapable of governing my-
self. Fear then, to throw upon his own re-
sources, in, in a world of temptations, one of
whom your blindness has rendered too feeble to
resist them.'

• Carlo, you are a fiend ! Has your sainted
mother, from her early grave, no voice for your
bosom ? Have I deserved your sneers, your in-
sults ?'

• You have. He who brings into life a being
owes it to him to watch his course to the end—
to guide and protect him through good and
through evil.'

• My son,' rejoined the aged sire, in a calm
voice, but with deep emotion, • in some degree
you are right. I am, at least partly to blame
that you are what you are. Had I, in your ear-
liest youth, adopted with you severe measures,
I might have crushed the demon in you. Your
accusation is unfeeling—but it is just. I will
therefore, for this once, again forgive you.
Since your maturity, as during your boyhood,
you have been a continual pain, terror and dis-
grace to me. You have deprived my days of
peace, and my nights of repose ; you have
squandered away my money, and brought dis-
honor on my name—yet once more I forgive
you. I had formed a different determination—
it was my design to disown you; for, however
wrong I may have been during your infancy, in
indulging you injudiciously, I have, for the
years which have since passed, made all the
atonement in my power, and without avail. You
do not love me—you do not even respect the
shade of your lamented mother. If, in my
bosom, in spite of my reason, linger yet much
affection for you, it is mournful and almost
hopeless ; but I forgive you. Yov are the last
scion of a noble house. With you our^familv
name expires. I am reluctant to deal too
severely with you. Your banker shall be au-
thorised to pay your debts, and I will use my
influence with the king in your shameful affair
with Count B .'

1 You make me breathe again,' cried the
youth, throwing himself into his father's arms;
the old man however, repulsed him.

' Before I bestow upon you my aid and my
forgiveness, hear me swear upon this holy
cross—' I forgive no more !' Be the past for-
gotten. For the future, the consequeuces of
your deeds fall on your own head. On this
sacred relick I repent the oath : I interfere no
more—I forgive no more. Now embrace me,
my son, and show yourself hereafter more
worthy of your name.

The smooth azure of the bay of Naples was
suddenly darkened and scattered with foam by
one of those violent tempests which so frequent-
ly sweep over the Mediterranean. ^Carlo had
hastened down to the beach, where, in a pretty
hut lived Florette with her blind mother. Floret-
te was the most beautiful peasant girl that ever
brightened the shores of that* summer 6ea ; and
Carlo, without discovering his rank, had won
her heart. He had represented himself as a
young painter, and offered to take her with him
in his wanderings around the world, leaving an.
ample settlement for the blind mother.

' But Beppo ?' said the old woman.
1 Oh, Beppo will easily recover from the dis-

appointment, when once Flo-retlc is away.'
lN(). You do not know him,'said the rnothrr.

4 He loves Florette more than his own life, and
she has promised to marry him since she was
fourteen,' *'

' Ay, mother, but I had not seen Carlo then,
I thought I loved Beppo till I had Been Carlo4
and then '

1 And then V demanded Carlo, fondly.
Florette blushed. Carlo drew her toward him,

. knelt and pressed one of her hands to his lips,
while with the other the little coquette put back
the thick ohesnut curls from the forehead of the
handsome deceiver.

Ah !* sighed the mother shakiug her head
sadly, • poor, poor Beppo.'

At this moment, very unexpectedly, Beppo
entered the hot. ThiB bold and vigorous young
fisherman was an impersonation of health and
careless happiness He had been driven oa
shore by the storm, and came toward the home
of his Florette, humming a light song%

He started at the sight which presented itself*
and rubbed his eyes in.cre4u,la,u4y» as if he fa.iv
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oied himself in a dream. Floretle extending her
willing hand to the fervid lips of a noble-looking
stranger, and carressing with her fingers the
ringlets of his hair, tflorette uttered a slight
shriek, and Carlo rose coolly, and gave back,
gaze, for gaze the broad glances of the intruder.
The next moment Beppo was gone.

' Ah, me !* exclaimed the blind mother.—
Beppo! That was Beppo's voice!—Florette !—
my child—Carlo—ah, me ! ah, me !—there will
come evil consequences of this.'

The next morning, as Carlo came forth from
his apartments, in the palace of his father, he
found a coarse cloak, pinned with a dagger,
•gainst the outer door.

' What means this insolence ?' demanded he
sternly, of his valet.

The man turned pale, and at first appeared
unwilling to give a reply.

• Speak, rascal!—who has done this and what
does it mean ?'

4 It is a custom among the fishermen, when
any one of them has doomed another to assas-
sination, to give him this kind of warning.'

1 A fisherman ! strip down the trash and fling
it into the street.'

1 But you will not go forth to-day.'
The young noble with a haughty step, passed

on ; the valet raised his hands and eyes towards
heaven.

1 He is a doomed man,' said he, ' this master
of mine. His hours are numbered.'

The next morning the fishermen of Naples
were in a state of the greatest excitement.; one
of their companions had disappeared. Beppo,
the favorite of all, the most light-hearted, the
most daring, the most generous, had disappear-
ed—bis hat was found bloody on the beach.

When the news came to the hut of his affian-
ced bride, Florette was examined by the officers
of the police. Her anguish was great but
nothing was elicited.

The old mother in her examination, was
found equally destitute of information till as
they were about releasing her from further in-
terrogations, she cried, as if she.could no longer
conceal her thought—• The noble stranger who
met Beppo here a week ago.'

'Who is it you mean V
« He who calls himself Carlo the painter. But

Beppo said he was a noble and a villain ; I
heard bis voice bat now.'

' Old woman, you rave. What could he have
to do with poor Beppo ?'

• Florette,' said the mother.
1 Infamous !' exclaimed Carlo, who had stood

by a silent spectator.
At this moment a hoarse shout was heard at a

distance. It approaehed nearer and yet more
near*

' What is the matter ?' cried all.
' Beppo is found—and his murderer—we have

got his murderer.'
' Hark " said Carlo. ' The assassin is taken

and the body of the unfortunate is also found.
A confused crowd rushed in with the body of

the poor fisherman, his bosom pierced with three
deadly wounds.

' And the murderer !' cried Carlo.
' This precious ring,' cried Florette,' I found

it myself by the side of poor Beppo.'
' Is there any thing writen on it ?' asked one

of the officers of the police.
• No,' cried Florette. examining it.
' Any but Carlo ;' ' there is a name,' and the

p»or girl turned pale as the dark, flashing eyes
of Carlo were fixed fearfully upon her.

The guilty noble was instantly arreated, tried,
found guilty, and condemned ; the place and
hour of execution were appointed. At the last
moment a messenger was sent to the father,
who stated, • That oeluctant to shed, in such an
ignominious manner, the blood of the last of a
noble race, his majesty, the king, would pardon
the culprit if the father would solicit the royal
grace.'

' I love justice better than my son,' cried the
old man. ' I demand no grace for the shedder
of blood. Let the sword fall as the law directs,'

And Carlo wrs hurried into eternity.

This incident is of recent occurrence at Na-
ples. It has been the theme of much news-
paper comment.

The Nick of Time.-r-Th'iB expression is im.
proper. The word nick should be necA-^thephraze
meaning that an event is in the very throat of
time, and liable to be swallowed in an instant.

SATURDAY, FEBRUARY 24, 1838.

THE CONCERT.—The Concert of the
Academy of Sacred Music was well attended on
Thursday evening. The fashion and beauty of
the city were there ; and so were very many
neither fashionable nor beautiful. The singing
was good; but its effect was less exciting than
upon some former occasions. This, however,
we attribute, not to any defect in execution, but
to the absence of novelty. The Concerts of the
Academy have made us used to good singing,
and we listen to it with no less delight, but with
a delight more calm and natural than formerly.

The Choruses and Anthems evinced great
power and good taste ; but it was in the beauty
and execution of its Quintets and Solos that this
Concert excelled. Nothing could be sweeter
than the two pieces performed by Mjss ABBOTT
and Miss BROWN. They were exquisitely deli-
cate and beautifully sung. Indeed, the whole
Coneert was rich, and if we can only always
have such singing, we need never complain.

Dr. Whitehouse's Lecture.—This lecture, be-
fore the Young Men's Association on Tuesday
evening, is highly spoken of by those who heard
if. We were unable to attend ourself, but we
doubt not all, and more, than is said in its praise
by the Editor of the Advertiser, is true. We
understand that the managers have,or intend to,
solicit a copy of the Lecture for publication.—
We hope Mr. W. may be induced to comply
with the request, for its circulation among
those for whose benefit it was particularly de-
signed, could not fail to produce much good.

From the Daily Advertiser.
Last evening we had the pleasure of listening

to DR. WHITEHOUSE'S lecture before the Young
Men's Association, and we certainly never lis-
tened to one with greater satisfaction. It was
appropriately devoted to a discussion of the
utility of such an institution—the duty of the
members—and its moral influence upon the
community ; and he touched upon the propriety
of merchants closing their stores so as to give
their clerks an opportunity for mental improve-
ment, in a happy strain of argumentative elo-
quence. Nothing could have been more appro-
priate to the occasion than were his remarks ;
and they were delivered with that peculiar rich.
ness of elocution, which could not but indelibly
impress his fine sentiments upon the minds of
his hearers.

The room was crowded with ladies and gen-
tlemen, and we are much mistaken if they did
not all leave with a favorable impression of the
prospective utility of the Association.

" Religious Dissensions."—We are happy to
learn that the Rev. Mr. CHURCH'S Prize Essay
upon this subject, meets with a ready sale and
general approval, for it is eminently worthy
of both. Messrs. STANWOOD & Co., have a
few copies of the work still on hand; but, as it
is a work which every Christian should read,
and multitudes will read, they will very soon be
disposed of.

The Ladies'1 Companion for February is one
of the best numbers of that Journal which have
yet appeared. It contains a fine engraving on
steel, called, " The Lost Found," in which the
troubles of heir-papers arc graphically set forth.
Since Mrs. Stephens has been editor of the La.
dies Companion it has much improved, and the
publication has become more than ever worthy
of the lady-patronage which it receivesi

Anxiety Personified.—A livery stable man
looking for snow.

Music.—A kiss is the key note in the mu»ic of
love. It shows at once to what tune the heart
is beating.

"The Christian Review."—It is to be regretted
that this excellent Quarterly is not more gener-
ally supported by the Christian public. The
most talented Divines and men of Science in
the country are among its contributors, and as
a permanent expounder of the connection be-
tween Religion and Science, it is invaluable.—
Mr. ANSEL WARREN is the agent for this city.

RELIGIOUS DISSENSIONS ; Their Cause and Cure
A Prize Essay.
This work is from the pen of the Rev. PHAR-

GELLUS CHURCH, Pastor of the 1st Baptist Church
in this city ; and its excellence may be partly
inferred from the fact that it was selected from
among twenty-seven manuscripts, upon the same
subject. The style of the work is rich and bold,
and the spirit in which it is written in perfect
keeping with the theme of discussion.

Speaking of the work, the N. Y. Evangelist
says :—

" This work exhibits, not only much research
and patient thought, but breaths a lovely Chris-
tian spirit, and cannot be read without produ-
cing a happy influence upon the mind. The
topics are not only well chosen and well ar-
ranged, but are also handled in a masterly man-
ner. The Cause of Dissensions forms the first
part of the book. The second part treats of the
Cure of Dissensions. All*the subordinate thought
and illustrations are presented in a lovely and
vigorous manner, and we judge that the book
will be read with interest by all, even by those
who will lay it down and still hold on to their
sectarian or party fetlings. We rejoice in the
appearance of this volume, for it will mould
some hearts, and be instrumental of commen-
cing an union of affection, which may yet lead
to a large and permanent union of sentiment
and action."

Written for the Gem.
FROM A YOUNG RAMBLER'S JOURNAL.

SKETCHES OF WE3TERH IMCIDEMTS—MO. U
On a lovely southern afternoon in the month

of May, 1834, I found myself snugly seated in
a locomotive within five miles of the far-famed
city of New Orleans—the identical Cypress
Swamp celebrated in song, only intervening. A
rapid ride of a few minutes brought us into the
city; an event to which I had long looked for-
ward in perspective. Aptiy has it been said,
that New-Orleans has been the play thing of
monarchs—swapped as urchins swap their whis-
tles. Originally settled by the French—passed
into the hands of the gold-hunting Spaniards—
again possessed by France ; and finally ceded to
our government for a mere " plum" by him at
whose nod thrones and empires crumbled into
dust. From this fact, one would very naturally
be led to conclude that it is a place of more than
ordinary importance. And so it is. Few cities
are so favorably located for commercial opera-
tions. Easy of access to the largest ships that
ride upon the ocean-wave, and having above it
full twenty thousand miles of navigable waters,
no wonder the kings of Europe looked upon it
with an enviable eye. Besides the thousands of
ships richly laden with imports from every sea,
to the wharves of New-Orleans are floated the
greatest share of the exports of nine fertile and
flourishing states.

It is indeed a beautiful sight to stand upon
the Levee and behold the dense forest of masts—
the representatives of an hundred nation,*;
huge steamers belching forth their clouds of
smoke ; and the innumerable host of Kentucky
flats, keel.boats, arks, and other craft peculiar to
western waters, covering an area of many acres,
and forming a most grotesque appearance. In
the harbor have been counted fifty steam boats,
and fifteen hundred flats and other kindred craft,
at the same time. Boatmea from the Upper
Country here congregate frequently to the num.
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ber of five or six thousand. This is but one view
of the Bcene—take another. Cast your eye up
Levee street and you will see the busy throng of
" mingled nations" conversing in languages as
diversified as those of Babel. The city proper,
and the Fauxbourg St. Mary, are massively and
compactly built up, the tasty French and Span,
ish rather predominating over the more substan-
tial American style. I need not weary the pa-
tience of the reader with a detailed description
of the city, but must content myself with bare,
ly alluding to the ancient Cathedral, which
stands at the head of a spacious square, one hun-
dred yards from the river. It is a stately brick
pile, ninety by one hundred and twenty feet,
covered with hollow tile, and supported by ten
etuccold columns. This imposing edifice has
four towers, one of which contains two bells.
Here hundreds of Roman Catholics daily resort
to pay their religious devotions ; an unnoticed
few, like the humble publican, worship ''afar
off," while the great mass seemingly " care no-
thing for these things."

The Orleanese feel proud, and justly too, of
their renowned battle field, which is five or six
miles below the city, on the eastern bank of the
river. The oft-told story of this sanguinary
conflict is familiar to all. Connected with it,
however, is a romantic incident well worth the
repeating. It is that of the pirate Lafitte. This
desperado had become the chief of a noted band
of outlaws, composed of natives of almost every
clime, and selected for .his principal resort the
summit of an impregnable rock on one of the
Barritarian islands, a short distance south-east
of the mouth of the Mississippi. A more fa/o-
rable point could not have been chosen for sue-
oessfully carrying on their nefarious operations.
These islands are very salubrious, and possess a
soil of the richest character. A dense forest co-
vers their surface, which abounds in deer, tur.
keys, and other game ; and in addition to these,
millions of sea-fowls frequent the bays and in-
lets, while most excellent fish and oysters exist
in the greatest abundance. The valuable trade
carried on with the West Indies, New Orleans,
and Mexico, furnished the outlaws full scope
for gratifying their insatiable thirst for rapine
and plunder.

From their inaccessible covert, the piratical
squadron, under the flag of the South American
patriots sallied forth in quest of booty, captured
every vessel that chance threw in their way, and
quickly conveyed their spoil up the secret creeks
of the Mississippi. At length the oft-repeated
depredations of these Barritariana, as they very
politely styled themselves, became so frequent,
and withal so destructive of life and property,
that our government despatched an armed force
to ferret out these troublesome ^ree-booters, and
break up their youthful Tripoli. Hitherto their
wary dexterity baffled all efforts at detection ;
but now their lurking place was destroyed, and
the bandits dispersed. Lafitte was not to be
thus foiled in his plans : again he collected his
trusty followers, and possessed himself of his
former rock. War now diverting the attention
of Congress, he was suffered to course the Gulf
at pleasure; and so severely did he annoy the
eoaeting traders, that Governor Wrn. C. C. Clai-
borne of Louisiania was induced to offer a re.
ward for his head. It was feared that the daring
bandit, thus confronted with the American gov-
ernment, would at least facilitate the designs of
its enemies.

In the autumn of 1814, Colonel Nicoll landed
at Pensacola at the head of the British forces
destined for the invasion of Louisiania. Know,
ing that Lafitte was intimately acquainted with

all the secret windings and unfrequented en.
trances of the •• many.mouthed Mississippi,''
the British officer thought it politic, in his pro-
jected attack upon New Orleans, tp secure his
co-operation. Negociations were accordingly
entered into with the Barritarian, to whom was
held out such inducements as were best adapted
to flatter his pride and tempt his cupidity. The
cunning outlaw, by feigning to relish his pro-
posal, artfully drew from the unsuspecting Co-
lonel the plan of his intended attack, then spur,
ned his overtures, and left the diplomatist to his
own reflections. The pirate-chief embraced this
opportunity to despateh one of his most faithful
corsairs to Governor Claiborne, acquainting
him of the enemy's intentions, and volunteering
the services of his little band to aid in repelling
the foes of the Republic, provided a full pardon
for their past offences should be granted. To
this the Governor at first withheld his consent.
As dangers, however, thickened on every hand,
the outlaws continued to spy and report the mo.
tions of the British army. The Governor be-
coming more and more convinced by those re-
peated proofs of genuine sincerity and unwaver-
ing generosity, hesitated no longer, but mag-
nanimously complied with their request, and
called them to the defence of the city. With
alacrity they obeyed the summons; and it is but
justice to add, that Lafitt's intrepid band were
not surpassed in point of courage, fidelity, er
good conduct, by the bravest of these patriot
sons of the West who valiently triumphed over
the invincibles of Wellington, and conquered
the conquerors of Europe.

To return from this digression. After re-
maining in the city as long as circumstances
would permit, I engaged my passage on board
of a noble steamer bound for Cincinnati. Never
did a poor mortal more heartily rejoice in being
liberated from Algerine captivity, than did I in
the prospect of soon leaving the great commer-
cial emporium of the Mississippi /alley. At
the time of which I write, the grim-visaged cho-
lera was making frightful ra7ages among the
good people of this ancient city. Time hung
like an incubus upon me while awaiting the
boat's departure. Prompted by curiosity, togeth-
er with the desire of busying myself during the
intervening weary hours, I rambled leisurely
through various parts of the city. It was no
unfrequent occurrence, while thus engaged in
my peregrinations, to behold a negro drayman
back up his cart to a desolate looking mansion,
and receive the coffined remains of some unfor-
tunate victim of the raging pestilence. In this
manner would the thoughtless man of the cart
pursue his daily routine of allotted duty, exhibi-
ting as little unconcern as the jolly plough-boy
whistling merrily while turning o'er his accus.
tomed furrow ; and having ladened his vehicle
with earcasses. he would deposit them very un-
ceremoniously in one common grave, half filled
with water, and sufficiently large to contain
hundreds of dead bodies within its cold embrace.

This new scene presented to my mind nought
but feelings of the deepest horror, mingled with
melancholy reflections on the frailty and mor.
tality of poor human nature. With these sad
emotions I hurried away almost unconsciously
to my boat, and soon to my joy found myself
rapidly receding from the pestiferous city of
" beauty and booty." L. C. D.

Alexander, N, Y.

When a girl thinks a young man is peculiary
ugly and disagreeable, let him rejoice with ex-
ceeding great joy, for he has undoubtedly made
an impression upon her heart which kicks only
because it is wounded.

Marriage.—A sprightly couple appeared be-
fore the hymenial altar, at Crosthwaite Church,
Keswick, on Monday last, and when the cere-
mony was performed, it proved to be the elev-
enth time they had, between them, appeared for
the same purpose; she being to him a fourth
wife, and he to her a seventh husband, he hav-
ing actually interred three wives, and she hav-
ing done the like to six husbands. The bride-
groom's name was William Winder, and the
bride's name Margaret Welsh, both of Thornth-
waith, near Keswick.—Whitehaven Eng. Her.

Devotion.—It is of the utmost importance to
season the passions of a child with devotion,
which seldom dies in a mind which has received
an early tincture of it. Though it may seem
extinguished for a while by the cares of the
world, the hopes of youth, or the allurements
of vice, it generally breaks out, and discovers
itself again as soon as discretion, consideration,
age, or misfortunes have brought the man to
himself. The fire may be covered and overlaid,
but it cannot be entirely quenched and smoth.
ered.

The Dahlia is a native of Perue, aud was
named after Dahl the famous Sweedish botanist,
it is little more than twenty years since its in-
troduction into Europe, and it is now the uni-
versal favorite of florists. The number of known
varieties is about five hundred.

Going the Entire.—A fellow was recently met
in great haste going towards a pill manufactory
in one of our northern cities.

•Hallo, Jim, which way now so fast ?'
'The fact is, I have taken two boxes of fash-

ionable pills, directions, boxes and all, without
doing me any good. I'm going to swallow the
agent now, to see what effect he will have.'

LINES
TO THE MEMORY OF ALEXANDER J. BURR.

He is gone! and the dust of the earth is his bed.
The grave, with its silence and gloom, his abode ;

Fresh tears from the fountain of sorrow are shed,
And hearts from the depth of its fulness o'erflowed.

He is gone ! and the WIDOW breathes forth her sad moan,
That tie but just formed, hath been severed in twain ;

And now in this wilderness, dreary and lone,
She looks for her lover and friend but in vain.

The ORPHAN is 'reft of a brother, who made
Himself more than brother—a father, and friend ;

No more can they seek from him council and aid,
All his labors of love are forever at end.

He is gone! and the courts he so often hath trod
Will never again with his footsteps resound ;

We look for him there—in the temple of God,
But alas ! in his seat now another is found.

That voice that was wont to be lifted in prayer,
Those lips that were moved in Immanuel's praise,

Have ceased their last echo to breathe on the ear,
Are sealed—and we've heard the last notes he will

raise.

He is gone—but O ! joy to the heart that is bound
By faith of the gospel—sweet comfort it gives ;

Hope's beams, like the morning, have gather'd around
'Though dead, yet, assurance transporting ! he lives.

He lives ! ah that spirit unbound by the clay,
Dwelleth now in a " temple of God" far above ;

Where the glimmer of earth is exchanged for bright day,
And its praises and prayer, for the notes of pure love.

A morning will break on the night of the tomb !
And the sleeper in Jesus to life shall arise ;

That dust then with heauty immortal will bloom,
And unite with the spirit, to dwell in the skies.

A. C. P

MARRIED.
At at Scottsyille, on the 31st ult., by Caleb Allen esq

Mr. Fitch Thompson, to Miss Rosetta Smith, of 'staK-
ford, Geneseecounty.

In Seneca, on the 17th Jan., by the Rev. P C HAV
Mr. JOSEPH MORROW, of Phelps, to Miss LUCY
ANN BILL, of the former place.

In Borne, on the 18th infit.. by the Rev. Mr. Spencer
Mr. A G. BEEBE, of Rochester, to Miss A. MARIA
SMITJI. of the formei1 place. '

At Pittsford^on the 2d inst., Mr. Edward C. Mitchel
to Miss Sffrah Sheldon, both of Rochester » u" c n c | .

-E-
By the aaine, on the 17th instant, Mr. Jacob Miner, of

Lancaster, to Miss Matilda Buckland, of Brighton.
i: °J?TSalVriayJ Pftb> 17th« bv t h e Bev- Jonathan L»-
lie, Mr. E. T. Chirk, of Orange county, to Miss P. Y.
Haywood, of Mendon, Monroe county.

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



36 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.

COMMUNICATED FOR THE GEM. MUSIC BY A, B. TOBY, OF AUBURN.

How beau-teous are their feet, Who stand on Zi-on's hill! Who bring Sal-va-tion on their tongues, And words of peace re-veal!

How charming is their voice !
How sweet their tidings are!

" Zion, behold thy Saviour King,
He reigns and triumphs here."

How happy are our ears,
That hear this joyful sound,

Which kings and prophets waited for,
And sought, but never found !

How blessed are our eyes,
That see this heavenly light!

Prophets and kings desired it long,
But died without the signt,

Thevwatchmen join their voice,
And tuneful notes employ ;

Jerusalem breaks forth in songs,
And deserts learn the joy.

(CT Geologists have started various hypothd-
sis to account for the singular elevation which
forms thfc far famed " Ridge.Road" in this_ vi-
cinity, but we have seen nothing so plausibly
original as the following :—

THE WANDERING PIPER.
CA«TO I.

"When here the deluge waters flow'd,
In centuries gone by,

Was this meandering " Ridge Road"
Dashed by the waves on high ?

Say, can it be the lingering trace
Of a deserted shore;

Has old Ontario swept its base
With an eternal roar ?

O, no, the deluge did not heave
This winding pathway here -,

Nor did Ontario's billows leave
This Ridge they're dashing near.

It was not built by wind or wave
Bui formed ot sand and mud ;

It is the great Sea-Serpent's grave.
That perished in the flood!

And there, thou most stupenduous snake
Calm jnay your slumbers be •,

I'll make no noise, lest you awake
And creep away with me.

Vet 'till the latest snow-storm thaws
Upon thy tomb, away

We'll ride with boys and gills in Shaw'*
Swift flying six-horse sleigh !

CANTO 11.

THE SONG OF THE SLEIGH RIDKRS,
Is: most obsequiously dedicated to IHE LADIES by their

devoted though humble admirer, W. PIPER.
Air—The Bonnie Boat.

A» fleeting rainbows flee away
Beneath the burning sun ;

So Winter's melting snows decay
Ere sleigh-riding is done!

Ere Winter's reign is paat, sweet girls,
O'er the bare ground we drag;

Too soon the laughing Spring unfurls
Her flower-mant.ed flag.

Those witching bella, whose merry cheer,
Had gladdened hearts and eyes,

Hust.'d with the pleasures of the year,
Their tuneful sweetness dies.

Yet, yet, dear girls, they'll jingle long-
When bright snow decks the ground ,

We'll wake again their slnmb'ring song,
And bid their music sound.

Now dashing through the glittering spray,
Alongits phantom flight,

How gaily spee<fsour gliding sleigh
Beneath the starry night,

Beneath tho sparkling night, sweet girls,
All sorrow we'll forget;

Crack goes the whlp-and quickly whirls
The sleigh ***—and we're upttt.

ON THE DEATH OF M. M. M.
"Sister, dearest, what strange misgivings fill my mind—
I'm sure I have not long to live. Soon, too, too soon
You'll have no more a sister 1" So she said, and felt,
And fear'd. What meant it? Whence-came the voice

that warn'd her ?
Such forebodings seem unfitted for one so young,
And promising. Was it indeed death's minister ?
Was it the whispering of some angel-spirit
From the fair sky; or was it but the influence
Of dark imaginings ? We cannot tell. Enough,
We know that often thus Death gives sure warning
Of bis dread approach. She spoke again. " Take this

ring,
Sweet sister, give it to W , it fits her well
And she will not forget the giver. And this toy,
Give it to W m. It is small, yet I've lov'd it
Well. Tell him to take and bid him keep it; it will speak
Of my esteem and love, and bring remembrance sadj
Of the dead Mary." So she divided all her store.
To each she gave some token of her love, and bade
Them keep it for her sake.

Save that her frame was weak.
She gave no signs of illness. There seem'd no cause

for fear,
Or gloom.

Days pass'd away. Her words though not forgot
Made slight impression. And were they but idle words
Sue spoke 1 Alas, too true, a voice came from the tomb,
And warn'd too surely ol her death. Day after day,
There came a languid faintness o'er her frame,
A burning fever stamped a crimson blush
Upon her cheek, and wasted her remaining strength.
She died. Affection'.-! voice arrested not the blow, -<
Friends, indeed, avail'd.not, and the sufferer with life
Gave youth and beauty up, and slept in death's cold

ill HIS,

Her last and awful sleep.
WPII, well I lov"d thee, Mary ;

How often has thy sweet voice, and sweeter music,
Ch«er'd my soul in hours of sadness, and made me feel
Oueehiore attach'dto life and thee. Now thy light form
Flits by me, and once again I henr thee singing
Those sweet soHgs you lov'd to sing, and I to hear.
N'o.no. That voice is hushed. Thi.t music died away
With thee VVe must not hear tliee more. No more

those keys
Give forth sweet sounds beneath thy finger's touch. All is
Still and silent, where Mary mov'd the joy of all.
They've plac'd her in the tomb,we've left her to her rest.
Sleep on, sleep on. And would we wake thee? Could

we call
Thee again to us, and wish that thou should'st sigh,
And grieve, and weep again, as we do, as thou hast ?
Could we, oh, would we wish to call thee from Heaven,
Where, all we know is bright perfection, to earth where
All we feel is death ? Indeed, no. Come not back.
We wo'd not see those eyes w e lov'd run o'er with tears.
Sigh not with us. We weep that we have yet to weep,
That we are left 'neath sorrow's thrall. But we rejoice
That all thy tears are dried, thy grief and pains are o'er.
Perhaps "to live is gain," "to die," we know is '"better

far."
For ourselves we weep, but not for tbee.

Let th' ceaseless,
Perfect joys of Heaven, make up to thee, for what
On earth thou lovest, Drink lreely from that stream
Of pure and chrystal water which flows forever on.
Tune thy voice to sweeter songs and holier melodies,
And bear thy part in that eternal anthem which
Fills the heavenly choir, and swells thv Maker's praise.

C. G.

From the Southern Rose.

THE MAN OF LEISURE AND THE
PALE BOY.

" You'll please not to forget to ask the place
for me, sir," said a pale, blue-eyed boy, as he
brushed the coat of the man of leisure, at his
lodgings.

"Certainly not," said Mr. Inklin, " I shall
be going that way in a day or two."

"Did you ask for the place for me, yesterday?"
said the pale boy, on the following day, with a
quivering lip, as he performed the same office.

" No," was the answer. " I was busy, but I
will to-day."

" God help my poor mother," murmured the
boy, and gazing listlessly on the cent Mr. Inklin
laid in his hand.

The boy went home. He ran to the hungry
children with the loaf of bread he had earned
by brushing the gentlemen's coats at the hotel.
They shouted with joy, and his mother held out
her emaciated hand to receive a proportion,
while a sickly smile flitted across her face.

"Mother, dear," said the boy, " Mr. Inkliu
thinks he can get a place, and I shall have threp
meals a day—only think, mother, three neals !
and it wont take three minutes to run home and
share it with you."

The morning came, and the pale boy*s voice
trembled with eagerness, as he asked Mr. Inklin
if he had applied for the place.

•• Not yet," said the man of leisure, but there
is time enough."

The cent that morning was wet with tears.
Another morning arrived.

" It is very thoughtless in the boy to be so
late," said Mr. Inklin. " Not a soul here U>
brush my coat J"

The child came at length, his face swollen
with weeping.

" I am sorry to disappoint you," said the man
of leisure, " but the place in Mr. C 's
stove was taken up yesterday."

The boy stopped brushing, and burst afresh
into tears. " I. don't care now," said he,,soh-
bing, " we may as well starve. Mother is dead."

The man of leisure was shocking, and he gave
the pale boy a dollar !

Ready Wit.—An Oxford student joined, with,
out limitation, a party dining at an inn. After
dinner, he boasted so much of his abilities, that
one of the party said—'You have told us enough
of what you can do ; tell UB something you can-
not do.' 'Faith,' said he, 'I cannot pay my share
of the reckoning.'
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Written for the Gem.

OPENING OF THE GEM, 1838.

Another Gem—it comes! dashing in triumph down the
flood of time!

And o'er the past, sweeps the dark moaning wave, in
requiem sublime •

Hark! to that parting swell,
It is the funeral knell;

Over the grave of buried hopes and fears,
It is the low-sad, Tail,
Which tells the gloomy tale

Of life—its passions—conflicts, and its tears!

"We great thee! reign in peace,'thou fair, new Gem!
Queen of an empire vast, this lower sphere!

W e hail thee yet again!
What follows in thy train,

What boon, on us earth's children wilt bestow1?
To thy approach we turn;
Responsive sounds are borne,

On air—we may not ask, and we may dread to know.

O h ! if with thee were giftf, a»d happiness thy dower,
How would we woo thy stay, and bless thy genial

power-,
Bat if the stern, lone, minister of fate,
In awe, and silence, men on thee would wait:

Yet forward', still, nature will brightly look;
Still would prevail,
To bend the refl.

And gaze upon the future's unsealed book!

Eventful year! For what ? To whom art thou 1
How many thrones with their crowned heads shall bow?

While pride doth bend,
Shall work ascend ?

Aye ' many an earthly sun must set;
And star grow pale,
And fond hope fait.

To Gem the new -Gem's brilliant coronet!

Empire like ours—the glorious' West' shall rise.
And ' Jove's,' bright • Eagle,' seek his native skies;

When Liberty unchained,
Her height regained-

Shall sound the trump which calls- the Ration's forth;
Upon the peaceful plain,
Which weors no crimson stain

And truth, waves her white banner o'er the earth.

Thoughts! wherefore press ye on so fast, to chide my
dull delay 1

I am not dreaming, nor asleep !
But making care her watchcloth keep,

From evening's purple, robe of state, till sober dawn of
day.

Thus, to beguilethe weary hours of slowly lagging night,
I do invoke the coming Gem!
In thy dim drapery to appear,

Before my anxious and expectant sight!
THERESA CTL***.

Springfield, Jan. 1st, 1838.

How to raise a Blister.—The Lancet gives
the following quick and simple mode of raising
a blister :

" The surgeon cute a piece of brown paper
of the shape and size he intends vesicating.
This being well damped or moistened with water,
is placed on the limb affected ; a smoothing iron
(such as is used by washerwomen) being pre-
viously well heated, is applied over the moisten-
ed paper; this plan produces a vesicated sur-
face almost instantaneously, being effected by
the steam generated by the contact of hot iron
and moistened paper. This method of blister,
ing being more speedy and less painful than
that commonly adopted, is now generally used
in all cases where it is a matter of importance
to produce immediate vesication."

From the Lady's Companion.
HAPPINESS;

OR, THE MERCHANT OF BALSORA.

Abou Ben Adhem (may his tribe increase)
Awoke one night from a deep dream of peace,
And saw within the moonlight in his room,
Making it rich and like a lily in bloom,
An angel writing in a book of gold ;
Exceeding peace had made Ben Adhem bold,
And to the presence in the room he said,
'What writest Thou V The vision raised its bead,
And with a look, made of all accord,
Answered,' The names that love the Lord.'
• And is mine one V said Abou. ' Nay : not so,'
Replied the Angel. Abou spoke more low,
But cheerly still; and said—' I pray thee, then,
Write me as one that loves his fellow men,'
It came again, with a great wakening light,
And shew'd the names whom love of God had blest,
And lo! Ben Adhem's name led all the rest!—L.Hunl.

Among the merchants of Balsora, Abou Ben
Adhem was distinguished by his wealth and hon-
esty. No man was more upright in his deal-
ings, or more punctual in his payments; he was
honored and respected; his warehouses were
filled with rich goods ; and the profits he de-
rived from his occupation were immense. For
the most costly silks and embroidery, applica-
tion was made to Ben Adhem ; and the Sultan
and the Nobles bestowed on him their favors.—
And the merchant was supposed to be happy.—
But when, on some sudden flood of prosperity,
he was told that he ought to be the happiest of
men, he shrugged up his shoulders, and answer,
ed with a sigh.

'Abou was an upright man : he was punctual
in his payments, because his purse was always
full, and he had no occasion to bid his creditors
call again. Punctual himself, he expected every
body with whom he had dealings to be as punc>-
tual in their payments to him. He was a devout
man : be went to mosque as frequently as the
most pious inhabitants of Balsora, and was as
fervent in his prayers. He never failed to re-
turn thanks to Alia, for any good fortune that
might befal him.' One day some expensive silks
which he expected would have proved unprofita-
ble, were purchased for the Sultan, and he real,
ized considerable more than he had ever antici-
pated. He returned thanks to Heaven, and im.
mediately after his thanks-giving he gave or-
ders for the imprisonment of two debtors, who
had failed in their payments. They were im-
prisoned by his orders and bastinadoed.

Abou was then called upon to subscribe to a
fund for some charitable purpose. He consid-
ered it to be his duty to give his mite ; and he
was happier after he had contributed to the
charitable fund than he was before. He felt
assured that Alia approved of his conduot. A
poor Christian, who had been employed by a be-
nevolent merchant, then deceased, came in a
state of destitution to Abou's gate, and begged
for food. Abou Ben Adhem ordered that the
Christian dog should be driven away, and in-
stead of bread he received the lash i

And Abou wondered that he was not happy;
He was wealthy, esteemed, and honored. His
stores were filled with goqds of great value : his
coffers were well supplied; and his only child
was the fairest and most admired of all the
maidens in Balsora. It was the delight*of her
life to administer to her father's ^happiness : but
Ben Adhem was not happy. His days were past
in a fruitless longing for some indefinite and
unmingled pleasure! and his nights were those
of troubled, but dreamless sleep* Once he be-
held in a vision the gates of paradise, through
which thousands of living souls were entering
in, but when he approached, the gates closed,
and the songs of joy he had previously heard
were changed into a low and murmured wail-
ing. Ben Adhem awoke: the dream troubled

him, and he strove to recollect what offences he
had committed and were unrepented of: what
work of righteousness he had left undone. But
he could not charge himself with aught.

His daughter, Zaide, met him at the first
meal with tearful eyes. Abou embraced his
child, and he besought her to disclose the cause
of her grief. She was beloved by an honest but
humble youth, who was elevating himself day
after day, in fortune and reputation, by his per-
severance and integrity, and Zaide had given his
love for love. And when Ben Adhem asked his
child what caused her tears, she confessed to
him that she loved.

* Well,, my dear child,' replied the merchant,
clasping his daughter to his breast, ' My day of
life is drawing to its close, the sun has gone down
and the coldness and darkness of night are ap-
proaching ; it is fit that thou should'st have
some one to protect thee, when I am gone.—
And who is he thou lovest V

•Alas ! my father, I fear thou wilt visit me
with thy displeasure^? replied Zaide. ' He is of
inferior fortune/

' That is to be regretted, Zaide. It would
have better pleased me hadst thou fixed thy
heart's affections upon one who was equal to thy-
self. But I will not blight thy young hopes, if
the youth be worthy. Who is he thou lovest ?'

1 The son of the olive-merchant, Abdallah.'
Ben Adhem removed his hand from the clear

forehead of his child, and released the hand of
hers which he had grasped, slowly moved away,
exclaiming, hurriedly, f No, no, no, my child;
it cannot be; I would willingly yield thee to a
worthy husband's arms. I would have given
thee to one of lesser fortune if thy choice had
lighted there, but I cannot give thee to the son
of the olive-merchant, Abdallah, for he has done
me much wrong*.'

And Abou Ben Adhem remained deaf to his
child's entreaties, and forbade her to marry Ab-
dallah's son. And when he retired to rest, the
vision of the past night appeared to him; and
when he closed his eyes to sleep he saw again
the gates of Paradise, and they seemed thicker
than before, and were now fastened with massy
chains, and as he approached towards them they
became less and less visible, and then disap-
peared ; and Ben Adhem found that he was in
the midst of utter darkness, and a sound was in
his ears like the roaring of a distant ocean. He
strove to emerge from this dreary scene, but the
farther he proceeded, the deeper was the dark-
ness, and he cried aloud in his agony, * How,
how shall I find my way out of this dreadful
place ?' And immediately a soft low voice
seemed to whisper in his ear, • Love thy fellow
men !' And Ben Adhem suddenly awoke.

His ehild was at his bed-side ; she had come
to summon him to the morning meal. And
while he gazed upon the sunny face of Zaide,
tears came into his eyes ; and holding forth his
arms, he said, ' Kiss me, Zaide, kiss me. Upon
the cheek of innocence let me make my peace
with all the human race.*

And when he rose, he called for the son of the
merchant, Abdallah, and placed the hand of
Zaide in his. Bun Adhem said ' Be this the
surety that I am at peace with all mankind !'—
And he gave orders that his debtors should be
released from prison, and he sent for the Chris,
tian whom his neighbor had left unprovided for,
and took him into his house. And whan the
sun went down, Ben Adhem was a happy man.
And when he laid himself down to rest, sweet
music seemed to lull him to repose, and in his
dream he saw ag*in the gates of Paradise, and
they were open, and the friends of his youth,
the wife of his bosom, were all gathered togeth.
er there, with snowy pinions and bright counte-
nances ; and seraphic music greeted his ears,
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37 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.
and he passed onward to the regions of the
blest.

And when he awoke from his dreaming, he
felt that his mysterious wish was gratified. He
was now a happy man; and looked forward,
with confidence, to tho scene that had been pic-
tured to his dream.

O* There is an excellent moral to be derived
from the following Tale, which is, that it pow-
erfully and pathetically inculcates the danger-
ous tendency, and pernicious effects of mean
suspicions, and hasty or rash conclusions.

From Chamber's Edinburgh Journal.

THE LOST F L O W E R S .
A SCOTTISH STORY.

It was a beautiful morning in May, when Je-
anie Gray, with a small bundle in her hand, took
her leave of the farmhouse of Drylaw, on the
expiration of her half-year's term of service.
She had but a short distance to walk, the vil-
lage of Eslington, about three miles off, being
her destination.

Her destination, on departing from her late"
abode, was, as we have already mentioned, the
village of Eslington, and it is now necessary
that we should divulge a more important mat-
ter—she was going there to be married. Jeanie
Gray could not be called a beautiful girl, yet her
cheerful, though pale countenance, her soft
dark eye and glossy hair, and her somewhat
handsome form, had attracted not a few admi-
rers. Her matrimonial fate, however, had been
early deeided ; and the circumstances under
which it was about to be brought to a .happy is-
sue, were most honorable to both parties inter-
ested. At the age of eighteen, Jeanie's heart
had been sought and won bp-JtVilliam Ainslie, a
young tradesman in the neighboring town.
Deep was the affection which sprang up between
the pair, but they united prudence with love,
and resolved, after binding themselves by the
simple lovevows of their class, to defer their
union until they should have earned enough to
insure them a happy and comfortable home.
J'or six long years had they been true to each
otber, though they had met only at rare inter-
vals during the whole of that period. By indus-
try and good conduct, William had managed to
lay by the sum ©f forty pounds, a great deal for
one in his station ; and this, joined with Jean-
ie's lesser earnings, had encouraged them to
give" way to the long cherished wishes of their
hearts. A but-and a-ben, or a cottage with two
apartments, had been taken aad furnished by
William, and the wedding was to take place on
the day following the May term, in the house of
the bride's sister-in-law.

After Jeanie was seated quietly in her sister-
in-law's house, a parcel was handed in to her
from a lady, in whose service she had formerly
been. On being opened, it was found to contain
some beautiful flowers, which the lady destined
as a present to adorn the wedding cap; an orna-
ment, regarding which, brides among the Scot-
tish peasantry are rather particular. Fatal pre-
sent! bullet us not.anticipate.

The wedding came and passed, not accompa-
nied with boisterous mirth and uproar, Jjut in
quiet cheerfulness, for William, like his bride,
was peaceful in his tastes and habits. Let the
reader then suppose the festive occasion over
in decent order, and the newly married pair
seated in their new house—their own house—
at dinner on the following day.

The quiet msal ©f the pair was interrupted by
the entrance of Mrs. Smith, of Drylaw, who
mentioned with an appearance of kindness, that,
having been accidendally in Eslington that day,
she had thought it her duty to pay a friendly vi-
sit to Jeanie and her good man. Whether curi-
osity had full as much share in bringing about
the visit as friendly feeling, it matters not!
Jeanie and William received her as became her
rank, and the relation in which the former had
lately stood regarding her. Bread and cheese
were brought out, and she was pressed to take
a drop of the best liquor they possessed.

Alas, how sudden are the revolutions in human
affairs! The party were in the midst of an am-
icable conversation, when Mrs. Smith's eye hap-
pened to be caught by the boquet on the top of
the drawers, and a change was at once observa-
ble in her manner. "Jeannie," said she, with
deep emphasis and rising anger, "I did not ex.
pect to see my flowers lying there—say not a
word—I eeet it all—you have been d.\thief— there

is tho evidence of it—I shall not stay another
instant in your house.

So saying, the infuriated and reckless woman
rushetl from the dwelling of the wonder strick-
en pair. Jeanie, as already mentioned was tim-
id and modest to a fault. When her late mis-
tress thus addressed her, Bhe motioned to speak,
but could not, though the blood ruscd to her
face, and her bosom heaved convulsively.—
When left alone with her husband, she turned
her eyes wildly towards him, and a flood of
tears gushed over her cheeks. What thought
William of all this ? His emotion was scarcely
less on hearing the accusation than his wife's ;
and recollecting her saying the flowers cost her
nothing, alas ! he feared that the charge was but
too true. The more than feminine timidity and
delicacy of his wife's nature was not fully known
to him, and her voiceless agitation appeared too
like an inability to confute the imputation.—
He rose, and while Jeanie, still incapable of ut-
terence, could only hold up her hands depreca-
tingly, he cast on her a glance of mingled sor-
row and rebuke and left the room. His wife—
his bride—stricken in the first flush of matron-
ly joy and pride, sunk from her chair on his de-
parture—insensible !

It was rather late, from a cause which has
been already alluded to, before William Ainblie
returned to his home that night. His wife had
retired to rest, but her sister-in-law, who had
been sent for by Jeanie, was in waiting for him,
and revealed the utter falsehood of Mrs. Smith's
accusation, she having been an eye witness to
the receipt of the flowers as a present from an-
other lady. "Take care o' Jeanie, William,"
said her sister-in-law; "she is ill, "a charge o'
that kind is enough to kill her." This predic-
tion unhappily had truth in it. On the ensuing
morning, the young wife was ravingjneoherent-
ly, in a state between slumber and waking. A
deep flush remained permanently on'her coun-
tenance, most unlike the fairness of her com-
plexion. Her muttered exclamations shocked
her husband to the soul. "Oh ! William, you
believe it. But it's no true—it's false !" was
the language she continually murmured forth.

Medical skill was speedily seen to be neces-
sary, and the surgeon who was called in, inform-
ed William that in -consequence of strong excite-
ment, incipient symptoms of brain fever had
made their appearance. The utmost quiet wag
prescribed and blood withdrawn from the tem-
ples in considerable quantity. For a time, these
and'otber remedies seemed to give relief, and the
poor husband never left the side of the sufferer.
Indeed, it seemed as if she could not bear him
to be absent; her mind always reverting, when
he was out of sight, to the idea that he believed
the charge that had been made against he?*, and
had left her forever. The oft repeated assuran-
ces to the contrary, from his own lips, seemed
at length to produce conviction, for she at last
was silent on the subject. But the charge—the
blow—had struck too deep. Jeanie Ainslie—if
we may call her by a name she was destined so
short a time to bear—fell, after two or three days
illness into a state of stupor, which continued
with short and rare intervals, and on the eighth
day after her nuptials her pure spirit departed.

Several days after charging the innocent Jea-
nie with the abduction of her flowers, Mrs.
Smith, of Drylaw, found, by a discovery of her
new servant, that one of her young children,
impatient of the flowering of a rosebud in the
little garden nigh the farm house, had lighted
upon the artificial boquet in her mother's dress-
ing room, and had carried it out and stuck it up-
on the bush. There the flowers were accord-
ingly found, and Mrs. Smith, who was far from
being an evil-intentioned womon, did fuel re-
gret at having charged the loss upon the guilt,
less. Ignorant of air that had passed at Esling-
ton in the interval, she determined to call at
William Ainslie's on her visit to the village and
explain her mistake.

That call was made two days after Jeanie's
death ; and on Mrs. Smith's entering the room,
she found William sitting by his bereaved hearth
with his sister-in-law, and another kind neigh,
bor bearing himfcompany. "Oh, by the bye—
those flowers !" said the unwelcome visiter, in a
tone and manner which she meant should be
condescending and insinuating, "how sorry I
am for what happened about those flowers.—
Where do you think I found them after all ?—
in a rosebush in the garden where Jemima had
put them. And now I am come to say that I
am sorry for it, and hope that it will be all over."

William Ainslie bad risen slowly during this

extraordinary speech ; and now raising his fin.
ger towards his lips, he approached and took
Mrs. Smith by the hand, beckoning at the same
time to the women who were seated with him.—-
They seemed intuitively to comprehend hi»
wishes, and rising, moved towards the bed, a-
round which the curtains were closely drawn,'
William leading, forward also the unresisting
and bewildered visiter. The women drew the
curtains aside, and William, fixing his eyes on
Mrs. Smith, pointed silently to the body of hit
wife, shrouded in the cerements of death, and
lying with the pale uncovered face upturned to
that heaven for which her pure life had been a
fitting preparation. The wretched and false ac-
cuser gazed with changing color on the corpse
of the dead innocent, and, turning her looks for
a moment on the silent faces around,that regard-
ed her more in sorrow than in anger; she utter-
ed a groan of anguish as the truth broke on her;
then, bursting from the hand which Held her,

•she hastily departed from the house.
There is little now to add to this melancholy

.story, which, unhappily is but too trne. The
little more we have to add is but in accordance
with the tenor of what has been told. After
the burial cf his Jeanie, William Ainslie de-
parted from Eslington ; and what were his fu-
ture fortunes no one can tell, for he never was
seen or heard of again in his native place. As
to the unhappy woman who was the occasion of
this lamentable catastrophe which we have re-
lated, she still lives to .deplore the rashness of
which she was guilty.

BRIDGET'S ACCOUNT OF HER INTER-
VIEW WITH THE DENTIST.

" Well, Bridget," says Margery, " How did
you get along with the Docthur—what did ye
say til hem, and what he do til ye V

Bridget.—It's nothing he did til me, nor I to
hem, that's all—only says I—" Och Docthur,
Docthur dear, its me tooth that aches entirely,
sure it is ; and I've a min to have it drahn out,
and it plaze ye." " Do it pane ye," says he til
me. " Oeh murtlier, cau ye ax me that now,
and me all the way down here to see ye about
it," says I. . " Sure have I slept day or night,
these three days. ? Havn't I tried all manes to
quiet the jumping devil ? Din't they tell me to
put raw brandy in my mouth, but would it stay
there, jist till me now ? No, the devil a bit
could I keep it up in me mouth, though its far
from the likes of me to be drinking'the brandy
without extreme provocation, or by accident."
So thin the docthur took his iron instruments in
a hurry, with as little consarnmint of mind as
Barney Would swape the knives and forks from
the table. " Be aizy, Docthur," says I—"there's
time enough—you'll no be in such a hurry when
your turn comes, I'm thinkin." " O, well;"
said the docthur, " and yer no ready now, ye
may come the morrow." " Indade, Docthur,
I'll no stir from this seate wid this ould tooth
alive in me jaw," says I ; " so ye may jist pre-
pare, but ye nade not come slashing at a poore
Christian body, as if ye would wring her neck
aff first, and draw her tooth at ye convenience
afterwards. Now clap on yer pinchers, but
mind ye get hoult of the right one—ye may aizi-
ly see it by its aching and jumping." " O,"
says he, " I'll get the right one," and with that
he jabs a small razor looking weapon intil me
mouth, and cuts up me goorns, as if it were
nought but cowld mate for hash for breakfast.
Says I—" Docthur, thunder and blood, for my
mouth was full of blood—what in the d'vil are
ye afthur ? D'ye ye want to make an anatomy
of ajiving crature, ye grave robber, ye." •• Sit
still,"' says he—jamming something like a cork-
screw intil me jowl, and twisting the very sowl
out of me. I sat still because the murthering
thafe iield me down with his knee, and the
gripe of his iron in my lug. He then gave me
one awful hard wring, hard enough lo wring a
wet blanket as dry as gun powder. Didn't I
think the day o' jidgmint was come, tell me ?
I felt the head fly aff me showlders, and look-
ing up saw something monstrous bloody in the
docthur's wrenching iron—" Is that my head
you've got there," says I—•• No, its only yer
tooth," ho made answer. •« May be it is," said
I, as my eyes began to open, and putting my
hand up, I found the outside of my face on,
though I felt as if all the inside had been hauled
out. I had taken a dollar and a half to pay for
the operations—thinking it would be enough
for a poor woman to pay ; but I thought I'd jest
ax him the price. So says I, " Daathur, h
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much may ye ax besides the trouble ?" " Fifty
eints," says he—«• Fifty cints !•• says I—*1 Sure
I've not been submitting three days to that ty-
rant of a tooth for fifty cints.—Troth this same
tathe-pulling is not so very expinsive, and I'm
much obleegcd til ye, Docthur."

Margery—But where's the tooth—yer should
have brought it home and dipped into salt, and
flung it over jer left shoulder into the fire—yell
have bad lucft all the rest of ycr life.

Bridget—The devil take the tooth, and the
bad luck too, if ever I think of it any more—
Bore I've had enough of its company.—Boston
Post.

THE BEAUTIES OF MUSIC.
14 Music exalts each joy, aliays each grief,
Expels diseases, softens every pain,
Subdifc s the rage of poison and of plague."

They undoubtedly entertain a very mean and
degrading opinion of the polite arts who con-
sider them merely as subservient to amusement,
or, at most, to that cultivation of mind which
tmollit mores, nee sinit esseferos.—The history
of the world evinces that they have all a much
higher and more beneficial influence upon the
dispositions and happiness of man.

Though we can no longer indulge, except for
its poetry, in the ancient superstition which
gave personation to the arts, and then held them
up as divinities ; yet we cannot deny that they
are important auxiliaries to the worship of the
Deity, and that they assume the most attractive
form when enlisted in the service of the altar.
Of music, in particular, we have always been
inclined to think, that not only its best, but most
sublime employments are in thiB way, and thai
it is never so well applied as- when soothing the
disordered passions into peace, or elevating the
devotional feelings of the human heart.

We are not prepared to credit all that some of
the ancients have affirmed respecting the moral
influences of music ; nor that

-" Things inanimate have moved
And, aa with living sounds, have been informed
By magic numbers and persuasive eound."

We do no^expect it to quiet a mob, any more
than to unite a broken bone. We are even wil-
ling to admit, that under any state of society
which we hsve witnessed, or of v hich we can
conceive, the refinement of the Lacedaemoni-
ans, in making it penal to add another string to
the lyre, as a species of luxury, or an engine of
corruption, is as absurd as it would be to deny
to music any power over the feelings and pas.
sions of man.

Canus a musician at Rhodes, when Appollo-
nius inquired what he could effect by means of
music, replied that he could make a melancholy
man merry, a merry man mad, a lover moreen,
amored, and a religious man more devout. That
it can soothe grief, and exhilerate the depressed
spirit, who that has an ear for melody, or a
heart to feel has not experienced ? That it en-
livens what was gay before, and can make even
buffoonery tolerable, who that has listened to it
amid the festival, or daring a pantomine, will
venture to deny ?—To its martial effects the an-
nals of war fully testify, and few are found sc
low inspirit as not to have felt a kind of inspi-
ration of courage from the sound of a march or
the note of a patriotic air.

The powerful influence of national or domes.
tic music over the mind, is strikingly evinced
in the instance of the Scottish Highlanders and
the natives of Switzerland ; certain tunes, asso-
ciated with their homes and country, being play.
ed in their hearing, causes so violent a desire to
revisit them as to induce the deepest melancho-
ly—even terminating in death when circumstan.
«6B prevent their deeire from being accomplish.
ed. If facts of this kind are too notorious to
bear an explanation, which would lead at once
to the most trite topics, what a scope there must
be within the power of music, for effects the
most salutary to the human mind—from the ex-
hibition of the mere lively tune, to the sublimi-
ty of the anthem—from the insinuation of ten-
der passion, to excitement of martial order.

It is not surprising therefore, that physicians
and philosophers should esteem music as not the
least powerful of the means calculated to exhil-
arate a sorrowful heart and to lighten and divert,
if not to remove, those intense cares and anx-
ious thoughts, which lead to melancholy. Mu-
sic, remarks old Burton, is the medicine of the
mind—it rouses and revives the languishing
soul; affects not "only the ears, but the very ar-
teries ; awakens the dormant powers of life,
r the animal spirits, and renders the dull,

severe, and sorrowful mind, erect and nimble.
According to Cassidorus, it will not only expel
the severest grief, soften the most violent ha-
tred, mitigate the sharpest spleen, but extenuate
tear and fury, appease cruelty, abate heaviness,
fnd bring the mind to quietude and rest.

ON DITS.
From the Boston Pearl.

The following cases of absence of mind, are
all we have been able to collect during the past
week.
A fireman intending to place his ladder against

a house that was on fire, placed it against the
window of a house in another street and nearly
drowned a young lady by playing in upon her
bed, while she was in a sound sleep.

A military officer intending to ride out, pla-
ced the saddle on the horse's belly and fastened
the bridle to his tail. He did not perceive his er-
ror till he put his feet in the stirrups.

A hen instead of setting on her eggs, got up-
on a heap of pig iron from which she hatched
out a large number of spikes.

A schoolmaster intending to flog one of his
boys, used up the cowskin on his own shoulders,
but did not perceive his mistake until he tried
to run home-crying to hts mother.

Absence.—A Jack Ketch lately undertook to
hang a criminal—but, in a slate of mental ab-
sence, he put the rope around his own neck.—
He did not discover his mistake until he heard
his neck crack when he was swinging of.

la time of peace prepare for war.—On Cape
Cod, as soon as a young lady is engaged to be
married she suffers her finger nails to grow long,
so that in case she should be obliged to throw
herself on her reserved rights, she may come to
the scratch with some prospect of success.

When you see two men walking down Wash-
ington street, arm in ami, and looking as grave
as senators of Rome, with the heels of their stock-
ings out and their beards long, you may be sure
they are going to establish a new penny papier.

We understand that an old lady lately told her
household that she should be obliged to get a-
nolher toothbush into the family as she had ta-
ken so many boarders, that one was not enough
for the wHole concern.

A man in Brighton lately swore such a trem-
endous oath as to split the end of his tongue a-
bout half an inch. Another became so addicted
to intemperance that his nose assnmed the form
of a demijohn and one of his eyes turned to
glass.

A tall gentleman stood so cozy on the top of
a house that he tuured into a steeple and his head
whirled in the breeze like a weathercock.

A Nantucket whaling captain reports that the
fog was so thick one morning on the coast of
Perue,his cook mixed it up with Blush and water,
and made bitters of it.

BrandreWs Pills.—A man totally blind was
immediately cured yesterday as soon as he open,
ed his eyes and looked at one of the boxes.
An editor lately married a wife by the name of

Cold. As he has caught Cold, she may prove a

From the Ithaca Herald.
IN PLACE.

WATCHMAKER'S CORRESPONDENCE.
The following epistle has been placed in our

hands, and we place it in its place in our paper,
in order to place it in the hands of our numer-
ous readers, that they may place their optics up-
on it, and* give it a place in their memories.

20th Feb. 1838.
Mr

Dear Sir—Gen. W. of this place, says there
is a man in your place, by the name of PLACE,
who knows now to place the works of a watch in
the true place to keep good time. The time
part of mine Bdems out of place. Allow me to
place it in your care, and trouble you to place it
in Mr. PLACE'S hands, that he may place its
wheels in the right place, to keep good time in
all placet. Shall place myself in your place
next week. Yours in every place.

It is worthy of remark that God has never
created any thing in the form of a square. Ev-
cry thing is curved—fruit, animal bodies, plan-
ets, &c. Hence the impropriety of calling a
man a BLOCKHEAD, which conveys the idea of a
square skull.

WITTICISMS;

From the Boston Pearl.

A surveyor of the highways felt rather streak-
ed at being introduced to the mayor by a plain
peasant as "the HIGHWAY-MAN."

A young lady in love with a highly-scented
fob, was accustomed to sit in a hair-dressers
shop during his absence, for then, she averred,
he seemed to be always present with her.

A vender of a new medicine was exhibiting
certificates from persons who had been cured by
his nostrums, when a son of St. Patrick begged
permission to read one of the letters from those
who had died under his prescription.

Conversation with a gentleman is like riding
in a spring carriage, but conversation with a
bore is like travelling in a common wagon, when
at every rod you travel, the jolting shakes up
your bones, and makes your veiy heart ache.

It is now considered ungenteel, in Bangor, for
a man to flog his wife with, a rope larger than a
common eod-]ine.

A drunkard came near being fined at the Po-
lice Court—but a wealthy and learned relative
agreed to take him home and look out for him.

"Worse and worse," said the culprit—"I
thought I was only to be FINFD, but I now find
that I must be RE-FINED."

A poet entitles his piece "the worth of wo-
man." We don't know cxectly what they are
worth here; but in New Orleans, colored ones
bring from five to fifteen hundred dollars.

Riotous Wit.—During the memorable aboli-
tion mob in this city, a few of the rioters gave
chase to William Knapp, the publisher of the
Liberator. While on the full run, they w e r e
met by several of their acquaintances^ .who hail-
ed them with—'Aha! my good fellows—it Eeems
you are wide awake!' '

'So far from that,' answered one of the pur.
suers—'we are going to take a Knapp.

'Papa,' said a little urchin to his father the
other day, 'I saw a printer go down the street
just now.'

'Did you, sonny—how did you know that the
person whom you saw was a printer V

'Cause I did papa.'
'But he might have been a carpenter, a black-

smith, a shoemaker, or—'
'Oh no papa—he was a printer, for his panta-

loons were patched—the crown was out ©f his
hat—and his old coat was all torn ! I'm certain
he was a printer.'

Ancedote of a girl Romantically in Love.—
I have noted an account, says Kotzebue, which
is said to have happened very reoently, and
winch will touch the feelings of moBt of mv rea
ders as it did me.
She was pbaying on her harpsicord, and her
lover used often to accompany her oil the harp:
ne died, and his harp remained in he? room. Af-
ter the first excess of despair, she sunk into the
deepest melancholy.vand much time elapsed ere
she could sit down to her instrument. At last
she did so—gave some touches—and hark! the
harp turned alike, resounded an echo! The good
girl was at first seized with a secret shuddering
but soon felt a kind of soft melancholy, she
thought herself firmly persuaded that the spirit
of her lover was softly sweeping the strines of
instrument. fa

The harpsicord, from this moment, constitu-
ted her only pleasure, as it alone afforded her
the joyful certainty that her lover was, still ho-
vering about her. One of those unfeeiinif-men
who want to know and clear up evry thing once
entered her apartment; the, girl instantly begged
him to be quiet, for that verry instant the harp
spoke most distinctly. Being informed of the
amiable illusion whieh overcame her reason, he
laughed, and with a great display of learning,
proved to her by experimental/ physics, that all
was very nattural. Fro.n,that instant the mai-
den grew melaocholy, drooped, and soon after
died.

A Pun in Ebony.—"Well, Charley," said a
gentleman this morning to his boot black, "how
do you get along these hard times ?" "Oh, well
massa; we rub and go."—Boat, Trans.
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THE EASTERN SHORE.
BY THI AUTHOH OF "± SCKNE ON THE BAHAMA BANES."

There are many persons, even of those who
profess themselves acquainted with the geogra-
phy of our immense and varied country, who
are ignorant that there is such a place as the
Eastern Shore of Maryland and Virginia, and
the peculiar features of the country are very
imperfectly appreciated by those who do not
know of its whereabout.

In many respects, it is a singular district.
Apparently formed by gradual depositions from
the ocean, increased by the alluvion of its many
rivers, it juts out in a long, low triangle, whose
base may be considered at the highlands in Tal-
bot county, Maryland, and Kent, in Delaware,
and gradually diminishes to its apex, at Cape
Charles.

Skirted on the Atlantic by a succession of
ow, 6andy islands, among which Chincoteague

land Assateague are the largest, the-fury of the
waves is exhausted on these natural barriers,
while the various sounds, inlets and bays, teem-
ing with small craft, are comparatively quiet.

Many deep and winding rivers roll in their
torturous course, through the dense forests and
t hriving fields of this country, and bear the pro-
duce of the earth and water to our cities.

The vessels, almost invariably of that beau-
tiful and peculiar kind of schooners which are
found in such numbers at Baltimore, penetrate
every navigable water in the United States;
and their low and graceful hulls, simple rig,
and clean cut sails, may constantly be seen on
the noble Chesapeake. The seamen are a hardy
race, unmatched as steersman, and prompt to
encounter any difficulty.

Soou after the war of 1812, the attention of
this enterprising race was called to the West
Indies, to the several ports of which they ex-
ported large quantities of grain and other pro-
duce, realizing a heavy profit, and returning
with fall cargoes of sugar, coffee, molasses, and
rum- This trade had been in successful opera-
ration many years at the period of which I am.
about to speak..

It was on a bright September eve, the sun
bad but just sunk into his crimson canopied
couch,, the long files of the summer duck were
wringing their way from the reedy marshes of
the Anhamessex to their more private resting
places for the night, and the deep boon of the
nighthawk as, with curved wing and open
moutb, he descended on his prey, sounded on
the dull and quiet air. The dark waters were
rapidly rushing by the marsh-clad shore, rip-
pling in strong eddies as they whirled round
the numerous points, while here and there the
tickle of the wave and the light babble ^told of
the lurking place of tbe trout. The widening
stream spread in bolder sweeps, and the shore,
*tiU retreating farther, were now clothed with
mighty trees to the water's edge. A small but
deep creek ran winding up through the girdle
of marsh, and bending round a point of the
highland, passed-by a small/and oddly construct,
ed. store .'The building was but a story in height,
with very, high gable ends of brick, and a huge
chimney in the middle of a sleep hipped roof
with immense dormer windows ; its 'whole ap-
pearance strengly reminded one of the peculiar-
ly fierce cocked hats which delight the rabble-
ment of our city, when perched on well-whis-
kered head of «ome doughty militia officer on
some training day.

An enormous willow, whose long and grace-
rully bending branches swept the roof, stood
before the door. Upon its huge and knobbed
crunk were nailed several horse-shoes, one end
attached to the tree, the other projecting like a
hook, hold the bridle reins of several horses,
whose riders were lounging about in various at
titudea..

Som$ in the store were engaged, as usual
with Americans, in a controversy on politics,
others discussing the state of the crops aud
aeasone, while outside was a gang of negroes,
novae engaged in. playing .fives against a corn-
stack, and others equally well employed.

Here an elderly man, in a square-docked fus-
tian coat, with white metal buttons, and Vir-
ginia clothin expressible* of home manufacture,
was faying down the law to a tall; lank, broad,
tint stooping sheulderad, and peculiarly clumsy
and ungraceful man,, on whose countenance,

of dissipation and exposure had traced i t s ' in-
effible characters. He as well as most of the
others, seemed of that indescribable tint which
pervades the lowlands of the south, and which
may be pretty well likened to that of a pumpkin
just turning yellow, while still there is a sub-
stratum of green. Loosely put together, and
as if nature in forming him had neglected to
unite the joints by any firm ligament, there
was a shambling awkwardness, a want of con-
nection in the movements of his various limbs,
which utterly spoiled what might have been a
very fine figure. Still there was redeeming ex-
pression m the eye, which, in its shrewd and
keen glance, contradicted the vague, undeter-
mined, anc sensual ch aracter of the rest of the
face. Such as we have described him, he lay
tw sted into a snarl, on an old box near the door,
listening to the old man's tirade against the ta-
riff.

' I'll tell you now, Bill, what I think on't;
it's nothing but a scheme to get money out on
us poor folks % for see here, if it warn't for this
gyornd tariff, 'stead er wrapping my old body
up in this 'ere old fustian jastian jacket, (the
old voman makes 'em all for me,) I might a had
a tippy broadcloth coat.'

• Ay, Old Bob, so you might, 'an it ud a ben
fine to plough all day in, eh? and what would
your old woman do for somethin' to be arter '
And besides, old man, you oughn't to blow out
so sharp agin |this here law, for if there warn't
no laws agin smuggling, and no duties or cus-
tom house officers to dodge, how could I give
you sixty cents for your corn, and sell you ohi
Jamaica at the price of whiskey—answer me
that ?'

The old man shook his head and said, 'WeJl,
Bill, I ain't never thought of that. I shouldn't
be surprised if you couldn'i. But, I say, when
are you off agin ?'

•Thar.lios the Betsey Ann, down yonder, an-
chor atrip, and sails shuck out, so you may
guess."

'Well, mind you don't you get caught this
tirrie ; they cum mighty nigh it last time, them
blaody pirates. Now, do jist tell us about that,
will you V

*Coil yourself away here, then, and I will.
So here goes—but stop, I must wet my neck
first. Well, I cleared out of Kingston harbor
one sweet morning, except it war mighty hot
for us, though it war cool for them-. There had
been a mighty clean built, sharp, copper-bot-
tomed sarpent ©f a clipper lying next to us in
harbor, and no one could tell what the devil he
came theve for ; there wasn't only four men and
two boys on deck, or I should have known what
to think. Howsever, we left her lying there,
and got us foresail up, set flying taupsies, and
slipped out mighty easy and quit. We were just
loaded so as to trim her handsomely, and as we
ran by this cursed schooner, up jumps her skip-
per on the companion, * Good mornin,' says he ;
* Little above prime,1 says I ; • sails hke a witch,
and steers herself So, as he seemed to look at
her mighty hard, I thought Pd banter him so,
says I, heave up your anchor, and stand out
with me a doyen miles or so ; I'll beat $»u as
far as from the first of June to the Great Chop-
tank.' ' Sorry I can't go now,' says he, ' but
I'll catch you afore you make the Capes.' 'The
devil you will/ says I ; • nobody catches the
Betsey Ann while. I sail her.* He didn't say
no more, but takes a look up at his foretopmast:
so I takes a squint there myself, and sees that
it looked mighty long and square rigged for a
gaff, but we hauled us tacks abroad, set all on
her, and stood out. Well, we had a nice time
on't, and slipped alone right merry, got into the
Gulf, and thought we must be close on to the
Capes. So we stands in, and just as we comes
in sight of the land somewhere about Pamlieo,
I sees a vessel further in shore than we were,
and bearing away with all sail set alow and.
aloft; well, at first I thinks nothing of this, for
there's a mighty lot of coasters all along there,
so then we ran along, wind off shore, and just
abaft the beam, Somehow I had a sorter sneak,
ing that I seen her afore ; but then agin, si e
had' topsails and topgallants set—a rig'lar mor.
fordite., Bymby she edges away a. pint, and
we haute closer; so I takos another look, and
I wish I may be shot if it wan't that same chap
we left in Kingston. Then I remembered ha
said he'd catch us before we got into the Gapes,,
and the rascal knowed what we had aboard, and
I began te ftel gyornd quo-re. But I jist called
all hands to- tauten-, every, thing?,, and, there we.
wese iMtnkinei ajora*-~we, fer.juAg- tactaft, by, hip*

into the wind, and he jist keeping away enough
to keep us out of the Capes. It was a right
pretty day when we first saw him, three hours
by sun, and I knew the Betsey Ann warn't to
beat easy, so I pot all on her; the breeze came
fresh, and about noon it blue like blue blazes.
Still we held all, the schooner pitching like
mad, masts bent till the weather lanyards sung
like your old bass viol, gunnels under, and the
water washing fore and aft. Still the feller
gained on us, but bymby his to'gallant split to
ribands, and we hauled a little ahead. I soon
found that it wouldn't do to keep her straining
so, for the timbers creaked and twisted like oak
splits ; I had to ease her off a little, and spite of
all I could do he was gainin' on us, slow but
sure. To rights I saw the light-house, and I
had no chance of getting inta the right channel,
so I put her right stem on for the shoals, and as
I looked over the quarter, I sees his d d flag
run up. Then, thinks I just as well to take the
salt water with my throat whole, as to have it
cut for convenience of swallowing.

' You see" the beggar darn't fire for fear of the
cutters, and it seemed to me that I could a'most
see him grinning to himself to think that if I
did not stop for him, I'd 'go to pieces. I called
all hands aft and show 'em the pirate, and tells
them who it is, though they know'd that, and
then tells 'em that I should put over the break.
ers rather than be taken. Old Jo walked aft
and took the tiller, and the others stood by the
braces. Just then I thought we might go over
without being broken up, for you know Macrea-
dy builds his boats mighty strong, so I mounted
on the bowsprit, and holding on by the jib stay,
I looked for the best place to stick her on, and
as I saw the breakers didn't come so high on the
larboard bow, I laid her on.

' I shall never forget that time. I clung on
to the jib stay like grim death to a dead nigger,
and when the first breaker took her it ran on
with her half a dozen lengths, and then as we
careened' on among- the foam and' froth and
heaving of the wave, I looked down as it began
to settle, and our jib boom was pointed, quiver-
ing like lightning, right into the sand; I was
afraid she would turn a clean somerset. I tell
ye, man, I saw the sea curling, twisting and
boiling up in whirls like snow wreaths—then
she took the ground with a vengeance, and
snap, snap, went our topwast back-stay, and tbe
topmast pitched twenty yards ahead of us, and
the-jib-boorn cracked off in the rings right un.
der my feet—we all expected it, so that it 'only
shook, us mightily and let us go. I sees another
breaker corning in twenty foot abreast, and I
screamed to hold on for lives. Lord ! I C6uld*nt
hear myself, it was no use. Sure enough, here
it was on us, roaring like forty thousand devils,
and spirting the foam in a sorter fashion, that
warn't slow. It took us right astern, and before
she eould rise, swept the deck clear forward,
and that lapsided fellow Charley brought up
again the fore shrouds or he'd a gone over.
Well, she staggered and trembled all over, but
rase through the salt at last like one of those
south gioutherlies out yonder, and away we went
again on our high horse, and by the greatest
luck in the world, he carried us over, juBt tip-
ping off the rudder by a devilish kick in the
starn, just to bid us good by, you knows, like
the Irishman's hint. There was about a dozen
planks started, but no great scratch after all.
' Hard up, Joe,' says I, as He pitched across.
' Hard up it is,' says he, and, sure enough, when
I looked, there was the tiller over the main
boom, and the rudder more than half on deck.
However, we boomed all out, and steered her
up with a long sweep; and made out to get up
here, land cargo, repair damages, and so on.
As for our friend, he hauled his wind, and stood
off #ith a couple o r cutters in full chase. So
much for that yarn.'

' Well,' said the old man, who had been all at-
tention, ' sure as you're born, Bill Roach, that's,
the head story that evsr, I hearn tsll of. And;
you're going agin among; them b&ody chaps.'

• Sartin I:am ; there's four thousand bushels,
aboard the Betsey Anm, and as long as I can
sell that and bring home West India rum and,
so on, why Bill Roach goes. Why, man, I'm,
1 pluribus,' and besides, old dad, I've had the
Betsey Ann's mainmast lifted and put one of
the real old piatareens under the step, so no-
harm, can come to her. Any way,, you may
look for rae this day four weeks, standing into*
this same muddy hole* with lots of the right
stuff aboard,, and m m be a. few bags of the b &

• % mm *
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'TVas moonlight on the Chesapeake, some
months after this ; the light and gentle breeze
dimpled the waters, bearing the fog slowly on in
its embrace, stirring the piaoid surface of the
bay into a thousand ripples, on which gleamed
the cold light of the yellow moon ; while farther
out to windward, the fog, half lit, and misty
with her bewildered rays, began to enclose a
reasonably large topsail schooner. Just notice
her before she is totally enveloped. You will
see that Bhe has a remarkable breadth of beam,
very raking mainmast, which supports an al-
most disproportionate and singularly square
mainsail, the boom of which projects considera-
bly over her taffrail ; her maintopmast is a very
long and tapering stick, apparently unsupport-
ed, and the whole mast rakes so far that her
long and waving fly is almost directly over the
binnacle. As your eye runs forward, you will
notice that her bulwalks are painted red inside,
and that there are four parts of a side, which
are ornamented with short sizes and canonnade
slides; that her deck is remarkably white, her
main mast and main-boom garnished with very
neat boarding-pikes and cutlasses, that her
shrouds are wider than usual, her bows tumble
out very much, and her yards very long and
square. So much for her deck, &o. Outside
she is painted black with a white streak and a
small red bead, coppered to the bends, with a
very projecting jib boom, and, altogether, a
knowing looking craft. Permit me to introduce
you to the United States Revenue Cutter Jona-
than. She is just at present under main-sail,
foresail, and jih, making about three knots.
Her live stock consists of the commander,
(Captain by courtesy,) Elihu Jenkins ; there
he is, that thin, long, mathematical gentleman,
put together at right angles ; his lieutenant yon-
der, just forward of the companien, is a good-
humored, bald, greasy.looking character, who
laughs from the bottom of his stomach, but a
good seaman and keeps a sharp eye to wind-
ward.

There, too, is an unfortunate exquisite in the
shape of a mid, from a crack ship, doomed for
some peccadillo to do duty in what he" consid-
ers the purgatory of * cutter. The crew are
some twenty-five fine-looking fellows, real tars,
with well bronzed features, short sinewy frames,
powerful shoulders and arms, and light,, thin
flanks and lower timbers. One keen active
fellow is perched on the topgallant yard, and
sweeps the horizon carefully with, practised eye.
Soon he sees the elean white sails of the smug-
gler gleaming in the moonlight, and his call of
sail bo t rouses all on deck ' Whereaway,'
says the lieutenant. * Right abeam, sir, just un-
der the land, there, you. can see her coming out
from that clump of pines.'

• Jump up the rigging, Mr.' said the officer to
our dandy, * and report her course.' The gen-
tleman did so accordingly, and reported her
heading the same way,, and D my eyes,'
said lie, somewhat surprised, • if she hasu't her
larboard tacks aboard, and we've got the star-
board.' • Oh aye, I dare say,' said the lieuten-
ant, • there is frequently a variation of eix to
eight points in the wind on the one side, of the
bay from the other.'

• Make all sail on her, and let as try her
heels.'

' Aye, aye.' muttered, an old shoreman) the or-
acle of the forecastle, • it's easy enough to make
sail, but the craft don't swim that will overhaul
the Betsey Ann in such a whiffle as this. Why,
lads, she don't want no wind, she'll slip along
rightflmart, when any thing else can't move.
Tell ye what, ye must whistle for a stiff breeze
before you can expect to lay along side of her,
and she has got the land breeze to help her too.'

However, the Jonathan was completely cover-
ed with piles of saowy. canvas, and began to
ripple through the water, but in five minutes the
fog enveloped her, thick enough to turn a yan-
kee razor, and soon the sails flapped heavily and
wet against the masts. Still her course was
laid «o as to cut off the smuggler, and, the boats
were just ordered out as the mist began to heave
toward* the land, and soon the huge curtain rose
with a, sudden and writhing effort, and the limbs
and branches of the mighty pipe*, upon the
shore were seen to twist and: struggle with the
eoming gust, while masses of the more delicate
twigs- and leaves flew off in a green shower.
lM»ke fast* all, down with the helm:, clue up
and fiirl, sjir men •* stir, in with dfc let fly the
Halyard*, haul down, in mainsail,due up, dpu-
b d r f ^ r e a a i l , ' were the Hurried ofdsrs oftk»

'• In with- jfrinJl* down.fa* $«u» timfe

men, down.' Every sail was in but the fore-
sail, and storm jib set, and the men bad barely
reached the deck, when the land squall burst
upon them. The cutter had been put right be-
fore it, and as the wind struck her, she was
pressed heavily down head first, till the water
curled over the catheads ; then, straggling for-
ward, she emerged; her upper yards parted
with a sharp, splintering crash, and she sprung
on like a war horse at the trumpet. The sea
soon rose, and as the maddened craft plunged
deep into the abysa, the curling waves followed
with loud roar behind, but she was safe for the
precept.

Meanwhile, far to windward, the Betsey Ann,
having more notice of the squall, was brought
down to bare poles, and confiding in the staunch-
ness of his craft, Roach held her nearest to the
wind, and when ever a fiercer gust would strike
her, she was edged off a little and then luffed up
to the wind again. Soon the gust passed over,
and while the Jonathan was fiercely ploughing
across the bay before the tempest the dandy mid
had the gratification of observing that the storm
had passed the schooner, and that she was laying
up for the Annamessex under reefed mainsail
and jib. The broad waters of the river foamed
under her keel, and she ran up to the creek,
furled, anchored, and unloaded the supernumer-
ary hogsheads & c , and when the customhouse
officer came down, there was rto more on board
than her manifest exhibit.

Thus did Roach in more than one trip foil the
keen-eyed revenue ; the secret cellar of the old
store, and the hiding-place in the windmill,
were enlarged to hold his illegal merchandize.
As for his further acts and deeds, does not Som-
erset county know ?—Gent. Mag. H.

Arsenic, in wax candles.—The attention of the
Westminster Medical Society was drawn to the
natuie of the composition of German wax can-
dles, by Mr. Scott, who considered the matter
of BO much importance to the public health, as
to require the immediate consideration of the
medical werld. It appeared from the observa-
tions of the different speakers, that on the first
introduction of these particular candles into the
market. Mr. Everitt, after a most careful an-
nalysis, discovered four grains of pure metallic
arsenic in each candle ; but recently the com-
position had arrived to such a pitch, that no less
than a drachm of arsenic was stated by Mr.
Scott to be found in each candle,—that is, in the
proportion of 1 to 28.

A young Logician.—The Prince of Piedmont
was not quite seven years old, when his precep-
tor, Cardinal (then Fathen) Gudil, explained to
him the fable of Pandora's box. He told him
that all the evils which afflict the human race
were shut up in the fatal box, which Pandora,
tempted by curiosity, opened;-when they im-
mediately flew out, and spread themselves over
the surface of the earth, fc What, father !'said
the young prince, were all the evils shut up in
that box V ••' Yes,' answered the preceptor.
' That cannot be,' replied the piinee, ' since cu-
riosity tempted Pandora ; and that evir, which
could not have been in it, was not the least,
since it was the origin of all.'

From the New York American.
SONG.

BY LIEUTENANT, G. W. PATTEN, U. S A R M .
I come in tby presence

To worship and woo ;
With none to befriend me,

Undaunted I sue.
I care not, though fair o

So the« I may win,
For suitor without,

Or for guardian with) m
The long buried secret

Now, now,I impart;
The chain of thy beauty

Hath won to my heart
The tones to raak,e happy,

Thy lips ever bear,
Have haunted my bosom,

Like shadow and care. <
©b t bright but untried one*.

Hear not with disdain ;.>,
Thy smils is my pleasure,,

Tby<frown i« my pain. -
But apeak—and I care no

Bo.thee Proay wit>~.

HONESTY NOT THE BEST POLICY.
Ere aught I knew of this world's treasures,
Its tempting stores or tempting pleasures,
My good instructors always taught me
'Honesty is the best policy'—and so I thought me ;
But think no more—since, t'other day,
Tempted by sparkling eyes to stray,
I stole a kiss—which gave such a feeling,
I'm ne'er so happy as when stealing.

Dialogue.—' Have you heard,' asked a loafer
the other day of a brother, ' that the Boston
Banks have broke?'

'Broke! how can that be? they suspended
last May.'

•Yes, but they broke again.'
•How?'
•Why, you fool, they run out of paper.'

When we have lost a favorite horse or a dog,
we usually endeavor to console ourselves, by
the recollection of some bad qualities they hap-
pened to possess ; and we are very apt to tran.
qujllize our minds by similar remiscences, on
the death of these friends who have left us noth.
ing.

Stop and Go.—As an Irishman was leading a
horse the other day, the animal broke from him
and ran. Some passengers planted themselves
in the road to stop him, which Paddy observing,
and fearing they would scare the horse, cried,
'By the powers, now be aisy, if ye stop the baste
ye'll only be making him rin the faster.'

Proportion of Nutriment in articles of Food.—
The Baltimore Ameriean gives the following:—
lOOlbs. of Wheat contains 85 lbs. of nutritious

matter.
100 lbs. of Rice 80

Barley 83
Beans 89 to 92
Peas 93
Lentils 94

• Meat (average) 35
Potatoes 26
Beets 14
Carrots 10
Cabbage 7
Greens 6
Turnips 4

Swearing.—Of all the crimes that ever dis-
graced society, that of swearing admits of the
least palliation. Nothing can be offered to jus-
tifv an impious oath ; and yet it is the most
common thing. Visit-wHat chat of people you
may, from the votaries of the midnight stew to
the most elevated walk, in life, you hear impre-
cations thftt would astound the ears of the ttoic,
and wound the feelings of the leaat reflecting
mind. No possible benefits can be derived from
profanity; nothing but the perverseuess and
depravity ot human nature would have ever sug-
gested such a thing as this crime, yet such is
its prevalence, that by many it is mistaken for
a fashionable acquirement, and considered as in-
dicative of energy and diecision of character.:—
Fatal delusion. Reflect young man ! Has not
the same imposing mandate which says "Thou,
shalt not kill," said in terms as strong, •• Thou
shalt not take the name of the Lord thy (*od in
vain ?" Pause then before you suffer that dire
oath again to pollute your lips, or, before you
have uttered tlje imprecation an avenging God
may call you to complete, the sentence in anoth-
er world.

The benevolent have the advantage ef the en-
vious, even in this present Ufa; for the envious
man is tormented not only by all the ill that be-
falls himself, but by all the good that happens
to another ; whereas the benevolent man is the
hotter prepared to bear his own calamities unruf-
fled, from the ^complacency and serenity he
has secured from corrtemplating the Berenity of
all around him. The sun of happiness must be
totatally eclipsed, before it can be tefeal dark-
ness with him !' But the envious man is made
gloomy, not only by his own cloud, but by a-
nother's sunshine. He may exclaim with the
poet,. • Dark I dark !. anudst a blate of light."
Desperate by his own calamities, and infuriated
also by the prosperity of another, he would fain
fly to that hell which is beyond him, to escape
that which is within. In short, envy is almost
tlie only vice thnt constantly punishes itself, in
"the very act of k» commitment;- and the e n -
vious man. makes a/, worse bargain, even than
the hypderke, for the hypocrite serves the devil
without wages—but the emrious< man serve*
him> not »niy without rawwdVbut to be gunishi-
e& aisa COST his. gainsv
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M
SATURDAY, MARCH 10, 1838.

Geology.—Professor DEWEY deserves the
thanks of the community for consenting to de-
liver before the Young Men's Association, a
course of Lectures upon this most interesting
science. We know he has the thanks of all
who have listened to the two lectures already
delivered, and we are sure he will have the
thanks of all who may be fortunate enough to
hear him hereafter. His cabinet is extensive—
his illustrations are clear—and the subject irre-
sistably interesting. No marvel, therefore, that
he has respectable and attentive audiences.
Our only surprise is, that more do not attend.
It can only be either because they have not
heard of the course—their time is absorbed—or
that they are unable to appreciate a good thing
well handled. We shall, however, look for a
full house at the next lecture.—Democrat.

Zodiacal Light.—This beautiful triangular
pencil of light is now to be seen in the clear
evening's in the east. Its vertex is a little be-
low the seven stars at seven o'clock, and the
triangle extends to the horizon in the direction
of the sun. Near the horizon it is ten or twelve
degrees broad. It is not sufficiently bright to
be Been in the light of the moon. It was very
distinct last evening from seven to eight o'clock.

The Aurora Borealis was also splendid, ex-
tending many degrees on each side of the north
point, and rising to near the horizon in pillars,
clouds, and halo-like forms.—ib. Feb. 28.

11 The Mother's Journal."—This is an excel-
lent periodical, published at Utica, by BENNETT
and BRIGHT, and edited by Mrs. S.C. CONANT.—
Its matter is generally judicious and interesting
—and well calculated to secure the important
objects for which it was originally established.

Q35* Mr. Cooper has a new novel in press, called
" Homeward Bound." It will be published by
Carey, Lea & Blanchard.

A contemporary says, the Union is composed
of single States. Not exactly—one of the sis-
ters is married—Mrs. Sippi!

Popular Education Insured.—The Emperor
of Austria has issued a decree, " That no per
son, male or female, Bhall be married who can-
not read, write, cipher, and make out and cast
up a common accouut." It were to be wished
that some of our Republican lawgivers would
borrow a leaf out of this Emperor's book.—
Bait. GazL

Passion fot Dress.—A young lady aged 16
at Greencastle, Indiana, lately committed sui-
cide in consequence of a reproof from her father
for wearing her best dress when washing clothes,
and a chastisement from her mother for stri-
king a younger sister!

Kisses.— Kisses admit of a greater variety of
character than, perhaps, even our fair readers
are aware. Eight diversities are mentioned in
scripture, viz., the kisses of salutation, Sam, xx,
41; valediction, Ruth i,9; reconciliation, 11 Sam.
xiv, 35 ; subjection, Psalm ii, 12; approbation
Prov. ii, 12; adoration, Luke vii, 38; treachery,
Matt, xxvi, 40 ; affection, Gen. xxix, k13.—The
Lounger of the Metropolis.

From the Boston Pott.
The Poets.—Halleck, it is said, is footing up

Mr. Astor's account books—Wetmore is selling
crockery—Sprague is dealing in shin-plasters—
Brayant is editing a newspaper—Hillhouse is
planting trees and raising potatoes—Brooks is
pickling pork—Percival is manufacturing pills
—Faulding is paying seamen—and some of the
others are

"Busy in the cotton trade,
And sugar line I"

WHO ARE REMEMBERED?
WRITTEN FOR. WASHINGTON'S BIRTH-DAY.

There is something inexpressibly beautiful in
the gift of memory—the power of keeping
life long in the soul, the impiess of the past—
the buried joys and sorrows of former years,
which oblivion's shadows cannot hide, nor,
time's Lethean wave's o'erflow ! " Remember
me!" and " Forget me not!" are words which
endless repetition cannot make hackney-
ed. They convey the deepest sentiments of a
feeling heart towards the objects of its affection.
But, there is a dark abyss which divides the land
of space from the borders of the visionary world,
and who, among the many who have made this
a last mournful request.are indeed wept, lament-
ed, unforgotten ? Not the gay, the beautiful, the
young; the grave hath swallowed them up,
with their blue and laughing eyes ; their sunny
brows and rose-bud lips. The light step and
graceful form which erst floated by in the joyous
dance, is chill and damp beneath the white dra-
pery of death! Sighs and tears, and, perhaps,
bitter sobs, accompany the beloved one to the
last abode. Sad countenances and heavy hearts
attend the bereaved to their homes. A few
short days, and the name once so familiar—so
loved—so idolized—is now unspoken. Weeks,
months, and years roll on—the vacancy is in a
great measure filled, and the wound at last ap-
pears perfectly healed.

Who then, when freed from earth, can leave
his name on earth's records, an imperishable
monument, and his epitaph engraved on the
hearts of his fellow men ? not only remember-
ed, but eulogized and blest ? Such a memory is
God-like, and sueh a man was WASHINGTON !

Father of thy country ! thine altar-flame has
been lighted—thy name will be hailed till the in-
cense fires of Liberty shaH cease to burn. Thy
freed children and their posterity have passed,
and a young generation now offer thee the sac-
rifice of an undying memory—of an eternal
fame! Thus shall they crown thee. America's
young son's! following in thy tootsteps, bearing
palms of laurel; reversing their arms, and wa-
ving their banners at the base of thy shrine !—
Where is thy spirit, thou glorious one I For-
give their ardor, and approve the filial duty !—
Oh ! Pater Patrie ! Look down ̂ spirits of the
illustrious, dead and behold the meed of the pa-
triot ! The blood-bought tribute of a nation's
praise!—a nation's homage !—a nation's grati-
tude ! Ye are free indeed as ye press the soil
bequeathed ye by him whose arm was strength,
whose voice thunder, and whose soul, nerving
your father's, achieved the independence of this
proud and happy country ! THERESA.

The name of Byron, when spelt backwards,
gives no ryb, which is descriptive of his life.
Early disappointed in love, and separated from
his wife, he was destined to go throngh life with
no rib.—Pearl.

Motto of the Horse.—In a theatrical address,
spokeh at.the Park not long since, the follow-
ing lines occur, which the editor of an English
sprting journal has adopted at the horses motto :

Up lull indulge me—down the steep ascent
Spare, and don't urge me when my strength is spent;
Impel me briskly o'er the level earth,
But, in the stable, don't forget my worth."

What Next.—An ingenious chemist in France
having found, after many experiments, that a
void produced by electricity in a glass vessel,
became luminous, has at last succeeded in form,
ing a long toottle, of 3 inches by 30, from
which having exhausted the air, and otherwise
acted upon it by a galvanic battery, a light is
now emitted, equally clear, but not so eppres
sive to the eyes, as that of the sun.—Burling,
ton Vt. Free Press.

LETTERS FROM THE WEST— So, 11.
CONTENTS—Building! in Miisouri—Ftuit and produc-

tions—Agriculture—Facts for the Epicure—Western
bloodshed—The Temperance Cause—Education—
Health—Religion and its Ministers—The Mormons—
The Indiana—A Mf mento.

C n, Mo., May 30, 1837.

There are some excellent brick and wooden
houses in the country. Of the latter kind, is
the present residence of your scribbling friend.
And it is furnished—as well furnished, from
kitchen to garret, as most public houses in the
little villages of your own Empire State. But
the generality of our buildings are mere apolo-
gies for what they should be—they are rude
cabins—sometimes not as commodious as the
Indian's wigwam. The emigrant drives into
the 6kirt of a forest near some run. The team
is unharnessed and secured. A log pen isjknock-
cd up—lime logs are split into planks, and form
the floor—the oak is riven, and forms the roof
and doors—a fire is kindled against one side of
the green pen. When the logs are burnt thro',
a rude chimney is constructed on the outside,
and the fire place looks into the cabin, through
the hole which has just been burnt. The jambs
are nicely plastered over, and all is made fire
proof. And then gradually the crevices are fill-
ed up ; and there stands a Missouri cabin, en-
tirely built without the aid of carpenter, or ma-
son, or sawyer or iron. After awhile, if its ten-
ant is a thriving man, he weather boards it,
and has a snug, good looking house—he joins
t'vo together, and it is economy. He builds &
third one for a kitchen ; and if he has servants,
one or more for them ; and for his stock, and
for his cropj, till he has a little hamlet around
him, where a year or two before all was wild and
unbroken solitude.

Perhaps this will never be a good fruit coun-
try, the trees and vines grow abundantly and
luxuriously; but the climate is too variable
the buds start often in the mild weather of win-
ter ; and then succeeds a frost, a killing frost,
and nips the fruit in embryo. Most grains of
the temperate zone admit of cultivation the most
prolific hele. Rye, buckwheat and barley are
little used, and therefore not raised. Irish po-
tatoes yield abundantly—even the sweet potatoe
thrives. There is no finer wheat in the world
than the Missouri wheat. Corn reaches a size
and maturity I never saw elsewhere—frequently
produces 8,0 bushels to the acre. Hemp might
be cultivated to a rivalry with Kentucky—we
only want machinery to make it an object of
general attention! Tobacco is the staple com-
modity—the engrossing crop. At present the
market is glutted with it, usque ad nauseam.
But it is only temporary. The soil of "Old
Virginia" is worn out and desolated by " the
weed." But you can never exhaust the soil of
Missouri. Its culture is the mania here, as
wool growing is in New England. The Mis.
eouri " Strips" are considered second to none in
the Liverpool market.

There is scarcely any thing here that deserves
the name of agriculture. The productions of
the soil grow almost spontaneously—the plan,
tations are large—the physical force small—tht
object.to raise as much as can be, withlhe least
possible labor. The stalwort Yankee who toils
early and late to wring from the rugged soil of
his early hills a meager subsistence would call
it mere play—an abrogation of the curse—" by
the sweat of thy brow shalt thou earn thy bread."
Grass and herbage grows luxuriously-the winters
are so mild that Block requireJlitUe foddering.
Considerable attention is turned to the rearing
of blooded horses. I have seen some as fin*
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ones as ever graced a Philadelphia market. The
improvement of cattle baa not yet become a pub.
lie object. When it does, the butter and cheese
of a Missouri dairy can rival "Old Cheshire."
Ohio is not more & " whole hog" country than
thi»—Bwine are marked and turned out into the
bottoms, and range in squadrons. They live,
and frequently fatten, on the mash alone; re-
quiring corn only during deep snows, or when
the crop of mash fails, or when they are superi.
orly fattened for market.

Every Missouri table abounds in the subs tan.
tials of life—" hogs and hommony"—ay more,
• flows with milk and honey.' Cooper's 'Prairie*
gives you a lively description of " the bee-luint-
er"—he sells his honey for 50 cents a gallon!
And then we have " Saline beef"—no beef and
pudding eater of John Bull's dominions ever
gormandized such sweet and tender beef. And
we have venison, fowl and turkey—the wild fat
turkey of the bottoms in abundance. And fish—
don't call it a snake Btory—we have cat.fish
that weigh from 150 to 180 ! and other fish in
abundance. And then we have cake, pie and
pudding; and every eatable and treatable viand
almost that tempts the taste, and pleases the ap-
petite—all warm, wreaking, delicious ;—every
thing but potatoes ! They grow i'n.abundancg
but they seldom grace the table. You cannot
make the generality of the Missourians under-
stand the luxury of having potatoes twice a day
—seldom once a day. The downeasters here
cemplain as much of the privation, as do the
southern gentlemen when deprived of corn
bread. I know not that we have any authority
for calling potatoes " the staff of life." I sup-
pose they were unknown when Divine Inspira-
tion pronounced bread " the staffof life." But
Noab Webster, L. L. D. has been re-translating
the Bible—wonder if he has not modernized
bread into potatoes ! For my part I mean to
marry some fine Missouri girl, who will agree
to furnish me potatoes twice a day ; and she
may eat " corn bread" morning, noon and eve-
ning.

Startling tales often reach you of fire arms
and Bowie knives—of duelling and dirking—of
ferocity little short of cannibalism. These tales
usually come from the Lower Mississippi ; but
I will acknowledge, that destructive weapons
are more common here than you have been ac-
customed to—the paraphrenalia of the chase—
the equipage of the hunter. Perhaps too, the
people of the West are of rather a warm tem-
perament. " It is part of the religion of a Ken-
tuckian to fret himself at a mischance," says
somebody. Perhaps they are resentful—but
their resentment is seldom called out. Few
will presume to encroach on a neighbor's rights
or insult his person, when they know the forfeit
may be blood on the spot. Private feuds are
nncommon—and as to a duel, I know not that
there has been one in the etate since the deadly
encounter between Major Biddle and Pettis^ at
St. Louis a few years since. I have never felt
in danger—nor have I ever armed myself in any

way.
The Temperance cause has found its way

even here, and found warm supporters and in-
fluential adherents—ay, tea-tofalers too. "The
Temperance Volume," published by the Tract
Society in New York, was placed in the hands
of a grocer here. He gave it fo a constant cus-
tomer for perusal—it suspended Jhe old man's
visit* to the grocery for a great while. The
grocer then looked up the offending Volume,
determined, as he told me, to show it to no more
customers while he continued the business.
Subsequently however, he has read it himself—

become very thoughtful and given up the soul
destroying traffic. But there is much dissipa
tion yet—the Temperance Cause has much t
do—and it will do much. It speaks from thou«
sands of tongues, and hundreds of presses ; and
the distant sound is become to our ears in the
far-off woods, as a promise of better days. It i
true, that every where here, you yet see groce-
ries like way-marks to the kingdom of death
but I feel assured that you have hands that will
never tire, and tongues that will never faulter.
God be with the Temperance Cause !

There is far more intelligence and refinemen
here than you may have supposed. You forget
how many young educated men are here from
the eastern states—you forget that the emi
grants from Virginia and Kentucky, who move
with their families to the western wilderness
like "pious Enea6," bring with them their
"Pennates" to the ''Ansonian fields"—their edu-
cation and their manners—their libraries and
their religion. There are many privations.
But there is a spirit abroad in the country which
cries onward—-onward—-ONWARD. Excellent
provisions have beenmade by the State Legisla-
ture for the support of schools—districts are be-
ing organized, and competent teachers are in
great demand. They hold a very respectable
rank in society, and receive every social and pe-
cuniary attention. Many of your well qualified
country teachers " down east" get only $10 or
12 per month, and that for only a part of the
year. They had better " pull up steaks"—they
will get three times as much here, and employ-
ment by the year.

Missouri, in the general, maybe regarded as
a healthy state, for a new one. The bottoms
are subject to miasmatic fevers—remittants and
intermittanls. Cultivation will lessen much
their influence. The high and dry parts of the
country are very healthy—families live there for
years without the occurrence of a single case of
fever. 1 am disposed to ascribe much of the
sickness of this, and every other new country, to
the miserable lodgings, gross living and intem-
perate habits of the early settlers.

Religion, all-absorbing and all.devoted, is ra-
ther scarce in Missouri. Those who come here
are ambitious—often worldly minded men. The
prospect of sudden fortune is bright, alluring,
resistless. The impulse after wealth is conta-
gious—monomaniacal;—it turns the head of the
wise and the heart of the good man,
"And stoops tbe pinions back to earth that beareth up

to heaven."

Yet, though the holy flime languishes, it is not
smothered—it burns in many a pious bosom—
on many a family altar—in many a rustic church.
Irreligion is not very open—infidelity prowls
into the settlements occasionally ; but it seldom
throws off the mask, and shows its naked ugli-
ness. Yet there is a want of well-regulated re-
ligious societies, convenient preaching places
and an efficient ministry. Profanity, drinking,
gambling and Sabbath-breaking are more com.
mon than in the eastern states. Such must al-
ways be the state of things in a new country.
But do not think this is wholly "a moral
waste"—a habitation of heathens. Such asser-
tions by ceftain speculative, try-to-be charitable
eastern folks, and certain ignorant and interest,
ed sojourners in the west, excite with us no lit-
tle ridicule and disgust. It is true, wo want
your assistance. The fields arc whitening for
the harvest—this country must be destined in
the Providence of Heaven to be a great country,
and to exert a mighty influence upon the west-
ern churches. Come over and help us. Send
us your Missionaries—send us your good and

talented young men. But be careful whom y o u

send—holy men—men who will Jet irrelevant
and political matters alone—who will not med-
dle with domestic policy or sectional peculiari-
ties—men who can make themselves acceptable
and influential by their affable deportment,
sound sense and solid piety. Such ministers of
the gospel will be welcomed every where, and
can thrust in the sickle, and gather the fruits of
everlasting glory.

You read a -few years since of the hostilities
between the Mormons and the citizens of Jack,
son county, 100 miles west of us. The former
have never yet relinquished their claims to the
lands in that county, though they have been
compelled to leave it. They subsequently em-
bodied in Clay and Ray counties, on the oppo-
site (north) side of the river. But the menaces
and the ill will of the citizens continuing to in-
timidate them, they have finally sought and ob-
tained permission to settle unmolested in the
new county of Caldwell, farther north. They
are pressing there in great numbers, and are
building a large and flourishing city. They
come by hundreds every year from the eastern
states—a thousand families are expected on this
season. Many of them are good artizans and
enterprising men, and I should not wonder if
they soon had one of the most flourishing com-
munities and counties in the state, all their own
—the site of the New Jerusalem—the kingdom
of Mormonisra and Joe Smith !

I have seen no Indians since I have been here,
except a few Ioways on their return from a vi-
sit to St. Louis. We have old citizens who can
tell tales of thrilling interest—of fell encoun-
ters, and hair-breadth escapes. But those times
are passed by forever. No " Red Skin" lurks
along the trail—no savage yell floats on the
breeze—no wail of the tortured victim frights
the listening ear. The council fire is quenched
—the wigwam is deserted—the old warriors are
gone to " the happy hunting grounds"—their
few descendants have fled from the faee of the
white man ; and slowly and silently are they
fading away into the land of spirits. * * *

June \Ath.
I have just received,a letter from one whom I

am proud to have loved. It contains the follow-
ing tender lines :

Oh, Irother do not say farewell,
Though we be doomed to sever;

'Tis like the sullen parting bell
Of pleasures gone forever ."*

But alas, alas ! it is said—there is no unsay-
ing ! Farewell. J. H. B.

THE EARTH IS BEAUTIFUL.
BY CAROLINE OILMAN.

The whole broad earth is beautiful
To minds attuned aright',

And wheresoe'er my feet are turned,
A sniile has met my sight.

The city with its bustling walk,
Its splendor, wealth and power,

A ramble by the river side,
A passing summer lower ;

Tho meadow green, the ocean swell,
The forest waving free,

Are gifes of God, and apeak in tones
Of kindness to me.

And oh, where'er my lot is cast,
Where'er my fooreteps roam.

If those I love are near to me,
That spot is still my home.

MARRIED.
In Greece, on the 22d inst;, by Rev, Mr. Firman, MF.

JOSEPH DIMMICK, jr., to Miss ELECTA JANE6.
At Pittsford, on the Evening of the 22d instant, by

Lorenllaco, Esq., Mr. JOSEPH A. CONE, of thW
city, to Miss SYLVIA A. BUTTON, of Gates.

In South Avon, on the 10th instant, by the Rev. Hail
Whiting, of Geneseo, Mr. Heman. Burpee, to Minn
Fanny Pearsons, both of South Av<*i\, ,

In Parma, on the !Md instant, by the Rev. Chandler
Bales, Mr. Samuel D. Webster, to Miss Louisa Clark. ,

In Caledonia, on the 31st ult., by tho Rev. Mr.
Strang, Capt. Alexander Cameron, to Miss Mary Wal-
ker.

In the same town, on the 25th ult., by the Rev. A.
Denoon, Lieut. Col. Alexander Gordon, to Miss Jenel-
te Fr aiter.
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F O R T H R E E VOICES.

'Tis hum, drum: 'Tis mum, mum. What no bod - y speaks;

This one looks ve - ry wise, And an - oth - er rub his eyes, Then stretch-es, yawns and cries,

-©- mJQ_

Heigh, ho, hum.

LOCO-FOCO MUSINGS.
CANTO I .

Casting her shadowing roses on the eyes
Of dying Winter,—Spring comes dancing through

The azure depths, and veils the flashing skies
With light and beauty.—"This is all untrue"

You doubtless think, and so I'll let you know
That I'm describing spring,—a year ago.

Now I'll "addresB" the Winter.—Hear me thou
Tnlovely season !—listen to my sighs 4—

There are no verdant ringlets on thy brow ;
No pleasure sparkles in thy dreary eyes.

I don't admire your bosom of cold ice
And water, as I've slipped down on it twice.

Here's "lines to Summer.1'—Dear, delightful queen
Of seasons'. Dreaming on a bed "of flowers,

Tby moments vanish like a fairy scene;
And joy, and gladness, throng thy darkest hours.

Thy thunder-storms scatter the rose's sweets,
And lay the duet in dry McAdam streets.

Here's "lines to Autumn."—Monarch of the storm!
The tempests are thy trumpets blown in wrath;—

Shadows', and clouds, surround thy gloomy form-,
And mournful winds, are wailing in thy path -,

With faded leaves tby feet are overspread
But I can't see what's on your noisy head.

Here's all the seasons, as their changing course
Is marked by nature. You may thinir about

Them as you please. But if by any force
T t e season could be altered—I'd blot out

Autumn and Winter -,—for I think sincerely
They should not eome as often quite as yearly.

CALLIOPE & CO.

O" W e copy the following from an Oswego paper.—
Mrs. THOMSOH was formerly a favorite correspondent of
the Gem, and should she again rind time to "court the
Muses," we hope she will not forget her old friends :

LINES W R I T T E N ON RECEIVING SOME
BBAUTIFUL SHELLS FROM A BROTHER
WHO IS FAR AWAY IN THE ISLANDS OF
T E PACIFIC.

BY MRS. S. E. THOMSON.

Bright, moaning shell i thou'rt from the sea ;
They've wak'd thee from thy endless sleep ;

Oh '. would that thou could'st breathe to me
The mysteries of th' unfathom'd deep—

Of gleaming halls, and coral eaves—
Of sparkling groves, and blooming trees—

Of flowers that bud beneath the waves,
And brighter, fairer things than these!

Say, doth the fabled mermaid roam
In bright and shadowy beauty there 1

And with her crystal fingers comb
Those golden threads of shining hair ?

Do elves and fairies dance and sing
Far, far beneath the moonlit wave ?

Bright offerings to old Neptune bring,
And in the dark, deep wa»ers lave 1

And Sreadful monsters, we are told.
Have made their home this dread abyss :

They've revell'd there since davs of old 5
And things more fearful far than this :

For men have found a wat'ry tomb,
And counties* bones lie mould'ring there }

The roaring, dashing waters boom
O'er some who've died in stern despair!

Bright shell! thou'rt sent across the sea,
By one who'd cross'd the watery track,

A talisman of hope to be,
And thou hast brought the message back.

Oh ! could'st thou telfof smile or tear
That fell or flittered o'er his cheek,

For that I'd hold thee tax more dear
Than all the mysteries thou could'it speak,

Fulton, Feb. 10,1838.

From the Democrat-.
THE BACHELOR.

To a Bachelor in Rochester, these lines are respect-
fully presented by a few/emale friends : —

Poor Bachelor! we would fain recall.
Reason to her wonted throne ;

Now, candid tell us, if at all—
You mean to tread life's course " alone ?'•

Is this strange determination,
'Spite of love, or reasons ray;

To wander, like some fulmination—
Doomed to darkness, hating dar?

Why despiue, why shun our sex 1
Watching every path to please ;

Shunning what would hurt or vex •,
Why such sordid notions seize?

Rib from thy side, while balmy sleep
In vernal Eden bound thee.

You joy—wer'e glad—n sadness ; weep;
And roses scatter round thee.

Nature's like thine, from softer moulds ;
Thy griefs, ours truly become.

So, when thy face a smile unfolds
Thy joys, and ours are one.

We're bles't of Heaven, to swell thy joy ;
Come! come! then with us mingle !

Burst! burst! those bonds which life destroy ;
Wish! wish ! not to be "single !"

Pro Omnes. J. McM.

To Editor of the Demo oral :

Sir—The " Poor Bachelor" respectfully would ask *—

Who are these ladies, deep distressed " alone"
" Calling back reason, to her wonted throne?"
Bereft of reason they, ask in CANDOR,
To say, if through " life's course alone" I'd wander 7

Reason—bereft, in CANDOR, they would know,
If life Fd ireed " alone" through weal or wo ?
And " spile of love, or reason's shining ray,"
•' Pursue the even tenor of my way ?"

Yes, ladies, yes, and reasons I can give,
That all your charms and virtues, will outlive•,
Think not your roses scatter'd with profusion,
Conceal from me the thorny strauge delusion.

Tho' " bless'd of Heaven, to swell a partner's joys."
The Serpent plough'd with Eve—your bliss alloys ;
Sweet was the fruit, and like your roees, gay;
Eve ate, her lord partook—oh fatal, fatal day!

Old Adam then found out, but found too late,
His rib made but a crooked, dangerous mate;
And all the curse, pronoune'd on him and wife,
Had been avoided, In a single life.

Joys you shomd double, but most sure divide.
And, when grief cornea, it comes on man's lama'•side,'"
Man's yet the stronger vessel, and must beifr,
Ten pains for ev'ry weakness of his fair.

"Come ! come! you cry " and with us mingle,"
And wish ! O wish! not to be single!"•
* We neither " despise nor shun your sex."
Nor will your %i stoop to conquer" " hurt or vex."

" Burst! burst! those bonds, which life destroy"—
Soft, dear creatures !—no bonds do us annoy;
Free as the breeze, thro' Eden's vernal bloom,
W e rove where pleasure leads, or rest, at home.

NEWTON.

From the Knickerbocker Magazine.
THE ARCTIC LOVER TO HIS MISTRESS.

BY WILLIAM CULLAN BRYANT.

Gone is the long long winter night,—
Look, my beloved one!

How glorious, through his depths of light,
Rolls the majestic sun.

The willows, waked from winter's death-
Give out a fragrance like thy breath—

The summer is begun!

A^e, 'tis the long bright summer day -,
Hark, to that mighty crash!

The loosened ice-ridge breaks away—
The smitten waters flash.

Seaward the glittering mountain rides,
While, down its green translucent sides,
The foamy torrents dash.

See, love, my boat is moored for thee,
By ocean's weedy floor—

The petrel does not skin the sea
More swiftly than my oar,

We'll go where, on the rocky isles,
Her eggs the screaming sea-fowl piles

Beside the pebbly shore-

Or, bide thee where the poppy blows,
With wind-flowers frail and fair,

While I, upon his isle of snows,
Seak and defy the bear.

Fierce though he be, and huge of frame
This arm his savage strength shall tame,

And drag hjm from his lair.

When crimson sky and flamy cloud
Bespeak the summer fled

And snows, that melt no more, enshroud
The valleys white and dead

I'll build of ice thy winter home,
With glistening walls and lucid dome,

And floor with skins bespread.

The white fox by thy couch shall play •,
And from the frozen skies,

And meteors of a mimic day
Shall flash upon thine eyes.

And I—for such thy vow—meanwhile.
Shall hear thy voice and see thy smile.

Till that long midnight flies.

Frofn the Mother's Magazine.
IT IS NOT HARD TO DIE.

" Oh ! mother, say must we all die ?
You, sister, dear papa and I ?
I do not liko to think I shnll
Lie. in the deep, dark grave, so still.
Mother. I'm fond of life and play,
And like not to be home away,
From the green fields, and pleasant light,
To lie where it is always night."

" Come hither, child, and thou shalt place
Within the earth, in yonder vase,
This grain."

• - „ " O n . it is smooth and round !
Mother, put not in the ground
This prettyjgrain."

" D o it, my love;
For by this seed I wish to prove,
That it is not so hard to die,
And in the deep dark grave to lie."

"How sweet a fragrance fills the room !
Mother, your flowers are now in bloom •
And oh ! how beautiful they seem '
While standing in the bright sunbeam !
Mother, I'm glad you made me place
That smooth round seed within the vase •
For more delighted now, I see '
The blossoms on this pretty tree,
Which from that buried grain has sprung."

" 'Tis thus my love, with children young,
A"d loved of God; their bodies die, y *'
And, like that grain in earth must lie.
But. like this flower, from thence shall rise,
A form of beauty in the skies,—
Which quickly springing from the tomb.
In Paradise shall ever bloom."

Detroit, May 15,1837.

OT New subscribers can be famished with
the back numbers of this volume. A few copies
of previous volumes, bound, for sale.
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AVARICE—BY HATEM TAI.
[The author was an Arabian chief, who lived a short

time prior to the promulgation of Ma'iamniedanism.—
He has been so much celebrated through the East for
his generosity, that even to this day, the greatest enco-
mium which can be give to a generous man, is to say,
'he is as liberal as Hatem.']

How frail are riches and their joys !
Morn builds the heap which eve destroys :
Yet can they leave one sure delight—
The thought that we've employ'd them right.
What bliss can wealth afford ta me
When life's last solemn hour I see;
When Mavia's sympathizing sighs
Will but augment my agonies ?
Can hoarded gold diBpel the gloom
Which death must shed around the tomb 1
Or cheer the ghost which hovers there
And fills with shrieks the desert air?

Were I ambitious ta behold
Increasing stores of treasured gold,
Each tribe that roams the desert knows
I might be wealthy if I chose.
But other joys can gold impart, c
Far other wishes warm my heart—
Ne' er may I strive to swell the heap,
Till want and woe hare ceased to weep.

From the NewrYorker.
MISTAKES.

Every thing that is right is not holy; noi everr de-
sire pure; nor all that is sweet, good; nor every thing
that is dear to man, pleasing to God.

THOMAS A. EEHFIS.

Might we but view the shore.
Of this dim world, as from heaven's hill it gleams.
How should we blame the tear unduly shed,
And tax the truant joy ! How shall we see.
AmazM our own mistakes! the lqwly tomb
Of our lost idols blooming thick with flowers,
Such as the seraph's bosom bears above -,
And the steep cliff where we have madly blown
Ambition's victor-trump, with storm-clouds crown'd
To wreck the unwary soul; w ealth's hoarded gold,
Eternal poverty ; and the meek prayer
Of him who knew not where to lay his head,
A heritage of glory. Each desire
Fed to fruition, till the satiate heart
Is gorg'd with richness—sows it not the seeds
Of sickness there? while he whose only rest
Was on a spear-point—who might ask for bread
Only to find a stone—gained he not thus
A mansion in the amaranthine bowers
Of love divine ? Prosperity, alas !
Is often but another name for pride,
And selfishness, winch form* another's woe ;
While oui keen disappointments are the food
Of that humanity which entereth heaven,
Finding itself at home. The things we mourn
Work our eternal gain. Then let our joys
Be tremulous as the Mimosa's leaf,
And each affliction with a serious smile
Be Welcomed in at the heart's open door;
As the good patriarch met his muffled guest,
And found them angels ! L. H. S.

CAANGE OF FEELING,
Since last we met, a fairy spell

i as heen from each removed ;
How stran'ge it is that those can change

Who were so much beloved !
It is a bitter thing to know

The heart's enchantment o'er ;
But 'tis more bitter still to feel

It can be chained no more!

THE FATE OF A GENIUS.
Who has not heard of the famous saying of

the emperor Maximilian ? "I can make a pea-
sant a peer, but I cannot make so skilful an ar-
tist at Albert Durer ?" Poor Albert! Although
deservedly honored, esteemed, and supported
by the illustrious patrons of genius and learning
who were.his cotemporaries, Albert Durer was
a miserable man. He lived under the dominion
of a termigant. His wife, a second Xantippe,
harrassedfhitn continually, and his uniform pa.
tience and good nature, served only to increase

her petulance and persecution. He labored with
untiring assiduity day after day, to produce
those exquisite engravings, which are now
•ought with so much eagerness by amateurs;
and yet she would reproach him as if he were
idle and inattentive to the interests of his fami-
ly. Frequently would she follow him into his
studio, and there, in the presence of his pupils,
pour forth the vials of her wjath, and abuse
him most vociferously.

Albert accustomed to such storms, said not a
word, but

'Sat like patience on a monument.'

'Herein,' says his Teutonic biographer, 'he
acted like a philosopher; for if you blow a few
sparks you may kindle a great fire;—if you at-
tempt to stop the steam of a kettle, you will
cause a tremendous explosion.'

Durer's wife was accustomed to associate in
her reproaches the name of Samuel Duhobret
with that of her husband. Samuel was a poor, lit-
tie, humpbacked, hard-featured man, who, as he
manifested an extraordinary talent for painting,
was employed, and occasionally instructed, by
the compassionate Albert. This gratuitous in.
struction was altogether at variance with the
principles which that worthy lady so strenously
advocated.

Despised and insulted by all but his benevo-
lent master, unable almost by his labor to ob-
tain the necessaries of life, what but a fondness
approximating to admiration, could have indue,
ed Samuel to persevere in the design of being a
painter ?

He was never happy but. when he was wan-
dering about the fields and woods in the envi-
rons of Nuremburg, admiring the beauties of
nature, and sketching such objects as particu-
larly attracted his attention. After passing a
leisure day in this manner he would return to
his regular work, never speaking of his coun-
try excursions, and never venturing to show
his original efforts. Accustomed to continual
raillery, he supposed that his designs would on-
ly expose him to the ridicule of his compan-
ions.

Excepting these rare excursions, Samuel went
regularly at day-break to his work, took his scat
in the humblest position, as if conscious of in-
feriority to all around ; and was actively en-
gaged during the hours of labor. He would
afterwards retire to his cottage, and finish on
canvass, the sketches he had made in the coun-
try.

Three years passed away in this manner ; aiyl
Samuel had displayed to no one, not even his
master, the works to which he had devoted so
many midnight hours. His toils and privations
were too great to be endured much longer. He
arose one morning with the intention of going
to his work, but he fell upon his pallet. He
found that he was very sick ; he thought that he
was about to die, and he wept like a child.—
Alas ! said he, I shall never be a painter.

For a week he was stretched upon his miser,
able bed, and no one came to administer conso-
lation. His agony and his tears were seen only
by his Heavenly Father. Abandoned by the
world, he sought a refuge in Heaven ; and He
•who tempers the wind to the shorn lamb,' mit-
igated his sufferings. As soon as he was able to
walk, a providential impulse induced him to
dispose of the last picture he had painted.

He put it under his arm and went towards the
shop of a broker, determined to sell it for what-
ever might be offered. It so happened that he
passed by a house where many persons were as-
sembled. He discovered that there was a public
sale of valuable paintings in consequence of the
death of the gentleman who had collected them.
After a little hesitation, Samuel went boldly in-
to thehoupo, entreated the. ;iuc:ionc<T lo off', r bin

picture, among the other articles, for sale. The
man agreed so to do, and estimated it to be worth
three thalers. Well, said Samuel, that will
furnish me with food, if a purchaser can be
found. Let it go.

The picture was passed from hand to hand,
while the auctioneer, with a monotonous voice,
exclaimed, three thalers—who will make an of-
fer—three thalers. Oh! said Samuel, my pic-
ture will not be sold. What will become of me?
And this too is my best picture. I could not
make a better. There is the castle of Newbourg,
and there are the. trees and the abbey, and the
Pregnitz winding along so beautifully ! How-
many days—here his soliloquy was interrupted
by an individual who exclaimed,

•Twenty-five thalers.'
Samuel elevated himself as much as possible

that he might see the man who had pronounced
those thrice-blessed words. To his surprise it
was the broker to whom he had intended to
sell his picture.

'Fifty thalers,' said a gentleman in black.
Samuel would willingly have embraced him.
•A hundred,' cried the broker.
And in rapid succession the stout gentleman

in black and the broker contended for the pic-
ture.

•Two hundred.'
'Three hundred.'
•Four hundred.'
•A thousand thalers.'
The crowd became interested in the matter,

and surrounded the rivals who were thus like two
combatants in a ring. Samuel thought he was
dreaming, and rubbed his eyes, and pinched
himself several times, to ascertain whether he
was awake.

The stout gentleman, thought that the last
offer would terminate the contest, but he was
mistaken.

'Two thousand,' said the broker^ with a con-
temptuous laugh.

'Ten thousand,' cried the other.
•Twentv thousand,' exclaimed the broker,

convulsively clasping his hands.
'Forty thousand,' uttered the other, who was

equally agitated.
The broker hesitated, but the triumphant look

of his antagonist induced him to say,
'Fifty thousand.'
All eyes were turned to the stout gentleman.
•A hundred thousand,' cried he.
•A hundred and twenty.five thousand,' re-

sponded the broker.
'The original for the copy—Beat that if you

can, sir,' said the stout gentleman to the bro.
ker. The broker mortified and defeated left
the room, and his opponent took possession »f
the picture.

And now Samuel came forward in di^proach-
ed the purchaser, who, conceived iim to be a
mendicant, and was about to give iim «ome mo-
ney; but Samuel, to his astonishment, declar-
ed himself the painter of the picture.

The gentleman, who was one of the most
wealthy noblemen in Germany, tore a leaf
from his pocket book, and wrote some lines.

'Take this my friend,' said he to Samuel, 'it
will put you in possession of your property.1

Samuel was no longer poor, and persecuted,
and despised. He was honored by the rich,
and beloved by the poor. He would frequently
say, 'there is but one friend who will never
leave you, nor forsake you, and he is a friend
that sticketh closer than a brother.'

The painting which was purchased by the no-
bleman, as we have already related, is now in
the possession of the king of Bavaria. Beau-
tiful as the landscapes of Claude Lorraine are,
there is not one that surpasses this exquisite
j»i(/uiv..— E.ilt. Monument.
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THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.
THE ROYAL MARRIAGE.

OR, POLITICAL EXPEDIENCY.'—PART I.

' O ! mother, she looked so beautiful.*
' Yes, yes,' said the aged crone, lotting the

thread slip from her ringers, while the ear sud-
.'icnly missed the monotonous sound of the spin.
Timor-wheel, that had been heard beneath the
jrreen oak since early morning. • Fine feathers
make fine birds ; what was she dressed in ?"

* I do not know.' said the child, ' I only look,
rd at her face. I should be as happy as a queen
if she would only let me wait upon her.'

' I t would be a thousand pities not to make
you happy,' exclaimed a singular sweet voice ;
and, putting aside the rose bushes, whose wild
leaves fell around her in fragrani showers, a
very lovely girl stepped before them.

And so it would make you as happy as a
lueen to wait upon me. Why I shall be a queen
myself, at least, all the fortune tellers assert
ibat such will be my fate. What do you say,
.jood mother, will you let your little girl come
with me 7'

Aiimi's face brightened with eagerness ; she
looked alternately at the brilliant stranger, and
*t her grandmother, the red round cheek grow-
ing redder every moment.

' I will take great care of her,' continued the
youthfjl Princess, for such she was. • She shall
be my little bower maiden. I do not know
why ; but I have such a fancy for the little
creature,' passing her hand carelessly over the
golden hair, that fell in natural curls down the
sun-burnt neck.

' You do not know,' said the old woman, ' no,
I care say not, nor do you know why you take
half a dozen other fancies; but you may have
her if you like. I shall be glad to be rid of the
charge. I am loo old to work for any but my-
self now ; and I suppose you will give me some-
thing for her service. I am aged and poor.'

'O yes,1 cried the Princess, hastily unfasten-
ing an embroidered purse that hung at her gir-
dle and taking a few pieces of gold, gave them
T.O the old woman, who received them without
thanks ; and, after holding them for a moment
in the sunshine, deposited them in her huge
pocket.

* Let the child speak for herself, will you go
with the Princess V

The only answer the child made was to put
her hand into that of the lady, and to look
smilingly in her face*

* Silence gives consent,' said Sophie; for it
wa3 thc-Princess of Zell, the betrothed of the
E'cctor of Hanqver, w\io now stood before
them ; ' she shall go with me then ; and as we
s*ay here for three hours, I can have her pret-
tily dressed before we set out ;' and stooping
down, she piTSjtea -the bright hair on her fore-
head, and kisselrthe little maiden with delight,
almost as childish as her own.

But Sophie was quite a girl, and the charac-
ter of her beauty was that ef girlhood. The
cheek was blooming and the mouth was rosy,
and the clear blue eyes seemed as if they had
never known a deeper shadow than that of their
own seft and long eyelashes. It was a sweet
und a "happy face, and no wonder that little
Mimi looked upon it with sudden love and con-
iKJence—Poor child, she had known cold, hun.
^er, the+iard word,and the angry blow—all life's
s,nall share of happiness had been, in her own
heart—in the gladness which, even under the
harshest circumstances, seems inseperable from
i.,!dhood.

And so she will leave me—her mother left
roe before,' said the old woman, ' and you, rich
ani insolent that you are, think that the child
.'.f my old age is to be taken from me for a few
i'ur words, and a few pieces of gold. Little do
3 on imagine how sad it will be to sit under this
oid tree alone; but it matters not, all are un-
fi-rateful (alike. I do not know whether curses

, Inve power, I shall have plenty of time to
Tj'ikft them during next winter's desolate even-
ings.'

.Soplnc started at the aged woman's vehe-
mence, and Mimi, trembling, clung to the folds
of her robe. For an instant, the Princess hesi-
ured, but the fear painted on the child's face
determined her.

' I mean no offence,' said she in her own
nveet voice, I have been thoughtless in asking
you to trust your child to a stranger ; but I will
l»c kind to her, very kind, and perhaps she may
k ich me how to aid yourself.'

The look, the manner, touched the old wo-
man and her harsh features relaxed into an ex.

of the deepest *acmose. ' It was I who

was wrong,' exclaimed ehe, • I ought to thank
God that the orphan has found a friend. Little
enough have I to give her, but when I am gone
she must starve. So take her, lady, and I can
die by myself,' and the crono turned away, and
began spinning. But the Princess saw there
were large tears in the eyes too proud to shed
them.

4 Shall I leave her with you,' said Sophie.
' No,' returned the other, and the child from

whose face the light had vanished suddenly al-
most hid herself in the Princess' robe. • Do
you not see that the creature clings to you, a
stranger, you, who have youth, beauty, and gold,
and the instinct of childhood teaches a selfish
adherence to them. Take her with you, she
may get sweet meats and fine clothes ; from me
she has little more than harsh words and blows.'
Again she turned towards her wheel, but the
struggle was too much, and the poor old crea-
ture wept aloud.

Sophie knew nothing of human misery, but
the kind heart was warm within her. She took
Engelfield's hand yet said nothing, for she was
new to the task of consolation, but the evident
kindness was enough.

' You do not £now,' said the old woman,
mastering her emotion as only the strong mind
does master it, ' life's worst misery, poverty.-
Life has many others, but none like that. Pov-
erty coBt my husband's life—my daughters
honor. Poverty has made that fair child acu^se
—not a blessing. I have sat up straining my
old eyes long after hers have been closed, work-
ing; and God is my witness, that I grudged
not labor ; yet when the day came, I have griev-
ed the child with what seemed causeless anger
—I could not bear to see her untaught, almost
unfed. Take her, lady, and God bless you
both.'

The Princess remained silent for a moment,
with emotion unknown before.

'Mimi,' said she to the little creature, who
stood with large blue eyes, larger and bluer for
their fixed gaze, 'you must not leave your
grandmother; she is old, and you must help
her; but you shall both of you come to me.—
There was enough in my purse to keep you
for a few days. Mimi, do you see the buds on
this rose-bush ? watch them—for before they
are blown, I will return and fetch you.' Sophie
kissed the child, took one of the roses, and was
gone.

Every morning Mimi went down to the old
rose-tree : bud after bud expanded into crimson
beauty ; and the child was watching the last
three that yet remained in their soft green cra-
dles, when the branches were put aside, and the
Princess stood before the breathless and delight
ed cnild. A close observer might have noted
that a shadow had passed over the soft azure of
those eyes; and the step., though as light was
less buoyant. A fortnight had been enough to
cloud that fair and sunny face. The realities
of life were there.

' My grandmother is ill in bed,' said the
child.

' We will go and sec her,* replied Sophie, who
followed her little guide to a scene of whose
misery she had no previous idea. There was
but one room in the mud hovel, through whose
crumbling walls and roof the rains had penetra-
ted, and the sunbeams now entered with a fitful
unnatural light. A small heap of white cmbors
smouldered on the hearth, but a ray of sunshine
falling directly on it, had extinguished the fire,
which had never been more than a few withered
sticks. A wooden stoo\ an arm chair, but
broken, and a three-legged table, were the only
articles of furniture. Bed there was none, and
the dying woman had no pillow but straw.—
Sophie started—so ghastly was the face which
met her gaze.

' Mimi said you would come,' exclaimed a
hollow voice, ' I can now die in peace.'

The Eleotress, for so was now the wife of
George of Hanover, knelt by the bedside. The
floor was damp, and Mimi's little feet left their
print on the surface.

* The rich robe will be soiled,'muttered the
old woman, ' but it matters not. Lady, you are
paler than when I last saw you. I know the
look of trouble too well not to detect it at once.
Thore is that on your brow which mocks at this
world's state ; but this is a weary life; cold,
hunger, sickness of the body and sickness of
the heart, infest i t ; and the poor is not the only
house where affection never comes. I am dying,
lady, and around the death-bed is the future.—
I see no happiness in those deep blue eyes—na

rest in the varying color of that soft cheek.
But there is a God in heaven, lady—if there is
the trial, there is also the reward—and in that
faith I die. Mimi, my loved, would that I had
never spoken harshly to you ; but you were
dearer than the life blood, which would gladly
have poured itself forth for your sake. Cling
to the kind and lovely stranger with whom I
leave you. Death has no truth, or else she will
need even your love.

The voice sank into an indistinct murmur—
a gush of wind threw open the door of the hut—
a stream of shunshine poured in upon the pale
and set features—the Electress looked upon the
face of the dead.

PART II.
1 Sing no more old songs to night, Mimi; I

am too sad already,' said the Electress to a
youthful singer, who, seated on a cushion at her
feet, was singing an old German melody.

A few years had= wrought a great change, both
in Sophie and her companion. Mimi, the little
orphan, had grown up into the beautiful maid-
en ; but she was not gay as her mistress had
been at her age. Pensive, subdued, her soft
voice was rarely heard, save in snatches of song,
or when telling some legend to the youthful
princess, who, young as she' -was, had been
placed in her especial care."- But,Mimi's life
had not been one of those which lead to the out-
porings of youthful gayety. He? childhood had
been what Charles Lamb calls 'not brought up
but dragged up,' the hungry, toilsome, and
harsh childhood of the poor. The pet and play-
thing of the Princess she had next known luxu-
ry'and splendor; but the luxury had its com-
panion, envy—and splendor cast the shadow,
jealousy. Mimi soon learned to think ; for suf-
fering is the parent of thought. Her love for
her kind and gentle mistress was the. passion of
existence ; and love takes its deepest tones
when connected with sorrow. She-soon saw
that her mistress was not happy, that the satin
robe could not control a heart that beat too wild-
ly, nor the diamond-coronet still the throbbing
of the feverish temples "Where the pulse was then
too quick and too keen.

Sophie was used to a more genial atmosphere
than the Court of Hanover. Her own princely
home had been warmed by the most simple and
true affection ; and she had been her mother's
darling. Suddenly she was transported into a
cold and unkindly atmosphere, where life was a
thing of forms and ceremonies, and thoughts
and feelings were forbidden words—a. royal vie.
tim. sacrificed to that state necessity, in whose
false prejudice,- her hand was given, but the
heart remained behind. Married to a man- whom
she could love, she might have honored him ;
but that was equally out of question. She might
have forgiven his neglect and his inconstancy,
for it is strange how much a woman who loves
will endure; but then she must love. Now, her
husband's neglect grew out of his utter incapa-
bility of appreciating her and his inconstancy,
all that was mean in his nature—he needed low
amusement and coarse flattery.

I know nothing in royal history more pitiable
than the system of state expediency on which
they are founded. It is one of thos6 mistakes
which human pride so often commits When left
to its own devices. General good was never yet
purchased by individual wrong, and the affec-
tion which is the most exalted and hallowed
feeling in our nature, is not to be sacrificed to
political exigencies with impunity.

Sophie was much altered and yet lovelier than
ever. She was now very pale, a sad soft pale-
ness, fairer than the rose; and her large eyes
were like the moonlight, melancholy and full of
poetry and thought.

' Leave me, Mimi,' said the Electress.
The girl looked sorrowful, but obeyed. She

was scarcely gone before her mistress half rose
to call her back ; she missed the silent sympa
thy of her companion. But there is an indo*
lence about any engrossing feeling, which
makes even the slightest exertion irksome So
phie sank back in the huge gothic chair and*
again her thoughts summoned before her an ina
age only too frequent and too dear. It was the
face of the youngest and brilliant Count Kon-
mgsmarke that rose before her, whose recent
arrival m Hanover had turned the heads of half
the court. But the instinct of love is subtle ;
the Princess knew that she was the object of the
graceful and gifted stranger ; a look—a brief
and hurried word—these were all that had:
passed, but she knew that she was beloved
Count Coningsmarke had many faults, i
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of an indulged youth, and a dissipated manhood;
but the deep and spiritual passion he now felt,
for the first time, half redeemed lha heart it oc-
cupied. He had that intellectual style of beau-
ty whose carved features recalled those statues
which are even now the type of the ideal and
the divine; and, above alt, he had that earnest
manner and that passionate eloquence, which is
most fascinating to a woman ; it at once ap.
peals to the imagination; and with her, that is
more than half love. It is impossible to say in
what a passion, at once the most mastering and
the most mysterious of nature, had its origin, it
springs into life on a look and a word. The
heart may have remained untouched for years,
it may have wondered at the weakness of others,
for we cannot sympathise with what we do not
comprehend, but not the less does the fatal mo-
ment come at last. Then we believe in all we
doubted before, then we yield to the sweet en.
chantment life never knows again. I firmly
believe in love at first sight; not that the feel.
ing is at once known and confessed, it is only
the coining event that casts its shadow before.
A new sensation has entered into existence, and,
alas ! for humanity—sweet, genile as it seems
—in all probability to produce a wretchedness
before undreamed.

The last purple shadows of twilight died away,
the lamplight grew distinct amid the surround-
ing gloom, yet Sophie never stirred from her
seat. Her long fair hair, pressed back from her
feverish temples, had gradually become loos-
«nedfromits confinement, and had fallen around
her. Her cheek was even paler; and the eye
lashes were wet with tears, that rose from a
•wretchedness they could not relieve. Yet hers
was a common subject of human thought—she
was thinking how happy she might have been.

• Why was I born,' muttered she, ' in a rank
so surrounded by restraints; why am I a mere
machine in the hands of others, who never ask
whether theie is a beating or a human heart
within ? Why are these feelings given me, if
they are forever to be supported with a bitter
sense of wrong t I feel, deeply feel, that there
can be.no happiness but in affection.'

The Electress was right; she was but one of
the many victims sacrificed to that gilded misery
—a state marriage : a remnant of feudal bar-
barism. The crime and sorrow of a marriage
is even yet imperfectly understood; and yet
what is a royal union but an outrage on all na-
tural feeling t Two strangers meet, between
whom there can be no sympathy, all the illu-
sions, all the delicacy of sentiment, are put
harshly aside; in all probability do not even
please each other externally; they have not a
remembrance in common ; and. yet they are at
onee bound to each other by the most sacred
vows. To what has this led, this forced and
nnnatnrai position ? To the most disgraceful
profligacy and the most bitter unhappiness.
Whether in the palace or the cottage, marriage
not to be miserable, must be one of affection ;
nothing can supply its place, and what can be
said in defence of a system which coldly puts
attachment aside, and where even mutual liking
—love is a holfer word—where even liking is a
chance.

Sophie was essentially gentle and feminine
in her nature, she would have been happy un-
der any circumstances, had she but been loved.
Care she would have soothed, sorrow she could
have shared without a murmor, let her but have
been loved in return. It is strange what a fan.
cifiil thing love without hope is, how it will ere.
ate an unreal existence, only, alas ! to return
more bitterly to the actual. Sophie fancied a

fKtrle lonely island far off in the Southern seas,
herself and one other its sole habitant. A slight
noise aroused her from her revery, she started
and saw Count Koningsraarke kneeling at her
side. For a moment the intense happiness of
hi* presence predominated, she left one hand in
his, and covering her eyes with the other, wept
passionately. Her dream seemed at once real-
ized; she asked not how, 6he only felt that he
was there, and that she was unutterably happy.

• Sophie! my beautiful, my beloved !' mur-
mured the Count; but hjs voice broke the spell,
and grasped as if to drink in its low peculiar
mutic, but, eweet as H was, it aroused her to a
eeiwe of their actual situation.

« Count Koningsmarke,* gfti<} f n e ( rising, but
her lip trembled while she spoke, 'you area
•tranffer in the palace, and may. not be aware
of its customs. I cannot permit tour present
iitriaion I command yo« to whtyrir.'.

S f i S i * h i h d h
h f i » h t t M d h? *

took its tone from his fierce and impetuous
character; the Count still kept his kneeling
attitude.

'Call in your guards,'said he, • my head is
the forfeit of my presumption. I ask nothing
but to look upon you, and life is a light price for
that look. Let it be my last.'

The determined temper masters the more
timed, and Sophie stood irresolute. Konings-
marke saw his advantage, he sprang from his
knee, and approached.

You tell me,' exclaimed he, that I do not
know the customs of your court; do you think
I do not know the danger; one movement of
your hand, one sound of your voice and my.
death is certain. But what is the scaffold com.
pared wilh the hourly torture of the' closed
heart, and the slent liip? Lady, if I die for it,
I will tell you 1 love you.'

Pale, trembling, Sophie leaned against the
wall for support—This is too cruel,' said she
faintly, 'why run such a dreadful risk?,

'You care for life then'1 cried he again kneel,
ing at her feet, 'ah I feel that it is precious,
sweetest, dearest,—The gold that gave me ac-
cess will insure my retreat—only tell me you
do not hate me—that you will sometimes suffer
me to look on a face dearer to me than heaven.'

Sophie had but a woman's answer to give —
tears, bitter tears.

' Do not weep,' whispered he, rising and ta-
king her hand, ' I connot feel sad while I see
you.—Oh ! do you know what it is to be happy
on a look?—Oh! look at me,dearest—let me hear
one word—I care not whac it is, if I do but
hear your voice.'

Sophie struggled an emotion that would not
be subdued: her heart beat until it choked her
voice; her lips moyed, but the sound was inaud-
ible. •

•How beautiful you are, but how pale—are
you wretched too ? and he fixed his large dark
and mournful eyes on hers. 'I could talk to
you for hours, 'long miserbale hours,' but I for-
get them now—shall I not often forget them?
Tell me, loveliest, may I not sometimes return?
Tell me the next time that I come you may ex-
pect me.'

'No!' muttered the Electress, with a cold
shudder.

'Do you fear?' exclaimed the Count, a slight
curve on his scornful lip. 'Will you not,' ad-
ded he, in a more pleading tone, 'hazard a little
for my sake? Forgive me;—but I love you so
madly, that I can even hope '

'Hope' repeated she, with a strange and hol-
low accent, 'hope!'

'Yes, continued Koningsmarke, 'beloved by
you, every thiug seems possible.'

'Every thing but guilt,' said
who seemed startled into om
sound of her own voice.

Guilt?' interruptid the Couut, there is no guilt
in the worship, I pay to you, even as my good
angel. You will but pity me; but look upon me
with those sweet eyes, whoee light makes me
believe in heaven.'

'Hush!' said the Princess, ' I have already lis-
tened too long. A wife and a mother, I have
not a thought or a feeling at my own disposal ;
I have not appointed my own lot, but I submit
it to the will of God. Sir, you must at once
leave my presence.

'And will you sacrifice me,' exclaimed he pas.
sionately, ' to these phantoms of duty—cold—
vain.*

'My own heart,' replied she faintly, 'tells me
that they are neither cold nor vain. Again
I bid you leave me.' f

'I cannot. Think, Sophie—ah ! let me call
you so devoted—you will never be so adored a-
gain,* and he pressed the cold wan hand he still
held to his heart.

The Electress stood' for a few moments the
very image of despair"; the damps rose upon her
forehead, there was not a vestige of color on her
lip or cheek, and the face looked yet more pale
from the masses of golden hair that hung a-
round it. A shudder of convulsive agony
wrenched her light frame { but her resolution
was taken.

'Count Koningsmarke,' said she in a low, hol-
low, but distinct tones ; • I.will confess to you
that I am more wretched than you can be; but
he who has heard so much from my lip*, muBt

hear no more , ' To-morrow, I trust will, see you
on your way from Hanover,'

She hud allowed her hand still to remain in
his. she had led him to the door, which she open.
ed herself. Surprised, subdued, the Count obey.

the Electress,
composure by the

ed the impulse, but he paused on the threshold,
when a slight noise cauglit his quick ear. He
looked in its direction, and from one of the bal-
ustrades of the winding gallery, saw a face
looking down. It was but a glance, yet here-
cognised the coarse though fine features, and
the black hair of one of the Elector's favorites.
At once he felt the prudence of retreat, and he
obeyed the sign to depart, while Sophie leaned,
white as a corpse and almost as inanimate, on
the threshold.

'Farewell,' murmured she, • farewell, Count
Koningsmarke, for ever.'

The words had only died en the pale lip which
scarcely moved to utter them, when she saw the
ground open beneath Koningsmarke's feet. A
trap door purposely left unfastened, had yielded
to his weight, he disappeared, and the arches of
the gothic gallery reverberated to one last fear-
ful cry of human agony. Sophie sprang for-
ward—a natural impulse of horror induced her
to start back from the dark abyss that yawned
at her feet. Surely far down in the darkness
she saw the glitter of jewels, and she heard One
low groan—and all was silent as the grave. She
cast one desperate glance to heaven, and dashed
herself forward, when her progress was arrested
by a slight figure that threw itself between her
and the brink of the chasm—Mimi had saved
her mistress.

PART in.
Years, long dreary years, had passed in the

old castlef to which the jealousy of the Elector
had consigned his consort. For years, the eyes
of Sophie had never looked beyond the battle-
mented walls, and had dwelt only on the faces
of her jailors. She had had no communication
from without, and the lapse of time was only
told by the change which her mirror marked.
She had entered that prison young, very young,
now her bright hair was thin, and gray mingled
with the yet golden tresses. But this morning
she was happy. She had risen with the sun—
the lark she never heard now—to watch over
the slumber of one who made her feel that earth
had still one precious link—One for whose sake
there was yet something to pray and to hope—
a handsome youth of about fourteen was sleep--
ing in the little room adjoining her own. It
was her SOK, Prince George, who had escaped
the night before from his attendants; and, a$
the risk of his life had swam the moat to see his
ill-used, his beautiful mother.

' How soundly he sleeps,' murmured she—*k it
is a pity to wake him—and yet he. can sleep
any day—while his mother he may not jsee.
again.' : '

But she was spared the necessity of awaken-
ing him: for, as if made consciously some
sweet instinct, of her presence, the yb'uth open,
ed his eyes, and said—•• mother.' The sadness
of a wasted life, the bitterness of a false accusa.
tion, the weariness of prison, were repaid by
that, moment's happiness. Sophie could not;
satisfy herself with gazing on the bright and.
noble features of her son. She overwhelmed
him, with a thousand questions—she was eager
to learn all .his habits, pursuits, and pleasures,
and yet she .startled at the least sound—sha
feared that they were about to take him from
her,

' You eat no breakfast, mother,* exclaimed
the Prince, pausing in the midst of the meal to
which he wasdomg the full justice of a youth,
ful appetite,

' Not yet, George,' said she, 'this is Sunday,
and since I have dwelt in this caetle I never
break my fast till after the service of the
chapel.'

• This is a dreary place,' rejoined the youth,
looking round on the damp walls from which
the decaying tapestry hung in tatters, 'but they
say I shall be king of England, and you shall
have a beautiful palace then.'

Sophie smiled and kissed the forehead, whose
golden curls were the color of her own.

Time passed on, and yet no search was made
for the young Prince, who accompanied his
mother to the chapel, It WSIB a gloomy ruin—
the roof admitted the daylight in many places,
and the arches were broken and defaced, while
the tombs below yawned as if about to give up
their dead. The young Prince shuddered as he
knelt on the cold pavement where his mother
had knelt for so many years. The service end*
ed—the Electrens approached the altar, and
again kneeling, she took from the aged priest
the sacred bread and wine, but ere she drank
from the holy cup, she called upon the Savior
who bad given it to bis followers, to bear tfiW
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ness to her innocence. A ray of light from the
reof fell around her while she spoke, her large
blue eyes were raised to the heaven she invoked,
and it flung around her pale and spiritual coun-
tenance a glory like that of an angel. At this
moment, a sound of hurried foot-steps disturbed
the stillness of those old walls, and the chapel
was filled with ltrangers.

" I knew that I should find him here,1 said a
tall stately.looking man, the young Prince's
governor. * • I an sorry, madam,' added he, • that
this painful duty should devolve upon me, but
his Serene Highness must not remain here.'

' I did not hope that he might,' replied Sophie,
' it is happiness enough only to have seen him;
something at my heart tells me we shall never
meet again. George, my beloved child, farewell.
Inform your father that to-day, for the first time,
I prayed for him.'

• Madam,' exclaimed the Baron, ' my mission
is not one all of bitterness. With some conces-
sion, I am commissioned to offer your husband's
pardon, and even a hope that your return to the
court will be permitted.'

' Never,* answered the Electress, ' I accept
no pardon—I will make no concessions—I de-
mand to have my innocence fully recognised—
I return to that court its injured and acknowl-
edged mistress, or I return no more.'

The Baron withdrew in silence,and the young
Prince clung to his mother's side. It was a
bitter struggle—but she herself unclasped his
arms.

' God bless you!' exclaimed she, a*d led him
beyond the portal. Slowly he mounted his
horse—heavily were the iron gates closed after
him.

' Once more,' said the Princess, ' I am alone.'
' Not alone, my beloved mistress,' replied a

female kneeling at her feet. • For years I have
watched besides these gates, which to-day I
have obtained permission to enter.'

Scarcely, in the pale and time-worn woman,
could even Sophie recognise the once girlish and
lovely Mimi.

The last crimson lights of a summer sunset
illuminated the depths of lhat ancient and
gloomy chamber ; a golden haze seemed to float
on the dusky air, and poured in through the open
eurtains ef a velvit bed. The embroidery had
long since faded, and the black plumes that
waved at each cornice, grew yet more hearse-
like, with every succeeding year. But now the
rich hues and the soft rays gave a mocking
cheerfulness to the bed of death—and yet not
mocking—it was the type of that divine light
which cheered the Iaat hour of the dying.—So-
phie's head was laid on that last pillow, whence
it was never raised again.

When the Electress first rested on that pillow,
her temples were feverish, and her heart beat
even to pain; she slept only the restless sleep
of exhaustion, and she walked in the midnight,
the shriek on her lips, and the damp on her
brow, one fearfiil sound forever in her ears, and
one fearful sight for ever before her eyes.
Night after night had been conscious of her
tears, and morning after morning had she loath-
ed the sight of another day that brought the
same monotony of sorrow. Anger, too, had
hardened round her heart.; undervalued and ill
used* she grew embittered by injustice. Her
eon's visit was the first softening influence that
had touched her for many years ; but that thaw-
ed the well of affection, so long frozen within.
She felt that she was beloved; and for the sake
of that sweet child,she forgave the world and all
its injuries. Mimi came, and brought with her
all the genial feeling of youth—-all its warm and
kindly current of affection, old remembrances
of nature, and its changeful loveliness ; she
brought the world of the past to the ill-fated
prisoner. Think what it is to waste a whole
life in captivity—to look on no faces but those
of your guards—to be shut out from society—to
know that you are forgotten, that the green
grass and the crowded streets are alike forbid,
den things, to know that life goes on with its
usual round of hopes, pleasures, and objects, in
which you have no part.; to feel that your fa-
culties are stifling within you, that your mind,
your heart, are dead before their time. This is
the lot of a prisoner—this had the Princess of
Zell endured for years—and this, too, had Mimi
endured for her sake. But the devoted peasant
knew not what endurance meant: that is not
endurance which is undergone for on we love

whole world was the gloomy chamber o

her first, her dearest friend—she desired another
only for her sake.

But the prison scene was closing; Sophie
lay, supported by cushions, with life fast ebbing
away; her hair was still long, but of a darker
color.yet more conspicuous from its being blend-
ed with gray. She was thin even to emaciation,
but the fine features retained traces of their for.
mer beauty, and the large blbe eyes were soft
as a dove's and clear as those of a spirit, But
the dying lady was restless and anxious, she
looked faintly around for one who was not
there. In consideration of the Princess' dan-
ger, Mimi had been allowed to leave the castle ;
she was the bearer of a letter from Sophie to
her husband, who was now King of England.
He had just arrived in his Eleetonal dominions,
and would have to pass near tbe castle,

At an inn where he was to change horses,
Mimi awaited him. The purple shadows of
twilight were on the sky when he arrived. You
heard the galloping of the guards, the rolling
of the carriage wheels, and, amid dust .and
shouts the royal cavalcade stopped at the inn
door. The monarch called tor light, which, for
a gold piece, the daughter of the host allowed
Mimi to bear. She gave the light and gave
also the letter. The pipe fell from the king's
hand—he knew the writing.

I J* me meurs? exclaimed he, sinking back in
his carriage.

The confusion attendant upon his illness en-
abled Mimi to glide away unnoticed, but she
saw that in the king's face there was death.—
The white moon, that had been pale in the sky
as a crescent of snow, had^ cleared into light,
when Mimi entered the chamber of her dying
mistress. The warm crimson, and the golden
haze of sunset, had faded into deep obscurity,
scarcely broken by the far dim lamps that swung
from the roof; but the face, of the Princess was
distinctly visible, for the moon shone directly
upon it. Faintly she raised her head to welcome
her faithful attendant, and her lips moved, but
the words were lost in a faint rattling in the
throat.

I 1 gave your letter to the King,' whispered
Mimi.

Sophie sat erect in bed, a wild and superna.
tural gleam kindled her eyes with a fearful lus-
tre—she raised her hand—so white, so spectral,
that it scarcely cast a shadow in the moonlight.

' I summon him before a higher tribunat than
his own, to meet me.'

The effort was too much, and she sank on
Muni's shoulder; a spasm wrung her features,
and they set in the marble calmness of a corpse.

The King, her husband, died at the same
hour; and, within a week, Mimi was la'id,at the
feet of her mistress.

THE GAINS OF A LOOSING BUSINESS.
'Come, John, exert yourself; 'tis surely a ve-

ry little thing to walk half a mile to see a friend
that has just arrived !'

11 know it, Fanny ; and I ought to go, there's
no doubts of that, and should go if it were but a
thing of some weight; but really I cannot do it
just now.'

' Why, dear John, things of weight don't move
you sometimes. Sarah Barton's income is sen.
sibly lessened, because you could not insure her
house, as you promised, just when it should have
been done.'

• Nay,,—now, my dear wife, 'tis cruel in you
to throw Sarah Barton in my teeth forever :—
didn't I offer to make her loss good to her, and
own I was to blame V

' But the evil remained, my dear husband. No
woman in her situation would receive the price
of the house from you; and much and loudly as
we may own our faults, it will never be as good
as curing them.'

• Most original moralist! Well, Fanny, I'll
go in the morning; and now play me your best
piece to make up for your lecture.'

• No, really, John, I can't just now.' And she
laid her head upon the arm of the couch.

' Frances,' said her husband, a little pettishly,
• will you play for me ?'

She rose, and went and knelt at his feet, and
looking up, said—• Since we were married, my
husband, I have seldom refused to do what you
wished; my heart does not refuse now, and I
will play for you ; may you feel, as I do, that

i
l have no right to say, seriously, • I cannot just
now.'

His ear heard the sound of her piano, and his
foot beat time ; but his mind was afar off, and
full of sad thought!. When she finished an

turned round on her stool, he smiled, and held
out his arms to her; and again she knelt.

1 Fanny,' said h e , ' you mads a great mistake
in marrying me. If you had but given your
hand and fortune to Tom, Dick, or Harry, be'd
have doubled it by this time ; while I vegetate
here upon the income of it—a burden to you and
myself, and good for nothing but to give oyster
suppers. Well, I shall die one day, and then
you can choose better.'

She smiled, with tears in her eyes, as she ans-
wered—' But why vegetate upon our property 1
Why not use it V

• What do you mean, Fanny ? Wasn't it the
very point of your father's care, and study, aad
consultation, that such a shiftless, unenergetic,
good-for-nothing idler as I, should not use it 7—
Didn't I hear, ten times a day, that a mere lite,
rary man, without business "talent, and scarce
able to keep himself from under the dray-
wheels, never should attempt to do any thing
with money but spend it ? Did they not bind
me never to use what was giv«n to me ; but to
idle on, a gentleman of literary taste 7 good for
nothing, cared for by nobody, of no more worth
in the state than a block of wood 1 wasting
what little energy I had, and losing my man-
hood more and more, till at length I have be-
come the butt of ray wife even.'

She stood for a moment or two, surprised,
orry, and ashamed, while he strode up and

down the room, muttering curses against his own
worthlessness; then took his arm, and with
mounting color, replied to him—' I love you,
John, as much as ever; but I will not deny that
my respect is less than when we married.'

• My father thought you unfit for business,
nd placed my property out of your reach till I

was twenty-five; for three years past it has been
at your disposal, and is now. When we mar-
ried, you had large plans for" literary and benev-
olent action ; these were never carried out: and
now, every month you grow more careless an d
less active; to-night you cannot .even visit a
new-come friend.'

1 It is all true, Frances. I pity you,—I wish
could unmarry again, and then you might find
ne you could respect.'

' My dearest husband, I can respect you. Do
ut rouse—do any thing, only become what you

may be, and I will kiss your feet in respect and
hankfulness.'

' What can I do ?'
'Go into business.'
' But I shall lose your property.'
• Lose any thing, every thing, so you gain

yourself again !'
' What shall a man take in exchange for his

oul V ?

1 Good day, Mr. Smith; what's tbe news V
• Nothing special. How's your folks ?'
' Tolerable, thank you. What's this I hear

about Jahn ?'
• Gone into crockery business; full head of

team on !'
' H >w long will he last V
' Eight months and three weeks, barring ac-

cidents.' Ha, ha, ha! Good day. Sorry for
his wife.'

Mr. Smith was a false prophet. Five years
passed by, and John was still struggling in the
rolling and tumbling'Current of active business.
At first he had some notes protested, the money
for which he had in his pocket, by forgetting to
stop as he went up Wall-street and pay them.—
He lost a few thousands, also, by a rainy day,
which prevented him from insuring an invoice
of English ware, the destruction of which, upon
the coast of Wales, was heard of the very day
after the accounts of the shipment came. Butt
he had heavy backers, good clerks, and -a wife
that never let him neglect the care of his con.
cerns, nor indulge in speculation. And as his
credit, and means, and correspondents in-
creased, men wondered, and John wondered too:
he found he could keep from under the dray-
wheels as easily as his neighbors ; and though,
every year, he was a loser by knavery in some
of its shapes, he cared little that he was unable
to cope with rogues.

The fall of '32 came, and the Great Fire took
from him at least one half his means. His heart
sank not, however, nor did his powers seem par-
alysed.

' Can you withdraw what is left ?' said his
wife.

N o ; he could not at once, without embarrass-
ment. In a year or two he might retire.

Another hard year passed ; ha had contracted
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his operations, paid many of his debts, and in
the spring of '37 proposed to close his books,
with about two-thirds of the property left which
he had originally invested.

They bought a place in the country; began a
honse, and laid out a large garden. Already
the dreamy wife saw her children racing over
the lawn, and her reformed husband, with his
books and his benevolent schemes, busy, happy,
and useful: she felt how great a gain had been
the loss of one-third of her fortune.

The spring came ; the ball struck the nine,
pins, and they began to tumble. Piecemeal,
John saw his independence crumbling away;
every day the column in his bill-book for ' Re-
marks' became more crowded with the <vord
' Bad ;' every day bank notices looked more
ominous, and Directors, that had for years dis-
cussed the ciedit of others over his supper.table,
now picked their teeth, and talked indistinctly
of his, elsewhere.

The city clocks struck three; bank doors
swung smoothly too on their well oiled hinges;
notaries nibbed their pens. As John took his
way homeward, his head bent down, and a cer-
tain queer feeling about the heart and windpipe,
he met Mr. Smith. ' Any thing over, to-mor-
row, John V

John shook his head, and smiled, as he re-
plied, ' I am under protest to-day.' There was
a thrill of joy in the jobber's breast, though he
knew his hour was close at hard. ' There's one
comfort,' he muttered to himself, ' his wife will
scatter his calm, quiet thoughts faster than he's
scattered her fortune.'

That wife, now a matron, had arranged the
dinner-table as none but a wife can; and to her
little circle of chidren wa« reading, for the se-
cond time, Miss Sedgwick's ' Home.' It was
later than customary. Sho read till another
half hour was gone ; then, fearing something,
gave the young folks their dinner, and sent them
to walk, as usual. She sat by the window anoth-
er half hour, and watched the shadows creep a-
cross the street, and one by one. saw fade away
her country home, her garden, her grassy lawn,
her romping childien, her independent husband.
Want, and labor, and the contempt which
waits on fallen fortune, came and filled the fu-
ture. But woman's heart is a wonderful spring
of strength. She saw the form of a man com-
ing ; and though her tears made all forms alike
te her eye, she felt it was her husband. In an
instant the world was changed; as at the close
of a stormy day-—the cloud lifted, the yellow
sun streamed in, and the very rain-drops beamed
like jewels.

John had been spending the time since three,
with his lawyer. The lawyer had condoled
with him, cursed the administration and blamed
the Banks. He had said, again and again, that
it was very.hard for a man to lose all that he
had been Working for during six years, to say
nothing of what he had before he went into bu-
siness ; and at last his client began to feel very
bad. Then he talked of the mortifications of
being unable to pay out just debts; the mere loss
of money was little, but to be the means of in-
volving others, and bringing families to distress,
must pain a generous spirit. This went to
John's heart, and he lamented the hour that he
had been inducod to go into the world. His
courage, and his fortitude, and his hope left him,
and he came to his home desponding, peevish,
and cowardly.

He met his wife with a smile, to be sure, but
such a smile as the criminal wears when bound
to the death-tree.

*I was a prophet' Fanny,' he said passing her.
•How so?'
'It is all gone. I'm ruined, and the cause of

ruin to others.
'You mean to me and the children.
'No, my wife; to other men, families, depen-

dents, all.'
'What! Your property not pay your debts?'
'It would'pay them 'hree tines over, but it is

of no money value now.'
'Is it through your wrong-doing that this

happens?'
•Certainly not.'
'Then never let it depress you. As far as

you are concerned, it is the act of God that
cripples you. We should mourn for our sins,
and must, from our nature lament misfortune,
but never need be disheartened by it. Some-
thing can be done, I know:—our debts paid,
and a new start taken, with all the gain of the
past, to make the future easy.'

'The gain of the past!' said her husband,

slowly. Do you mock me, Frances? I tell you
I've lost every thing,—property, credit, charac-
ter, and—almost—happiness.'

'You mistake greatly, my husband. It is not
true that you have lost credit, or character in
any sense that makes the loss worth thus mourn,
ing for. I love you too entirely, to let you
make such charges unrepelled. Our wealth is
gone, perhaps: but what have we gained instead?
Fou have become, fourfold, the man you were:
you have new-created yourself; you are born
again, and I have gained all that you are, more
than you were, [and shall we regret the pur-
chase money?'

He covered his face and was silent for a time:
then starting, cried—

'But where will all this await me? We must
have bread, my wife; your children's wants will
not be supplied by their father's growth in
grace,'

•Nay, but they will be. Being what you are,
yOH can gain all they need, and bring them up
to gain it for themselves ; as you were once ;
my husband, before this growth in grace, at
which you sneer, what could you have done ?
Let us then part with all that can be sold ; pay
all your debts to the last farthing ; be what you
have learned to be, and I know there will be e-
nough. When that is done, we will begin here
again, or go to the west, or go where you will;
and we shall never lament, my dear husband,
that you, and through you, all of us, have
learned to be active, punctual, efficient, order-
ly, patient and persevering, though our school-
ing has cost a fortune. If you had but made
money, we should have gained little ; but now
you have gained the true end of business and of
life; you have laid up treasures in heaven, for
you have developed some of the noblest powers
of your own soul.'

Upon the earthly future of that man there
still rest clouds; but he heeds not their shadow,
for his eye is upon a future that is bright with a
brightness exceeding that of the sun.

From the Boston Pearl.

Fashion of the times.—' When I came to this
country,' said an emigrant. " I brought several
hundred dollars in gold ; they then ealled me
Mr Smitb;.but when It was all gone, I was only
called plain Uncle Bill:

Absence of Mind.—An old smoker the other
day bit off the end of his finger, supposing it to
be a cigar. He did not discover the mistake,
until he° undertook to light what be had left,
and smoke it.

A poor fellow, a few miles out of town, went
into his barn for the purpose of taking the life
of a fat hen for his morning's breakfast. Mel-
ancholy to relate, he became absent minded, aad
wrung hia own neck. He found it out as soon
as he tried to crow.

When has a fop the independence to differ in
opinion from the whole world ?

Ans. When he thinks himself no fool.
What does a lady most frequently forget ?
Ans. Her age.
When does a inan.e interests and duty unite ?
Ans. Always.
When has a man the most cause to despise

himself?
Ans. When he is proud of unmerited praises.
What is the last stage of consumption ?
Ans. The hearse.
Why are we pleased with a pleasant day ?
Ans. Because we sometimes have stormy

A diffident lover, going to a town clerk to re-
quest him to pulish the banns of matrimony,
found him at work alone, in the middle of a
ten acre lot, and asked him to step aside a
moment, as he had something particular for his
private e a r ^

A jury in the West of England, commisera-
ting the case of a poor woman who was charged
with a trifling' theft, agreed to the following
sapient verdict:—"Not guilty—but we hope she
won't do so again!"

Heaven is pleased with the importunity of
our prayers, because t(he delights to bestow up.
on us every boon which will result in our real
happiness.

An old lady in the interior, being told that
milk was obtained from eoco nuts, inquired
whether it was warm like that which comes
from the cow.

T M
SATURDAY, MARCH 24, 1838.

O" The fund given by Dr. Franklin to the
city of Boston, to be loaned to young mecha-
nics on setting up in business, now amounts to

New arrangement.—A western school-master
has the following sentence in round [text upon
his door: " No licking the school-master in the
holidays."

The Knickerbocker.—The March No. of this
excellent periodical, fully maintaines its well-
established reputation. It is full of good mat.
ter, which any one may read with equal amuse-
ment and profit.

Last Boston Pun.—Lady caught in a shower
Monday night—stranger politely offered the
shelter of his umbrella—accepted—got home,
and found him black in the face—wrong color
for a rain-beau.

Dreadful Conflagration.—A young lady in-
tending to sue for breach of promise, put her
lover's letters into a bag fdr the purpose of pro-
ducing them in court, when, sad to tell, their
own natural warmth produced spontaneous com.
bustion, and ashes alone remained.

Ladies' Companion.—The March number of
this deservedly popular periodical is .embellish-
ed with a fine engaving of The Night Storm,
engraved by Neagle from one of the famous pic-
tures of Vandervelde. The literary contents of
this number are from the pens of well known
writers, and present the usual variety and pos-
sesses the usual interest.

When you would wish to write something
peculiarly hard and severe, sand your -floor
with steel filings, and put on iron shoes, use a
steel pen and write upon sheet iron. If you
wish to have your article extremely savage, get
a friend to sit at your elbow and talk politics
all the time that you are writing; and get ano-
ther person to stand and hold the door halfway
open in the mean time.

Davy Crockett's Last.—The Colonel was
present at a splendid route once given by Gene-
ral Green, at Washington,.and was induced to
dance, or rather attempt to dance, in a quadrille.
The figure was intricate, and the Colonel got
off the trail. Turning to his partner—a laugh,
ing, fun.loving girl—he apologised for his error,
and remarked, with characteristic drollery of ex.
press ion, that he wasn't much educated in danc-
ing, although he could stand up to the plain
work mighty perpendicular; but,' continued
he, 'when you come to put in the scientific licks,
I squat.'

NORTHAMPTON, (Mass.) March 7.
A Beautiful Grotto, formed of ice from the

drippings of the canal under the aqueduct, has
been all the rage, during the past week, in
this town. The aqueduct has an elevation of
from twenty to thirty foet above Mill river;
consequently the water congealing as it fell,
has reared up m ,ssy glittering pillars, which,
as they enlarged, have nearly closed up the
sides, and formed, between each of the abut-
ments, gorgeous and splendid large icy apart-
ments. The stalactites hang in rich and varie-
gated clusters, varying from a few inches to
fifteen feet .n length, forming altogether a spec«
tacle of dazzling richness and beauty, whether
seen by the glitter of tho sun or the radiance of
torch light. One evening last week some of
these gorgeous apartments were prettily illumi-
nated, and, with the aid of the imagination
and the influence ©f the fairy beings who glided
among the pillars of crystal with merry laugh
and buoyant step, it was not difficult to mark
its resemblance to some of the scenes in story.
The Grotto of Antiparos, on one of the islands
in the Archipelago, cannot hold a candle to th«
crystal caves under the canal aqueduct.—Cow.
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Written for the Qem.

T H E F A C T O R Y G I R L .
" A tomb rose on the unhappy Lorma. My song of

wo was heard; ' Rest at the noise of that mossy stream !
the maids will see your tomb, at their play, and turn
away their weeping eyes. Your name will be in song.
The harp will be in your praise. The daughters of Sel-
ma will hear it. The Sun will not come to thy bed and
say awake! The wind of Spring is abroad. The flow-
ers shake their heads on the green hills. The woods
wave their growing leaves. Retire, O Sun! Sim sleeps.
She will not come forth in her beauty. She will not
move in the steps of her loveliness. Kest, children of
your youth, at the noise of the mossy stream.' "

Osaian.

In the early part of the month of June, eigh-
teen hundred and thirty-five, accompanied by a
Classmate, I wandered forth from the College
on one of those Saturday afternoon excursions
which have been long customary with the stu-
dents of that ins^ution, and to which those
who have left theiralma Mater often look back
with emotions of the highest pleasure.

We passed on through grassy fields and shady '
groves—along rocky ravines and quiet vales—
o'er ripling brooks and swelling hills, till we
gained an eminence that commanded an almost
limitless view of the surrounding country. The
day and the landscape were most delightful.
The Sun beamed with undiminished splendor
from his cerulean and cloudless throne. The
mild zephyrs whispered amid the bowers, and
wafted along on their unseen folds, the odours
of flowers which they had kissed on their way
from their Occident home. On every side were
heard the melodious caroling of birds—near by,
the murmuring of a rill-^-and in the distance
the thundering of cars, and the commingled
sounds of the busy city. Far away to the west
and north rose and ranged the romantic and
shrub* clad hills, which fancy was wont to pic-
ture as the abodes of the spirits of their aborigi-
nal lords. Through the luxuriant and verdant
valley the silvery Mohawk wended its serpen-
tine way, and by ito side meandered the Canal,
bearing on its bosom the products of all climes
and the people of many nations. On the plain
below.the city spread forth with its retired walks
and crowded streets, and glittering roofs, and
towering spires. And on an eminence to the
right the College edifices lifted in Grecian
grandeur their snowy walls, in pleasing con.
trast with the virid foliage of the surrounding
trees. After contemplating for a while the at-
tractive scenery before us, we resumed our walk,
and on coming to a rivulet, took our way along
on its banks, tracing its course through every
flexion, till at length emerging from a thicket
we heard a rumbling and tremulous sound.
" Hark !" .said my companion. " You heard
only the sound of that mill," I replied, pointing
through the trees. " That must be the Fac-
tory," he continued, "for I have been informed
that it is on this stream, and I propose that we
visit it." No objection being made by myself
we passed on, and in a few minutes arrived at
the door, requested admittance,obtained it, and
entered. My companion being a New Eng-
lander, and in some degree characterized by
their inquisitiveness and their propensity to cal-
culation, soon began his enquiries in regard to
the price of the raw material—the quantity re-,
quired per day—the number of yards manufac-
tured—the amount of wages paid—the nett
profits, per centum, &c.

My attention was at first directed to the
structure and operation of the machinery, and
to the skill of those under whose guidance its
various portions performed their respective
parta. But it was soon after particularly drawn
to one of the number employed in superintend-
lag—a girl of most interesting appearance. I

secured a position at a little distance, and ob-
served her attentively during the remainder of
our visit. She was apparently about the age of
fourteen. She sat in a chair reclining her head
against a pillar that rose by her side, excepting
when the machine under her charge required
her attendance. Her movements were easy and
graceful, and evinced a habituation to happier
days and a more refined mode of life. In her
form and countenance were combined all the
lineaments requisite to the perfection of earthly
beauty. Nothing external served to highten it,,
for she wore no ornaments, and was attired in
the most simple manner. Her silk-like auburn
tresses were neatly and closely gathered into a
few noduli, which were bound by a riband pass-
ing around her head in such a manner as to
display most fully its symmetrical and elegant
shape. Her forehead had that mildness and
sufficiency of expansion which, to the mind of
the beholder, was indicative of candor and of
intellectual powers of a high order. Her eyes
were as

"TheApjil sky trembling through clouds of purest
white."

An in them were to be seen the emanations of
an aspiring, unconfinable, and immortal spirit.
The blushes that glowed on the cheeks of Hebe
and Helene were never more lovely than the
roseate ones that brightened and faded, and
lingered and brightened again on hers. Such
was the ordinary, but transient expression of
her countenance. For evidently her mind was
deeply agitated by strong and alternating emo-
tions. At one moment an angelic smile played
sweetly upon her lips, as if recollection had
rolled back the scroll of former days, and spread
before her all the by-gone and delightful events
in which she had been a happy participant. At
another, that smile would pass away and be
succeeded by an expression of sorrow and de-
spondency. At intervals, her thoughts—as was
evident from the heaving sigh—the startling
tear, and the manner in which she twirled the
faded rose which she held in her delicate hand,
were of the most painful and intense descrip-
tion.

After having remained as long as courtesy
would permit, we withdrew. And by pursuing
a different path on our return, we were sur-
rounded by new and increasing rural attrac-
tions, My friend became <rfore deeply enrap.
tared, and spfoke more eloquently of the objects
that caused his delight. But feelings of sympa-
thy for the beautiful being from whom we had
just parted, induced me into a train of reflection
upon her inauspicious lot, and the diversified
condition of human life. As I yielded to all his
remarks merely a simple assent, and to his nu.
merous interrogatories naught but a laconic
answer, he soon perceived that my mind was
wholly abstracted from the things so interesting
to him ; and observing that if the tendency of
our visit was such as to produce in me a depres-
sion of spirits, he would advise me not to repeat
it. 1 replied, " I was thinking of that beautiful
girl, whom we saw. and of her untoward condi-
tion. In her case, if ever, is evident the truth
of the maxim, 'circumstances make the indi-
vidual.' How bright and joyous might be her
career had she been born in the higher walks of
life ! With an educated mind she might here-
after be named as a muse, and be crowned with
the perenial and amaranthine chaplet. But for
circumstances she might reign queen of beauty,
and receive for her charms, the homage of the
youthful, the talented, ,a.nd the meritorious.
She might lead asweetning and gentle, though
efficient and lasting; influence in the cause of

piety, virtue, and humanity. She might become
the happy partner of a great, good, and eminent
man ; and by the necessary extensive acquaint,
ance resulting from such a union, she might
give tone and direction as it were to the man-
ners and habits of the female part of the nation.
And with all the beauty, she might possess all
the refinement, all the loveliness, ajl the terder
qualities, and all the angelic virtues of which
her sex are susceptible. But ah!

"Full nlany a flower is born to blush unseen,
And waste its fragrance on the desert air."

As the day declined, and the hills and tree
tops were tipped by the golden rays of the sett-
ing sun, we terminated our walk and mingled
with the crowds of our fellow students who
were loitering in front of the Collegiate Halls.

The summer months had glided away, and
the latter part of the second autumnal one had
come, when we determined on another visit to
the Factory. The day was warm and serene-
No breeze agitated the faded leaves that hung
trembling on their blighted stems—through all
nature reigned a solemn, yet soothing and pleat-
ant stillness, with the exception of here and
there a lonely bird sounding a requiem to the
departing year. The Sun shone brightly from
his southern zone, and seemed to smile in tri-
umphant anticipation of his timely return to re-
pair the ravages of the frosts, and again to array
the landscape in rich and verdant drapery—And
to the utmost limits of vision the woodlands
were beautifully.variegated, and presented the
appearance of a gorgeous and commingled as-
semblage of a thousand rainbows:

We walked cheerfully onward till we arrived
at our destination. Immediately after our en.
trance I looked for the one to whom my atten-
tion was drawn at the time of our former visit.
The pillar against which she reclined her head
was tbere-=-her chair was by its side—-but it was
occupied by another. I traversed the whole
building in search, but found her not. I then
enquired of the Superintendent concerning her.
But alas ! He informed me that she was no
more. In compliance with my solicitation for
a sketch of her history, he said," Her parents
being poor, she went at quite an early age to re-
side with her uncle, with whom she remained
until the time of his death, which happened
about nine months previous. Whilst under his
care she had been kept constantly at school, and
had made unusual advancement in her studies.
Her instructors frequently said that her mental
powers were never equalled by any under their
charge. After the death of her uncle she was
obliged to return home, and depend on her own
industry for support. Contrary to her wishes,
her parents procured employment for her in the
Factory. But here she was discontented. And
her physician says that her discontentment, and
her aspirings, and the intensity of her thoughts,
were the causes of her death. She was pious,
and possessed of an irreproachable character,
and of a disposition of the most amiable nature.
She died with bright and blissful hopes, and
with a firm belief that she was passing to a hap.
py, immortal life. Her funeral was yesterday
—and her grave is in the grove on yonder hill."

When on our homeward way we turned aside
to view her grave. It was on the bank of a
murmuring brook in a bower of pines. In, place
of a head.stone and* monument, was an ever.
green entwined by a luxuriant vine of ivy.
Through its branches the soft breezes were then
sweetly and plaintively sighing, as if in sorrow
for her untimely end. It was overspread with
a rich covering of grass, and some bushes of
the lilach and wild rose were planted thereon,
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which, at the return of the vernal sun and the
tepid southern gales, would bloom and fill with
ambrosial fragrance the hallowed bower. And
as I stood there musing ON her history, the
words of an anchient Philosopher

" A mat qam Deus tener inoritur,"
" She whom God loves dies young,"

came to my mind with resistless and unwonted
effect. And I exclaimed, " Yes, ill fated girl,
thou hast died young ; though wert too beauti-
ful, ton good, and too lovely for earth. Its de-
ceits,and vanities, and sorrows will effect thee no
more. Thy guileless spirit has fled to a bright,
blissful, and heavenly abode ; and there, exempt
from disappointing vicissitude, may it exult in
immortal bloom through the successive and un-
ending periods of eternity."

Often since that time, when I have seen some
of the youthful of her sex, with rosy health—
beautiful features—and powerful intellects, but
depressed by poverty, and destined to tread the
pathway of life uuregatded and unknown—and
when I have mingled in affluent, fashionable
and refined society, and beheld others, deprived
of health by folly—without charms, yet making
high pretentions to beauty—and with weak,
frivolous, and conceited minds, I have thought
of the poor, hapless, and lamented FACTORY
GIRL. C. of A .

WM. LEE, & THE ORPHAN ASYLUM.
Some two years since,near the building known

as the Arcade, in this city, w-as found, wander-
ing and crying, a,child about a year and a half
old. On being interrogated as to his name, lie
said it was "Saucy Bill." Nothing more could
be learned from him. He was too young to give
any clue by which his origin could be traced.—
Extensive enquiries'were then made in the
neighborhood, without eliciting any information,
and the fact became apparent that he had been
abandoned to the sympathies of the public. He
vres thereupon given in charge to the proper of-
ficers, and removed to the Poor House of the
county. Soon after his removal, he was seized
with Measles, a disease then prevalent. About
thirty others, of different ages, inmates of the
Poor House, were attacked at the same time.—
The public eharity bad not made'provision for
such extensive misery, and many of these^chil-
dren were necessarily left to such nursing and
care as coald be afforded by other wretched de-
pendents upon the people's bounty. Of their
consequent suffering it is unnecessary to ppeak.
Some were relieved by death ; others partially
recovered, but with the germ of a fatal disease
still in their frames. Rumors of the condition
of the Poor House at this time, led two benevo.
lent ladies of this eity to visit it, one of whom
became interested in the history and situation
of the subject of this article, and immediately
conveyed him to her own house, where (her hus,
band being a physician) he was so judiciously
and kindiy treated, that he was at length restor*
ed to comparative health, and proved an intel-
gent and interesting boy.

In the mean time, these ladies and others were
induced by the reports respecting the poor house
to make such exertions as resulted in the organ,
ization of an Orphan Asylum in Rochester, a
form of charity to which the most scrupulous
can find nothing to object.

WILLIAM LEU, as he was called, (a name giv-
en him without any reference to his parentage)
was placed in the Asylum, where he, in common
with it* Other inmates, received every requisite
attention and care. Nevertheless, it became
apparent that the seeds of disease had been too
deeply implanted to bis system, by bis sufferings

at the Poor House, ever to be eradicated, he was
again taken to the house of his former bene.
factress, where, after lingering a few weeks, he
terminated his short career on the 15th inst.

This brief notice, iB designed to answer the
purposes—to convey to those who abandoned the
boy, should it ever meet their eye, a knowledge
of his fate—and to call public attention to the
truly valuable and well regulated institution a-
bove named, now the asylum of many as desti-
tute and friendless as WILLIAM LEE.

Rochester, March 18, 1838.

From the New York Mirror.

A MORAL TALE FOR THE TIMES.
A little Frenchman loaned a merchant five

thousand dollars when the times were good.
He called at the counting house a few days since
in a state of agitation not easily described.

1 How do you do ?' inquired the merchant.
4 Sick—ver sick,' replied monsieur.
'What's the mattet ?'
' Ds times is de matter.'
• Detimes ?—what disease is that ?'
1 De inaldie vat break all de merchands ver

much.'
•Ah—the times, eh?—well, they are bad,

very bad, sure enough; but how do they affect
yuo? s

' Vy, mon ieur, I lose de confidence.'
' I n whomV
4 In every body.'
1 Not in me, I hope ?'
1 Pardonnez moi monsieur; but I do not

know whom to trust at present, when all de mar-
chands break several times all to pieces.'

1 Then I presume you want your money ?'
• Oui monsieur, I starve for want ofl'argent.'
4 Can't you do without it ?'
•No, monsieur, I must have him.'
1 You must V
4 Oui, monsieur,' said little dimity breeches,

turning pah with apprehension for the safety
of his money

4 And you cant do without it V
4 No, monsieur, not von other leetle moment

longare.'
The merchant reached his bank-book—drew

a check on ihe good old Chemical for the a-
mount, and handed it to his visiter.

1 Vat is dis, monsieur ?'
4 A check for five thousand dollars, with the

interest.'
4 It is bon V said the Frenchman with amaze-

ment.
4 Certainly.'
4 Have vou de Varsent in de bank ?'
'Yes.' ' *
4 And its perfaitement convenient to pay de

sum V
4 Undoubtedly. What astonishes you ?'
4 Vy, dat you have got him in dees times '
4 Oh, yes, and I have plenty more. I owe

nothing that I cannot pay at a moment's notice.'
The Frenchman was perplexed.,
4 Mon&ieur, you shall do me von leetle fa-

vor, eh V
' With all my heart.'
4 Veil monsieur, you shall keep de Vargent for

me some leetle year longare.*
4 Why, I thought you wanted it.'
' Tout au contraire. I no vant de Vargent

—I vant de grand confidence. Suppose you no
got de money, den I vant him ver much—sup-
pose you got him, den I no vant him at all.—
Vous comprenez, eh ?

After some further conference, the little
Frenchman prevailed upon the merchant to re-
tain the money, and left the counting house
with a light heart and a countenance very dif-
ferent frotH the one he wore when he entered.
His confidence was restored—and although he
did not stand in need ef the money, he wished
(o know that his property was in safe hands.

This little sketch has a moral, if the reader
has sagacity enough to find it out.

An old Proverb.*—" He that hath a prudent
wife, bath a guarden an go 1 by his side; but ha
that had a proud wife, hath the ^Jevil at his el-
bow." '_

On a grave stone in the Pere-la Chaise is the
foHowing inscription—4I Here lies N—, the beBt
of fathers,, the most tender of husbands. His
inconsolable widow still keeps the fancy shop,
Rue Richelieu* No. —v"

Short and Sweet.—"I can't speak in public—
never done such a thing in all my life," said a
chap the other night at a public meeting, who
had been called upon to hold forth, 44 but if any
body in the crowd will speak forme, I'll hold
his hat." ;

A tailor following the army, was wounded in
the head by-an arrow. When the surgeon saw
the wound, he told his patient that as the weap-
on had not touched his brain, there was no
doubt of his recovery. The tailor said—if I had
possessed any brains, I should not have been
here.

A joker in New York having met a short gen.
tleman whose first name was William, turned
and walked back by his side. In a little while
the gentleman turned to his uninvited compan-
ion and asked him if he had any business with
him. 4None at all,' said the other, 4but as the
law does not allow us to pass small Bills, I have
turned about.'

Grace After Meat.—One day at the table of
the late Dr. Tearse (Dean of Ely,) just as the
cloth was being removed, the subject of dis-
course happened to be that of an extraordinary
mortality among the lawyers. '4 We have lost,"
said a gentleman, "not less than six eminent
barristers in as many months." The Dean, who
was quite deaf, rose as his friend finished bis re-
marks, and gave the company grace. " For this
and every other mercy, the Lord's name be
praised." The effect was irresistable.—London
Paper.

Dying Confession.—William the Conqueror,
•exceedingly alarmed on his death bed, entreat-
ed the clergy to intercede for him. 44 Laden
with many and grievous sins," he exclaimed, "I
being ready to be taken soon into the terrible
examination of God, I am ignorant of what I
BhcJuId do. I have been brought up in feats of
arms from toy childhood ; I am greatly pollut-
ed with the effusion of much blood ; I can by
no means number the evils I have done these
sixty-four years, for which I am now constrain-
ed without stay to render an account to the just
judge." ^

How beautiful •end exalted are the following
sentiments of De Witt Clinton i

41 Pleasure is a shadow j wealth is vanity ; and
power a pageant; but knowledge is extatic in
enjoyment; perenial in fame, unlimited in
space, and infinite in duration. In the perform-
ance of its sacred offices it fears no danger—
spares no exense—omits no exertion. It
scales the mountain—looks into the volcano—
dives into the ocean—perforates the ea r th -
wings its flight into the skies—encircles the
globe—explores sea and land—-comtemplates
the distant—ascends to the sublime :—No place
too remote for its grasp—no heavens too exal-
ted for its reach."

Christianity has done more than all things to
determine the character and direction of our
present civilization ; and who can question or o-
verlook the tendency and design of religion ?
Christianity has no plainer purpose, than to u-
nite all men as brethren, to make man unutter-
ably dear to man, to pour contempt on outward
distinctions, to raise the fallen, to league all
in efforts for the elevation of all. Under its
influence, the establishment of a fraternal re-
lation among men, the science, literature,
commerce, education of the Christian world
are tending. Who cannot see this mighty move-
ment of Providence ? Who is so blind as to
call it a temporary impulse ? Who so daring,
so impious, as to strive to arrest it ?—Channing.

O51 A Mr. Pool, of Charleston, (S. C.) is said
to have recently invented a Magnetic Quadrant,
by which he can give the latitude and longitudjjfljj
at any time or place, without the aid of a celesV
tial observation.

M A R R I E D .
By the Rev. Pitt Morse, of Watertown, on the 85th

of December last, Capt. Horace Beebe, to Mies So-
phroniaRich, both of Adams.

In Greece, on the 1st inst., by Rev. Mr. Clapn, Mr.
W. W. Wilkeson, to Miss Mary Tibbies, both of Brigh-

On Friday the 9th inst., by the Rev. Mr. Marks, Mr.
James MeDougall, to Miss Elizabeth Harman, all of

fra city
laFenfteldonthe 15th. inst., by the Rev. Mr. Hall,

Mr.Barvey Wilson, Merchant of Auburn, to Misa
Chariotte-Keyos, daughter of Elnathan Keyea, eiq» for-

W i . t S K n t f i n h in_U»t. by George Wdgb.,
• 4 Mr. Tane* Wvin, to MUs Betsy Demmlng,
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THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET,

LOCO-FOCO MUSINGS.
CANTO II.

I borrow'd a guitar one cloudy night
To serenade a girl. I'd not gone far

When I discover d by a window's light
That the machine I'd got for a "guitar,"

Waa nothing more, or leas, or other, than
Some rusty wirea strung on an old tin-pan.

But still I thought I'd try it. The pale moon
Now peeping through the clouds seem'd to rejoice

With me. I reach'd the Lattice—piay'd a tune—
I listen'd—'twas not answer'dby her voice.

But then 'twas answer'd—every strain that'rose—
By yelping dogs, and cackling hens, and crowB.

These frighten'd minstrels scream'd and made such
clatter.

That all the watchmen were surprised—they wonder'd,
And said to all who pass'd them—" what's the mat-

I told 'em that a hen-roost had been plunder'd [ter?."'
Or else it was the howling of mad dogs,

Or else it was some butchers sticking hogs !>

I never could distinguish sharps from flats,
Or whistle yankee-doodle through with ease ;

I like to hear Piano's best, when rats
And mice, at midnight, dance upon the key's

Por they dash on disdainful of all art,
And r of-tie of the music of the heart.

Real musicians are reglected—when
I form a concert I intend to take

Some frying-pans, crack'd pots, and kettles—then
Get scbreech-owls, ducks, and dogs, enough to make

The music various /—and then if the piece
Does not sound well, I'll add in frogs and geese.

GALLIOPE & CO.

CANTO III.
The death of a Canary Bird.

The stranger stole her from the forest spray.
She fell a victim of tyranic power,

Her happy Island-home was far away;
She died far from her oriental bower,

Her lonely cage bangs on the gloomy wall
But her sweet voice has vanish'd from the hall*

Her eyes arc closed forever, and her wing
Is drooping with its faded plumage now •,

No more her sprightly modulations ring.
No more she dances on the waving bough.

The summer hours will darkly pass along
And mourn the loss of her endearing song.

Hush'd is the sound of her melodious breath,
Its varied warbltngs, softly, wild, and clear;

But still the sound tho' hush'd in early death,
Lingers like sweet enchantment on the ear ;—

And seems to whisper—tho' the charm has fled,
Of that dear bird now mould'ring with the dead.

And did she dream of her loved ocean-isle—
Its groves of fragrance, and its crimson sky •,—

Did she remember her lost lover's smile
Or seem to hear her mourning sisters sigh,

And sing their sorrows on the lonely trees
While calling her along the distant seas ?.

Her voice of plaintive sweetness seem'd lo Bay
" Farewell.'"—as music fades amid the air,

The bright and sorrowing songster wept away
Her fleeting life in darkness and despair.

The cruelty that doom'd the little slave
To prison, sunk her in the dreary grave.

CALLIOPE & CO,

CANTO IV.

There was a village, and there lived within it
A Physician, whose name was • ;

Let me think a minute—
Oh!—Dr. Draggle, and his fame was

Spread around:
For he was skilful, and his charges

ere "moderate." The village lies
Upon a spot of ground

About as large as :
But, never mind its size.

One morning when the Doctor was o'verrun
With visits from the sick,

He sent hia student out to call on one
Of bis best patients. He despatch'd the elf,
Because be couldn't go himself.

His students name was " Dick."

Dick was quite stupid, as the Doctor knew
And often did assert.

But still he thought that Dick would do
N« hurt.

The Doctor address'd Dick
In this way i—" Hasten to

My patient, Mr. Nervous. He's quite sick •,
Fee) if his pulse is true •,

Blister him, give him three blue pills,
A slight emetic, and a dose of squills ;
Some salts, and jalup, mixed with manna ?
An anodyne,->-and when that stills
His pains, prescribe some ipecacuanha.
But if his pains still grieve him,
Bleed him well, and leave him."

Dick went, and then return'd
And said unto he Doctor—"fever burn'd,
The patient—his senses had bereft him ;
I gave him calomel and squills
And lett him a large dose of pills''—
"But," said the Doctor, " was that all you lett him?'

" Oh no !" replied the student,
" I was not so unheeding;—

I left him—(and suppos'd 'twas prudent—
As you told me to " leave him,")

I cut a vein, and left him bleeding ;
Will that relieve him 1!"

CALLIOPE & CO.

The light sky lark amid the twinkling drops
Of twilight dew, awakes to greet the Day ;—

The darkling pines around the mountain tops.
Seem like red brooms, sweeping the clouds away.

Aurora's horses travel through the veil—
Slowly—as if they carried Kendall's Mail.

And now the morning flings her gates wide open-
Scattering brightness o'er the vales and hills;—

Light falls around, like showering streams of broken
Diamonds—sparkling on the streams and rills.

The happy birds are singing on the trees,
And butterflies are floating in the breeze.

I'm sitting in my parlor—a dark room,
Just five feet wide, and twenty inches long;

Festoons of cobwebs hang in dusky gloom,
Around the windows ;—whistling crickets throng

The ragged walls ; and then the window glasses,
Are not much more transparent than molasses.

Such is my drawing-room; and if you'll view it,
You'll find it richly decorated o'er

With smoke—(my fire-place has no chimney to it)
Which saves the cost of painting, and looks more,

More negligently grand to artless eyes,
Than if'twas garnish'd with the rain-bow's dies.

On such a morning, when the world was very
Warlike :—in such a dark romantic room ;

I dress'd myself in awful milatary
Pomp ; and with my sword and " nodding plume,"

And amunition in a large portmanteau,
I went—I'll tell you where in the next canto.

CALLIOPE & CO.

-I fought till all were gone
And none were left to see my valor.—Otd Song.

I went to Navy Isle. The cannon's shot
No more; the Patriots had fled by night—

I've been at Marathon, and Carthage, (not
The Carthage on our river;) but no fight—

Down, from Thermopylae to Lundy's-Lane, has
Ever been BO clear from bloody stain ad

My fight on Navy Island. ' War hath charms'
I thought while marching ' Sentinel'tilone

In martial grandeur. ' Patriots in arms!'
I scream'd at morn—alas! they all bad flown!

Angry—I scream'd in imitation death,
* Freedom, for thee I now resign my breath!'

My war-dress was quite awkward, I presume,
For such a bloody, and ferocious work ;—

A paint-brush on my hat, was all the plume
I wore; with an old crow-bar for a dirk.

But still, sometimes, I felt a stiring thrill
Of starling 'glory,1 urge me on ' to kill."

I fought in tragic dignity alone—
As bold, and warlike, as if all my rage meant

Murder. A real battle I must own
Is horrid,—but a single fought engagement

Like this, is pleasant. Tho' you see no blood,
'Tis easy to imagine & red flood.

And Navy Isle is still—except the Falls
Still roar below it with their usual ease •,

And all McNab's aspiring cannon-balls
Have sounded their last Whistle thro* the treei.

No more his flying shells with awful glare
Scatter their dreadful havoc in the air.

Does Vengeance sleep 7 (No, while tb> 'Caroline1!* bed
Is in the billowB, and Niagara's waves

Thunder their sullen dirgei o'er the dead.
Who sunk amid those dark and moaning grave* ;—

' The Caroline's' a watchword that shall start
From every lip, and every beating heart.

CALLIOPE & CO.

CANTO VII.

{Written below " Geneeee Fallt.")
Here let me sit, where roaring waters sweep

O'er hanging rocks-,—where rainbows form and fade;
While Echoes sing along the castled steep,

And birds are dancing in the Osier's shade.
Above—around, the rapid torrents run,
Swiftly—like streams from Engine No. 1.

Still chanting to the winds their dreary roar,—
The Falls are dashing on their downward way ;

Their foaming billows whiten the lone shore,
The clouds are spangled with their silver spray.

And farther down a cataract I view,
Shooting a stream, like Engine No. 2.

'Tis twilight, and the fading sunset flings
A rosy lustre on the Shining waves :

And now it rains; and Sprites on viewless wings
Fly thro' the gloom; and Goblins leave tbeir caves.

Tis raining, as if No. 3'« strong power
Had sent up in the air a thunder shower.

The storm is raging louder, and the stream
Climbs up the banks ; the waves are beating high ;

The trees far up the precipice now seem
Lifre giant witches fighting in the sky.

And sullenly the dismal waters roar—
As If they'd burst from Engine No. 4.

The storm is over, and the winds are bush'd
In peaceful sleep; the light breeze murmurs low ;—

And the high'cliffs from whence dark waters gush'd
Are gleaming in the moonlights pallid glow«_

The warlike elements no longer stride,
Like watery tempests shot from No. 5.

Midnight has flung around the rocky shores,
A veil of mistv shadows-: Through the dark

And frowning scenery^witb. muffled oars
The fisherman is floating-in his bark.

The Moon looks cold, and damp,—as if its light
Had been put out by No. 6. Good night!

CALLIOPE & CO.

CANTO VIII.
Good morning Muses ! 'Mid the laurel boughs

That shades the Amaranthine Gardens, we
Are roving. Glory flings around our brows,

Her brightest wreath j with proud devotion she
Has whisper'd to the world each " musing" name,
And bore it upward to the dome of fame.

'Tis "pretty bad" to be a homeless ranger
Thro' the wide world, without Mriend or foe ;

To hear the crowd inquire—" who is that stranger ?"
And hear the careless answer—" I-don't-fcnow—»."

Let me be known—if not in splendid fame;
At least let people know I have a name.'

'Tis bad, to be so ugly you can't view
Your shadow without fear •, but then, alas !

'Tis worse to be so lean, and thin, that you
Can't see yourself, in a good looking-glass.

Or if you see yourself, to loofci at most,
Not more like life than a steam-doctor's ghost.

'Tis " pretty bad" to speak long pieces at
A schoolmaster, as I did in my youth •,

'Tis bad to be so great a liar, that
You don't believe yourself—when speaking truth.

'Tis bad to hear one person always speak
About " the weather"—such a speech is weak.

It is a " pretty bad" and foolish joke
To drink old cider and suppose you sip

Champagne. 'Tis bad economy to smoke
A nhort cigar until it burns your lip.

'Tis bad to have large feet—so very larue
That when you dance they make an extra charge.
'Tis " pretty bad" to dance, and waltz, and whirl,

Around, 'till you grow dizzy, and quite faint:
But ah ! 'tis worse to kiss a blushing girl

And sBoil her cheeks, by kiasing off their paint.
Now don't you think—asyou most justly should,
That all these "pretty bad's" are "pretty good V

CALLIOPE & CO.

New Work; by Bulwer.—" Alice" tequel to
Ernest Maltnves, is announced as in the prees,
and soon to appear.

ID" New subscribers can be furnished with
the back numbers of this volume. A few copies
of previous volumes, bound, for Bale.
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T H E Y O l f U G F I R E M A M ,
BT CHARLES P. ILSLEY,

Editor ̂ fjlhe Portland Transcript.

• Fire ! Fire ! *ire !'
It was deep midnight as this startling cry re.

bounded through the streets of the city. The
booming of a dozen bells aroused the inhabitants
Trftn their heavy slumbers, and soon the flaring
of torches and the rattling of engines told that
the watchful guardians of our safety were on
the alert. Thrice blessed is that city, which,
in the hour of danger, has strong hands and
willing hearts, 'always ready* to protect and
save their property. We have no foe more to
be dreaded than the devouring element, and we
cannot be too lavish of our attention to that de-
partment whose province it is to battle this
enemy.

A broad lurid glare lit up the heaven and
served as a guide to those in search of the source
of alarm. It was found to be a large three
story dwelling house. The building being of
wood, by the time a sufficient number of per-
sons had srrived to act in concert, the flames had
made such progress that the salvation of the
building was impossible. The attention of the
firemen, therefore, was directed towards the
neighboring buildings. The fire had taken in
the cellar, and the lower part of the house was
completely enveloped in flames before the fami.
ly were aroused to their danger. The cry of a
child, who was nearly suffocated with smoke,
was the first alarm they had. Catching at such
articles of clothing as were within their reach,
the inmates barely had time to escape from a
back window.

They stood in a groups congratulating them,
selves OB their narrow escape, and watching
with melancholy interestthe destruction of their
home, occasionally casting glance? around to
see if all were there, when a sudden thought
seemed to flash at once upon their minds, and a
wild exclamation of ' Louisa—Louisa is not
here !' broke from each lip. As the words pass-
ed from mouth to mouth, that there was a per-
son in the house, a groan of horror burst from
the assembled multitude. Inevitable death
seemed to be her doom. No ingress could be
made from the lower part of the house, and
from the volumes of smoke that burst from the
upper windows, there appeared no chance of
escape. Still the awe struck spectators wasted
no time. As quick as theught, a dozen ladders
were raised, and as many resolute firemen
mounted them to the rescue. Window after
window was heard to crash as the intrepid men
proceeded in their search. Alas, their attempts
were vain—the dense s/noke and the flames
drove them back, scorched, and half suffocated.
They were about giving up in despair, resigning
the missing one to her fate, when a young fire,
man from a distant part of the line, broke
through the dense crowd with the impetuosity
of an avalanche, and with breathless haste, flew
rather than ran up one ,of the ladders which
reached to the roof. He was observed to have
attached to his belt a coil of small rope. Be-
fore the astonished firemen had time to warn
him of the fruitlessness of his attempt and its
danger, he had disappeared over the railing that
surrounded the roof.

Louisa Wentworth, for whose safety all were
now so anxious, was a nice of Mr. Littleton,
the owner of the dwelling. She arrived at her
uncle's only the afternoon before, on a Visit to
her cousins. She had been so short a time with
them, that in their fright they had forgotten her.

Miss Wentworth was about nineteen ye at s of
tge eminently beautiful. And the sole stay of a
widowed father. Hi* heart was bound up in his

daughter, and it was only at the repeated and
urgent solicitations of his nieces that he had
consented to part with her (he lived in an ad-
jacent country village) for a short visit. The
agony of the Littleton family may be imagined,
as they stood tremblingly watching the efforts
made to rescue her. They thought no more of
the destruction of their properly—their hearts
were bound up in ihe peril of their relation and
guest. With despair they witnessed the un.
successful termination of the efforts made to
save her, while hope again animated them as
they witnessed the desperate attempt of the
young fireman. No one could tell who he was.
His coming upon them, and his disappearance
up the ladder had been so sudden and rapid, no
one had time to recognize him. A minute or
two of anxious suspense, which to the specta-
tors seemed so many hours, passed by, and there
was no signs of his reappearance. As they
stood gazing at the roof, a black body of smoke
rolled from the upper windows, streaked wilh
flame, and soon broad sheets of the destroying
element shot fiercely up, like fiery tongues lap-
ping the air. An universal shiver ran through
the crowd below, and an anguished cry of
'they're lost—they're lost!' was uttered from
many a whitened lip. The ladders were hastily
removed, for the fire had seized upon them, and
hope had fled from every bosom. At this aw-
ful crisis a hoarse and half smothered voice was
heard from the back of the house—there was a
general rush to that point. The flames had not
reached this part of the building, but heavy
wreaths of smoke were curling from all the
windows, giving evidence of ther fearful prox-
imity. As the wind occasionally blew the
smoke aside, the young Fireman could be dimly
seen, clinging to the railing, making rapid and
vehement gestures to those below. Ladders
were placed against the. building, and men
rushed up, groping their way amid the blinding
smoke to his assistance. Not observing this
demonstration in his favor, the young man was
seen to lift, as if it were a dead weight, a body
over the railing, and bending fearfully over the
roof, to lower it carefully down. The apparent
lifeless form of Miss Wentworth was received
into the arms of the crowd. Seeing his charge
in safety, the young fireman threw himself over
the railing and descended by the same rope,
which he had secured around the chimney, with
the rapidity of lightning to the ground. A
sudden crackling of timbers—and a loud roar,
ing of the flames, caused a cry that the building
was falling. In the agitation of the mement he
escaped from the scene, and when the grateful
crowd turned to reward him for his bold deed,
he was not to be found.

CHAPTER II.

The next day the city rang with the praises
of the young Fireman. His recklessness of
danger/determined courage, and successful at.
tempt, were the theme of every lip. And still
he remained unknown. Diligent enquiry was
made, but no trace could be found of him.

In the evening a group of persons were col.
lected in a house in the neighborhood. They
consisted of the houseless family—the rescued
one, and her father, who had just arrived.—*
They were listening to her account of her es-
cape. She had not yet recovered from the ex-
citement of the scene, and was reclining on a
sofa, over which her father bent with a pale
face, listening with trembling eagerness to her
recital.

" I was roused," said Louisa, " from a death,
like slumber by the crashing of a window in the
back part of the building. It was sometime be.
fors I collected my senses to perceive a thick,
suffocating smoke in the room. I immediately
aroae from bed and hastened to the door which

led into cousin Mary's chamber. As I opened
it a dense volume of hot smoke drove into my
face, which nearly blinded and strangled me. I
had presence of mind enough to close the door.
Finding my escape cut off in that direction, I
rushed to the windows, but owing to my haste
and terror, and not understanding the manner
of their being fastened, I could not raise them.
Filled with despair, I stood for a moment unre-
solved what to do. An idea darted through my
mind, if I could but reach the roof, I might get
assistance from those below, as I could plainly
distinguish the shouts of the firemen. With
this intention I rushed out of the door which
lead* into the back entry,—it was like plunging
into an oven. The hot air and smoke nearly
destroyed respiration, and the crackling of the
burning wood with the fierce hissing of the-
flames, like the sound of an angry serpent at .
my very heels overcame me with terror. How
I reached the third story, I know not. I was
on the point of ascending the garret stairs, when
a sudden dizziness seized me—my head reeled
violently—I have a recollection of grasping the
bannister as a draught of suffocating air passed
by me. A wild harrowing feeling of despair—
o# utter hopelessness ; a thought of home and
of you, my dear father—of your desolation—
flashed through my mind, and I became insen.
sible. When consciousness returned, I found
myself in this room, in the arms of my ujfcle."

*• And may Heaven ble.ss the preserverof my
child !" said Mr. Wentwovth, in a tone of "deep
feeling, as he pressed his daughter to his bosom.

" I s it not strange that no trace can be found
of him ?" said Mr. Littleton. * " I have made
diligent enquiry, but have been unable to get the
least clue to him. He was seen to descend the
rope, and in the consternation that ensued he
was lost sight of."

"You will oblige me," added the father of
Louisa, stepping to the table and writing on a
slip of paper, "by continuing your enquiries,
and should you be successful, and he be found
one in needy circumstances, you will present to
him this," handing a paper which was an order
on his banker for $100, *"as a trifling recom,
pense for restoring to me a treasure for which
the wealth of the world would be a poor return.
And do not fail, sir, in bringing him with you,
that me may thank him in person, for his noble
and praiseworth exertions."

In a few days Mr. Wentworth returned home
with his daughter, regretting that mysterious
concealment which prevented his rewarding the
preserver of his child. He, however, requested
Mr. Littleton not to relax in his endeavors to
find him out, But a year rolled by, and in de-
spair of bringing the generous unknown to
light, M. L. gave up his search, after question-
ing, individually, every member of the fire de-
partment, and inserting advertisements in the
papers of the day, mentioning the reward.

CHAPTER III.

In the village of C >, the place of Mr.
Wentworth's residence, Louisa was a general
favorite. Though the daughter of the wealth-
iest man the village could boast, she had a kind
look and friendly word for all who were worthy,
unfettered by those vain feelings which are t"<»
often attendant on those who enjoy the sun lea
of Fortune. Of all aristocrats,your rich family
in the village is most unendurable. The father
of Louisa had too much good sense to give way
to this weakness. He allowed Louisa to choose
her own associates, and the daughters of the
poor and humble were welcome as heartily to
his board as were those who had been born to »
better fortune. If he was thus free in permit,
ing her to select companions of her own sex, he
was not regardless as to the acquaintances Bhe
formed with the young men of the place. Da.
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prived of a mother's watchfulness and counsel,
her father early instilled into her mind strict
notions of propriety. He felt the responsibility
that rested upon him, and, perhaps, he guarded
her with more care from forming chance ac-
quaintances with his own sex than he would
have done, had she had a maternal hand to
guide her in the path of duty and safety. The
obedience and affection of Louisa amply repaid
the care that was bestowed on her. Her father's
wishes were her own. From him she imbibed
those principles which moulded her character,
and to him she looked for instruction and ad-
vice.

Two years before our story commenced there
resided in the village a young gentleman, who
had commenced the study of law, in the office
of a distinguished lawyer. Albert Carleton was
of humble parentage. He was left early to
•tr uggle alone in the world. Gifted with good
na oral abilities, he devoted himself to study,
and by perseverance had won himselJ an envia-
ble name. He became early acquainted with
Louisa, and from a slight intimacy his feelings
towards her ripened into affection. But while
he indulged himself in the pleasure of her so-
ciety, he allowed not a hope to dwell within him
of aspiring to her hand. What had he to offer ?
\ poor 6tudent—relying upon the uncertain
chances of a crowded profession. He knew it
would be presumption to allow a hope. Yet it
was a long time befure he could break away
from the spell which her beauty and worth had
thrown arouud him. But Carleton was not one
to remain in idle despondency. He knew that
lo even indulge a hope of winning the prize, he
must be well prepared for the race. He resolv.
ed to be something ! In accordance with this
resolve, he determined to enter on a larger field
of action. He left his native village, and in the
office of an eminent jurist in the city he entered
upon his studies. With untiring zeal he prose-
cuted them, bending all the powers of a strong
mind to the task. The result cannot be doubt-
ed. "His course of dicipline through, he was ad-
mitted to the bar, and promised to be its highest
ornament. In process of time he visited his
native place, not as the needy adventurer, but
as tb^puccessful competitor for fame and dis-

His character had always been esteemed by
Mr. Wentworth, and he was one of the few
who were admitted freely to the hospitality of
his house. He was now welcomed with double
pleasure, for his good name had preceded him.
It was with no small anxiety that he again bent
before the shrine of his earlier worship. He
knew not whether a more fervent and favored
worshipper had preceded him. A slight ebser-
vation assured him that he had nothing to fear
on the score of rivalship. He soon became a
constant visitor, and as the reader no doubt sur.
nuses, a favored one.

It is not our purpose to detail the progress
of that passion which grew out of their intima-
cy—auffice it that, at least in their case, the
course of true love did run smooth, the Bard of
Avon to the contrary notwithstanding. They
were betrothed, and in due time they ware mar-
ripd. The prayers were said, and the 'twain
became one.' After the conclusion of the cere-
mony. Mr. Wentworth approached the happy
pair with a full heart, to bestow his parental
blessing. Albert stepped forward to meet him
with a glowing face, and taking his hand, said,
•' Notwithstanding, my dear sir, you have be-
Btowed upon me a priceless gift, for which the
devotion of a life will but poorly repay you, I
still have another claim upon you, which I am
persuaded you will readily acknowledge"—so
aaying, he placed into the hands of Mr. Went-
vrorth, who was naturally astonished at his ad-
dress, a small piece of paper. All eyes were
fixed on Mr. Wentworth, as he glanced over the
paper. A sudden and delightful flush passed
over his countenance, and seizing the hand of
A!bert he hastily led him to the wondering
bride, and joining their hands, said in a tremu-
lous voice, while a tear glistened in his eye,
" My child—Louisa—behold in your husband,
your preserver—the Young Fireman !" We
will leave the reader to imagine the scene that
ensued. The paper was Mr. Wentworth's order
on his banker, which he left in the hands of Mr.
Littleton.__

Time. " Millions of money for an inch of
tirae," was the cry of Queen Elizabeth when she
lay on her death bed. What a warning for those
who dare waste hours of their precious ex is.
tan ce

Ftom the Medico-Chvrgical Review.
THE RAIL-ROAD STEAMER.

BY JAMES JOHNSON, M. D.

Were any of the ancient* to rise from"'their
tombs, and to behold a steam ship, full of pas-
sengers, darting up the Thames, or a train of
carriages, with a thousand people, flying along
a rail-road, at the rate of 30 miles an hour, they
would be apt to doubt the fact of their revisit to
the same planet they had left—since a thousand
years in the grave may probably seem no longer
than a short siesta after dinner. Their surprise
would not be much lessened by the sight of a
column of brilliant flame springing up from the
middle of a street, or issuing from ten thousand
metalic tubes, and turning the darkness of night
into the glare of day! If, while gazing at
these phenomena, they saw a man or even a
monkey, dessend from the clouds suspended as
the pendulum of a huge umbrella, they would
no longer doubt that they had got into "another
if not a better world" than that of their birth
and death 2

But to return to the RAILROAD STEAMER.—
Without rudder or rein—without tug or tow-
rope—without chart or compass—without im-
pulse from MAN, or traction from BEAST—this

^maximum of power in minimum of space —this
magic AUTOMATON, darts forward,on iron pinions,
like an arrow from a bow. along its destined
course. Devised by science, but devoted lo in-
dustry—harmless as the dove, if unopposed;—
but fatal as the thunderbolt, if obstructed in its
career—this astonishing offspring of humaji in-
vention—this giant in strength, though a dwarf
in stature, drags along, and opparently without
effort, whole-cargoes of commeree—merchants
and their mercharraize, artisans and their arts,
travellers and their traffic, tourists and their
tours (some of them heavy enough)—in short,
every thing that can be chained to the tail of
this Herculanean velocipede!

The steam carriage nearly annihilates distance
between the inhabitants of a state, and thereby
converts, as it were, a whole country into a city,
securing all the good effects of combination and
concentration, without the detrimental conse-
quences of a crowded population. By the rail-
road, Liverpool, Manchester, Birmingham and
the Metropolis, are constituted contiguous cities,
while wide and fertile tracts of country inter-
vene ! Thus STEAM multiplies ihe products of
human labor, by increasing their sale and di-
minishing their price. It will enable us to con-
vert millions of acres from pastureage into
cornfields, and consequently the provender of
horses into food for man.

The whole transit of a RAILROAD STEAMER is a
series of miracles, which, in former Hays, would
have been attributed to angels or demons. At
starting, the mighty automaton suddenly sup.
presses his torrent of" hissing steam, and belch-
es forth a deep and hollow cough, which is reit.
erated at shorter and shorter periods, like a huge
animal panting for breath, as the engine, with
its train, labors up the ascent from Euslon
squaie. These belchings more nearly resemble
the pantings of a lion or tiger than any other
6ound that I know of. With the slow motion,
on any considerable ascent, the breathing of the
animated machine appears to become more la-
borious, and the explosions more distinct, till at
length the animal seems exhausted, and groans,
as it were, under the tremendous effort. But
the engine, havinp mastered the difficulty, ac-
quires velocity before it plunges into the dark
abyss of the tunnel under Primrose hill. There
the peal of thunder—the sudden immersion in
Cimmerian darkness—the clash of reverberated
sounds in confined space—the atmospheric chill
that rushes over the frame—all combine to in-
duce a momentary shudder at the thought of
some possible collision or catastrophe in this
subterranean transit, which is increased rather
than diminished'by the gleams of dubious light
that occasionally break in from above, or the
sparks of fire that issue every instant from the
chimney, rendering "darkness visible." On e-
merging from the gloomy and gelid cavern, eve-
ry thing appearsot dazzling brightness, and we
breathe with delight the pure atmosphere of hea-
ven.

The moment the highest point of elevation
on the road is gained,and a descent commences,
the engine, with its long train, Btatts off with
augmenting velocity, dashing along, like light,
ning, and with an uniform growl or roar, like a
continuous discharge of distant artillery or
thunder. The scene is now grand—I had al.
mast said terrific. Although it may be a com-

plete calm, the wind appears like a hurricane ;
and, while the train is flying along the raised em-
bankments, as near Watford, it is impossible not
to fed some sense of danger, or an apprehen-
sion that some unexpected impediment may
hurl the whole cavalcade into the yawning gulf
below!

Tne meetings of the trains flying in opposite
directions are scarcely less agitating to the
nerves than the transits through the tunnels.—
Tha velocity of their course—the propinquity,
or apparent identity of tne iron trajets along
which these hissing meteors move, raise the in.
voluntary but frightful thought of a possible
collision, with all its horrible consequences!—
The period of suspense, however, is but mo-
mentary. An electrifying concussion, as it
were, of sense, sight and sound takes place, and
in a few seconds, the objecfrof terror is out of
view behind.

But such Herculanean labor cannot be car-
ried on in so small a compass, without great ex-
penditure. The AUTOMATON thirsts—he knows
the places of refreshment—lygets a loud and
piercing whistle or note of pr|paration—slack-
ens his pace—halts at the fountain and ingurgi-
tate* a deluge of water to quench his burning
drought. In five minutes he is able ^o renew
his gigantic task ! • • •

The steam-shriek is a new phenomenon on
the railroad, and a very startling one it is. By
opening a small valve in the boiler, a volume of
steam is forced through a narrow aperture, in
imitation of a throat, causing a shrill shriek,
unlike the voice of man, or of any known ani-
mal, but so loud as to be heard two miles off. It
is a most unearthly yell, or scream, or whistle,
which was compared by a distinguished poet,
who sat beside me, to the cry of some monstrous
animal while being gored to death. It forms an
excellent alarum, to clear the road for the train
and apprize those at the stations that the en-
gine approaches.

The rail-road travelling possesses many pecu-
liarities, as well as advautages, over the com-
mon modes of conveyance. The velocity with
which the train moves through the air is very
refreshing, even in the hottest weUher where
the run is for some miles. The vibratory, or
rather oscillatory motion communicated to the
human frame, is very different from the swing-
ing and jolting motions of the stage coach, and
is productive of more salutary effects. It e-
qualizes the circulation, promotes digestion,
tranquilizes the nerves (after the open country is
gained,) and often causes sound sleep during
the succeeding night, the exercise of this kind
of travelling being unaccompanied by that las-
situde, aching and fatigue, which, in weakly
constitutions, prevents the nightly repose. The
railroad bids fair lo be a powerful remedial a-
gent in many ailments to which the metropolitan
and civic inhabitants are subject.

To those who are curious and not very timid,
the open carriages are far preferable to the clos-
ed onos, e specially in fine weather. In bad
weather, and particularly at first, invalids may
trivel with more advantage under cover. I
have no doubt that to thousands and tens of
thousands of valetudinarians in this overgrown
Babylon, the run to Boxmoor, or Tring and back
twice or thrice a week, will prove the means of
preserving health and prolonging life, more
powerful than all the drugs in Apolhecarie's
Hall.

In fine, a man may travel from the pole to
the equator—

"A Gadibus usque art Gamgein"—
without seeing anything half so astonishing as
the wonders of the rail road. The pangs of
Etna, and the convulsions of the elements ex-
cite feelings of horror and terror, without any.
thing of pride. The Magic—the miracles of
the railroad engender an exalting consciousness
of superiority in the genius of man, more in.
tense and conclusive than any effort of poet,
painter, or philosopher.

The railroad journey, however, is not with-
out its inconveniences, many of which may be
prevented by a little ingenuity. The neatest
13 the discharge of cinders, some of theTn igni.
ted, from the chimney, which are not only dis
agreeable but occasionally dangerous to the eyes
of those in the open carriages. This might be
prevented by an awning—a protection which is
adopted on some railroads, and one that must ul-
timately be adopted on all It is a protectiou
from the elements of fire and water which ev
ery company is bound to afford to the passen-
gers, and is attended with trifling expense. Till
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then, glasses or a veil are necessary guards for
the eyes.

The transits of the tunnels, in hot weathei,
causing a Budden Vicissitude of temperature, .to
the extent of 20 degrees of the thermometer, or
thereabouts require some precaution on the part
of sensitive invalids. A shawl or large hand,
kerchief, thrown over the head, is a sufficient
protection, and those who do not take this mea-
sure, should keep their eyes Bhut, during the
passage, since sparks and cinders are, unavoid-
ably, thrown in closor showers here than in the
open space.

To speculate on the normal, physical, politi-
cal, and economical effects and consequences o£
railroads and steam navigation, when carried to*
their full extent, is beyond my province—per.
haps beyond the bounds of human foresight.—
If the semi-civilized peasants of the remotest
isles of the Herbrides, of Orkney, and of Shet.
land, can even now, transmit in a few hours,
the produce of their huts, their mountains and
their moors.and their farm-yards,to the markets
of Edinburgh and Glasgow, so as, in three or
four days, to pay the annual rents of their ten-
ements and Wildernesses, what may we not ex-
pect from the extension and perfection of this
facility of intercommunication ? In days of
yore, the imponderable products of the intellect
travelled as slowly as the material merchandize
of mankind. They will now be diffused from
the centre to the perphiry—from the remotest
outlines to the foci of society, with a rapidity
little less than thought itself!! The ultimate
consequences cannot be appreciated at present ;
but we may safely conclude that the benevolent
Author of our existence did not endow the
mind of MAN with such extraordinary powers of
invention, without the DESIGN of final advantage
to his physical wants, his social relations, and
his spiritual nature.

London, Oct. 1, 1837.

T H E S O L D I E R ' S B E T R O T H A L .
A BCKNE OF NEW-YEAR'S EVE.

At Schedweidnitz, on New-Year's eve, the
Fessel family were gathered around the well
lighted and richly-covered table. Dorn obtained
a seat near the charming Faith ; and, as among
a swarm of bees, narrations, and corrections,
questions and answers, praise and astonishment,
fear, anger and laughter, so buzzed about the
table, that the business of eating was scarcely
thought of.

*-Tnank ^heaven, we are finally here!' re-
marked Madame Rasen, reaching her goblet of
Hungary wine to the book keeper, for the pur-
pose of touching his glass. ' My best thanks,'
said she, with emotion', and' at the- same time
gave an intimation to Faith to follow her ex.
ample.

' Thank me not so much, dear madam,' said
the youth, with a pensive air, while touching
glasses with the, blushing maiden ; 'else I shall
have my whole reward in thanks.'

'And, in consequence, lose the courage to
ask for a dearer one,'jested Katherine, who had
noticed the glance he gave her sister.

•We are so merry to-nightV cried Fessel's
youngest daughter, the little Hedwig; 'cannot
you let us have the play of the light boats now,
dear mother ? Yo i promised it to us on Christ.
mas eve, which, by-the-by, was passed sadly
enough.'

r Yes , yes, the light boats !' shouted the other
children, clapping- their hands.

• Well, bring the large soup dish,' said the
mother, who could refuse nothing to her young,
est daughter; •• but be careful not to spill the
water.'

• Glorious-r-excellent 1 cried the children in
chorus. Hedwig flew out of the room; the
otker children produced wax candles of various
colors, and began cutting them into innumer-
ably small pieces \ while Faith, Dorn and young
Eagelmane were instructed to divide the wal-
nuts, of which the table furnished an abundant
supply, in halves,'and neatly to extricate the
kernels, without injuring the shell.

' I know not i f you are acquainted with this
play of the Sileeian children,'said Fessel, laugh,
ing to Dorn. ' It was omitted by us last year,
in consequence of my- wife's illness. It is a
solemn oracle upon love/rriarriage and death.—
The childien, however, do not trouble them,
selves about the serious signification; they take
pleasure in the movements of the boats and in
splashing the water.'

The door now opened arid Tittle Hedwig step-
ped into the room, with the large dish full of

water in her hands, with a solemn and conse.
quential air, and deposited her burden upon the
centre of the table.

' Now put the lights in the boats,1 command,
ed Martin ; we have prepared enough of them.'
A small wax taper was placed in each shell,
projecting like the masts of a boat.

' Who shall swim first 7' asked Elizabeth,
lighting the tapers in two of the boats.

' Mother and father,' cried the others, and the
shells wore placed in the platter, near each
other, when they moved forth upon the clear,
liquid surface, wjtu a regular motion, and burn*
ing with a steady light, until they reach the op.
posite side, wliere they quietly remained.

'We are already anchored safe in a safe ha-
ven,' said Fessel to his beloved wife ; • and in
the quiet enjoyment of domestic happiness, we
can have no wish to be restlessly driving about
upon the open seas.'

' Ah, may heaven grant that the troubles of
the limes reach us not in our safe haven, and
rend our bark from its safe anchorage,' cried
the true hearted Katharine, with timid forebod-
ing.

At thin moment the light in one of the boats
began to hiss and sputter, and, after flashing for
an instant, was extinguished, amid exclamations
of sad suprise from the children.

' What does that forebode ? to whom does
that boat belong ?' asked Katharine smilingly.

' That is not decided,' eagerly cried Uliicb.;
and the whole.oracle is invalid.'

1 Elizabeth filled the boat with water by her
awkwardness, when she started it,' announced
Martin, who had been investigating the, causes
of the accident.

* Every event in life must have had its cause,'
said Fessel, with more earnestness than the
trifling accident merited. * If this portends' the
extinguishment of the light of life in either of
us, I pray heaven in mercy to grant that mine
may be the first to expire.'

' Say not so,' tenderly replied Katharine. ' Our
children would lose, in you, their only stay.—
Their mother would be more lightly missed,
and the strong man would better bear the sad
bereavement, than weak and helpless woman.'

'Why this earnest and deep-meaning conver-
sation on New.Year's evening? said Madam
Rosen, half angry. 'Come, children go on
more briskly with your play, and give us some,
thing pleasanter to think about.'

'Who comes next V asked Elizabeth.
• Honor to whom honor is due,' laughed Hed-

wig. 'Cousin Faith must swim now.'
' But she must herself decide with whom,'

said Fessel. * I have not been at Sagan for
some years, and know not who has made him.
self most agreeable to her.'

'Indeed. I know not whom to name to you,'
said the maiden, with a low tone and hesitating
manner, blushing deeply for the untruth which
thus escaped her lips.

' Then we will take master Dorn for the oc-
casion,' cried the obstreperous Martin, whose
natural boldness was increased by the wine he
had tasted; ' he is constantly giving Faith such
friendly glances.'

4 It shall be so,' shouted Ulrich; ' and they
shall have the hands mest tapers. Choose your
own colors ; here are red, and green, and white,
and va'legated.'

• Red for Faith, and green for me,' quickly
cried Dorn, silencing the maid by a gentle pres-
sure of her hand under the table, as she was
about to make some objections,

'They must not, however, start together
from the shore,' said Ulrich.

'.Well, do you set the red ship on that side,
and I will place the green one here,' answered
Martin ; 'and they may seek each other if they
wish to come together,'

Brightly burning, the little barks swam to.
ward each other for a moment; then, both
floated on the edge of the platter and remained
motionless, at some little distance apart.

' Master Dorn is too indolent!' cried Martin,
throwing a nut kernel at the green skiff to urge
it toward the red ; but it only reeled to and fro,
without removing from its place.

' Insufferable !' cried Dorn. At that moment
the water became slightly agitated, and both
skiffa left tlieir stj^ions at the side for the open
sea.

' Faith has jostled the table,' cried the falcon-
eyed HedwigV
' ' I—no—I wish to hinder their meeting,

stammered the confused Faith.
'Did you really jostle the table, dearest mai.

den ?' asked Dorn, his hand again seeking hers.
' Ah, ah, my daughter P reprovingly exclaim-

ed Madam Rosen ; and, amid the exclamation*
of the children, the two skiffs met in mid.ocean,
while the gentle pressure from Faith's hand
gave an affirmative an'swer to the bold question
of the youth.

The joy of the children, which the grand mo-
ther's remonstrances only increased, was every
moment becoming more bold and noisy. With-
out aim or object a crowd of lights were now
set afloat in the mimic ocean, and apple cut.
tings and bread bullets flew like bombs among
them, causing immense damage and innumer-
able shipwrecks. " It is enough !' cried Fessel,
the disturbance becoming excessive, and moved
his chair from the table. A respectful silence
succeeded the wild tumult. The children duti.
fully rose, folded their hands with a serious air,
and Martin said grace with decent solemnity.

The mistress of the house now invited her
beloved guests to retire to rest, that they might
sleep away the fatigues of the day; but the
children, who had again become as noisy as
ever, and had not the least inclination to sleep,
strongly opposed the movement.

' I t would be fine, indeed !' cried Martin, * if
we should have no writing of notes.'

' Pray, pray, dear mother,' entreated the flat-
tering and constant petitioner, Hedwig, * you
well know that you promised me, if I filled a
writing book without blotting, tbat I should be
indulged with writing notes, on New.Year's
evening. My last writing book is without a
spot, and you must now keep your word.'

' Children are the most inexorable creditors,'
said Fessel, directing little Ulrich to bring the
writing-materials from the counting room, while
the table was being cleared.

' This is a strange remnant of the old heathen
times,' explained Fessel to the book-keeper,
who looked enquiringly at him. ' It is a forp>
of New.Year's congratulation, and an oracle at
the same time. You write three several wishes
upon three slips of paper, which you fold and
give to the person who would try his fate.—
These wishes may be, honors, offices, success in
business, to the men—chains, bracelets, and
new dresses, to the women—agreeablejuiitors
to maidens. All place the notes they asve re-
ceived under their pillows, and the one which is
first opened on New-Year's morning, shall be
fulfilled in the course of the year.'

• I always take great pleasure in this sport.g
said Katharine to her mother; ' My husband i
always so anxious to fulfil his oracle, and to
present me what is wished me in the note I
open.'

' There cornes Ulrich !' screamed the chil-
dren, as he entered, heavily laden, and deposited
his burden upon the table. The notes were pre-
pared and the whole family were soon seated
around the table, moving their pens as assidu-
ously as if an instrument was to be drawn for
securing religious liberty. Amid the scratching
of pens, which were very awkwardly handled by
the younger children, and therefore made the
mare noise, arose the admonitions of the father
to sit erect, and of the mother not to bespatter
themselves with ink ; which admonitions were
obeyed just so long as they were heard. Mean-
while Dorn was sharply watching the paper up-
on which Faith was writing ; who, as soon as
she -became aware of it, covered the writing
with her little hand and whispered to him, ' If
you watch me, you will get no packet from me
to night.' Pie discreetly drew back and began
writing his notes.

Fessel now strewed sand upon his last note,
enclosed it with others, and gave the packet.,
with a kits to his Katharine. The children
snapped their pens, to the infinite damage of the
well scoured white floor, for which their grand-
mother very properly scolded them. Dora
handed his packet to the beauteous Faith, who
hid hers in her bosom, strenuously asserting
that she could think of nothing to write.

The clock now struck the midnight hour, and
a peal of bells from the tower of the city hall
greeted the New-Year.

'A happy New-Year ! a happy New-Year »•
shouted the children, springing from thfur scats ;
and the impetuous Hedwig proposed to open the
notes directly, as the New-Year had already
commenced ; but Feasi.1 enterposed his decided
negative, and commanded them to defer it until
the actual rising of the New Year's sun.

Amid the noise and confusion of the thousand
New.Year congratulations, Dorn ouce more ap-
proached the lovely Faith.
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• Must 1 enter upon the new year without

one kind wish from you V he pensively asked.
She looked at him with embarrassment and ir-
resolution. At that moment she was called by
her mother, who was already standing in the
door. The startling call helped her to come to
a decision, and suddenly drawing the packet
from her bosom and smilingly placing it in
Dora's hand, she hastened after her mother.

Long did the youth hold the much coveted
packet pressed to his lips. < How much earth.
ly happiness,' said be to himself, with deep
emotion, 'have I destroyed in my military
career. Do 1, indeed, deserve that love should
crown me with its freshest wreaths, in a land I
have helped to lay waste ?'

Dorn,who had retired late,and awoke betimes,
with the interesting little packet under his pil-
low, found himself at an early hour, leaning
against a window in the family-parlor, and en.
gaged in examining a delicate little note.—
While thus occupied, Faith, impelled by-a simi-
lar restlessness, entered the room. As she per-
perceived him whose image had embellished her
dreams, an enchanting blush overspread her
delicate faee, and her beautiful blue eyes beamed
with love and joy ; but when Dorn, enraptured
at the encounter, affectionately tendered her
the congratulations appropriate to the New.
Year's morning, changing her mood, she turned
away from him with feigned displeasure, and
exclaimed, ' Pshaw, Captain ! I am angry with
you. You have wished me two horrible suitors.*

' Before I undertake to exculpate myself,' said
Dorn, 'only tell me which you drew from the
packet V

' The Duke of Friedland!' stammered the em-
barrassed maiden, with downcast eyes.

• Look me directly in the eye !' cried Dorn,
seizing the hand of the unpractised dissembler.
' Did you really draw no other name V

• Ah, let me go !' she murmured, her confu-
sion and maidenly timidity rendering her still
more charming.

1 You do not aBk what wish I have drawn V
siid Dorn, holding up his note.

' Who knows whether you will tell me the
Iruth,* answered Faith.

' Have a care,' said Dorn. ' The suspecion
can o # spring from a consciousness that you
have deceived me, and that is not fair. I will
set you an example of ingenuousness. You
wished a poor mortal to choose among three
daughters of Heaven. Love, Hope, and Faith,
were inscribed opon your three notes. My good
genius helped me to the best choice. Love I
already had deep in my heart, from the moment
I first saw you; Hope visited me last evening,
and I only lacked Faith in the certarnty of my
good fortune, I drew it with this note.*

' A gallant officer well knows how to con-
vert trifles into matters of importance,' said the
maiden, repelling the persevering youth. • 1
wrote the three names for you, merely in jest—
Faith, Hope, and Charity—because they follow
each other in the calendar.'

' Only for that reason V asked Dorn, in a ten.
dir tone, throwing his arms around her slender
waist Endeavoring to push him gently back
with her right arm, she dropped a note, which
Dorn caught up and read before she could hin-
der him.
*Y' Victoria'!' shouted he, ' You have drawn my
name, asJHiave drawn yours. Who can doubt
r.ow that we are destined for each other ? Obey
the friendly oracle dear maiden, and become
mine, as I am yours, in life and death.'

He embraced the lovely creature more ardent-
ly, while ahe, ne longer able lo withstand the
solicitations of the youth, and the pleadings of
her own heart, sank on his bosom, and exclaim-
ed, in low acsents—' Thine, forever.

M I R I A M P O W E R .
We extract the following beautiful and affect.

ing Tale from a little work just published by
Jamea Monroe & Co. entitled " Sketches of a
Vow England Village in the Last Century."

In her native village there were two orphans
who on 'the death of their parents, depended on
the bounty of some distant relatives. The eldest,
A girl, was several years older than her brother,
a poor sickly boy, who relied 6olely on his sis.
U*r for those necessary attentions which seemed
•often to preserve his life. They had eaten, for
many years, the bitter bread off dependence,
when the persecuting spirit in the form of witch,
craft ewdke in the land. Th.s young girl, now
about eighteen, was distinguished:by remarkable

t of character, and also.b.y a perfection

of form and features as rare as it was beautiful
It is well known that the victims of this delu-
sion were selected among those who were dis-
tinguished by rare gifts of mind or person, and
even the persons most eminent for piety and
excellence of character were most likely to be
accused of interference with the Author of
Evil.

Tradition, said our grandmother, represented
Miriam Power as queenly in her person, of most
winning sweetness in her manner and counte-
nance, although mingled with sadness and re.
serve. This sadness was attributed to the early
loss of her parents, and to the anxiety and care
which had fallen upon her at that early age in
the protection of her unfortunate brother. He
was afflicted with that fearful malady, epifepsy.
It is well known, although a physical disease,
it will yield to mild,remedies, and moral treat-
raent. She had, in this way, or by a natural
ascendency which a strong mind exercises over
a weak one, attained a complete control over
her idiot brother. She had watched him so
long, and became so accustomed to the care,
that although she could not foresee and prevent
the paroxysm of the malady, yet as soon as con-
sciousness began to return, by fixing her eyes
mildly upon his, and taking him into her-arms,
she could immediately sooth him to quiet and
sleep.

As usual in such case, every one was ready
to advise, and there were persons to prescribe ;
but "Miriam had learnt from experience that her
own treatment was the best, and refused all
herbs, nostrums and charms.

Among the most earnest was an old Indian
squaw, who'had long been the doctress of the
village, who intreated Miriam, to make use of a
woodchuck baked alive, and then reduce it to
powder, taken in small doses every day. The
cruel prescription was rejected with horror, and
the poor girl went quietly on in her own way.

Soon after the accusations for witchcraft be-
gan, either incited by those who envied the
beauty and talents of Miriam, or urged by an-
ger at the rejection of her advice, this old In-
dian accused the poor girl of first throwing her
brother into fits, and then bringing him out of
them by the assistance of the Devil,

It is well known how readily the-people and
even the magistrates, lent au ear to such accu-
sations. All who would not acknowledge a
compact with the Evil One, felt that they were
lost as soon as they were accused.

Poor Miriam knew instantly that her fate was
sealed ; when one morning in August the offi-
cer entered her little room where she was sitting
by her brother,-and. told her he had come to
take her to prison. She turned pale as death,
but with that trust, in God, which was habitual
to her, she -entreated permission to retire, to
commend herself and hex brother to heaven.—
When she returned she was calm, and asked
with much firmness who were her accusers, and
demanded to be confronted by them. When
they tore her.from her weeping brother, her
fortitude forsook her, and she entreated with
tears in her eyes that he might be permitted to
go with her to prison. Her prayer was not
granted, and the poor idiot knew not the calam-
ity he was suffering.

In cases like these, the cruelty of their pro-
ceedings was only exceeded by their rapidity.—
The next day Miriam was taken from, the prison
and carried to Salem for examination. These
examinations took place in the church and,
were conducted with the mockery of a religious
solemnity. The meeting was opened with a
prayer by the clergyman, the accused was then
brought in and* placed between two men, who
each held out an outstretched arm, so that she
could touch nothing in her vicinity, No rela-
tive or friend was permitted to perform this of-
fice, not even husbands when their own wives
were accused.

Miriam on this awful occasion, had not whol.
ly neglected her dress, but her beautiful long
hair hung loosely about her neck and shoulders.
She was deadly pale, cold drops of agony on. her
forehead ; but there was a light in her dark eye
that said, whatever might be her fate, she would
be true to her principles, and that neither the
longing for her life, nor the fear of a cruel
death, should wring from her one false word.

The Indian was now placeW before her. She
was old, bent, withered, and there was an in.
dignant expression in he? snake-like eye, which
contrasted with the calm innocence of Miriam's
like that of a hand with an angel of light. She
testified that she bad repeatedly seen the accused

throw her brother into fits ; and then with a look
or a touch instantly restore him again to tran-
quillity. She gave clear and circumstantial «ri*
dence of many instances in which she had wit*
neesed it, and called upon others to confirm bet
testimony.

Miriam felt that there was scarcely a ray of
hope, but she lifted her heart to God the protec-
tor of the orphan, and entreated to be beard in
her own defence. She gave a clear and lucid
relation of her brother's illness, which had af-
flicted him from his birth. She told them that
her mother on her death bed had bequeathed
him to her care, and she gave a touching ac-
count of all her long watches, her anxious days

# n d nights, the various remedies she had used,
from time to time, till at last she had found out
the soothing moral influence, by which she
could alone mitigate his sufferings.

Her youth, her beauty, her humility, the tones
of her voice moved the crowd to pity. Mercy
seemed hovering over the hearts of her judges;
when it was suggested by one of them to have,
the boy brought in and placed before her, that
they might themselves witness her power. Her
safety now depended on an accident. If he
should'chanee to bear the experiment tranquilly,
and no convulsion enstie, the evidence ef the
Indian would scarcely have been deemed suffi-
cient to condemn her.

When they went for the boy, they found he
had been weeping ever since his sister was taken
away, but he had not intelligence enough to
comprehend the nature of the case or to know
how much depended on his tranquillity. When
informed he was to be taken to his sister, he ex.
pressed the utmost joy and eagerness to proceed.
Miriam heard him conning, and trembled so ex.
eessively, that one of the gentlemen was obliged
to support her with his | arm from falling to the
ground.

The poor boy expected to see his sister as he
had always seen her, calm, firm, and gently
smiling on him. When he was brought into the
crowded meeting house, and saw the stern and
solemn faces of the magistrates, his beloved
guardian pale as death, a prisoner between two
savage men, he was seized with the most intense
terror, uttered a piercing shriek, and fell down
at her feet in strong convulsions.

Although her life depended upon it, Miriam
could resist no longer. She struggled violently,
and drew her arms from the men who held her
with a powerful effort, and threw herself by the
side of her agonized brother. She raised him
in her arms, wiped the froth from his mouth,
and pressed him closely to her bosom. He op.
ened his eyes, saw the mild, the beloved, the
well known countenance fixed tenderly upon
him, instantly became calm, nestled like an in-
fant on her breast, and soon fell asleep.

The iron hearted judges, unmoved by a scene
which brought tears to many eyes, cried out,
"we need no other proof that the agency of the
Evil One is among us. The most winning
forms are often chosen as his agents. Unless
she will acknowledge HIS AID, take her to prison
and give her over to his power."

Miriam fell upon her knees, and in the pres.
sence of the crowd abjured all aid, compact or
intercourse with any evil spirit. She acknowl-
edged but one, the Father of all spirits, and to
him she committed the cause of the orphan and
the innocent. Her brother clung to her, and
she refused again to be separated from him —
They were left together in the prison. The
poor boy whose life she had often saved, was
unconscious that he had now been the means of
condemning his guardian to death.

Are you interested enough in my heroine to
wish to know her fate ? She had prepared her-
self by faith and prayer for the cruel death
which sha knew awaited her. But there were
in the crpwd at her trial, hearts made of softer
materials than those of her inexorable judges.
When they found that no entreaties could me.
vail on her to save her life by a falsehood, they
determined by some other means to work out
her deliverance.

One morning her prison was found empty.—
No enquiries were instituted and no pursuit waj
made. It was afterwards found that she had
fled to Boston, where with her own industry, she
supported herself and her unfortunate brother.

I have often wished I could have known her
future destiny in life. Her remarkable beauty
and heroic conduct could not have remained
unknown. An American Scott would find ma.
ny a Jeanie Deane amony the daughter* of 4h«
Pilgrim*."
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THE G£M AND LADIES1 AMULET.
DEATH OF MR. McKIM.

A message was received from the House of
Representatives, informing the Senate of the
death of the Hon. Isaac McKim, member from
Maryland, at his lodgings yesterday, and that
his funeral would take place to-morrow, at 11
e'alock, in the Hall of the House, whereupon

Mr. Grundy rose and addressed the Senate as
follows:—

Mr. President—In the absence of both the
Senators from Maryland, I have been requested
by the delegation in the other House from that
Slate, to move a concurrence with the resolu.
tions of the House of Representatives, in hon
or of the memory of the deceased.

A few days since, he was amongst us, in the
vigor of health. Within a few hours only be.
fore his death, he was actually engaged in the
faithful discharge of the arduous duties assigned
him by his country. He is now gone; and
those who esteemed him and loved him, will see
him no more.

Mr. McKim was emphatically the author of
his own fortunes. He commenced life in very
moderate circumstances, without the patronage
-of influential friends. His industry and energy,
under the guidance of a clear and discriminating
intellect, enabled him to amass a fortune, not
•only ample, but magnificent.

He not only kaew hew to acquire property
tout he knew how to use it. The accumulation
of wealth in him did not beget the passion of ava
rice. Goto the city of his residence, and the
inhabitants can point out innumerable instances
of his noble charities, and monuments of his
munificence and liberality.

He had reached a good old age. He had been
honored by his fellow citizens with a seat in the
Senate of his State, and he had often been e-
lected to fill the station he lately occupied. We,
his associates, knew that, although he was un-
assuming and unpretending, he brought into
-our councils a stock of useful and practical
knowledge possessed by few men.

The reflection that he lived worthily, and di-
-ed probably without a single enemy, will com.
fert, and in some degree alleviate the sorrows
ef her who was the partner of his bosom and
sharer of his joys and griefs, and those rela
tives and friends who now deplore his loss.

On motion of Mr.Grundy, and in respect for
the memory of the deceased, the Senate resolv-
ed unanimsusly to attend the funeral of the de-
eeased at the time and place appointed ; to wear
crape on the left arm for 30 days ; and then

The Senate adjourned till lit o'clock to-mor-
roir.

T H E DARK SIDE.
The disposition to view the dark side of the

most beautiful objects around UB, instead of con-
templating the unnumbered beauties with which
we are surrounded—the disposition to anticipate
evil at the very season when, the greatest bless-
ings are poured out upon as, are'exhibited in
the experience rof every day. Whe Were very
strikingly reminded of this disposition of human
nature the present week, when the year opened
upon us in all the radience of the creation.—
J< This is such weather as we usually have be-
fore earthquakes," utters one of the pests of so.
eial happiness. The words of the pregnostica-
tor are whispered around—the young, who nev-
er heard an earthquake, generally believe it—
•and their enjoyment of the pleasantest days of
the year, is turned into forebodings more dis-
mal than the chill northern blast, or the most
pitiless storm, can produce In the 'Widow's
-Offering* is the following paragraph :

" Better days are like Hebrew verbs—they
have no present tense ; they are of the past or
future only. ' All that's bright must fade,*1 says
'Tom Moore. Very likely; and so must all
that's not bright. To hear people talk, you
would imagine that there was no month in the
year except November, and that the leaves had
nothing else to do than fall off the trees. And,
to refer again to Tom MooreCs song of ' Stars
-that shine and fall,' one might suppose that, by
this time, all the stars in the heavens had been
blown out, like eo many farthing candles in a
•»botr booth at the Bartlemy fair: and as for
iflowers and leaves, if they go away, it is only
to make room for new ones. There are as ma
«y stare in the heavens afl ever there were in the
memory of man, and aa many flowers on the
-earth too."

•Look on the bright aide, and the world has
••harms—and .every day presents cause for re-
m*m»d jjratitude io Pjcvideace. TUow .who,

wish to borrow trouble, will alwaye find an a-
bundant Bupply at hand to chill the best feelings
of our nature. Those who take it as it comes,
however paradoxical it may appear, receive no
more than what will eventually add to their
happiness.

T H E FEMALE HORSE THIEF.
The Baltimore Gazette gives the following

account of the female horse thief recently ap-
prehended in that city, and sentenced to two
years imprisonment in Ihe Penitentiary, a few
days since. The only name the Amazon will
acknowledge is George Wilson, and her fierce
and untractable spirit wilt probably set at naught
all efforts to render her submissive to the£dis-
cipline of the prison.

This female is certainly a very extraordinary
individual, and her personal adventures, if she
could be induced to relate them, would doubt-
less form a volume of uncommon interest. But
she is silent in almost every particular in rela-
tion to herself. A few things mentioned to her
fellow prisoners have been repeated, and they
only create a desire to know more of her cha-
racter and history. At a very early age, say
thirteen or fourteen, she assumed male attire,
which she has worn with but one or two brief
intermissions for nine or ten years undiscover-
ed. She entered very young as a sailor before
the mast, and has crossed the ocean in that ca-
pacity eight or nine times. For stealing, she
was some time since confined in the -New York
State Prison for two years—fifteen months of
which she passed in solitary confinement.
While there, she steadily refused to work,
and every effort of punishment or persuasion
failed to have the least effect upon her. The
solitary confinement was resorted to for the pur-
pose of breaking her determined spirit, but in
vain. Lashings on the bareback, a regimen
of bread and water for weeks and months at a
time, and various other punishments were re-
sorted to, bat she remained unmoveable in her
determination not to wort, and was only reliev-
ed at times from this severe treatment by direc-
tion of the physician, who frequently found na-
ture yielding to severity., until the term of her
imprisonment expired.

In our State Prison, she is equally incorrigi-
ble. No punishment which has yet been inflict-
ed, or kind persuasion that has been offered, can
move her from her fixed resolution not to work
while imprisoned. Under the severest punish,
ment, she shows not the slightest sign of anger
or emotion ; and will strip to receive the lash
with as much unconcern as though she were
going to bed—nor does she cringe under the
stroke. Her determined perseverance is a
source of much pain to her keeper, who cannot
allow of any insubordination, and has therefore
to inflict such punishments as the regulations of
the institution demand in cases where the pris-
oners refuse to work.

In stature she is somewhere about five feet
eight inches, and as muscular as a pugilist.—
Her face looks- like the face of a man. It does
not show any thing like a wicked spirit, but is
settled, stern, and thoughtful—never relaxing
into a smile. She ef course knows nothing of
woman's work. She can handle a needle with
no further dexterity than will enable her to
sew a button on her pantaloons. She openly
avows her intention to steal whenever she can-
not find suitable employment in which to obtain
a living. A year or two since she was in Bal-
timore, and being closely pursued by the min-
ions of the law, ehanged her clothing for fe-
male attire, and remained for a few days on the
Point, until she could safely venture out again.

Take her all in all, she is a singular and har.
dened creature, utterly setting at nought all the
regulations of law, and following the bent ef
her warped disposition, regardless -of the smiles
or frowns of the whole world. She is an En-
glish woman by birtb, and has intimated her
Intention of having her life, written out and
published when she returns to her -native
country.

THE BLACKSMITH.
A Mr. Wilson pawed late one eveningly the

shop of a blacksmith-; he heard the sound of his
hammer, and stopped to as^the reason why he
worked so much beyond hie usual-time. " I am
not to work for myself,*" said the blacksmith,
" but for one of nay poor neighbors, whose cot.
tagfl was burned down last week4 he has lost
every thing. I mean to work an hour earlier.in .
the morning, and two hours later at night for
aim. This is .all I can do to he-\p him, for J hare

to earn bread for myself and my family; but
provisions are cheap, and a little now will go
farther than it used to do." *' This is kind of
you," said Mr. Wilson, "for I suppose your
neighbor will never be able to pay you again."
111 do not expect it," replied the blacksmith,
14 but if I was in his situation and he in mine,
I am sure he would do as much for me."

Mr. Wilson thought he had better not hinder
this' good man any longer, so he wished him
good night, and proceeded.home.

The next morning he called on the blacksmith,
and, wishing to reward his kindness, he offered
to lend him ten pounds, without any interest,
that he might be able to buy his fron at the chea-
pest rate, and undertake more work, and thus
increase his profits. His surprise was great
when the blacksmith satd, •• Sir, I thank you,
but I will not take your money; I would rather
not have it, because I-have noVearned it. I can
pay for all the iron I* want at present, and if I
should want more, the person I buy of would
trust me." " But if you tooK this money to
some one else," said Mr. Wilson, " you would
perhaps be able to buy cheaper." " Why, as
for that sir," replied the smith, " I can't say I
think it would be right on my part; I know he
is a fair dealing man, and when I first took this
forge, and had nothing I could call my own, ex.
cept the clothes on my back, he trusted me; sure-

I ly I ought not to go and deal elsewhere now.
Keep your money, sir, I thank you for the offer;
or stop, perhaps'you would lend it to the poor
man who was burnt out; it would go far to help
him in rebuilding his little cottage. And this
would be helping me too, you know ; for then
I need not work quite so hard for him." Mr.
Wilson complied with the blacksmith's request.
The loan of the money was very useful to the
poor cottager? and Mr. Wilson had the pleasure
of making two persons happy instead of on*, as
he had at first intended.

My reader, remember the words of Christ:—
"All things whatsoever ye would that men
should do to you, do ye even so to them ; for this
is the law and the prophets."

The Alphabet of requisites for a wife.—Btffy
an Elderly Bachelor.—A wife should be amia-
ble, affectionate, artless, affable, accomplished,
beautiful, benign, benevolent, chaste, charming,
candid, cheerful, complaisant, charitable, civil,
constant, dutiful, dignified, elegant, easy, enga-
ging, entertaining, faithful, fond, faultless, free,
good, graceful, generous, governable, good-hu-
mored, handsome, harmless, healthy, heavenly-
minded, intelligent, interesting, industrious, in-
genious, just, kind, lively, liberal, lovely, mod-
est, merciful, mannerly, neat, notible, obedient,
obliging, pretty, pleasing, peaceable, pure, righ-
teous, sociable, submissive, sensible, temperate,
true, virtuous, well-formed, and young. When
I meet with a woman possessed of all these re-
quisites, / will mary ?

A Monster.—The Germantown Telegraph
states that the Engineer on the Morristown Rail
Road a few days since accidentally saw ahead
of the Locomotive a bundle across the rails.,
and fortunately picking it up discovered it to be
a new born infant, alive, and in perfect health,
and-which some inhuman wreteh had placed in
this position with the obvious intent of making
quick despatch of it. It would have been diffi-
cult to devise a more horribly ingenious mode
of death ; and the attrocity of it is magnified by
the helpless object upon wbich it was medita-
ted, and who, scarcely -ushered into " this brea-
thing world," did not merit to be hurried out of
it by 6uch dreadful means—Star.

A Singular but Agreeable Incident.—A..vtes.
tern paper relates that a young lady in Missouri
was sleeping one morning in bed, when a bee,
more industrious than she, came into her room
in quest of honey. Spying her ruby lips, it a-
'lighted, no doubt mistaking them for a rose.
The hnzzing of his little wings awoke the fair
one, who in an instant struck the honey-search.
ing insect with her hand and received in return
a sting on her lip. She went with a swollen
lip to a young man who happened to be near,,
and begged him to extract the sting. He set his
lead to work to devise a plan to effect her pur.
pose; and finally concluded that the only way
was to suck it out. He proposed the plan:; she
agreed,;, the sting was extracted,; hut it seems
it went to the young man's heart, for he kepj;
trying to extract it from her %a, tffl they were
summoned by<Cupid te.ajipettr at Hjme h l
&\t&r.,—JP,hil. Jng,
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SATURDAY, APRIL 7, 1838.

U*Tha poetical and other favors of "Theresa
C**»»,M generally very good.and we shall publish
more or less of them in every number, if re.
coived in time. A oareleBs blunder of the com.
positor spoilt the reading of her " OPENING OF
THE YEAR 1838," on the first page of our 5th
number. It will be corrected and mean some-
thing if the word "Year" is substituted for
" Gem" in every place but one where the latter
word occurs. One line in the last verse should
read, " Waking Care her watch doth keep."

Learning.—A certain schoolmaster, who is
very assiduous in teaching the young idea how
to shoot, stated to his pupils that Christopher
Columbus invented America, and Martin Lu-
ther discovered the Reformation.

LETTERS FROM THE WEST-NO. 12.
Slavery—Early prejudices—Slave-hi Idera in the West

—Anecdote—Lenity to Slaves—Negro freedom at the
North—Sentiments—Anecdote. '

C N, Mo. June 15, 1837.
There is one subject which I have purposely

deferred. I would waive it entirely ; but I
know that you look for it, and require it—I
mean the subject of slavery. I remember, when
a mere lad, the interest with which I first gazed
on the curl head and sable features of a curse,
withered son of Ham. I listened to nursery
tales of negro horror—I dwelt amid the fictions
of poetry, and poured over the trilling tales of
prose which portrayed the slave the victim of
torture, and the prey of violence; till slavery,
and chains, and the lash, and tears, and blood,
and miserable death were inseperably blended
in my mind. And on my first arrival in a slave
state, I looked with as much scrutiny into the
domestic policy of the families I visited, as I
should into the prisons of the Inquisition, or
the pit of the finally damned. The pictures of
Wm. Lloyd Garrison were vivid in my recol-
lection; and if I did not have credulity enough
to expect to find their originals, I had enough at

least to look for them.
* * » • » •

The mystery which hung around an unknown
and mooted thing is dispelled. I have been be.
hind the curtain—I have entered into the sane-
tuary of the heart of the master and of his
slaves ; and I tell you now the result of my con-
victions and my impressions, in tones as famil-
iar as we used to talk in the old Lupton School
house. And yet I approach the subject with
diffidence—other pens have shot lightning sen.
timents over their pages—more eloquent tongues
have thundeied on yoar ears in tones that must
—that would be heard. Mine is the school boy's
parlance with his mate. I am here surrounded
by slaves—'about one fourth of the population
in this vicinity. I have no interest in them;
nor in the subject except as an American citi-
zen., I have no party views to support. I have
endeavored to look at things as they actually
exist in-their practical aspects and influences.
I only speak of what I have seen in the West—
" The facts not otherwise than here set down."
I know nettling about certain stories, of certain
misguided philanthropists, of the north—I know
n»thing from actual observation of the evils of
slavery in the south. Men are men, the world
over. Education and religion—the prejudices
of location and circumstances will vary the
course of their conduct, and give a varied sem-
blance to their character ; but they are much
the same after all—I mean in the aggregate.
And the bad man who abuses his beasts, (and
ju« family too,) at the north, would abuse his

slaves any where else. I have as often been
shocked at the inhumanity of the Yankee to his
oxen ; or of the Dutchman to his horses, as of
the master to his servants. The poor beasts
have blood, and nerve and feeling too. But all
the inhumanity is charged to the account of the
master here, because forsooth, your bad men
have not the same kind of domestics to cruel,
ize. Let me assure you, that inhumanity is as
much frowned upon here as in the northern
states. I believe that no men on earth are more
awake to the noblest sentiments of generosity
and honor and the polished refinement of feel-
ing than here. The master sometimes punishes
his servants, and so he does his children too—
for the same purpose—perhaps with the same
degree of lenity. The attachment of servants
to the person and the interests of their masters,
is eften very strong, sincere and lasting. One
day on our way up the Missouri, the steamboat
stopped to wood ; and several of us strolled into
a plantation. Some half a dozen blacks were
around the cabins. One of our company en-
quired of the principal negro women—"Who
lives here ?" " We lib here." " Well, where
is your master ?" "He in heaban." " Dead !
but-how do you know he is in heaven ?" "O,
b'lieve so—he bery good master—we lub him
mightily."

They are plentifully supplied with-clothes, if
they take care of them ; and they have enough
to eat. They eat in the kitchens the same sub-
stantials, and often the same luxuries, which are
thence served up to the tables of their masters.
They have holidays when their master do; and
a great many odd spells are devoted to their own
recreation or profit; and they sometimes lay up
several hundred dollars. With this, they buy a
horse, dress,/ tobacco, grog, or whatever they
please. When sick, they are carefully attended
to—often nursed by their mistresses like chil-
dren. When night comes, the fiddle and the
merry jiggeree attest the buoyancy of their spir-
its and the happiness of their condition. When
Sunday comes, their fineries are put on; and
they are permitted to ramble abroad, and often
attend divine service of their own or their mas-
ters'. 'Names and words are wind; but facts
are arguments. There probably is no nation of
Europe in w'lich the lower classes do not en-
dure as much moral degredation as the slaves of
the West, and more physical suffering.* Few
of them labor as steadily and as servilely as
your own hired men.1*

But then they are slaves; and you have set
your blacks free ! Yes, but that boasted free-
dom—what is it? A shadow—a mere " nomme
de profession"—almost a taunt! You may
maim the hare, and turn him loose to the hounds
—you may hoodwink the dove, and set her at
large among vultures! But call you this liberty?
And what better have you done ? You tell the
negro that he is a citizens, and yet he may not
vote as any other citizen. You tell him that he
has the rights of a freeman ; and yet jou will
never let him hold office. You tell him to ac-
quire property ; and you know that it will be
filched from him. You tell him to become re-
spectable ; and you know you will never respect
him. You know that you turn him loose to a
pittiless world, physically, mentally, and moral-
ly non compos;—no time will blanch the sable
stigma of his skin—no change will ever come
over the crisp offlfis woolly head—no adequate
education is provided for him—no legislative
enactments will qualify him for the contest of

* See an article in the North American Review for
October last, on the condition of tbe laboring clasaes in
Europe.

an intellectual world, where "mind meets mind,
repelling and repelled"—no high and lofty as.
pirations can lift him to the dignity of a man—
no endowments of virtue or intellect can make
him your equal. I have seen it in your prided
cities—I have seen it in New York and Phila.
delphia. I have seen almost whole streets of
blacks, right amid the active exertions of your
humane and benevolent Societies for the melio-
ration of their condition. I saw them in the
unusually cold winter of 1835-6, tattered, poor,
degraded, vicious, starving! I speak in very
bitterness of soul, for I have seen it all, and
deeply blushed at the mockery of liberty.

You know that I never could be an Aboli-
tionist. But do not misunderstand me. lam
no advocate for slavery. My feelings and sen-
timents have not changed. But ray knowledge
has increased. Yet I repeat it—I am no advo.
cate for slavery—I have always deemed it,

"Loath as some foul fiend of Sin,
Some minister whom Hell had sent,
To spread bis blasts where'er he went;
And fling, as o'er the earth he trod,
His shadow between man and God!"

And you must not think that I am alone in my
views. Good men here, ay, and politic men
too, lament the evil as sincerely as you do. It
is a matter of free and open discussion, between
man and man. But there are difficulties in the
way, as yet impassible—insurmountable. With
you they exist not—can never exist. Aside
from every moral and religious consideration,
it is no longer for your interest to keep slaves.
You can hire poor men enough, who will take
care of themselves, and clothe themselves, and
maintain their families, and pay their own
doctor's bills, and struggle through eld age, and
die without any of your attentions; and after
all you have their service at a cheaper rate
than you can hire the service of a negro here.
Immediate abolition would ruin the master ; and
it would increase the miseries and the suffer,
ings of those for whom it was kindly meant a
charity and a blessing. Are you prepared for all
this ?—And should the planter give up his in-
herited property without any equivalent, and
without the means and the power of hiring la-
bor ? Ye would " lade men with burdens grie-
vous to be borne, and ye yourselves touch not
the burdens with one of your fingers !" I know
a very concientious slave holder, Col. B——,
who spent some time in Ohio last fall, in the
company of several abolitionists. They were
noisy on the subject as usual. He invariably
told them, that he had a few slaves at home—
that they constituted the main bulk of his for-
tune ; but that he acknowledged the nvil—that
he wished to get rid of it, and that he would
meet them half-way in their philanthropies—
that if they would pay the half value, he would
remit the other half, and set them all free with
all his heart! And think you he was met ?—
No, never—but they were silenced !

But a change will come. The Southern
States will no longer be cursed with shacklec
They will find it politic, if no better motive
prompts them, to manumit their slaves.' But it
cannot be yet. Talk not of absolute and eter-
nal justice—it does not exist among men—it is
always accommodated to their imperfections —
Slavery is an evil—perhaps every man in Mis-
souri will acknowledge it. And yet it is my
candid opinion, that the blacks are better off
here than in New York and Philadelphia—they
probably are as moral; and I know they tre
happier and freer from care. They ask not
for freedom—they would not accept it often.—
They ask only a choice of master*, and they
generally obtain it.
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I asked a middle aged and rather intelligent
•lava, if he wished to be free. " Well, I don't
know,1* he replied, <» my father was a free man,
and when I was sold to my new master my fa-
ther bid for me. But if he had got me, he
wouldn't let me go for myself till I'd paid the
money Sack. And that mongftt take till now;
and then I'd be turned off, and have nothin* and
no master neither. There's Phil—(a free negro
of his acquaintance.) Phil is a triflin' mean nig.
ger. He has no money, and no horse to ride,
and n o body to take kear of him. I have money,
and a horse to ride, and a good master. I don't
know as I could be any better off."

I have grown familiar with slavery. But
familiarity does not lessen its evils in my esti.

. mation. I speak not of physical sufferings.
But I lament the deep moral degredation of the
slave population—their mental blindness—their
untought ignorance—their unkindled hopes.and
the secret and innate aspirations of their spirits
after a state of existence higher than they now
enjoy, chained down from generation to gene-
ration in hereditary bondage. This is the para,
mount crime—this is the essential shame—this
is the unpalliated and the impalliable curse of
slavery. J. H. B.

O*The Legislature of Ohio has passed a law
abolishing imprisonment for debt.

The Bible, can be no more dispensed with for
the purpose of putting the impress of Christi-
anity on a human soul, than the stamping instru-
ment can be dispensed with, for the purpose of
fixing the device which it bears on the piece of
matter that 1B submitted to it.—Chalmers.

Three of the Louisville Dailies are conducted
by poets—Prentice. Marshall, and Thomas—all
whigs of course.

In the north, we have Bryant and Clarke.—
Every where our poets " cotton to the press.
They respire freer in its atmosphere.

Romance of the ^Nineteenth Century.—We
are wrong in supposing that all romance has
cvaporatp, and that the reign of matters of
fact aflfd ujtility is absolute. Sometimes there
is a little outbreak—a little rebellion. A cir-
cumstance has lately occurred in the south of
France, realizing a fairy tale.- An bid man, now
aged seventy-nine, was obliged to leave France
daring the revolution. He had lost his wife,
who left behind her two sons and a daughter.—
Forced to"fly for his life, penny less and desti-
tute, he had.passed the period of the exile of the
Bourbons in procuring a scanty subsiutance in
Italy, Germany, and other parts of Europe, and
afterwards served in the armies of the Empire.
Having returned to his native town.finding him-
self forgotten by his friends, dispossessed of his
estate, unable to gain any intelligence of his
children, he resigned himself with content to
all the privations of poverty, and, with cour-
age warfcby of fewer years, endeavored to pre.
vent his becoming a burthen to the charitable,
by making himself useful to the office of a law.
yer of some celebrity at Marseilles. One of
the students in the office who had travelled in
Italy, was struck with-a resemblance between
the old man and a lady be bad met in society
at Milan. He asked him if he bad a daughter in
Italy. "I once bad three children, but they
are all dead," said he. The young man per BIS-
ted in hie inquiries, and the result was a con-
fiction that the lady in question was the daugh-
ter of the emigre. "Sir," said he, "yourdauph-
ler Jives, and lives in a palace at Mi Jan. I
know her, she is the Countess Otiolini Visconti,
the wife of a dignitary-of <he Austrian Empire."
It was true. MJV Napolinn had given bis daugh-
ter in charge to a Milanese lady when two
years ojd^ All his letters written to hex during
bis exits-hud iniscarried. I supposed Her dead:
She had been well educated, aud the beauty of
her perwm trttd the graces of her mn&iM cap
tivwfc* M JtaJCfn of * noble family, who*ought
her hand. Sbe knew the history of heir SJtHfor,
aud had long supposed her father dead? mts
WMflud* acquainted the ckcum«tancei^aib£jigB
r<i«4t is an union of father a«d daughter after*
• ieparsUon of forty-«v«n years.

T H E LONDON GHOST.
The brutal frolic of the men whose pleasure

it is to play the ghost, or devil, seems to have
been still continued. A gentleman residing in
the suburbs attended at one of the Police Offices,
on Feb. 21st, with his three daughters, one of
whom had been seriously injured by the unman-
ly ruffian. She described his assault upon her
as follows :—

Mies Jane Alsop, a young lady eighteen
years of age, stated that about a quarter to nine
o.clock on the preceding night, she heard a vio.
lent ringing at the gate in front of the house,
and on going to the door to see what was the
matter, she saw a man standing outside, of
whom she inquired what was the matter, and re.
quested he would not ring so loud. The person
instantly replied that be was a policeman, and
said '-For God's sake, bring me a light, for we
have caught Spring-heeled Jack here in the lane."
She returned into the house and brought a can.
die, and handed it to the person, who appeared
enveloped in a large cloak, and whom she at
first really believed to pe a policeman. The in-
stant she had done so, however, he threw off his
outer garment, and applying the lighted candle
to his breast, presented a most hideous and
frightful appearance, and vomited forth a quan-
tity of blue and white flame from his mouth,
and his eyes resembled red balls of fire. From
the hasty glance which her fright enabled her to
get at his person, she observed that he wore a
large helmet, and his dress, which seemed to
fit him very tight, seemed- to her to resemble
white oil skin. Without uttering a sentence be
darted a* her, and catching her partly by her
dress and the back part of her neck, placed her
head under one of his arms, and commenced
tearing her gown., with his claws, which she
was certain were of a metallic substance. She
screamed out as loud as she could for assistance,
and by considerable exertion got away from him
and ran towards the house to get in. The as-
sailant, however, followed her, and caught her
on the steps leading to the hall-door, when he
again used considerable violence, tore her neck
and arms with his claws, as well as a quantity of
hair from her head; but she was at length rescu-
ed from his grasp by one of her sisters. Miss Al-
sop added, that she had suffered considerably all
night from the shock she had sustained, and was
then in extreme pain, both from the injury done
to her arm, and the wounds and scratches in-
flicted by the miscreant about her shoulders and
neck with his claws or hands.

The above is from a London paper of the 22 d
of February. The same paper of a later date
contained the following :—

Lea, the officer, yesterday communicated to
Mr. Norton, the result of the inquiries made by
him and Shields, in reference to the violent out-
rage committed on Miss Alsop. He stated that
from what thev had learned, he had no doubt
that the person by whom the outrage had been
committed, had been m the neighborhood for
nearly a month past, frightening men as well
as women, and had, on one occasion, narrow,
ly eseaped apprehension. A person, answering
precisely his size and figure, had been frequent,
jy observed walking about the lanes and lonely
places, enveloped in a large Spanish cloak, and
was sometimes in the habit of carrying a small
lantern about with him. On one occasion he
partially exhibited his masquerade in Bow-fair
fields, and was closely pursued by a number of
men, but, ky the most extraordinary agility and
apparently thorough knowledge of the locality
of the place, he got clear off! After the out-
rage was committed, it appeared, tbe family
threw up the windows, and called out loudly for
the police and assistance, and their cries being
heard .at the, John Bull public house, some dis.
tance off, threejpersons set out from thence in
the directidh.of Mr. Aleop's,,and on their way
thither they met a tall person wrapped up in a
large cloak, who said, as they came up, that a
policeman was wanted, at Mr. Alsop's, and they
took no farther notice of him. This person, they
felt convinced, was no other than the perpetra.
tor of ihe outrage himself.

Mr. Norton expressed his surprise that the
miscreant, whoever be might be, could do long
pursue his abominable practices with impunity.

The officer said it was his opinion that in con.
sequence ©rthe notoriety which the gambols of
"Spring-heeled Jack" had gained, the oharao.
ter was new assumed by many thoughtless
young men, who considered it "a good lark."

When Cesar received a challenge from An-
thony to engage him in single combat, he very
calmly answered the bearer of the message, ' If
Anthony is weary of life, tell him there are oth-
er ways to death than the point of the sword !'—
Who ever deemed this an instance of cowardice?
All ages have admired it as the act of a discreet
and gallant man, who was sensible of his own
importance, and knew how to treat the petu-
lent and revengeful humor of a discontented ad-
versary with deserved contempt.

Choice of Names.—We were once acquainted
with a couple who made choice of the most no.
ted names of the day for all their children, some
half a dozen, and the proud mother of the young
Gracchi would take every occasion, when
strangers were within hearing, to "call the roll"
of the "great folks," in something like the fol-
lowing manner :—"You Martha Washington !
come here this moment, and mind Andrew
Jackson and William Shakspeare while Arthur
Wellington helps Napoleon Bonaparte over that
mud puddle; and then run and call your-ddd
to dinner!"—Star.

Merriment.—The Rev. Hamilton Paul, a Scot,
tish clergyman, who has lately produced-a new
edition of Barns, which narrowly escaped the
censorship of the General Assembly, is said lo
be a reviver of Dean Swift's walk of wit—the
choice of texts. For example, when he left
the town of Ayr, where he was understood -to
have been a great favorite with the fair sex, he
preached his valedictory sermon from this pas-
sage, "and they all fell upon Panl's neck and
kissed him." Another time, when he was call-
ed on to preach before a regiment of sharp
shooters, who came to church in their bottle
green uniforms, he held forth from "and I be-
held men like trees walking " He once made
serious proposals to a young lady whose Chris-
tian name was Lydia. On this occasion, the
clerical wit took for his text, -'And a celtain
woman named Lydia, heard us ; whose heart
the Lord opened, that she attended unto the
things which were spoken of Paul." He has
published a volume of jeux d'esprits, under the
name of " Paul's Epistles to the Ladies.

From Luford'g Baltimore Price Current.
The first steam vessel that ever crossed, the

Atlantic ocean, is now in port! She is called
the " City of Kingston"—is schooner rigged,
spreads a very large squaresail from her fore
yard ; is in every respect well found, and ap-
parently fitted for sea navigation. She is a hand-
some vessel.

This vessel was built in London about 11
months since ; is 325 tons, British measurement,
and her.construction long and buoyant, not un-
like some.of our best steamers on the Atlantic
waters. Her wheels and arms are constructed
of wrought iron, and her buckets of oak plank,
the appearance of the whole being light and
neat. She has two low pressure engines, each
50 h6rse power, and her machinery is fitted of
course below. Her cylinders are each 40 inches
in diameter, with 4 feet, 4 inches stroke—has two
boilers, and consumes half a ton of good Liver-
pool coal every hour—can carry 65 tons of coal
at a time without inconvenience.

The City of Kingston was intended as a mail
packet between Jamaica and Carthagena, and
with that object in view left London via Mad-
eira. Her run from Plymouth to Madeira was
made in Beven days, five and a half of which she
mad̂ e under steam, and performed well. Fail-
ing in her object after arriving at Jamaica, she
left for New York, and put into Norfolk as
mentioned in our laetv She again left Norfolk
for New York, but encountering at sea the gale
on Saturday and Sunday, and failing in all ef-
forts to succeed with wood or anthracite coal,
and tiie gale continuing, it was deemed advisa.
ble to put back and into this port, where she
now remains waiting advices from her con.
signeos in New York.

MA It H I E D ,
In this city, on Sunday the 95th instant, by Reverend

H. Roberts, Air. Warron Pierce, of Geneseo, to Miu
Angeline Rowley, of thU city.

In Cleveland, Ohio, on. tha. fteth ult., in St. John'«
Churclj, by the Rev. Mr. Crane, M*. Edwin h. UlarH,
to Miss Fidelia, daughter of ffefcekiah Eldfidge, Esq..
both formerly of this city. •

On th« 29th Tilt, by N, Draper, Esn. Mr. Aden Deat-
more, to MlsaTacey wllsic, both or Brighton.

In Ruin, on the, 15th inn., by the Rev, C. E. Purmnn,
Mr. Isnac Lyon, of Rochester, to Mrs. Sally LaWrenc*,
onii^fBrmer place.
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Written for the Gem.
LA MORT DE LA COLOMBE.

From a Painting representing a Dove pursued fey a
Hawk, which takei refuge in the arms of a young
Girl.

Far away, o'er vale and mountain,
A bright summer morning with blue eyes shone

On the Naiads who watched by the glassy fountain,.
And Dian went forth to the chase alone'

Why doth Beauty yet sleep in her bower ?
Lady, wake! for the morn is up <

And the young bud of the forest flower,
Hath opened to light its dewy cup.

Hark ! tbe joyous matin song,
Of Nature's choristers—sweet birds I

To you the nighthath been full long.
Which ye chant as clear as uttered words.

Know ye where the woodbine crecpeth,
And the fragrant roses bloom ?

Where the orange blossom peepeth,
Shedding there a rich perfume 1

There rests one!—I may not tell!
Draw the curtain, lattice close ;

Hide the form I love so well,
Fairer than the morning rose.

The dove! the dove ! my dove!
See how fast she flies;— .

Darting below, and now above,
She's lost in yonder skies.

Fly to these arms, my own white dove !
Nearer still the spoiler comes;

Crimsoned with thy blood his beak,
Falling fast thy snowy plumes.

Fly to thy shelter, pretty dove !
Well ye know his cruel power ;

Why from thy fond mistress rove 1
Ah! 'twas in an evil hour.

Speed thee on thy wounded wing!
Thine enemy is following fast,

Sappho calls thee, sorrowing,
Gentle dove! thou'rt caught at last I

No ! for nestled to her breast
Thou liest, while thine innocent eye

Is dimming fast—Rest, dove ! oh, rest!
And on her bosom peaceful die.

THERESA CL***\
Springfield, Mass. Jan. 30, 1838.

L O C O-F O C O M U S I N G S .
CANTO IX.

Our Firemen.—When the pealing tocsin calls
They're " Ever Ready" to protect our homes.

Classic Athenae's minarets, and walls.
And Moscow's Kremlin, palaces, and domes,

Would never have been burnt in modern days
If they had stood before our Firemen's gaze.

Our Firemen.—When the rallying signal's given,
And purple smoke is wreathing o'er the sky ;—

Then,—like Bellona's flying Chariot, driven
Through battle-thunders,—see their Engines fly

Through the thick streets, and lanes, with rattling
sound—

As if an Earthquake flew along the ground.

Oh, Fire, Fire, Fire !—Thou ravaging, thou stern
And bold Destroyer,—conqueror of all—

Except our Firemen.—Thy red splendors burn
Around Vesuvius ;—Herculaneum's pall

Of ashes is thy monument thro' time.
<I think this verse is rather too " sublime.")

And Arnold's pencil—casting" Guido'i airs,"
And "Titian's tints," has sketch'd " The Rescue"

well.
While viewing it, I thought I saw the flare

Of fire, and seem'd to hear the startling bell.
The daring Fireman ! there I see him stand.
Holding the babe in bis unbending hand.

He saw the mother fly in wild alarm,
Leaving her dear, deserted child to die ;—

Then,—like tbe Spanish Warrior, with bis arm
Lifted in proud majestic strength on h i g h -

He piung'd amid the red, and smoky gloom,
And bore the infant from its fiery doom.

When thro' our streets the load and warning cry
Is ringing j thus shall No. 1* appear

* Protection, Cataract, Red Rover, Torrent, in Can-

to X.

Amid the blaze,—with that brave Fireman's high
And dauntless spirit, scorning every fear-

Defying flashing smoke and cracking flame
To win " THE RESCUE" an illustrious name.

CALLIOPE & CO.

CANTO X.

Protection number 6, with number 1,—
2,—3,—4,—5,—has cast its name on high ;—

Cyrus, the Persian King, reach'd Babylon
By draining the Euphrates dry,

And marching soldiers thro* it. Thus might the
Protection drain the depths of Oenesee.

Torrent.—Her chidines quell the spoiler's frown,—
I can't descri be her;—but, if you'll believe

Niagara Falls has been lurn'd upside down
A moment,—then perhaps, you may conceive

(Tho' I confess that the conception's slight,)
How strong The Torrent rises in its flight.

If fearless No. 3, was station'd high
Above the billows—on the towering strand ;—

Old Oceanus and bis nymphs would fly
With terror,—snatch their sea-shell mantles and

Sink down amid the coral rocks to bide
Away from the " Red Rover's'1 drenehing tide.

And Washington, when Fire has raged, thy wrath
Has stiU'd its crackling tongue. Thy stream flies

far
And swiftly upward in its comet path,

And sparkles downward like a shooting star.
Thou'st worn with honor the great Chieftan's name;
The fair and brave admire thy honest fame.

And Cataract, whose streaming fountains run
Like sky-rockets into the upper vault;—

Her prowess is remember'd. No. 1
Hose Company, has one vexatious/dutt

Its Foremen fly so swift that when they drop
The rope, 'its hard to make their Engine—stop.

Shall miniature " 7" pass unveil'd
In verse ? Its firemen are about as large

As those sweet, pretty, dimpled boys that saiPd
With Cleopatra ia the magic barge.

I've an idea, that they'd look real queer
With " Giant Porter" for their Engineer.

CALLIOPE & CO.

CANTO XI.

Spring, darling Spring < On April morning's bright
And glowing wings, in cloudless beauty flying ;

With floral tresses floating in the light,
And vernal melodies, around thee sighing,—

Once more I greet thee,—tho' thy cheeks are cool
With Winters gasp, and tho' 'tis -' April fool."

Sweet April, 'round thee, shining waters gush,
And sunny hours rejoice o'ei Winter's death ;—

Coloring the primrose with thy infant blush,
And painting the young blossoms with thy breath —

Thou bringest, dear remembrance of school-
Boy-days and pleasant thoughts of" April fool."

April, my dear !—The fields and forests ring
With varying harmonies,—in their wild mirth,

The sweetest voices of the greenwood sing
Their greetings to the brightness of thy birth.

The fiery sun sheds a resplendent flood
Of gorgeous richness on the sparkling mud.

In April hours, O, let me fly, and dream
With Nature in her lonely wilds.—Amid

Her palaces of solitude,—the streams,
And the free mountains, oh, that I were hid !

But I'll not hide, if you will only say
With a persuasive sigh—tv don't hide away!'»

Unsullied Spring ! When life was fair and young,
And "Love's and Graces" danced before my eyes •,—

While Hope,—that lovely blue-eyed maiden, sung
Around me ;—then beneath unclouded skies

With little boys, I wandered thro' the street
Like a wild bear,—for then I wore bare feet.

Bright Angel of the year! When Evening weaves
Her starlight shadows o'er the landscape,—when

The Vesper airs are playing thro* the leaves,
And kissing the night-blooming flowrets,—then

'Tis sweet to sit in some lone bower, and cast
A weeping eye o'er April moments past.

CALLIOPE & CO.

" Hallo!"—(exclaim'd an imitation dandy
To a wandering confectioner)—"give n»

A single stick of that molasses candy:
Or if you'll sell it cheaper I'll take three

Sticks at.once."—The pedlar eoon relents
And leti him have "three pieces for two cents."

He clench'* the "candy" in his yellow glove,
Not thinking 'twould grow sticky;—walk'd away

Until he met a lady.—"Ah! my Love,"
Say's he—"good morning, 'tis a pleasant day,"—

He shook hands with her delicately, and
His sticky glove, stuck fast to her bare band.

She casts a frown of fury upon him ;
Be trembles—wishes to be off—but lingers

In mute surprise.—She screams out—"Mr. Prim,
I'm sure you've got some tar upon your fingers lH

The dandy vanish'd, and he'd not gone far,
Before he found his "candy" was boil'd tar.

He hasten'd back into his dressing-room,
With all his glory tor-nish'd with disgrace ;—

Took up his sweetest bottle of perfume
And sprinkled it upon hie hands and face;

Then sallied out again, determined he
Would soon regain his fallen dignity.

But he made a mistake, when he presum'd
He'd got his Cologne bottle.—Only think,-

Instead of being fragrantly perfum'd
He'd spaUer'd his face over with red-ink !

And every lady he pass'd by was scared,
"He'B murder'd some one !" all the girls declared.

CALLIOPE & CO.

A Fact.—A scrupulous quaker, down conn-
try. had a horse up for sale. A man called to
purchase him, and asked the owner if the
"horse would draw well ?" "Willhe ?" return-
ed the other, "thee will be jnuch pleased to see
him draw." A bargain was struck and the mon-
ey was paid. After thebuyer had kept the horse
several days, he went to the quaker and said,
"That horse will not draw an ounce. You"
warranted him to draw well." "Thou art mis-
taken friend," returned Aminadab, "I told thee
that thou wouldst be pleased to see him draw.
So should I be very much pleased to see him
draw, but I never could get him to gratify me
in that respect."

A Proper Distinction.—Governor Chittenden,
Chief Magistrate of Vermont, was of humble
birth, and rose by force of talents to his exalted
station. Yet while Governor of the Green
Mountain empire, he still continued to keep the
same tavern, upon the steep hillside, that be
kept for many years before. One evening a
wagoner drove up and accosted him thus :—
"Gov. Chittenden, as Chief Magistrate of Ver-
mont, I render you all due homage—but as land,
lord Chittenden, I'll thank you to turn out my
horses."

A diffident lover, going to a town clerk, to re-
quest him to pulish the banns of matrimony,
found him at wbrk alone,- in the middle of a
ten acre lo^ and asked him to step aside a
moment, as he had something particular for his
private ear.

A large Apple Tree.—There is now standing
on the farm of J. B. Shear, (formerly Ten
Eyck's) in Aduitack, in the town of Coeymans,
Albany county, an apple tree measuring 14 feet
in circumference.

"Do yon find the bump of generosity there?"
said a silly fellow whose head was undergoing
phrenological inspection.

"There is something rather giving," said the
man of head, pressing his fingers on the skull.

Considerate.—.An Irishman received a chal-
langeto fight a duel, but declined. On. being
asked the reason—" (Och," said Pat, " would
you have me leave his mother an orphan ? "

A New Idea.—The ladieS wear india rubber
cushions between their teeth, that they may talk
without causing their jaws to ache !—Conserva-
tive.

What is Hope ?—Nothing (says Lord Byron)
but the paint on the face of existence ; the least
touch of truth rubs it off, and then we Bee what
a hollow cheeked harlot we have got hold of.

Virtue is the queen of laborers ; Opinion the
mistress of fools ; Vanity the pride of nature,
and Contention the overthrow of .families.

ICT There arrived at Havana in Che year 1837,
from places out of the Island, 7797 passengers,
of whom 1469 were from the U. StateB.

O * N e w subscribers can be furnished WJ*n

the back numbers of this volume. A few topiei

of previous volumes, bound, for sale.
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PASSAGES IK THE LIFE OF A WEAK MAM.
In a deeply curtained library, before a bright

blazing fire, and beside a circular table, covered
with various sized and tinted papers, and parch,
tnents, sat two gentlemen, rather declined in
the vale of years; both grave and serious, but
very different in every other characteristic, men.
tal or personal. An important discussion had
occupied them for some hours, and had been
almost ended, not apparently to the enlire satis.
faction of either, when a glance of the haughty
eyes of the portly Bishop of D , at a splen-
did timepiece, reminded him the hour of dinner
had nearly arrived, and warned him to hasten
the debate to the finale. With a slight accele-
ration in his usual slow and pompous mode of
speech, he proceeded on the point in dispute.

' You will excuse me, if I still continue lo
think, Colonel Harcourt, the fortune allotted to
your daughter, might be very justly increased,
without injury either to yourself, or your suc-
cessor.'

' Sir,' replied the Colonel, ' I have proved fo
you that n« more can be done, unless I should
stoop lo dismember the inheritance of my ne.
phew and heir—and however, I have both the
power and right, to do so, I have not the will.—
The name and respectability of our house must
be amply supported, and no one fhall reflect on
my memory for having too lavishly portioned
my daughter, who, in my humble opinion does
not merit being made an object of trafic'

Allow me to tell you,1 said the Bishop, rising
from his cushioned chair, * I cannot be convinc-
ed of the justice of your determination. Miss
Harcourt is no doubt every tiling amiable and
desirable, but when you consider what sacrifice
I have made, the necessity of -a suitable estab-
lishment to the rank and expectations of my
•Ob.'

' And allow me lo tell you, my Lord Bishop,'
Interrupted Colonel Haroourt, proud fire flash-
ing from his still bright eye?, and drawing up
his tall martial form to its full height—' allow
me to tell you, what I consider sufficient for
my daughter, should be so for your son—if her
fortune be alone the object, you may have hun-
dreds her superior, but if otherwise, I defy you
to find one.'

• I hare said nothing derogatory to the merits
of Miss Harcourt, sir ; had fortune been the sole
desire of my family on this occasion, there arc
several distinguished young ladies of immense
properly, among whom my son might have
chosen, without fear of refusal ; distinguished,
«ir, not only by riches, but also by beauty, tal-
ents and birth, equal at least to the daughter of
Colonel Harcourt.'

'And dd you believe, my lord, I accept this
alliance as a peculiar favor ? Do you believe
my girl has not been appreciated by the best
and noblest in the province ? I do boasl, my
lord—whatever may be the fancies of our chil-
dren, I for one have no desire the old coat of
Harcourt should be quartered with a bend sin.
UterJ

%* Sir,' said the Bishop*, trembling with rage,'
• our negociation is ended—you have insulted
me, sir, beyond forgiveness, and here let us
finish a business which I have always despised
and detested, though compelled to it by the fol-
ly-of a misguided young man.'

' Pardon me, my lord, for the unpleasant alJu-
•ion, 'vhich I assure you, inadvertently escaped
no : but like yourself I am heartily rejoiced we
have agreed at last. I hope to God my poor
girl will have enough of resolution to bear the
pbajQge with fortitude—but I have done. I wish
your lordship farewell, and a better bride for
j«\u son than Elinor Harcourt.'

' I waive apologies, Colonel Harcourt, you
have presumed too far, but let it pass : fare-
well ;' and stiffly bowing the two old obstinate
men separated, each inwardly delighted that a
match, approved by neither, was got rid of,
with a fair excuse, sufficient as they supposed
to quiet their children's repinings. Colonel
Harcourt instantly ordered his carriage, and
unmindful of the astonishment depicted on every
countenance, he hastily entered the drawing
room, where his daughter was seated, her young
lover hanging over her, his sisters laughing and
talking to her in all the close intimacy of long
association and anticipated relationship. She
looked up and started as she encountered the
stern gaze of her father, who coldly bowing to
the Misses Percy, said, 'Come, Elinor, array
yourself for a drive, my dear—we are going
home.'

' Home, papa?'
* Home, Colonel Harcourt V
' Home,' said William Percy, • at such a time

—such a wild autumn evening as this ! What
is the matter, sir, may I ask ?

* You may ask, sir, but your father will an-
swer for me. Hasten Elinor, the rising wind
is curling the broad river now, and we have
three hours smart driving before us.*

'Oh, papa, let me speak.'
" Not here, my dear—go at once, and prepare.

Pardon me, young ladies, entreaties are unavail-
ing—and forgive me if I appear a little chafed
where all a little while ago, • went merry as a
marriage bell."

The young ladies retired together—and Wil-
liam Percy finding himself decidedly repulsed
by his grim companion, sought his father in the
library, where, reclining in pompous luxury he
found him, the red somewhat deepend on his
full broad cheek, and very alarming sparkles
glancing from his cold grey eyes.

* Father what is this—what have you done—
why is Elinor leaving us? I thought all was
settled, and now,' the son threw himself on a
chair, burying his face in his hands, while his
father haughtily replied—

'William, to gratify your boyish fancy I
sought this alliance. I never liked the father,
I never liked the race, and all my attempts to
control my own antipathies and make you sat-
isfied, what is my reward ? Insult, my son,
gross insult—taunlcd with the blot on our es.
cutchcon, (although, considering how it came,
we should be proud of if,) and, that you were
condescended to by the child of a hundred de-
scents, or more, for what I know—with other
things which I will not repeat; but this I charge
you, as you value a father's love, never again
look on Elinor Harcourt as other than a stran-
ger.'

' Oh, father, hear me—this is some hasty
mood of the Colonel—you have misunderstood
him, I—'

' Be silent boy,' said the imperious parent.—
' I cannot bear further provocation this morn-
ing—you know J never change. Abide by
what I tell you, and begone !'

The parting of Elinor with her young friends
need not delay us. Sad it was, as all such part-
ings are, but so hurried, that before William had
left the library, the carriage had whirled off
from the door ; and the sound of wheels, the oc-
casional glacing of horses at full speed, through
the half leaflets trees, were the last traces he
saw or heard of Elinor Harcourt. Nor need
we follow him to his silent chamber, with vain
efforts to describe the first deep sorrow of his
young sensitive heart, mourning over the ruin
of brilliant hopes, and love's fair flowers of
promise, never again to blosstn through the
waste of his cheerless existence.

For several days a violent autumnal storm
onfined every member of the Bishop'* family

to the palace; but on the first morning of fa-
vorable weather, William rode off to Harcourt
Hall, trusting, that perhaps something might
be arranged between Elinor and himself, to
ameliorate the tempers of their two irritable fa-
thers. Feeling inspirited by the fresh wind and
beaming sunshine, sparkling on leaf and late
blowing flower, yet bathed in heavy rain drops ;
soothed by all sweet sounds of bird and wander-
ing bee, and murmuring brook and cheerful
whistle of the laborer in the field ; he indulged
in a day dream so very pleasant, that his horse
had slowly paced up the long avenue of elms',
ere he awakened from his reverie. As he look-
ed around, and then towards the drawing room
windows, usually opened on the lawn, he was
surprised at their being closed, and still more,
at the unaccustomed stillness in every part of
the house and grounds within view. Dismount-
ing without waiting for any servants appearance,
he knocked at the front entrance, and after
several repetitions, it was opened by the old
housekeeper, and a little out of humor at the dis-
turbance he had created. He inquired for Miss
Harcourt, and heard with undisguised dismay,
she and her father had set off some hours be-
fore, by what route the woman knew not, but
she said her master had settled his domestic af-
fairs in such a manner, that he could travel
without inconvenience for two or three years
in France or Italy.

' And Elinor ?' said Percy, gasping with sup-
pressed agony.

• Miss Harcourt,' said the now composed
dame, ' is gone, of course; I believe she expect,
ed to have seen you, Mr. Percy, but she left a
letter for you,* and turning into a small break-
fast parlor off the hall, she came back in a mo.
ment, handed a letter which he snatched from
her with a slight bow, he sprang on his horse
and rode away much more rapidly than he came.
He paused not till he entered his father's park,
and leaping from the horse he flung the bridle
over his neck, and sat down under a tree, with
trembling hands unfolding Elinor's farewell.—
What were his feelings on its perusal, will be
best understood by the following :

' You will be grieved, and astonished, dear
William, when you receive this, and learn that
many months, perhaps yearn, may pass before
we meet again. Though the weather has been
inclement for some days, yet I expected you to
the last moment, but I suppose you would not
be allowed to expose yourself in such a storm,
and therefore we have been deprived of the
melancholy pleasure of saying farewell. But,
William, do not repine that we are separated—
it cannot be for more than two years ; and be
but true to yourself and me in that sort time,
and all may yet be well. William, you know
my father often objected to your yielding dispo.
sition, prove to him you are not ' infirm of pur.
pose1—and even he may for my sake, forgive
the slight cast upon us by your father, who very
plainly intimated that he was condescending
for the whim of his son, to receive me into his
family. You know how very, very proud my
father is, judge if he had not reason to break
off the engagement; and there having been
neither visit or message from your family since,
has farther irritated him, and lest ii should
bend, (as he terms it) he has taken this suddrn
flight to the continent. Where we are to go, I
cannot tell—but I will write as soon as we ar.
rive in France, and inform you, if possible how
a letter may find me. My father hopes that hit
absence may try ua both sufficiently eo an lu
prevent all possibility of a reconciliation ; but,
William, let no one make you believe that I
shall ever change, unless you first by your own
desertion, become unworthy of my love. I hnr«
lways been candid in telling you of my attach.

ment, because it has grown with my growJi.and
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etrei'gtheneil with my strength—ahonld you in
deed forget me, it will be from the influence o
others, too unscrupulous in what means they
may use to pain the desired end—there I hove
fears—bui be true to me William, I charge you
once more, »tad Inist to the faith of

ELINOR HAiwSotJiiT.
Slowly the tears rolled over Percy's cheek as

he finished the letter. Conscious of his own
weakness in submitting to the opinions of others,
he dared not vow that the decided and firm
minded Elinor should alone possess his heart ;
with her departed the best support of his facile
disposition; and he hopelessly thought of two
long years of absence—in that dreary time ex
p^Bed to the schemes of his father, whose am.
bition looked very high for his only son, with
out his guardian angel near him—he could not
believe his energy could sustain him. Despond,
ingly laying down his head on the grassy bank
where he cat, he wept long and bitterly, and af-
ter the lapse of many hours, he was aroused by
the appearance o f several servants, evidently
alarmed, and who loudly rejoiced to find him in
Bafety, as his horse having gone to the stable
without a rider, had put the whole household in
commotion. When Percy attempted to rise his
limbs were so stiffened from lying on the damp
earth he could not stand : two grooms assisted
him te the house—and anxiously attended by his
father and sisters he was taken to his apartment
a violent fever ensued, a long delirium, and at
ter many months wavering between life and
death, he was at last pronounced out of danger
—but Elinor Harcourt had been absent from her
home more than a year, ere health was fully re-
stored to William Percy.

n.
And now two years had come, and gone, two

dreary winters, two balmy springs, two glorious
summers, and in that second autumn the Bishop
of D united his son in holy marriage with
the Lady Jane Stapylton. William did not
stand the test of absence : still there were ex-
tenuating circumstances; for some months be-
fore his own union, an extract from a Paris pa-
per announced the marriage of Miss Harcout
with the Hon. Frederic Claredon. It was a se-
vere and unexpected blow, but exceedingly
gratifying t.-> the Bishop, and forthwith he urged
on his son the propriety of securing a woman
of such distinguished family and fortune as
Lady Jane. True she was not young, far from
being even pretty, and still farther from being
amiable, but all were now alike to William ; he
feh that he had loved, and be did love even then,
as deeply, as truly, as man could love—he had
loved and lost! He resigned himself to his fa-
ther's will; proposal and acceptance were all
sufficient. Lady Jane wished merely to change
her name to any other respectable one, and with
« frozen heart, and pale and sad brow, William
bound himBelf before the altar, to love and
cherish his cold and haughty bride. After the
moon of honey, so often mingled with gall, long
visits were paid among the many titled relations
of both patties. Incessant gaiety, and contin-
ued changes prevented William from feeling his
chain bearing very heavy for a time ; but soon
the bridal festivities, were to close : on the con-
elusion of the visit they were then paying, they
were to retire to domestic privacy. William
had been placed in a rectory in his father's dio-
cese, and the Bishop having chosen another re-
sidence left the old palace (as it was still from
custom called) to his son. The last gay meet,
ing they were to attend, was a race ball at M—;
and with rather a lighter heart than usual Percy
w.ith his bride and a large party entered the as.
sembly rooms, laughing gaily over the amuse-
ments and occurrences of the morning, and
smilingly returning the salutations of their ac-
quaintances. Lady Jane was soon engaged in
dancing; her diamonds, if not her eyes, were
the most brilliant iu the rooms ; and being un-
usually pleased to contemplate the gay scene
before him, William leaned near a pillar where
several sofas were ranged in curtained recesses
for the convenience of chaperones, or perhaps
flirtations. At first he was inattentive to those
immediately around him, but suddenly tones of
familiar softness fell on his ear, he turned—and
on the sofa behind him, beheld his lost Elinor.
Speechless and deadly pale, he gazed on her for
a moment, with some trepidation, her cheek
slightly coloring, she rose and gracefully pre-
scnting her hand, said, in her former gentle
manner, ' Mr. Percy I—this is very unexpected
—I hope you are well—allow me to introduce
_you to lny aunt, Mis. VilJera.' :

Percy bowed mechanically—and sunk down
be hide Elinor (as she indicated her wish that h
should do so) on the farthest end of the -JOfa,
shaded from observation by the pillar and its
drapery—thankful for the considerate kindnes
ot her who had ever soothed all difficulties, so
long as fortune permitted them to be together

4 Elinor,' he hurst forth, ' Elinor, where have
you been ? What have you done ? Oh, Elinor
pity add pardon me for speaking to you thus
and now—give me a few minutes and explain
the past, Elinor, still dear Elinor, we may ne/er
meet again—do not mind your aunt, listen to
me P

' William I have told Mrs. Villersthat I wish,
ed to talk with you. I am as ever willing to
listen to you, and prepared to answer every
thing you ask, but do not wander from what
you desire to tell me, or to inquire, for if my
father observes us, he will take me away, and I
cannot receive you as a visiter.*

'And your husband Elinor, what will your
husband say ? Why do you not speak of him ?
Do you fear to wound me after all ?'

' Mr. Percy, I do not understand you: there
is some mistake ; I have not deserved this ; but
I do not believe you jest, with that careworn
brow—no, William—I do not—you must be
mistaken.'

• Elinor.' said Perey, in a voice of stifled ago-
ny, * for God's sake, answer me at once, are you,
or are you not, still Elinor Harcourt ?'

* Still Elinor Harcourt as certainly as you are
William Percy.'

•Oh, God, have I been deceived! Elinor I
saw your marriage with Claredon in a Paris
paper.'

' I saw it myself, William, but that did not
make it true; and you should not have believed
it. I would have written to you, but all the
many letters I sent during the first year of our
absence, I never received a line of reply ; I was
therefore constrained to believe you had been
forbidden to write, or even to depute one of
your sisters.'

5 No more, Elinor, no more— it is enough ;
for a long year after you left me I was confined
by illness, tedious, wearing, heart breaking ill-
ness. I could see no letters—I had no friends;
we have been the victims of a dark and domes-
tic conspiracy ; I dare not think ot who may be
the guilty parties—but they have done their
work—we are indeed separated for ever ! I am
married—this, this was to be the result of all
the scheming barbarity that led me to believe in
your abandonment of one—oh, Elinor, Elinor,
all is ove' .*

' Yes, William, all is over—I know you are
married—I heard it at Cheltenham, and not be-
ing disposed to give credence to newspapers, I
insisted on my father writing to his agent to as.
certain the truth—I could not think it possible,
but we were convinced—and even then, Wil-
liam, I did not blame you, because I was sure
you had been imposed upon in some way, and
though I suffered deeply, I forgave you."

Tears fell on Percy's hands as fondly bend,
ing over, he held both Elinor's in his own; in
that wretched moment there was a gleam of
brightness, to know, that calm as she looked,
he wan still beloved—it was fearful,and a critn-
inal joy, but yet rapture unspeakable, and ten.
derly he murmured—

• Bless you, bless you, my Elinor! still my
own Elinor! Oh, if you but knew how I love
you! if you could but feel for one instant, the
passion that is wasting my existence I but you,
oh you are so firm, so cold—yet say, oh, say for
once, once only, dearest, dearest, that you love
me yet.'

Elinor forcibly withdrew her hands, and look-
ed offended, but still sorrowful.

1 William Percy, this language you must not
hold to me—I do not bid you love Lady Jane,
I do not thins you can, at least not now with
the consciousness of having resigned, almost
without a struggle, and without inquiry, one
who loved you from childhood, but be consis.
tent—remember your duties—and your respect
for my father's daughter!— ou will not agnin
be tempted to such folly by my presence, for
here we parl.'

' Oh, do not say so—do not—do not, dearest
—I shall live in our old home, we must meet
sometimes—ano\ you cannot refuse me a kind
word, a kind look—oh, how I shall live upon a
glance, from time to lime!—do not answer mo,
Elinor !—I will not hear you—I am maddened,
maddened by injuries, where I cannot be re-
venged—you love me not—and you must not,

cannot, always Hone that firm, proud mouth af
you do now Even to see von among others
will be sufh happiness Oh, I shall forget
sometimes that those horrible changes have hap-
pened ! I may dream of you, you can not de.
prive me of your smiles in my sleep,'and as he
spoke more slowly.and fixed his large soft beau,
til'ul eyes on her, E inor at length succeeded in
replying. His rapid u'terance and vehemence
had precluded hi r interrupting lutn. But now,
with a resolved look, calm and proud indeed,
she bore his ardent gaze.

1 William Percy, your are prpparing for your-
self a life of misery—with me you will not have
any chance of association for years, if ever—but
if you must have day dreams—if you must give
yourself up to unreasonable excitement, you
will always find abundance of excuses for your
fully, I speak to vou as your friend, pardoning
the presumption I have just witnessed. We go
to the continent again, to remain for some
years longer. I bid you a kind farewell. I see
Lady Jane Percy advancing—also my father-
farewell once more—r member you have the
forgiveness of Elinor Harcourt.'

She walked slowly away, took her father's
arm, and passed to another room ; shortly after
she retired wit . her party ami Percy saw her no
more. Wjth convulsive smiles and a ghastly
expression of pleasure, he replied to the re-
marks of his wife and her friends—he wore
through that miserable ni^ht, seeking oblivion
from a powerful opiate, to which of late he had
often resorted in his sorrow. He was one of
those most wretched ot all beings who have
neither the courage te do right nor wrong.

in.
And two years again have ro'Ied away, bear,

ing on the never ceasing tide of time, the hopes,
and fears, and joys and sorrows., and life, and
death, of many a poor deniz n of earth ; and a.
gain Elinor Harcourt returned to the halls of
her fathers,as beautiful,as high-minded, but still
more dignified in look or manner than when,
four years previous, she had parted from her
early love. For solitary did she now wander
through her own fair groves and shady bowers,
tinged with the fading hues of autumn ; a bold,
proud, intelligent companion was ever by her
side, with less beauty of person, but far higher
and nobler graces of manliness, than his whose
fascinating tenderness had been the talisman
which enslaved her from childhood. Her father
had insisted that the union of Colonel Claredon
and his daughter should be solemnized in her
native home ; but as Elinor wished to avoid
wounding Percy's feelin.s (he being rector of
the Parish,) should he yet care for her; in her
turn, she insisted on perfect privacy—and the
evening before the wedding day. a note to the
curate who lived near them, requested,his pres.
ence on the occasion, in the little chapel where
he alone officiated, a short distance from Har.
court Hall. The bridal cortege set out on a
soft gray morning with a very unpretending ap.
pearance ; there being but two carriages, and
the usual number of outriders, only distinguish,
ed by their white favors from common visiting
excursions. So much secrecy had been observ-
ed, there were no gazers collected around the
church; and calmly and composedly Elinor
was led to the rustic altar, by her lover, attend,
ed by her father, one bridesmaid, and a friend of
Claredon. A murmur of painful surprise from
her father caused her te lift her eyes to the cler.
gyman, and there stood William Percy, pre-
pared to perform that service which would unite
another with the only being he ever loved. She
started and turned very pale, but the contracted
brow, the pallor, the wildness of his eyes, the
compressed lips, bitten till the blood started, told
too plainly the dreadful agony within of the un-
fortunate man before her. It was evident he
had not anticipated who the parties were, and it
was equally evident the ceremony must be per-
formed whatever his tortures. He turned the
leaves of the prayer-book over and over, until
the clerk assisting him, pointed out the place,
and drawing a deep breath he began, but in a
voice so hollow, so sepulchral, so fearfully thril-
ling, every 0113 shuddered, as word after word
slowl/ passed from his lips. Low and with
feeling were made the responses ; at each move-
ment of Elinor he shivered convulsively, as if
a sword were sheathed in hia heart; at length
he pronounced in a strange, loud, unearthly
tone, those awful words, 'Those whom God
hath joined let not man put asunder,' the sound '
bncoiiiing higher and more horrible as he con.
eluded, giving a long piercing shriek, and fall.
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ing on the stone pavement covered with blood,
which gushed in streams from his mouth, and
lyin«< motion less as marble, in the midst of th
terror stricken persons who surrounded him.—
The old Colonel, the bridegroom, and servant
tried every means to restore him. The bride
sank on a scat, she did not faint, neither did she
offer assistance ; powerless in body, but stil
commanding her mind, she directed the trem-
bling bridemaid to give what little help she
could, and at last the efforts of the gentlemen
appeared to succeed. Returning consciousness
gradually tinged his white cold cheek, he un-
closed his eyes, and regardless of all around
him, but the one cherished object, fixed his gaze
on her, while the Colonel was directing a care-
ful servant to accompany the rector to his own
home, and Claredon joined in assisting him t
his carriage. As he passed the weeping bride
he paused for an instant, and faintly breathing
* God bless you ! we meet no more on earth, bu
we shall in heaven, where there is neither mar
rying nor giving in marriage !' The mehvcho-
ly and sympathising bridal party drove slowly
away. A shadow had been cast over their sun.
shine, they remained but a day at the hall, and
then departed to a distant seat of Colonel Clare-
don, and tor many years the old hospitable man
sion, tenantless and dismantled, was left to
mouldering decay.

After a long, nervous illness which brough
him to the verge of the grave, Percy recovered
partially ; but the slightest allusion to any thing
connected with former times, immediately oc-
casioned a relapse. Unforeseen as fatal had
been the effects of the fearful marriage ceremo-
ny in the little chapel of Tetnplevale. He had
been paying a visit to a gentleman in the rfeigh-
borhood,and had not heard of the Harcourts arri-
val. The curate who was requested by the
Colonel to officiate, having, on the morning of
the day appointed, taken a sudden spasmodic
affection, sent for his rector, who he knew was
in the vicinity, without apprising him of the
names of the parties, but merely stating such an
office was required. Percy's mind had been
long weakened by complicated miseries ; of for-
titude he had never been possessed ; he was also
BO addicted to reveries, and wild imaginings o
future happiness, contrasting but too strongly
with his disappointed hopes, his unlovable com.
panion, his childless home, and solitary exis
tence, that when the Elinor he BO devotedly
loved, Elinor so lately his own, in bis visionary
fancies, but now really lost to him, appeared be
fore him as a bride, and he compelled to con
summate the sacrifice. The unwonted energy
with which he went through his part, and the
eudden relaxation of the mind's tension when
all was completed, proved far too much for one
•o weak in resolution. He lingered on for some
years after the last sad event, scarcely able to
go through the duties of his situation, without
sympathy, without consolation, slowly he faded
away from the eyes of his few acquaintance;
and while the true, honorable, right-minded
Elinor, wap rejoicing in the young smiles of
her second fair boy, the grave had closed over
the earthly remains of the weak, fond, incredu-
lous and yielding Weslie. LESLIE.

BENTLEY'S MISCELLANY, FOR JANUARY, 1858.—

By Boz. William Lewer, Publisher New-York.
—More fun from Boz, and some things, too
which show that Boz can write, in another
strain than the purely ludicrous- We have in
this Miscellany, stories deriving their interest
from appeals to fear and terror, as also to liter,
ary taste, with some instances of research : a
chapter en seals is very good. The following
teaches us to look at the bright side of every
micshance.

" ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL!"
{Not Shakspeare's!)

BY JOYCE JOCUND.

•• I am quite worn out, and worried to death !
My existence is one unvaried course of bad
luck—nothing prospers with me!"

These words, so expressive of discontent, were
addres»ed by Richard BriggB to his bosom-friend-
Jack Somers, during a stroll through their na.
tive village, while waiting the arrival of the
Btage which was to convey Jack to London.—-
N Q persons could be more dissimilar than the
two friends; Briggs all dissatisfaction and com.
plaint, Somers ever goodhuroored and content.

td. The former, somewhat envious of hi
friend's " better lack," as he termed it, ofte
remarked that Jack had not been born wit
merely a silver spoon in his mouth," but rathei
a •• whole service of plate ;'• while, for hiB par
he certainly had" inherited considerably raon
than a fair average of miseries, which woul
have been otherwise, had Dame Nature, o
Fate, at his birth but condescended to a mor<
equitable division of this life's troubles, and no
heaped half a dozen people's ills upon his un
offending existence. Notwithstanding sue
opposite temperaments, Jack Somers and Rich
ard Briggs had become inseperable : they hun-
ted, shot, fished, rode, and walked together.—
Both possessing a competency, they might hav
been equally happy ; but, while Somers lookei
at the bright side, poor Dick viewed the worli
as some folks gaze at the sun. through a dark
ened glass, and beheld all his pleasures in—
eclipse. Yet they were seldom apart, and the
constant association of these adverse disposi.
tions gained for them the title of "Pleasure an
Pain."

" I am heartily sick of it," resumed Briggs,
looking as dull as a churchyard in a fog, and
twice as miserable. "1 repeat, that I am truly
and heartily disgusted !"

" Patience, my dear fellow !" said his com
panion : "Time brings all things round."

" Does he ?" replied Briggs ; •' then I wish
he would bring all things square, for matters
have assumed most perplexing shape lately."

" When they come to the worst," observed
Somers, "the old proverb declares that they
well mend."

" Nonsense !" grumbled Dick : 'they cannoi
come to the worst ; they are, always were, and
they ever will be, at the worst. I am superla-
tively unlucky beyond all comparison. Even
in the minor amusements of life there are no
exceptions. If I fish, I never get a bite, "or I
break my tackle. Now, you are proverbially
fortunate : all the heavy fish seize your bait, al
the birds get up on your side the cove ; when
if a chance-shot comes within my range
my gun never misses—to flash in the pan !—
Then, are you not constantly in at the death
while I cannot so much as keep up with the
hounds 7"

"Fie, Dick !" replied Somers; this 'last in.
stance should be a subject of congratulation, as
it prevents you—'going to the dogs !'

"'Tis beyond a joke," observed Dick.—
' Do I know what a day's pleasure is ? Was
not the steamer in flames on my last trip to
Gravesend ? And did not the coach upset when
I returned 7 Who ever heard of any accident
occuring to you 7"

" I have escaped thus far, certainly, and that
without any pretentions to 'setting the THAMES
on fire ;" while you positively had a "hand in
the MEDWAY!'*

" Of all things I hate an ill-timed jest," said
Jack, becoming more angry as he continued to
dwell on his fancied evil fortuea. "Domestic
affairs afforded me not relief: I cannot rear
any poultry ; my pigs woiCt get fat; in the
garden nothing seems to flourish. I am a sort
of a walking mildew, a peripatic "pestilence.—
Who ever saw a single plant from seed of my
sowing 7 If I water a rose-bush, the plant
withers. Now, I feel convinced that if you
were to stare over the hedge of a fallow field,
the next morning would behold a waving crop
of corn."

"My dear Dick !" remonstrated Somers' "by
the aid a little method "

" Stuff!" exclaimed Dick. " Admitting
that I may be deficient in method in these mat-
ters, let us proceed to more important affairs.—
Did not the mail break down, and was not the
letter delayedt hat should have summoned me to
the death bed of my uncle, from whom I had
good expectations ; and did he not cut me off
with a shilling for supposed indifference ? And
did he n<>t leave his money to some specious,
artful hussy, w ho gained his affections ?"

"Not so says his gnod-wiLL!" interrupted
Jack. " However, had the letter arrived in
time, of your uncle's favorable intentions you
could not be assured."

"Assured ! no," sighed Briggs; "nor was
ray cottage when set on fire by lightning."

" That was an evident want of prudence and
foresight on your part," said Somers.

" Want of foresight! I give you joy of that
remark," replied Dick. " Who could have
foreseen that Topps and Lopp's bank *toould
have suspended payment the day after I had

paid in threu hundred pounds?—But any con.
nexion with me is sure to be attended with fatal
consequences. Was I not eight months bor-
ing my eyes and brains out, and scribbling my
fingers off, before the editor of the country Mag.
azine thought fit to accept on article for the en.
suing number 7 1 worked myself into a per.
feet fever." ,.

Typhus, no doubt," said Jack. " And the
ultimate fate of this baby of your brain 7"

" Was most melancholly ! it never appeared,
for the magazine died without issue.'" and
here Dick looked as wretched as the joke he
had just attempted."

"That was playing your cards badly," ob.
served Somers.

" Cards !" shrieked Briggs, seizing the oppor-
tunity to found fresh cause for complaint—
"Cards ! Do I ever have a trump 7 As for
scoring eight and holding honors, I must con-
fess my weakness, but I do once in my life de-
sire to know how persons feel in such a posi-
tion.—What can it be like ?"

" Why, like to win the game." replied Jack.
'But you are so disposed to grumble, that, were..
you at such a point, I fear you would "call
out!"—My dear Dick,' continued Somers, 'I
have patiently listened to your catalogue of
woes, and feel confident that the greater portion
are imaginary, and.the remainder caused by
your own inadvertence. Instead of finding a
remedy for trifles, (that are magnified into mat-
ter of importance,) you chafe at each little
incident that does not present itself in exactly
the position or colors that you would prefer,
and abandon yourself to useless repinings.—
Resolution and precaution would soon enable
you to stem the current which your fancy is
ever flowing to your discomfort. Do not mount
your waich-tower of discontent to look out for
troubles—they find us too speedily, and we have
no need to light up a beacon for their guidance,
or to sound a trumpet of welcome on their ar-
rival. I shall be a month absent; on my return
let me meet my friend with smiles upon the
lip that sh'U greet the renewal of our inter,
course. See, the stage is in sight!"

" I see the coach and a vacant place," mur-
mured Dick not much relishing the proffered
advice. "Had I been going to town, every
horse would have fallen lame, or the axle have
broken, to prevent my journey."

"Anticipating again !" said Jack reprovingly
as he passed Dick's hand and mounted the vehi.
cle."

* " Well!" exclaimed Dick, 'we are sure of a
month's fine wealher at all events : it is favora-
ble for your trips. When I went, the worJd
was threatened with a second deluge,and I never
saw the sun till my return, when I did not care
a fig for the weather."

Jack shook his head as the coach moved rapid-
ly onward, but not so speedily as to prevent
him hearing his friend's adieus grumbled forth
in a tone, and with a look of despondency,, that
wonld have made the fortune of any tragedy
hero at any theatre in the United Kingdom.

There are persona who never will he happy;
so Richard Briggs enveloped himself in the
mantle of despair, and, revelled in all the luxu-
ry of woe !

We pass over a month. Our friends were
again seen sauntering up the avenue leading to
the old ivy-covered church. They appeared to
be in earnest conversation, and Dick's face as-
sumed a resplendent appearance, upon which
phenomenon some additional light may be
thrown by the following colloquy.

" I can scarcely believe it," cried Somers.
'My dear Dick—you—going to be married !"

"Fact!" said Dick, with a real downright
smile illumining features hitherto unused to
joyous looks. " Y e s ! I am really about to en-
ter the holy state of matrimony."

And again he smiled, until his own familiar
mirror, before which he had shaved all his life,
would not have recognised the face it had re.
fleeted for so many years redolent of frown and
lather.

"And how well you look ! ten years younger,
I declare," sfLid Somers.

1 I hope the novelty will not soon wear off,"
said Dick. 'But let me tell you the particulars.
You remember the steamboat taking fire ?"

'l Most clearly," replied Jack ; 'I can never
forget the unhappy circumstance."

1 The very luckiest event of my life !"—ex.
claimed Dick.

" Surely 1 have heard you complain a thon-
aand times "
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" Exictly !" interrupted Briggs. "But the

strangest things have come about: I won a
bumper rubber last night of old Dinglederry
and his wife, before we supped off* the fish
that I had caught in the morning, with a brace
of birds that I shot three days since, being one
out of eighty bagged in about three hours.—
Now for the steamer. You must know, Jack,
that among the hissing flames, and on board that
very boat, I made the acquaintance of a most
worthy old gentleman, and the loveliest crea-
ture, his daughter. I had the good fortune to
afford them assistance in the confusion and
fright that prevailed ; when by some mishap we
were precipated into the river. I boldly struck
out with desperate strength towards the shore,
the worthy old gentleman maintaining a firm
hold of me on one side, while I endeavored to
keep his daughter secure on the other ; and
tliQB burthened, I found myself no longer a
single man without encumbrances, but with all
the cares of a heavy family clinging to me for
support. In this trim we were all rescued ;
they suffered from the fright only, while, in ad-
dition, I was nearly pulled to pieces, tolerably
parboiled by the steam, and a perfect mummy of
mud; the recollection is a never failing source
of pure unmixed delight;" and Dick chuckled
over the reminiscence, to his friend's great joy
and astonishment.

•' Then said Somers, 'if I mistake not, you
fell into the river, and afterwards in love ?"

" Something of the sort, I believe," replied
Dick. " The following day we proceeded
towards London, and I was terribly low-spirited
at the idea of the coming separation, when,
just at the thirteenth mile-stone, the coach
upset."

" That was unfortunate, remarked Jack.
"Not at all! I never enjoyed anything so

much in my life! Don't you see, my dear Jack
we were thrown together again."

"Quite by accident," added Jack.
"Just so ! the most delightful adventure, as

it has since proved. I was bruised from head
to foot, but they rceived no injury : again had I
become their protector.for in my descent I man-
aged to sprawl upon some gravel, and they
found me a tolerable efficient screen to guard
them from the flints. Neither of them had a
scratch, though the blood poured pretty freely
from different wounds about my person, and
they acknwoledged how they must have suffered
had I not interposed so effectually. Quite ro-
mantic, was it not ? You cannot imagine how
they laughed when the danger was all over."

"Amiable creatures!" 'ejaculated Somers,
'and easily pleased too ! I suppose you set aside
all ceremony, and became most intimate ac-
quaintances ?"

" Not exactly!" said Dick ; "we had hardly
time to cultivate a reciprocal interchange of
sentiment, for they had urgent business in a-
nother part of the country, so they took a post-
chaise, and I took physic,—they went to
London, and I to bed."

" Rather ungrateful conduct," remarked
Somers, 'considering the use they had made of
you. Even I should have grumbled at such
treatment."

* I was terribly battered, I must own,* said
Dick.

" And completely cut into the bargain !"
••The waiter at the inn, where I was confined

for a week, assured me that the old gentleman
placed his card in my hand before he started ;
but, between my pain and the confusion, it
was lost."

" Well! prithee proceed, without another
break down."

" In a few days I discharged the doctor, and
on reaching home, found my cottage a heap of
cinders."

•• My pear Dick !" said Somers, •' why recall
that shocking catastrophe ?"

11 Catastrophe ! fiddle-faddle!" cried Briggs ;
•the most unparalleled piece of good luck !—
Having no dwelling, I took lodgings^ at Priory
Farm." Here Dick smiled till it almost a.
mounted to an incipient giggle. " You know
that Topps and Lopps's bank suspended pay-
ment?" .

"And you experienced a loss of three hun-
dred pounds" said Soiners.

'•No such thing, my dear Jack! that stop,
page was only a continuation of luck. I may
truly congratulate myself on that event.—
Ttioir breaking was my making: in common
parlance, their loss was my gain."

"Astonishing!" end Somers.

" Mr. Rutherford had a considerable balance
in the hands of Topps and Lopps," fltrid Dick
very knowingly ; 'so he camo down to look af-
ter matters, and as Fate would have it, took
apartments for himself and daughter at Priory
Farm. Now you see—eh ?"

" Can't say I do," replied Somers,
11 Dear Jack, how dull you are !"
" Nay, 'tis you have become so lively 1M

" Well, we arc under the same roof. "Young
Love lived once in a humble shed," and all
that sort of thing; it was natural to renew our
acquaintance, when the scars on my face re-
minded them of my sufferings, and their debt of
gratitude."

" What!" said Somers; "you don't mean
»i

" Yes, but I do though !" In Mr. Rutherford
and his daughter I discovered my companions
who had shared my perils in " flood and field :"
—not exactly shared,—but you know what I
mean. In a word, I arn the happiest fellow
alive, and the luckiest dog in the universe."

"Let me hear that word again," said Jack
'did you say lucky?'

" Not lucky,—the luckiest mortal breath-
ing."

" That is—you are • beyond all comparison
superlatively happy ?'

"The stoppage of the mail was of no conse-
quence, for my uncle left me minus merely to
bestow his property on my future wife, ihe only
child of his old friend Rutherford."

" Then your intended wife is the same, "art-
ful, specious hussy who gained his affection's—
is it so ?"

"The same," said Dick. 'Henceforth I re-
Tiounce grumbling, and believe that "all is for
the best." Had I not been on board the.steam-
boat, nearly drowned, and afterwards stoned to
death, my suit might have been pressed in vain,
—for gratitude is an extensive feeling, and
opens the heart, Jack. But for the burning of
my cottage, I should have wanted the opportuni-
ties that Priory Farm afforded; and Topps and
Lopps's business crowned all, by bringing the
Rntherfords hither."

•' And you have become a convert ?"
" Most decidedly," said Dick, " your words

have been realized ; mattres have mended.—
Time has brought things round. Even my gar-
den flourishes, for I can exhibit a pot of sweot
peas ef my own setting : and, among my other
cures, I also cure my own bacon,—pigs thrive
wonderfully.

" Bravo 1" exclaimed Somers ; I " congratu-
late you on the moral victory achieved, and the
important lesson that you have learned. Yet
there is one thing "

" What can that possibly be," said Dick im-
patiently."

"Why," " a circulating medium" for those
'indefinite articles" which were to have illumed
and astonished mankind through the pages of
the County Magazine."

"A fig for the County Magazine !" said Dick;
'it was only supported, like other refuges for
the poor and destitute, by 'voluntary contribu-
tions.1 I am enrolled among the elect in Bent,
ley's Miscellany."

"Famous ! Then your misfortune are really
at an end ?" said Jack Somers.

" I trust, fur ever," replied Richard Briggs ;
'and I iiave arrived at the conclusion,

WHATEVER IS—is RIGHT !

A M I H V O L U H T A R Y C R I M E .
[Translated from the French, for the Portland Orion.J

After having practised medicine for a long
time in the hospitals and cloisters, Mr. De Las-
sone, was called to the court of Louis XVI, at
first as a Physician to the two Queens and af-
terwards to the King. His superiority over the
rest of his brethren, had caused him to be ap-
pointed Regent Physician of the Faculty o f
Paris, when an extraordinary event snatched
him from his glory and his labors.

Mr. De Lassone was giving a course of ana-
tonneal lectures, and his numerous pupils by
his orders had placed upon the tables of his leo.
ture room, the bodies which were to be used in
his demonstrations, when the hour at which he
had been accustomed to meet them having long
past by, some one was sent to inquire if unfor-
seen business made it necessary to defer the
lecture, or whether the class might continue to
wait for Kim. He who had been sent for the
celebrated professor, found him in his study in
company with two ladici in tears. The one

was bordering on old age, and the other might
be about twenty years of age.

' Alas ! sir,' said the elder lady, ' I shall neret
more see my unfortunate son whom you hard
not been able to gave !'

' I have done, madam, all that man could dof
but science has its bounds, and death has been
more powerful than I.'

' Be assured, Miss,' continued Mr. Lassone,
addressing himself to the young lady, ' be as-
sured that it did not depend upon me to flare
the life of your lover, and if I have ever felt tho
sacredness of my profession, it is at that mo.
ment when your grief will pierce my heart,
teach me the happiness and benefactions which
are in store for me, if a less cruel destiny had
permitted me to snatch one victim more from
the grave.'

' My poor Eugene !—He was my only child,
my only support—henceforth misery must b»
my lot.'

' I shall die with grief!'
' Young lady, you must hare more courage*

said Mr. Lassone, weeping, ' and think thai
there remains to you an old father'—You mad.
am, will aluo be able to bear up with life. I
will never allow hunger to disturb your rest.-—
I will take care of your old age. I tvill procure
for you a pleasant, convenient retreat, and yon
shall yet be able to speak of him—.'

Then the generous physician enquired for the
residence of the unfortunate mother, and with
his soul oppressed, set out with the young stu-
dent, who admired not less the virtues of heart
than the elevation of his mind.

The scene of grief and mourning had filled
Mr. Lassone with the deepest dejection, and
when he appeared before his class, it was per*
ceived iha£ he was extremely affected.

However, the lecture commenced, and fats
would have it that the body of him who had
been the subject of so many lamentations, should
be found upon the cold stone table of the dis-
secting room. In this instance, death had taken
so singular a shape to stiffen the robust and well
constituted limbs, that the professor had prom,
ised the day before to bestow great care on the
examination of to interesting a subject. Con.
sequcntly a large number was present to witness
the examination.

In order thoroughly to invest the cause of hi»
death, Mr. Lassone must first proceed to open
the body. When he was about inserting tho
scalpel into the flesh, an indescribable shudder
came over him. He stopped for a moment.
His imagination imparted life to this inanima.
ted body. He pictured to himself a thousand
phantoms. He thought he heard the songs of
the nuptial ceremony. He saw the old mother
of Eugene weeping for joy and blessing his
happy union. He saw the young wife crowned
with roses. All was happiness around him.

He was awakened from his reverie, by one of
the students, who asked him :f he wanted any
thing; the dream vanished and he found himself
in the presence of a corpse.

Then, fearing that his hesitation might be ta-
ken for want of confidence in his science, Mr.
Lassone, having laid down some prevailing
principles, ran the point of his instrument along
the lower border of the right breast, and imme-
diately the blood gushed forth as pure as could
be drawn from the veins of a man in fall health.

Suddenly an almost imperceptible movement
agitated the breast of the dead—Mr. Lassone,
with a bewildered eye, anxiously followed the
slight undulation of life. He was terror struck.
His knees failed him—he fainted.

Eugene was still alive ! a sight had animated
the marble statue.

They hastened to relieve the illustrious pro.
fessor, and carried to a bed the unfortunaU
young man who had resumed life but to straggle
with dreadful agony.

An awful delirium seized the physician as
soon as he had recovered his senses. He loaded
himself with maledictions, and accused himself
of barbarity and a«sassinati6n.

• Leave me,' said he • do not you see that there
is upon my hands the blood of a man whom I
have slain ? Do you not see that corse is stran-
gling me in his tight embrace, and that a mother
is invoking upon me the wrath of heaven V

These lugubrious images troubled him for six
days, after which he recovered his reason. Th»
first thing Mr. Lassone did, was to inquire into
the situation of the man upon whom he had laid
his homicidal hand. Hia case was far from be,
ing encouraging, and the wound which had
b made by the scalpel was one of the moat
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dangerous. The physician who had involunta.
rily committed the double crime of sending to
the tomb a man still alive and of plunging into
his bosom a murderous knife, could not resolve
to give himself up again to the duties of his
honorable profession. He called upon Louis
XVI, and after having related to him the dread-
ful episode of the lecture room, expressed in ve-
ry respectful terms the regret he felt at not be-
ing able any Jpnger to employ his talents in the
•ervice of his majesty. Notwithstanding all
reasoning with himself, he felt, he said, that
henceforth it would be impossible for him ever
to look upon a patient without a shudder; and
he confessed after what had happened to him,
he feared he should contract, in spite of him.
•elf, such an awkwardness and uncertainty as
might be unsafe for persons who would confide
themselves to his hands. The discourse greatly
affected the king, who on a thousand occasions,
had given his physician the most flattering to.
kens of his esteem and confidence; yet he did
not endeavor to dissuade him from his resolu-
tion ; for he readily perceived that Mr. Lassone
was too forcibly struck with the idea of what he
called his crime, to ever entirely banish it from
his mind. Besides it was imprudent to press
upon him the resumption of his professional du.
ties, as it had been intimated to the king, that
the delirium from which he had just recovered,
would be very likely to return, and that his
practice notwithstanding his great skill and sci-
ence, might become fatal to his patients. Lou-
is XVI, therefore, accepted, by his silence, the
indirect resignation that was offered. Mr. Las.
•one quil the duties of his professorship, and the
last patient he attended was the unfortunate Eu-
gene.

They were unwilling to send immediately for
the moiher of the young man, for the fear of af-
fording a false joy, tiiat might be closely fol-
lowed by a cruel deception; and besides, it would
be poisoning the rest of her days to announce to
this woman, that the son she had so much
mourned for, was not dead when he was wrapped
in his winding sheet, and that he who had
plucked away his life, was none other than her
old man, who had sworn to extend to human
age the hand of suceor.

Meanwhile, Eugene slowly regained his
strength, and (he first words he uttered were to
'inquire for his mother, and her who was to
blend her existeace with his. When he was
told that the envotions consequent upon seeing
them might be injurious to him, and render use.
less the measures that had been taken for his re-
covery, he became agitated by a painful suspi-
cion. He feared his mother had not survived
him, and the grief he felt at this foreboding was
«o deep and violent, that Mr. Lassone resolved
to yield to his wishes, using, kowever, in regard
to botb parties, all the precaution that prudence
might dictate.- The physician then set out for
the residence of the poor woman, but learned
that a few days before, she had left the capital
to return to her own country which was consid.
erably distant. This circumstance accounted
for her not having already become acquainted
with what happened, although the public jour-
nals all made mention ot the whole affair.

He returned to Eugene and explained to him
the cause of the delay he had experienced, and
having satisfied him that his mother was living,
endeavored to persuade him to wait patiently.
But the voting man conjured him with joined
hands to'haste immediately and bring her to his
arms.

•See,* said he, 'my strength is returning,
and the danger is almost past. For heaven's
sake, in order to console my mother, do not
wait until she has sunk under her grief.'

In fact the,young man was fast recovering
his strength, and therefore Mr. Lassone, after
having eutrusted him to skilful hands, set out
upon the sweet and lioly mission wi h which he
was charged. When he had arrived to the place
Chat had been pointed oat for him, what was his
surprise to behold the mother of bis young friend
in an excess of joy that bordered on delirium !
Bhe fell upon his neck, called him her angel,
her benefactor, and then fell at his feet in trans.
ports of gratitude and joy.

These transports were soon explained, when
the young lady appeared, who had but a short
time since exclaimed i

' I shall die of grief.* ' Good doctor,' said
»he, ' I have got the start of you. You will

""'iiirelv not think ill in me<|p lmve deprived you
of tbe pleasure of bearing thi« good news. It
required a woman to take requisite precaution

for announcing such things. A woman only
could open the subject with such skill as not to
kill outright by excess of joy, her, who has been
for a long time in the depths of despajr!'

The poor woman rent her mourning dress—
the young girl decked again her head with
plumes. t.

When all three had returned to Paris, the
youcg man was entirely out of danger, and af-
ter the first burst of transport was over, they all
kneeled and returned thanks to Almighty God.

Mr. Lassone made his best friend of him
whom he had snatched from an untimely death.
He could not bear that such a family should suf-
fer the ills of poverty, and therefore divided his
wealth with Eugene when he married the young
lady who had loved him so much.

Thus the bright torches of hymen were light,
ed by the glimmering Tamp of death.

Faithful to his resolution, Mr. Lassone would
never resume the labors of his profession. Nat-
ural history and chemistry took the place of
anatomy.

Mr. De Lassone died at Paris, in 1788, and
whilst they lived, whom he called his dear chil-
dren, hfs tomb was often crowned with the fresh-
est and most beautiful of flowers.

HOW T6 MAKE A YOUNG WIFE OF AN OLD MAID.

The following true story might perhaps
furnish matter for a little comedy, if comedies
were still written in England,

It is generally the case that the more beauti-
ful and the richer a young female is, the more
difficult are both her parents and herself in the
choice of a husband, and the more offers they
refuse. This one is too tall, the other to short,
this not wealthy, this not respectable enough.
Meanwhile one spring passes after another, and
year after year carries away leaf after leaf of
the bloom of youth, and opportunity after op-
poitunity. Miss Harriet Selwood was the rich-
est heiress in her native town ; but she had al-
ready completed her twenty-seventh year, and
beheld almost all her young friends united to
men whom she had at one lime or other discard,
ed. Harriet began to be set down for an old
maid. Her parents became really uneasy, and
she herself lamented in private a position which
is not a natural one, and to which those to whom
Nature and Fortune had been niggardly of their
gifts are obliged to submit; but Harriet, as we
have said, was both handsome and very rich.

Such was the state of things, when her uncle,
a wealthy merchant in the north of England,
came on a visit to her parents. He was a jovial,
lively, straight-forward man, accustomed to at-
tack all difficulties boldly and cooly, " You
see," said her father to him one day, " Harriet
continues single. The giii is handsome : what
she is to have for her fortune you know; even
in this acandal-loving town not a creature can
breathe the slightest imputation against her;
and yet she in getting to be an old maid."

" True replied the uncle; " but look you,
brother, the grand point in every affair in this
world is to size the right moment: this you
have not done; it is a misfortune, but let the
girl go along with me, and before the end of
three months I will return her to you as the wife
of a man as young and wealthy as herself."

Away went the niece with the uncle. On the
way home, he thus addressed her " Mind what
I am going to say. You are no longer Miss
Selwood,'butiMrs. Lumley, my niece, a young,
wealthy, crumfess widow ; you had the misfor-
tune to lose your husband, Colonel Lumley, af.
ter a happy union of a quarter of a year, by a
fall from his horse while hunting."

" But uncle "
" Let me manage, if you please. Mrs. Lumley,

Your father has invested me with full powers.
Here, look you, is the wedding-ring given you
by your late husband. Jewels and whatever else
you need, your aunt will supply you with, and
accustom yourself to cast down your eyes."

The keen witted uncle introduced hie niece
every where, and every where the young widow
excited a great sensation. The gentlemen
thronged about her, and she soon had her choice
out of twenty suitors. Her uncle advised her
to accept the one who was deepest in love with
her, and a rare chance decreed that this should
be precisely the most amiable and opulent. The
match was soon concluded, and ori^dav the un-
cle desired to say a few words to Ais future nep-
hew in private. • :

" My dear sir," he began, •* we have told you
an untruth."

" How so 7 Are Mrs. Lumlev's affections—' •
" Nothing of the kind : my niece is sincerely

attached to you."
" Then her fortune, I suppose, is not equal

to what you told me."
"On the contrary it is larger."
" Well, what is the matter, than 7"
" A joke, an innocent joke, which came into

my head one day, when I was in a good humor;
we could not well recall it afterwards. My
niece is not a widow."

" What! is Colonel Lumley living V
" No, no, she is a spinster/'
The lover protested that he was a happier feL

low than he had ever conceived himself, and the
old maid was forthwith metamorphosed into a
young wife. _

Singular and Interesting Occurrence.—A re-
spectacle woman having left her child, an infant
of two years of age, to play about the door un-
til she attended to some houshold duties, went,
when she was disengaged, to look for her charge
The urchin could barely crawl, and she expec-
ted to find it at the door. There however it was
not, and the mother, in considerable alarm, call-
ed on several of the neighbors, to inquire if
they had seen the child. No one had seen it;
and a considerable time had now elapsed in ma-
king fruitless inquiries, the anxiety and fears
of the poor woman became proportionably aug-
mented. Parents only can judge of her feel-
ings when no trace of her child could be found.
The neighbors kindly assisted in making strict
inquisition in every well, pig-stye, or out of the
way corner for the wandered wean. He was
however, no where to be found, and as a last re-
course, it vras resolved that the bell should be
sent through the town. In the meantime the
mother, in a state bordering on distraction, went
into her own house rumaging every hole and
bucket, bed and cupboard. While thus employ,
ed one of her sympathising friends happened
to cast her eyes to the gable of a neighboring
house and there, witli surprise and horror, dis-
covered the lost child perched on a ladder, and
within a few steps of its very top, apparently
quite delighted with its state of exaltation. A
lady endeavored to induce the ambitious mite to
come down ; but no, it shook its head and sat
fast. She then tried to go up the ladder, but
Half way up her head grew giddy, and she was
obliged to descend without accomplishing her
object'/ The mother was informed by this time
that, tlie child was was found, but her feelings
may be* more easily guessed than described when
she saw its danger. The ladder was long e-
nough to leach the caves of the three story
house, and within four steps of it was the child,
holding firmly by one of the bais, and looking
quite complacently on the faces below. Witn
trembling steps the agitated mother cautiously
ascended the ladder, but when within arm's
length of her infant, and on the point of laying
hold of him, he, as if to mock the agony of
his parent, clambered up the remaining stepa,
and stradling across the topmast bar, held out
his little hands and snvled, as if proud of his
daring feats and affections to her fond bosom,
and descended with her precious burden in safe,
ty, sheding tears of gratitude and breathing a
heartfelt prayer to the Providence which had so
miraculously preserved her dear little pet—Pais.
ley Advertiser.

L O N D O N L A D I E S ' F A S H I O N S
FOR MARCH.

Walking Dress.—Redingote of pou de soia
with plain body and rather wide sleeves, small
fichu of black velvet trimmed with swansdowo.
Bonnet of black velvet with ostrich feathers.

Carriage Dress.—Redingote of bias broobe
satin, the cordage open en creur, and trimmed
with ermine ; tight sleeves with three small sa.
bois. Bonnet of green velvet, with swan*
down trimming round the edge.

Evening- D>ess.—Robe of white crape, with
pointed body, and full of blond round the top ;
tight satin sleeves, with bouffant of crape.
looped up with clasps of diamonds, and a small
wreath of flowers round the arms. Coiffure of
hair in ringlets, with flowers; the back hair in.
termixed with beads.

Cloaks, &c.—Many Spanish cloaks are woro
of an evening; most of the mantles for night
have hoods, wadded and supported with whale,
bone. Many are of a black sachernire, lined
with silk, either paille, cerise, blue or pink, and
generally trimmed with fur. Polonaise and
Russian cloaks have also been worn.

Gloves.— Gloves are woro very short, and of
various colors.
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Geology.—The late lectures on Geology, be-
fore the Young Men's Association, have dis-
closed1 the wonderful discoveries which have
been made of the forms of animated existence,
which have, in past ages, tenented the earth and
its water. The evidence is palpable, and the
subject appreciable by ordinary powers. The
marks of contrivance and adaptation in those
animals—whose remains alone are left to tell us
the history of their life, and the state of the
world at that day—connect together, in one
chain of created existence, the present and the
past, and direct us to the same wondrous power
and intelligence. No one can hear of them
without the srongest desire to know of the solid
strata in which they are found buried. The
great conclusions, too, which must be drawn
from these remains, and which have respeet to
a variety of subjects, swell the soul by their
greatness and interest.

What a body of facts have been accumulated
within the memory of man, on a subject so far
removed from our common notions and genera]
objects of education or intellectual pursuit.
We seem to see the Dinotherium, with his huge
frame, moored by his tusks to the banks of the
lake or river, basking in the full enjoyment of
life—the Schpyosaurus—and the whole tribe of
extinct Saurians, sport in the waters or traverse
the lands—till, by one convulsion, their whole
race is entombed, to form a part of the solid
strata for the habitations of men. The coal,
and ores, and mines, and the veins of metals,
and the masses of putrefactions, all have a his.
tory full of interest to him who would know? a-
bout things and understand aught of nature's
wondrous frame.

The Concert*—The Concert of the Academy,
on Thursday evening, was, as is usual, attended
by a full and fashionable audience. The music
was excellent, but the execution of the original
pieces—with two exceptions—• Bright Angels,*
and the • Pastoral Symphony1—did their author
injustice. Practice and confidence, however,
will overcome the defects, and secure a deserved
appreciation or* the talents which Professor
WALKER has already displayed in his numerous
compositions.

The Choruses and Anthems were all beauti.
ful, and well exueuted. But the Choir never
displayed their powers and good taste to better
advantage, than in the chorus •• For unto us a
Child is born" and in the Anthem of" O Surely
Melody." They produced a marked and happy
effect.

Take this Concert in all its parts, it equalled
the best of its predecessors, but will be excelled
by the first of its successors.

FRENCH LITERATURE.—Under this
head will be found an interesting communica-
tion from an able pen. In all its positions our
leaders will concur, and to none do we give a
more cordial assent, than to those which relate
to the talented and amiable gentleman who'has
for some months, taken up his abode amongst
as. Will our readers peruse the communication,
and answer the questions which it propounds ?

Ernest Maltravers.-Our novel-reading friends
will be glad to learn, we suppose, that the Har.
pers have received and put to press the sequal of
this tale. It is entitled " Alice, or the Myste-
ries," and will be forthcoming with great ce.
lerity.

FRENCH LITERATURE.

To the Editor .—
Sir—I saw in your paper of the 13th inst.

an advertisement of W. EURGOIN, proposing to
locate himself here as a teacher of the French
Language, on the plan of Dufief. Mr. B. has
been for some time known as an instructor in
Canandaigua, where he has enjoyed a reputa-
tion for personal worth as well as professional
ability. His object—a good practical know,
ledge of the French language-—ought to meet
with extensive patrsnage.

Napolean hoped to make the French the uni-
versal tongue. His victories went far over the
continent, to accomplish his wishes, and the
scientific literature of the nation will sustain
the influence it has gained. Notwithstanding
the immense influx of English, every season,
into Italy, affording every facility as well as
temptation to the people to acquire that tongue,
it is rare to find an indivivldual who can speak
our language, while French is a passport every
where. In Russia it is the language of the
court; in Germany, no educated person is ig-
norant of i t ; and in Switzerland it is, with
German, the colloquial language of the large
Semnaries, as well as vernacular of many of the
Cantons.

It is true our relation to Europe is not likely
to throw .us in the same frequent and familiar
intercourse With it as the parts of that Conti-
nents are with each other, still, who can tell
when he may be required or permitted to cross
the ocean, and may find himself in, the " fairy
land" to us, the oid world ? The facilities of
intercourse are increasing to such a degree,
that every young person of taste and education
may justly cherish the h >pe of doing so.

This is the lowest ground on which I would
place a knowledge of that graceful and anima-
ted tongue. Its scientific literature is unsur.
passed, and in many respects unequalled by any
in the world. In Belles Leltres and History,
it is in advance of any except the German ; and
is now, by translations, "redactions" and origi-
nal works, founded on the principles of German
philosophy, opening to us, in a more practical
and intelligible form, the systems of those
mighty spirits from the " vasty deep."

But even apart from any probable use for the
French language in a voyage to Europe, or e-
ven from its employment as a key to the exten.
sive learning of that nation, as a mere intellec-
tual exercise for the young, I know of nothing
preferable to the study of modern languages,
and preeminently so of the French. In its in.
fluence on the ear and articulation—in the
knowledge of idioms and principles of univer.
sal grammar—in saving the mind from the
deceptive counfounding of words with things—
in exercising the memory and invigorating the
habits of application—in furnishing that stimu-
lus to the young mind which arises from the
immediate consciousness of intellectual gain
for these and other ends, there is nothing at
once so valuable and accessible as sound instruc-
tion in the French. And all this especially for
Ihe other sex. Young men have the classics to
fill up these demands in some respects, and o-
pen richer sources than any modern language
can do, of improvement to their taste and men-
tal habits. But for Young Ladies, who cannot
pursue the dead languages to any profitable ex-
tent, the living and beautiful tongue of Paris is
an attainable and valuable substitute.

How "many young men, too, are there now in
our city, either engaged in professions or busi-
nes9, to whom the regular application connect,
ed with the study of French, would be of great

value, apart from the acquirement itself. They
are, perhaps, now pursuing no course of mental
engagement; nothing that obligates them to
spend a portion of each day in study. T h e /
themselves feel the seed of voluntary coercion
on their part* Let them then arrange classes
and put themselves in the hands of an able and
accomplished teacher of the- French—one
imbued with its literature* as well as using tbe
tongue itself, with the familiarity <rf birth, edu-
cation and the association of thirty years. The
expense of such a course will be scarcely felt at
the year's end; the discipline and gain for

I the min4 will diffuse its effects through the
subsequent lite.

But. sir, I write with no wish that Mr. B.
—respectable as he is—should fill this depart-
ment in our Seminaries .and private tuition*
Under other circumstances 1 might be among
the first to welcome and encourage his removal.
But we have a gentleman already among us,
who, by a residence of more than two years,
has established, wherever lie is known, a most
enviable character for moral and religious worth,
with qualifications as an instructor rare indeed.
I allude, you will anticipate, to Mr. J. P. E D -
WARDS, whose indulgence I crave for this tres-
pass upon his delicacy. It should not have
been committed, was it not understood that,
for want of proper encouragement, he contem-
plated leaving Rochester, and for the honest re-
gret I feel, that we should be deprived of ad-
vantages which cannot be replaced.

Mr. EDWARDS is by birth, and thirty yean
residence, a Frenchman, but an English paren.
tage linked him ift feeling with that country,
which even an education, through the patron,
age of the " First Consul," could not suppress.
Aiding in the escape ef some English officers,
he was obliged to share their«flight, and cros-
sed the channel in an open fishing boat in the
month of December. From the gratitude of
the father of one of the young men, Mr. E . im-
mediately obtained a situation in the Bank of
England, being considered (on the authority
of Blackstone) a citizen of great Britain, owing
to his English parentage. He continued in
this Institution for many years, and left it with
a handsome vote of compliment, and a pecuiary
donation from the Directors, being induced by
the claims of a large family to try a settlement
in Canada. Some changes unnecessary to de-
tail brought him to Rochester, with letters of in-
troduction of a very flattering character. Du-
ring Mr. E.'s residence in London and Canada,
a space of nearly twenty years, he was occasion-
ally occupied in imparting a knowledge of his
favorite and vernacular tongue ; sometimes for
the pleasure of it, and at others, to add to the
means of support of an expensive family.

Mr. EDWARDS is brother to the two distin-
guished physicians and naturalists of his name
in Paris, whose works hold a high rank in that
country, and are well known in England. <

The knowledge which Mr. E. possesses of
the English is as nice and scholar.like ab his
French. It is impossible, in familiar inter,
course, lo detect any thing that betrays the
Frenchman; and as little in French conversa-
tion that would warrant you in supposing that
he had mastered, to such a degree, the difficul-
ties of our own language.

The writer has enjoyed many opportunities
of French society, both in this country and a.
broad, and has had from childhood, some ac-
quaintance with the language and i istructors
in it, but he is able to say that, he never has met
with the individual who has united, in such an
eminent degree, a^iorough, graoeful and na-
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tive knowledge of the French, with an equal
familiarity with the English, and possessed of
so rapid and thorough a system of imparting
the language to others. MR. EDWARDS t« the
best teacher the writer has ever known.

Shall we, sir, suffer such a man as Mr. E. to
leave us ? Are we as a community so insensi-
ble to the value of able instruction as to permit
a failure in his exertions to obtain adequate
patronage, after two years most honorable trial ?
Shall we, if we are so, beguile another worthy
man into the same mistake ? There is a field
here for one able French instructor, and we
have him. Let us keep him!

Mr. EDWARDS should at once be engaged in
our two Female Seminaries, and at the High
School. There is French instruction, it is true,
in the two former, but, with the highest sense
of the worth and talents of the ladies conduc-
ting that department, I must say, incompetent,
because no one can teach the French language
thorougly who is not a native of France, accus-
tomed to its accent in the capital. It seems to
be made a part of the course, rather because
public sentiment requires it, than with that
preeminence and interest which it really de-
mands, and without which it better be let alone.

I express a hope, then, in which many parti-
cipate, when I say, we trust that the officers
and parents interested in education, will make
an immediate exertion on this point. We trust
that the young men and ladies will organize pri-
vate classas, that a valuable and tried citizen
may be retained among us. and that our com-
munity may receive the advantage of the dffu-
sion of this graceful and practical part of a
thorough education. Yours, <fcc.

ROFFENSIS.

LOCO-FOCO MUSINGS.
CANTO XIII.

Alas—how light a cause m;iy move
Dissentions between hearts that love.—Tom Moore.

In my young days, ere Goth and Vandal Time
Had ravaged ch ldhood's happiest retreat;—

When lire, and pleasure, like the twins of rhyme,
Flew on together, with thrjr chiming feet—

I've often turn'd my swimming eyes above
To the unsullied stars, and dream'd of— l'love."
O, Love ! how m -ny trusting hearts—betray'd

And doom'd to sorrow, sink into thy arms ;—
The thoughtless eyes of thy adi-rers fade

With weeping, while thy're gazing on thy charms.
When I was young (Ilm forty years old now)
I was deceived, and I will tell you how.
At evening hour, while wandering atong

The meadows and the hills,—I thought I'd seen
Sweet Fanny Fudge, the loveliest in the throng

Of village maids, there roaming o'er the green.
I paused a morn>u>t, and with wild surprise
Her figure "roee before my startled eyes.

SONG.
When moonlisht's streaming over

The preen hills, and groves ;
Thro' fields of Mushing -lover

The wild maiden roves.
When hright dew drops are gleaming

On rose iiuds and houghs;'
There, there she is drraming

Of lov.e's dearest vows.
CHORUS.—Thru' fields of blushing clover

The wild maiden roves.
I watch'd her—she wan silnnt. Tho' Id spoken

'Till I crew hoarse, she answer'd not a word ;—
I touch'd her,—the entrancing spell was broken—

It was not her, nor any thing that heard
My voice. 'Twas an old stump dress'd up in a
Young ladie'g frock—to scare the crows away !
This strange delusion dash'd out the last smiles

Of my vain love. Tho' amorous Sappho—the
Immortal Beauty of the Grecian Lsles—

Jump'd from a mountain into the deep sea,—
I would not act so foolish ;—I will jump
Into a thick rnud-puddle—from a stump.
In yonder school-house whose decaying eaveB

And shinnies tell its antiquated age;—
I've sat and guzi'd on I he poetic, leaves

Of gp»llins-books,- hut never found a page
That giivn the slightest explanation of
This unexplained mysterious sigh-ante—"Love."

CALLIOPE & CO.

HOTCHPOTCJ.
A Scotchman and Irishman were travelling

together. The Scotchman was bald ; ind for a
joke he rose in the night and shaved his com-
panion's head while he was asleep. The Irish-
man had given orders to his landlord to awaken
him early. He did so—the poor fellow arose,
and discovering his bald head in the glass, ex.
claimed by the powers! I told you to waken
me, but instead of that you was after calling up
the Scotchman ; Pin never to be cheated in this
way, faith. So saying he went to bed again.

Finn's Last.—The following pun has lately
been perpetrated by our old frisnd, U. J. Finn :

" Why are apples and pears guilty of being
the first swearers ? Give it up? Because the
first apple damned the first pair."

A Conundrum.—Why do night and day resem-
ble two banks stopping payment from the same
cause ? Because, the one breaks when the other
fails.

Utility of Laughter—A hearty laugh is oc-
casionally an act uf wisdom ; it shakes the cob-
webs out of a man's brains and the hypochon-
dria from hit ribs, far more effectually than
champagne or blue pills.

" My love' you don't look so handsome as
common, lately."

" I know it, but how can one afford to be
beautiful, When paint is so dear ?"

The dutch of it.—An exchange paper says
that 'forgetting to pay for your paper and rob-
bing a hen roost are the same thing in dutch,
only differently expressed,'1

Happy Marriges.—Miss Landon says, " The
only happv marriages I ever heard of are those
in some Eastern story I once read, where the
King marries a new wife every night, and cuts
off her head in the morning."

Cure foi Laziness.—The Cincinnati News
tells of a man who has a son so intolerably lazy,
that a pint of yeast is administered lo him every
night so as to make him rise early in the morn-
ing.

'Alack a day!' cried an old sawyer, upon hear-
ing of the loss of a sloop load of grindstones.
•The times were dull before, but now I suppose
they will be duller than ever.'

The following 'Rules' are posted in a New
Jersey school house :

"No kissing girls in school time. No lick-
ing the master during holidays."

Impenetrable.—The Boston Herald tells of a
man who was never in love, because his fat was
too thick for Cupid's arrow to reach his heart.

A countryman going out with his friends to
pick vine beans, exclaimed—'Let every man do
his duty at the poles'

' Preserve me from my friends !' said the rat
when puss patted him on the cheek with her paw
preparatory to taking off his hide.

If you would have enemies, excel others : if
friends, let others excel you.

•»»ii'.

New Printing Machine.—Mr. Thomas Trench
of Ithaca New York, is constructing his patent
Printing Tress at the speedwell Works near
Morristown. The Jerseyman mentions that it
is to be attached to one of the paper mills in the
place and describes it as follows—

The press takes the paper immediately from
the paper Machine, prints it on both sides, and
passes it throughjdrying cylinders, which press
es it smooth—thins in one operation, and with-
in the space of three minutes, the pulp is taken
from the mill and a book of 350 pages is ready
for the binder. Tha^ paper is printed in one
continuous sheet. tmis.a whole edition can read,
ily be printed, rolleaVp, and sent any distance.
Mr. Trench had on his press, "Cobb's Juvenile
Reader," of 216 pages, of which he presented
us a sheet of about 70 feet neatly printed, and
which can be examined at our office.

This new Printing machine will cause a com.
plett; revolution in the art of printing, and great-
ly diminish the price of standard works arid
school books. Hereafter, we susprct, orders
will be given for Bibles, Spelling Books. &c.
&c, by the mile, instead of the volume, as in
former lime^ but be that as it may, a sheet of
five miles in length can be made with nearly
the same ease as one of fifty or a hundred feet.

A brave girl.—In this state no minor can ob-
tain a license to marry, without first obtaining
the consent of his <r her parent or guardian,
and without such license, cannot marry.—
Young couples frequently fly lo the opositeside
of the Mississippi, where no license is required.

These " runaway matches" are very frequent.
A laughable occurrence of that kind happened
a few days ago, which has made much sport in
this region.

A Miss , about 17 years of age, who is
heiress to an estate valued at $10,000, lately run
awsy in company with a bridesmaid and her lov-
er who was nearly thirty. Her guardian had re-
fused his consent. When they reached the bank
of Mississippi, the ice was running furiously ;
but the young lady, expecting her guardian
would arrive in pursuit, urged her lover not to
lose an instant in pushing the boat from the
shore. His courage sepmed to have a good deal
abated ; but he with the owner of a large skiff
and the bridesmaid, embarked with his intended
bride. They had nearly reached the head of an
island, about a third of the distance from the
opposite shore, when the current became more
rapid, the cakes of ice very large, and their sit.
uation extremely dangerous. The lover exces-
sively frightened, and forgetful of every body
but his own dear self, bawled, in the most pit-
eous accent, " Oh I shall be drowned !" and
bitterly reproached his lady love as the cause of
his probable death.

She uttered not a word ; her courage and pre-
sence of mi -d seemed to increase with the per-
il. A tremendous cake of ice fairly capsized
the boat, but it was so large that all got on it,
the lover rendering her no assistance. It bore
them to the head of the island, and as good for-
tune would have it, the slug between it and the
Missouri shore was frozen over, and they cross,
ed it without difficulty, they reached a tavern,
and, after changing their garments and become
warm at a good fire, the lover hinted that it was
time for them to have the knot tied, as the mag-
istrate had arrived, and was in the next room.
She gave him a withering look of contempt,
and declared she would never unite her destiny
with one so selfish and cowardly. It was in
vain that he attempted, by entreaty and argu-
ment to change her resolution. She was iua-
moveable, and replied to him with scorn.

A few days afterwards, she returned to the
house of her guardian, thankful that she had es-
caped the man whose onlyobject was her fortune.

Her lover returned to this side of the river also;
but such ridicule and contempt was bestowed up.
on him, that he found it best to decamp, which
he did a few nights ago,leaving behind him a host
of unpaid demands.—Illinois Backwoodsman.

At the commencement of the University of
Pennsylvania, on the 6th inst., the degree of
Doctor of Medicine was conferred on one hun-
dred and fifty-seven gentlemen.

Vigorous old age.—Capt. Jonathan Hall, of
Windsor, Vt. a revolutionary soldier, aged 80,
on the 27th ult.felled the trees, and cut and
corded two cords of four feet wood, maple and
birch. ^

Over the Falls and alive.—A gentleman who
resides at Niagara Falls informs us, that some-
time dm ing the winter a dog was thrown into the
rapids, and was carried over the American Fall.
He has occasionally been seen from the opposite
side, under the high bank upon this side, and
within a few days has been recovered by
his master. His subsistance for several months,
must have been upon the bodies of animals that
have gone over the Falls acid floated to shore.
—Lockport Dem.

MVKl t lUD,
By the Rev. E. Tuck r, Mr. GEO. T. FROST, to

Miss ELIZ.VBRTH SMI I II.
In Clarkson, on the 28ih ult. by the R«v. Mr. Ever-

etts, Mr. Aldin Gregory, to Miss Penelope Allen, all of
th"t pi .en.

On the ll th inst. hy the Rev. E . Tucker, Captain
Joseph L. Ch ippel, to Miss Jane French,all of this ciiy.

On Wed e-nlny evrnina, the 1 lth inst., by the Unv.
Mr. B.Hilier.Mr. HENRY A. R E W to Miss MATILDA
Al<Ll.\(i , both of llns ciiy.

In Lakrville, on tlie 20th ult., by the Rev. Mr. Rol.-
eris, Mr John 1). Rogers, to Miss Alphina Munson,
b ill of South Avon. '

In Uuleville, on the 3>rt ul». b.\ the Rev. H. B. I'ier-
pont, Mr. Otis .Moore, to Miss Caroline Knowls, all of
LitiievillR

ICr" .New Mj'.iscnbi'1-s can be furnished with
the back numbers of thic volume. A few copies
of previous volumes, bcund, lor sale,
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[From a Boston collection of secular music by Webb and Mason.]

My coun-try, 'tis of thee, Sweet land of Lib - er ty, Of thee I eing : Land where my fa-thers died,

^ ^ r l F I F ^ ^ -

iiiziirrzczczTziizzi

Land of the pil - grim's pride; From cv - 'ry

1 | I I

moun - tain side Let Free dom

"X"^
b •—«|—%— --«—J ^— :z»z=§z®zzSnzztzer^

My native country I thee,
Land of the noble free,

Thy name I Jove :
I love thy rocks and rills,
Thy woods and templed hills ;
My heart with rapture thrills,

Like that above.

Let mueic swell the breeze,
And ring from all the trees

Sweet Freedom's song :
Let mortal tongues awake,
Let all that breathes partake,
Let rocks their silence break,

The sound prolong !

Our fathers' God ! to thee,
Author of Liberty,—

To thee we sing ;
Long may our land be bright
With Freedom's holy light ;
Protect us by thy might,

Great God, our King ?

Written for the Gem.

SOHG OF THE UHFASHIOHABLE,
I stood amid the festal throng,

Where smiling Pleasure led
The flying hours, with mirth and song—

I stood as with the dead.
The gay, the beautiful, and proud,

Through dance, and waltz, may dash on 1
But I'm unnoticed by ihe crowd,

Because I'm out of fashion.

Though love is flashing from my eyes,
And beating through my heart,

Until my bosom burns with sighs,
And purple blushes start

Upon my cheeks; all, all is vain,
They view the iron passion

That tears my breast, with cold disdain,
Because I'm out of fashion.

.Alas'. I have no graceful faults—
I'm not genteel or gay;

My partner tells me in the waits
I'm whirling the wrong way.

It makes no difference*, although
My features wear Circassian,

. Loveliness and beauty—no 1
\( I ••> out of faabioB. B. M.

From Mrs. Sigourney's " Girls' Reading Book.''
A young girl, a deaf mute, cherished an ardent affec-

tion for her fa'-ben At his death she was inconsolable,
and intimated, in the language of sipns, that " Her heart
had grown 10 his " In a few days she was called to fol-
low liiw. Hear her!

Sjsters! there's music here,
From countless h.iips it flows.

Throughout tliis bright celestial sphere,
Nor pause, nor discord knows.

The seal is melted from my ear
By love divine.

And wh.U through life I pined to hoar
Is mine! is mine!

Joy !—I am mule no more,,-
My sad and silent, years,

With all their lonelinpss, ore o'er?
Sweet sisters, dry your tears.

Listen at hush of eve—listen at.duwn of day—
List at the hour of prayer, can yc not hear my lay t

Brother! my only one,
lieliiv'd f om clii'dhood's hours.

With whom, beneath the vernal sun,
I wandered when our task was done,

And g.itheiTil early flowers;
1 ci'rmoM'ome to thee,

Tlii-iugh 'twas so sweet to rest
Upon thy gonily gindini! arm—thy sympathising breast:

»Tis better here to be.

Oh mother! He is here
To vvJioni my ROUI SO grew,

That w'n'ii death's futul spear
fctret' h'<! him upon his bier,

I fain must follow loo.

Ask ye, if still his hnnrt retains its ardent glow t
Ask ye, i f filial love
Unbodied spirits provet

'Tis but a little space, and tliou shall r in to know.

I lu-nd to sooth thy wobs,
How near—thou canst not see;

I watch thy lone repose.
Alice doth comforl i lue;

To comfort thee, I wait—blest mother,! come to me."

From the Burlington Stnlinel.

THE CAMADIAI/I WIFE.
BY MRS. NELSON.

Again they come—that shout of horror thrilletta
Sadlv and deeply through my bursting heart j

That yell of triun ph, all these dnrk woods filletht
That crimson flainu most frightfully doth dart.

They fall, they fall, the virtuous ones, the brave,
Th ir life bluod stains the pure and glittering snow

My husbi-nd ! s;ive him, oh ! Blessed Father, sav«
Mj soul's beloved from that avenging blow.

" Death to the rebel," haik ! did I hear aright?
tense, cease dread whirling of my fever'd brain:

Ab ! too well that bull was iiimed umid the fight,
He breathes no more and all my prayers are vaia.

They have their stately banners, and the glad sovftd
Of martial iiuisir floats o'er lhe proud flood,

Their t< nts of brutal soldiery resound,
With boasted victory and deeds ot blood.

What eaek ye row barbarians 1 wherefore com*
To cast moie anguish, o'er my widowed breast*

Spare ye my children, oh! spare ye their home.
Burn not the orphan's on y place of rest.

Yo heed me not, for in each fierce eye gloweth
A thirBt, a deadly thirst for vengeance still j

Ye fear not Him who good and ill bestoweth,
Who chasteneth nil according to his will.

Will none r e l i e f oppression 7 none throw vft
Tyrannous sluu'kWs from this filed landT

Will none uvenue the MiflVring victim's wron
And wrest Canadians from this murderous
PITTSBURGH, Feb. 2«, 1638.
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Oar embellishment for this number of the
Gem, is a front view of the Eagle Street Thea-
tre, between Main and Washington streets, Buf-
falo. The following description of the edifice
is copied from the New York Mirror :

" It is seventy feet in width by fifty-three in
heigth, and built in the most substantial manner.
The walls are two feet thick throughout, the
side and rear-ones being of brick ; the front is
of pale-blue granite, found near the city, and
which i»both elegant and well adapted to archi-
tectural effect. On each side of. the front of the
buildjng, there is a projection of the wall, four-
teen feet wide, running the whole height of the
edifice, and carried up perfectly plain. These
projections inclose a broad centre space, forty-
two feet wide, which is richly ornamented with
pilasters, entablatures, niches for vases, statutes,
etc. A bold architrave and cornice surmounts
the front of the edifice, which, running the en-
tire length of the building in an unbroken line,
connects with fine effect the centre and two out-
side spaces, and gives unity to the whole.—
Above the cornice rise two Grecian blockings,
four feet high by fourteen feet wide ; a massive
bajusteade, to suit the style of the edifice, fills
the space between them. The details of the
building, such as ornaments, mouldings, etc.

• f e e in a pure, Greek taste; but the; general plan,
Hpwell as combination of forms and propor-
_lions, is entirely original, and the invention of

Ihe architect, Mr. C. F. Reichardt, of New
Yprk city. This is a merit particularly deserv-
ing of praise, when so many of our public build,
ings now erecting, are simple copies from some
Greek temple, which dp not tax the ingenuity of
the architect, and very often but badly answer
tb« purposes for which they arc intended.

Buffalo is indebted for this highly ornamental
edifice to the enterprise of Mr. A, Brisbane,
who is the sole proprietor."

From Blackwood's Edinburgh Magazine.

T H E O L D M A M O R - H O U S E .
CHAPTER I.

There are few places more every way disa-
greeable for a residence than London during
the autumnal months. The social stir and ani-
mation that rendered it so delightful in the
spring have died away into comparative silence;
the grass grows in the West-end squares; the
city looks disconsolate, like an Irish clergyman
on lilhing-day ; Pall Mall is all but deserted ;
scarce a pretty or a gay face is to be seen in
the Parks, or a bag and wig in Chancery Lane,
or a patriot in Parliament Street ; the Exhibi-
tion rooms are closed ; the theatre contains,
perhaps, but a dozen bald-heads in the pit, and
about as many white pocket-hankerchiefs in
the dress-boxes ; there is no one to gossip with
at the clubs or hotels ; the jarvey Bleeps without
fear of interruption on his coaeh-box ; the cab-
man, standing on the sun-scorched pavement at
the door cf a gin-shop, looks restless and per-
plexed, like a cat in a-strange kitchen ; and if
you chance to stumble against an old friend at
the turning of a street, he gives you the cut
direct, quite annoyed to think you should have
recognised in him that unfashionable animal—
the last man ! Then the hydrophobia panic !—
'Think of that, Master Brooke !' No sooner
do the dog-days set in, than some crazy cur
makes a point of snatching a hasty mouthful
from the calf of an elderly gentleman. The
newspapers arc all instantly in arms about the
catastrophe. Nervous folks—for we are all
nervous nowadays—walk about shuddering with
apprehension, and glancing every now and then
at their uneasy legs; while reports are every
where prevalent that 'not less than sixteen
married men have within the last week es-
chewed all liquids, and barked themselves to
death, leaving each a wife and six sma,ll chil-
dren behind him.' I say nothing of minor
miseries, such as the infectious hypochondriasm
of the trademan who has nothing to do but
stand with a pen behind his ear at his shop,
door, o* the melancholy 'lodgings to let,' in
every quarter of the town ; for my object is not
to weary my reader's patience, or distress his

nerves, by a prolix recapulation of grievances,
but simply to make good my assertion, that of
all places in the world, few or hone are so detes-
table as London in autumn.

Such being my vevv of the matter, I always
make a point of quitting town when the first
hydrophobic paragraph appears in the papers.
If one will not take a shrewd hint, one deserves
to suffer. My excursions -are various—some-
times confined to England, and sometimes ex-
tending over the Continent. This year, per-
haps, I go to Paris, for the purpose of seeing
Louis Philippe shot at, which usually occurs
once a-week in that sprightly skrimmagc-loving
metropolis; and the next I rest satisfied with a
stroll among the wilds of Dartmoor (a pet place
of mine,) or the more imposing Welsh Alps.—
And here let me assure you, my gentle Cockney
that a ramble among these last is a very differ-
ent thing from a ramble among the Hempslead
highlands. Primrose Hill is scarcely so high or
so steep as Snowdon; nor can I take it on my
conscience to assert that the pass at Kentieh-
town, which leads you into Pancras Vale, is at
all to be compared with that at Bcddgelert.-—
But perhaps I am partial.

To resume. My excursion last year was to
Wales. I had heard much from okl Cambridge
friends touching this famous region ; so, one
fine morning in June, I packed up a few shirts
in my carpet bag, together with some artifficial
flies, a Walton's Angler, and a few well
thumbed numbers of Blackwood, containing
'Hints for the Holidays,' and ' Christopher in
his Sporting Jacket,' and thus appropriately
equipped, set off for Swansea, where, without
halting longer than a day, I hi-ed one of those
eccentric vehicles, called 'flies,' which, in tho
fulness of time, brought me in a disjointed con-
dition to Llandilo, a small town situated in the
heart of the vale of Towy.

The scenery in this neighborhood possesses a
world of recommendations. You have the
Bhck Mountains glooming on the horizon;
Grongar Hills, Carricksawthy Common, and
the ruins of Wynevor within a stone's, throw of
you; and the haunted Cerrig-Ccnnaq Castle
within the easy distance of five miks. Thcnt
if you have any taste for thunder-storms, and
the atmosphere should be that way disposcdj
you have the finest possible opportunity of en.
joying- them in perfection among the mountain
-ranges of Ltynn-y-van. In London a hurly-
burly of this sort is a very safe, tame, common,
place affair—-a uniform failure, and most dis.
creditable to the dignity of the elements
engaged in it. The thunder, its voice deadened
by lh.'denial fog, growls faintly like a drowsy
lion : the lightning contents itself with merely
killing an Ir.shman or two, or throwing a few
old women into fits ; while a small belt, perhaps
scarcely bigger than a crab.apple, drops down
through the sky-light into a tailor's shop, for no
other reason apparently than to 'create a sen.
satiiin' among the apprentices, and furnish tho
newspapers wilh a hysterical paragraph. Such
in nine cases out of ten, is a Cockney thunder,
storm. But in Wales, among the mountains, it
is a very different affair. There the thunder
vindicates its full claims to sublimity, roaring1

and rattling among the craggy heights with a
sound as if ten thousand brazen chariots were
at one and the sarce moment clattering along
the floor of heaven; while the blue, arrowy
lightu ng digs gashes in the stern forhcad ol the
precipice, compared with which a cart-rut were
a mere wrinkle ; or splits asunder immense
fnpmcnts of overhanging granite, and sends
them crashing down into the astonished tam
boneath. Then the freniSied rain, with the rush
of the torrent, which but an hour before was a
bashful rivulet, eilver-lining the sides of some
sunny upland ! Away, away it goes, scamper.
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70 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.
ing faster than ever poet scampered from a
bailiff; bounding deliriously from rook to rock ;
swallowing bridges at a gulp ; playing the very
devil with trees, brick-walls, and pigsties ; and
subjecting whole villages t© the ceremony of an
undesired baptism.

But though pleasant enough in their way,
thunder-storms have their weak points. It is
awkward to get wet through, with never a
house within six miles of you,—to have the hot
lightning flashing across your eyes, and the
thunder threatening the tympanum of your auri-
culors,—and, still more embarrassing, to be
blown over a precipice while leaning forward
to recover your eloped castor. I once witness-
ed a magnificent tempest among the congenial
wilds of Llynn-y-van ; but, lover of the sublime
as I am, I have not the slightest desire to wit-
ness another. Enough is as good as a feast,
and I am naturally moderate in my appetites.

Another recommendation of the Vale of
Towy—to say nothing of its being the most
classic spot in Wales, if Dyer and Twm Sion
Catti (the Bard and the Brigand) can make it
so—is the unrivalled excellence of its fly-fish-
ing. The natives will tell you that you have
nothing more to do than just throw in your line,
and pull out sewen or salmon—which you
please. I cannot say I found it so. Deuce a
fish ever rose to my fly; I never even got BO
much as a nibble ; and yet I have seen a grin-
ning, bare-legged urchin, hardly reaching up to
my watch chain, pull out, with only a worm at
the end of a pin-hook, a fine, spanking sewen,
which but the moment before had been co-
queting with my fly, and making me believe—
the rascal!—that he was going to bolt it. This
convinces me that it is not skill, but luck, that
is required in angling, else I should certainly
have exhausted the river.

I very soon, therefore, got tired of fly-fishing
—for one does not like to be the constant butt
and laughing.steck of the finny tribe—and lay-
ing aside my angling apparatus, devoted myself
like Dr. Syntax, to searching out the most pic.
turesque glens and waterfalls, castles, and moun-
tains of the district. I misquoted Dyer in the
' thrush-grove,' at Orongar Hil l; explored the
Robber's cave fast by the cataract springs of
Towy ; watched the fisherman saddling in their
coracles across Tally Pool, and got ducked in
attempting ditto ; and then having seen all that
was to be seen in the neighborhood, crossed the
Black Mountains in the direction of the distant
Brecon, and ensconced myself in the snug little
village of Flasswynnock.

The locality of this hamlet pleased me ex-
ceedingly. It was as quiet and retired and
unassuming as a patriotic Patlander, lying far
away from the beaten tract of tourists at the
edge of a lonely moor, and consisted of one
straggling-, winding' street, with a yew-shaded
churchyard in its rear, crowded with trophies
of the local apothecary's skill, hard by which
otood an isolated, old-fashioned, little public-
house—the landlord called it a hotel!—entitled
the Castle. At this auberge I took up my head
quarters, and, as I had done before at Llandilo,
occupied myself with strolling about the neigh,
borhood.. and filling my sketch-book with draw-
ings of its most silvan, out-of-the-way bits of
landscape.

Oae evening, on my return home to Plass-
wynnock from an excursion which I had taken
across the moor, I chanced to light on a small,
solitary ruin, consisting of but a few brick
walls. This ruin, which was scarcely more
than a mile distant from the village, was perched
on the brow of a table-land, forming a gradual
slope in front, which had once, no doubt, been
a garden or paddock, but was now in the last
stage of decay. I have been familiar with ru-
ins from childhood—I was brought up under the
shadow of the old, crumbling walls of Reading
Abbey—yet I know not that I ever saw one
which more impressed me with a stern sense of
desolation than this. A sentiment breathed out
from its dead brick walls deeper than any which
even the monastic relics of Tintern Abbey had
called up in my mind. There the picturesque
helps to relieve and mellow one's sense of mel-
ancholy ; but here all was decay and death in
its meat bald, squalid, undisguised, and homely
form. Castellated and monastic ruins are
abundant throughout Wales ; but this was the
first family mansion, or manor-house, in that
condition I had yet met with.

Singular, said I, as I paced its confined in.
terior, that so plain, undispairing a domicil
should have been allowed to become so utter a

wreck, without an effort being made to preserve
it. Castles and monasteries, we all know, run
to seed quite as a matter of course ; indeed
they seem built for no other purpose than to
serve the turn of the novelist and landscape,
painter ; for in the first place, their vast extent
prevents their being fitly kept up ; and second,
ly, their owners having usually been of that
class whose rank and connexions have forced
them to take a leading part in the civil broils of
the period, they have of necessity risen or fal-
len—and in the game of war, few rise the win.
ners with the party to which they had attached
themselves. But this could scarcely have been
the case in the instance before me. The house
had belonged to no power turbulent noble, but
evidently to some one in the peaceful, middle
walks of life—probably the great man of the
village—some convivial, sporting Welsh squire,
the very last person to sacrifice his interest to
his ambition. Yet was it swept wholly to de-
struction, and with it, most likely, the family
who had once called it their own !

My curiosity being strongly excited on this
subject, I no sooner returned to 'mine inn,'
than I summoned the landlord thereof, stated
the particulars of my discovery, and demanded
explanation at his hands. This was ungrudg.
ingly afforded me. The house in question, said
Boniface, had been in a dilapidated state ever
since the year 1770—though it was not at that
period in the hopleless condition in which it
now was—and the family to whpm it had be-
longed (the Lords of the Manor) had, as I an-
ticipated, wholly past away, without leaving
any other trace of their existence, than a few
mouldering brick walls. In answer to my
further inquiries, the man acquainted me with
all the circumstances connected with the decay
of the manor-house, just as he had heard them
detailed a hundred times by his respected parent,
who had long since gone to the place appointed
for all publications. As this • Tale of my land-
lord1 strongly interested me. I took notes of it
at the time, and from those notes have composed
the subjoined narrative, which I have told in
my own manner, though without materially al-
tering the substance of honest Boniface's com.
munication.

CHAPTER II.

It was late on a summer evening:, in the year
1788, when the father of the present landlord
owned the tavern to which I have alluded in the
foregoing chapter, that a stranger, fatigued ap-
parently with a long day's journey, entered the
snug, well-sanded little coffee-room, and re.
questing to be shown into a private apartment,
ordered supper and a bed. He was a man whom
an expert physiognomist would have guessed to
be about forty-three years of age, though on a
first superficial glance he seemed considerably
older, for his shoulders were slightly bent, his
hair gray, the fire of his dark eye something
quenched, and his lofty forehead full of wrirfk-
les. Altogether he appeared like one on whom
grief had laid her heaviest hand, but who had
not surrendered himself to her domination
without a fierce struggle.

Struck with his reserved and, commanding
air, the landlord ushered him, with one of his
profundest obeisances, into his own private
room, and then hurried off to.get ready the best
supper his establishment afforded—a superflu-
ous task, for the stranger, possibly from ill
health, or what was more likely, from over
fatigue, did but sorry justice to the tender white
pullet and the delicious cwrrw ; but just pick-
inj a few mouthfuls, and drinking a small
glass of ale, rose from the table, and summoned
Boniface into his presence.

' I suppose,' said he, • I oan have accomoda-
tion here for a few nights, till I have completed
some arrangements that I am about to form for
my future residence in this neighborhood V

4 Yes sure sir,1 replied the delighted landlord
• and the best of every thing—a capital bed,
fish, flesh, fowl, and such ale!—ah, sir, I'll be
bound you haven't tasted the like for many a
day ; a hogshead of it, which I keep expressly
for such gentlefolks as you, was brewed when
the last Mr. Glendovery went abroad, now
near eighteen years since.'

' Glendovery !' inquired the stranger, ' and
pray who may he be ?'

' Oh, the gentleman that owned the old Man.
or-House that you see to your right on entering
the village.'

11 marked it particularly; it is a fine build-
ing ; what a pity it is in such a ruinous condi.
tion •'

* That's what we all say, but there'* no help
for it.'

1 W h j so ; is it not inhabited V
I Yes, there's an old woman in it who lives

rent free, just for the purpose of keeping it tidy,
in case any one should be disposed to purchase
it. Evans, our attorney, to whose father the
last owner sold it, is constantly endeavoring to
get rid of it, for he cannot afford to lire in it
himself, or even make such repairs as would
render it habitable.'

' You say the last owner. Is he dead, then V
4 Yes ; we heard that he died bbroad some ten

.or a dozen years since.—But, Lord bless me,
sir, you have not drank your ale ! Well, I
never—Pray, do taste i t : my wife calls it meat
and drink too, and she's a first-rate judge.'

I 1 should be happy to do justice to your ale,
my friend,but really I am so fatigued that I have
wholly lost my appetite. Let my room, there,
fore, be got ready for my reception.—And har-
kee, Mr. Landlord,' added the stranger, in a
grave stern tone, ' be sure you do not let me be
disturbed on any pretence whatever. When
wearied, as I am just now, I am apt to be rest,
less at night; so if you should hear me stirring
about my chamber, you will know "the reason.'

' Oh certainly, sir. But if you'd try this
little specific,'—here the landlord pointed to the
cwrrw, ' I'd answer for your sleeping like a
top.'

1 Enough, enough, sir,* said the stranger,
impatiently; go and do as I have desired you,
and above all do not forget my warning.' And
so saying, he motioned the man from the
room.

Having seen his guest snugly ensconced in his
dormitory, the landlord went into the kitchen,
where his wife sat expecting him, and informed
her of the stranger's orders, which, as might
have been anticipated, set both on the qui vive.

4 And pray what sort of a person may he be ?'
inquired the landlady, applying the jug to her
lips.
\~ r Why, a half-proudish, half civilish sort of a
body—but quite the gentleman, though he does
not take to my good ale. However, if he pays
well for it—and I'm sure he must have money,
he orders one about so-—I'm not the man to
quarrel with his tastes.*

• Nor I. But, for all that, David, it's as well
to keep a sharp look-out—there's many a fine-
dressed man with never a shilling in his pocket.'

4Right, dame; but the stranger's none of
that sort, I'll swear, for he talks of coming to
ilve among us.'

4 Why, that certainly alters the case, David,
and we can't be too civil to him, although he is
such a queer body as to talk of walking about
his room at night, merely because he is knocked
up with fatigue.'

In this sort of conversation between the good
dame and her yoke-fellow time wore away, until
at length the black, tall kitchen clock striking
eleven, and all being silent in the stranger's
chamber, the couple gave up all further idea of
watching, and marched off to bed.

Scarcely, however, had they got into their
first nap, when they were roused by a quick
tread in the chamber beside them,which was that
wherein the stranger slept. The landlord was
the first to hear the noise, and instantly jnmp.
ing out of bed, ran to the door, where he stood
listening in a perfect fever of curiosity. For
some minutes he heard nothing more than tramp
—tramp—tramp across the floor, but presently
there was a deep groan, followed by a piercing
scream. Hastily awaking his wife, Bonifaee
proceeded to dress himself; but before either
could complete their toilet, another scream,
louder than the former, rung through the house
and in less than ten minutes the whole estab.
hshment, headed by the landlord, and tailed by
the landlady, were halting at the stranger'*
door, uncertain whether to recede or advance.
As, however, the groans still continued, and the'
poor man seemed in great pain, it was voted,
nem.con., that the door, which was but on the
atoh, should be opened ; which was according,
y done, and the whole picturesque party nourJd

like a torrent, into the room.
And here they witnessed a spectacle that

might have appalled far bolder spirits. In the
centre of the floor stood the stranger, who, it
was manifest, had never undressed, with his
arms extended, as if waving off some blasting
object, his eyes fixed, his teeth clenched, his
white, shivering lips apart, and his whole air
and countenance that of a demoniac. For a
brief space lie appeared unconscious of the
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presence of the intruders ; but no sooner did he
recognise them, than as if by magic, he be.
eame instantly cool and collected, and darting
a fierce look on the landlord, asked him how he
had dared diBobey his injunctions ; and, without
waiting for his reply, rushed to the door for the
purpose of ejecting the party, who, misinter-
preting his abrupt movement, and taking for
granted that he was a lunatic thirsting for their
blood, did not wait to offer explanation or apo-
logy, but hurried, with a devil-take-the-hindnaost
unceremoniousness, to the staircase, down
which they all plunged headlong, while the
stranger, without deigning to take the slightest
notice of their situation, cooly locked his door,
and retired to rest.

The next morning when he came down to
breakfast, the first thing he did was to ring for *
the landlord, and Bee ing the poor man's em-
barrassment, at once turned the conversation on
the subject of the preceding night's interrup-
tion, observtng, with a forced effort at indiffer-
ence—' Doubtless you must have fancied my
behavior strange last night; but I warned you
how liable I was to affections of this nature,
and you should have been advised. The truth
is, I was laboring under a violent spasmodic at-
tack, to which I have been subject for years,
and which always affects me according to the
greater or less degree of fatigue I have under-
gone.'

•Well, come now, I am heartily glad to
hear this,' replied honest David, brightening
up, ' for, to say the truth, sir, my wife and my-
self had almost begun to think'

' Sir, I beg in future you will confine your
thoughts to your own affairs, and leave me to
think of mine.' Then, putting on a more affa-
ble manner, the stranger added,—' You told me
yesterday that a Mr. Evans was now in possess.
ion of the Manor-House; I shall be glad to
have some talk with him on the subject, for as
my health requires mountain air and strict se-
clusion, I do not see that I can do better than
occupy the house in question.'

' Occupy !' said Boniface, ' why there axe
scarcely /our habitable rooms in the whole
building I'

' No matter for that, I require but little ac-
commodation, for I am an old traveller, and
have slept many a night on the bare ground be-
fore now.'

< Hem, a military man, I guess,' thought the
landlord—' Well, just as your honor pleases.'

1 Exactly so, my good friend, and as I am an
enemy to all unnecessary delays, we will settle
this matter at once. Be good enough, there-
fore, to inform Mr. Evans that I shall be glad
to see him here this evening, and mean time I
will just take a stroll out and inspect this ruin;'
and accordingly after despatching a hasty break-
fast, the stranger sauntered away in the direc-
tion ot the Manor-House.

The morning was one that might have in-
spired even a stock-jobber; the air was fresh and
perfumed with the breath of a thousand wild-
flowers ; the dews were streaming up from the
valleys ; the clouds rolling off like smoke from
the mountains ; birds singing ; cattle lowing ;
ploughmen whistling merrily as they went slouch
ing home to their break fats, with their coats
flung across their shoulders, and their swarthy
hands passed ever and anon across their dripp-
ing brows ; in a word, the spirit of universal
cheerfulness lay soft and sunny upon earth.—
But the stranger seemed in no mood to enjoy
the freshness and laughter of this mercurial
morning; by him the sights and sounds of na-
ture were unheeded; and pursued his way,
alone and thoughtfully, pausing only for an
instant to kiss the ruddy cheek of a fine little
boy who stood barefooted, at a cottage-door,
playfully mocking the blythe tones of a black-
bird that hung above him in a wicker cage.

A quarter of an hour's walk brought the
stranger to the Manor-House, when, after halt-
ing to examine the building, as if to ascertain
whether it were still fit to be tenanted, he hast-
ened up the gradual hill that sloped downwards
to the road in front, and tapping lightly at the
parlor window—for the door had neither bell
nor knocker—an old woman who was seated
there at breakfast, came forth and gave (him
admittance.

The interior of the building did not belie the
account which the landlord had given of it.—
The ball was a place of call for the four winds
of heaven ; the floors, which were only half
covered with a course, ragged deugget, creaked
beneatb.tbe lightest tread} the windows were

hung with dusty cobwebs, decked, like an ana-
tomical museum, with innumerable skeletons
of flies and spiders long since defunct; and the
doors, whose hinges were rustier than the shield
of Martinus Scriblerus, shook, when clapped
to like a fat man in the cholic. Nor was the
garden in the rear in much better condition.—
Weeds usurped the place of flowers, and the
rank grass grew even among the interstices of
the paved stones in the yard; while a ditch,
half mud half water.its surface dotted with tad.
poles, went crawling and striking along at a
snail's pace, dividing the garden from a patchy,
half shaven meadow, on which a lean donkey,
itself a ruin, was with difficulty picking up a
subsistence.

The stranger, who was close followed by the
old woman, surveyed this spectacle of decay
with the painful interest it was so well calcula-
ted to excite, in a heart accessible only to the
more sombre feelings—these feelings being not
a little increased by the loquacity of the ancient
dame, which he in vain endeavored to repress.
When he had sufficiently inspected the lower
part of the house, he ascended a ' most musical,
most melancholy • staircase which brought him
to the head of a gallery, along which ran a
suite of four tolerable sized rooms. Pausing at
the nearest of these, his attendant, thinking of
course that he wished to enter, drew a bunch of
keys from her pocket, and before he was aware
of her design, flung the door open. This apart-
ment was, if possible, in a still worse plight
than even the lower ones: for the walls were
dripping with damp, - and full of cracks and
crevices; the curtains, eaten into a thousand
holes by moths, were silvered all over with their
powdery plumage : and in the hearth, upon a
few shavings, lay the corpse of a skinny, gray-
whiskered rat, who had evidently died of that
malady to which Grub Street is so peculiarly
liable.

The stranger's eyes no sooner travelled over
this room, than a violent shuddering came over
him, and he instantly passed on, saying in a
husky tone of voice, while he buttoned up his
coat * Shut the door, woman ; the air of this
apartment is quite chilling.'

•• And no wonder, sir, for we seldom enter it.
Indeed, I do not suppose that the door has been
opened a dozen times since the death of Mr.
Glendovery. Ah, sir, that was a sad business.
Only think of a young gentleman dying of
apoplexy, just when he was about to get mar-
ried. Sad case, sir ; warn't it V

While the old woman was thus indulging her
love of gossip, the stranger, on whom, as an
invalid, the death-like chill of the Manor-House
had operated with injurious effect, hurried away
from her down stairs, and without waiting to be
shown the more habitable parts of the building,
made the best of his way back to the village.

In the evening, after dinner, Mr. Evans intro.
duced himself. He was an off-hand, familiar
young fellow, one of those officious busy-bodies
who negligent of their own, are constantly pry-
ing into other people's affairs. He had been
bred an attorney, which had sharpened a natu-
rally acute intellect, but having been left a
small competency by his father, just enough to
enable him to take rank among the magistrates
of the village, he had abandoned his legal pur.
suits, for that more congenial one of prowling
about the neighborhood, and acquainting him.
self with the name, fortune, connections, and
so forth, of every new comer. Yet though
possessed by the demon of inquisitiveneas, Ev-
ans was not without his redeeming points. He
was frank, social, good-natured, and full of that
tenacious bull-dog courage, which, with the ma-
jority, stands its possessor in the stead of nobler
qualities. Moreover, he piqued himself on be-
ing ' a sturdy Briton,' one who stood up for the
independence of his order, and had no idea of
acknowledging a superior. His one favorite
aphorism was ' an honest man's the noblest
work of God,' which our sensitive publican
never heard, without shifting about uneasily in
his seat, and casting a sort of half-repentant
glance at the scores on his slate, which hung
above the kitchen door. In person, Evans was
broad and bull-necked, with legs of the solidity
of mile-stones, a nose that turned up like a fish-
hook, and red, raw hands like a carrot.

Such a man was scarcely likely to render
himself acceptable to one so reserved aad haugh.
ty as the stranger, who accordingly took a dis-
like to him at the very first glance. However,
as he bid fair to serve his turn, he concealed his
disgust, and at once entered upon the

Bubject that had brought them together, by pro.
posing forthwith to take up his abode at the
Manor-House, to which the other,—though not
without some surprise at the suddenesa of tbe
resolution—unhesitatingly acceded ; aud the
bargain being struck, the stranger was the very
next day put into possession of the house, his
travelling apparatus sent on to him from Swan-
sea, and what few repairs aud articles of furni-
ture he wanted, supplied to him by the auctioneer
in a sequestered Welsh village, being always
that most ordinary and commonplace of charac-
ters, a ' universal genius.'

CHAPTER III.
The stranger had now been nearly a month

resident at the Manor-House, but so secluded
were his habits, that little more was known of
him than on the first day when he made his ap-
pearance in the village. The curiosity of the
gossips was in consequence strongly excited,
and frequent and searching were the questions
put to his one female domestic by the landlord
of the Castle ; but though quite willing enough,
the girl was unable to answer them ; for during
the day she saw little or nothing of her master,
and at twilight, when she had set forth his scan-
ty repast, she was invariably ejected, like the
maid-servants from Commodore Trunnion's
garrison.

Two facts, however, were ascertained—first,
that his name was Dwarrys ; and secondh,
that though not rich, he was by no means defi-
cient in the inestimable gifts of the pocket.—
But beyond these points, the village could as-
certain nothing—a disappointment which it took
as much to heart as if a grievous insult had
been put upon it. £ Who is this Great Un-
known !' was now the incessant cry of the
coterie at the Castle. In vain Evans set every
engine to work to fathom the momentous mys-
tery ; in vain waylaid the stranger (for so I
shall continue to call him) in his outgoings and
his incomings; vin ain called at the Manor-
House, under the pretence of suggesting such
repairs as might be necessary for his belter ac-
commodation ; and, on one occasion, went the
extreme length of inviting him to dinner ; hi»
familiar advances were always coldly repulsed
—an affront to his self-love which inspired him
with an absolute hatred for the stranger.

Nor was this aversion confined to him alone.
The whole village, more or less, partook of it,
and in the bitterness of baffled curiosity, came
to the conclusion that the stranger was no other
than some broken-down roue, who had eloped
from his creditors. Some even went so far as
to assert that he was a felon broke loose from
jail; while the sexton, who was a firm believ-
er in supernatural existences, hinted his sus.
pieions that he was a direct importation from
Tophet. Ah, how severe is the penalty those
must pay who affect to be above their neighbors!
There is nothing in society so much resents
as this. Crime may be forgiven, but not want
of sympathy. To win the world's esteem, one
must walk side by side with it, give in to its
caprices, and view it from its own level; to
stand coldly aloof, or look down on it from the
fancied elevation of one's own miad, is to miori-
ty its self-conceit, and become the ohject of
its special hostility.

Mean time, according to the best accounts
that could be collected, the stranger's health
fast declined. Yet he adopted no precaution?
to improve it, but let Nature take her course,
careless apparently whither that course might
tend. His sole amusement consisted in ramb.
ling by day about the most secluded spots in the
district; and at nightfall, when the red lights
were gleaming from the cottage window?, and
the smith's anvil was silent, and the children's
glad voices were hushed in sleep, he would sit
for hours among the timbs in the churchyard,
which few cared to pass after the bat had once
commenced his circling flight round the grey
spire.

I have said that the neighborhood was re-
markable for its picturesque beauty. It was
so, in a high degree, but one spot in particular,
about two miles distant from the village, was
unsurpassed in quiet unassuming loveliness by
any scene in the principality. This was a
small emerald-green valley,hemmed close round
by sloping hills, which, in the summer season,
shone a waving sea of golden blossoms, musi.
cal with bees, and redolent of perfume. Right
through the centre of his little Temple, lapsed
a pebbly brooklet with a clear tinkling sound,
spanned by a wooden bridge, and turning a mill
at the head of the valley, where stood one grey
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moss-topped cottage, with a honeysuckle) porch
in front, opening on a small strip of a garden
that served the double purpose of ornament and
utility, one half being full of flowers, and the
other of vegetables. Solitude lay on this seques-
tered nook like a dream ; it was a resting-place
for a tronbled imagination—so still, so fresh/so
cheerful!—and here accordingly the stranger
would often come, and, as well as a nature
which knew no May day would permit, surren-
der himself up to that .calm subdued spirit of
meditation which is so apt to .teal over the
mind, even when plunged in the depths of af-
fliction. Here, in the mell >w flush of evening,
he would be seen by the miller and his young
family on their return home reclined on the
fresh sward by the brook, sometimes lost in
placid reverie, but oftener wandering to and fro
in that restless moody state which bespeaks a
soul struggling to recover that peace which is
gone for ever,

One day, when the stranger was leaning over
the bridge gazing towards the airy far-
stretching uplands that sentinelled this Arca-
dian valley, he was startled by a lively whistle,
and looking round, discovered Evaus with a
fly-rod in his hand close at his elbow.

Fine day this, Mr. Dwarrys,' said the attor-
ney, with his usual blunt familiarity. The
stranger coldly bowed, but made no answer.—
* I did not know whether you are fond of fly-
fishing,' continued the persevering attorney ;
- but if so, you are welcome to a throw with my
rod ; the sewen rise uncommonly well here-
abouts.' And he handed over his rod to the
stranger, who, however, refused taking it, say-
ing,—' I thank you, sir-; but I am no angler.'

'Indeed!—humph—sorry for that—nothing
like fishing to kill an idle hour or so.'

'Very likely, 1o those who have nothing bet-
ter to do with themselves,' replied the stranger
with a sneer; at the same time moviug away
from the bridge.

In an instant the attorney was after him.
' I beg pardon, Mr. Dwarrys ; but '
But what, sir!' said the stranger, turning

sharp rouud on him; 'my time is precious,
and I have no desire to waste it in idle gos-
sip.4

' I was morely going to observe, that as I
was walking your way, perhaps we might walk
together.'

' Sir,' replied' the stranger, with difficulty
suppressing the inclination he felt lo knock
down the busy-body, ' I can partly guess your
motive for making this uncalled-for offer, and
beg leave to- decline it. You and I have met
oftener than one at least of us desires ; and if
such annoyance is persisted in, I shall find
some method for putting a stop to it. This
neighborhood is quite wide enough for both, so
there is no occasion for one to be constantly
intruding himself into the other's presence.—
Hood morning, sir ; I wish you success in your
sjpport.'

'The proud insolent upstart !' said the attor-
ney, stung to the quick by this cavalier behavior.
' So he declines all my civilities-—and with con-
tempt, too ! Well, he is the first who overdid
HO with impunily. Haughty as he is, I'll soon
bring him to his level, or my name's not .
Damn this fly ! it falls with such a splash into
the water, that not a sewen will rise to it—and
he thinks he has baffled me !—Good, but we'll
soon see who is the shrewder of the two.' And
hastily putting up his tackle, the attorney
marched home, sputtering all the way like a
roasted potatoe.

CHAPTER IV.
' And so the stranger refuses to. have any

thing to eay to you V asked the landlord of
Evans, as the latter gentleman concluded his
account of the above interview, while seated
owe evening, in company with some of the
magnates of the village, in t!io private room of
the Caslle ; • can't say I think the better of him
for giving himself such airs ; but what can you
expect from a man who has never once ordered.
a bottle of my ale since he's been at the Manor-
House V

' Yes, and what's) worse than that,' observed
the apothecary, with an expression of face as
bitter, as his own physic, 'though he's dying by
incites, as any one may see who look*? at him,
not a single summons have lye! had from him.
f&ut he's mad, poor gentleman, which accounts

.far all.'•
'N-»tadoubt of it,' rejoined Bani/ace, 'for

to say nojthing of his extraordinary coaduot

here one night, I'm told he scarcely touches a
mouthful from sunrise to sunset.'

" Frightful!' chimed in the curate, an oily
little man, round as a beer barrel, with a hot
copper nose and broad, moony face that hung
out a flag of defiance to care ; • there is evident-
ly something preying on his mind, for lights are
often seen in his room at a time whan all de-
cent folks should be a-bed; and then he looks
so black when one happens to meet him !—just
for all the world, Doctor, like one of your pa-
tients after a week's physicing.'

' Uncommon odd !' observed the landlord,
shaking his head mysteriously.

' But that's not all,' resumed the curate, ' for
many a night has he been seen sitting alone up-
on a grave in the churchyard ; and once, as I
myself was passing the Manor-House on my
way home after supping with the auctioneer, I
heard such groans proceeding from the apart-
ment which he inhabits, that if I had not lucki-
ly bethought me of a prayer or two, I'm con-
vinced I should have died of fright. As it was,
I was so shaken with agitation that when I got
home I could scarcely stand.'

• Are you quite sure it was from agitation ?'
slily interposed the apothecary; ' there are
many things besides fear which will account for
a man's inability te stand after supper.'

' Poor gentleman, said the compassionate
landlady, ' I've no doubt he's lost his wife, for
nothing else could affect him so.'

Her husband looked as if he thought there
were many more serious calamities in life than
the loss of a wife, but as, like the best of us, he
was considerably under the way of the petticoat,
he did not give utterance to his thoughts.

While this conversation was going forwsrd,
the attorney remained in a state of sulky re-
verie, but the instant the curate talked of tft"e
churchyard he was all attention.

' I cannot conceive,* he said, ' what the fel-
low can want there. No good, I'll swear.'

1 Perhaps he's a resurrectionist,' hinted the
apothecary ; ' the Caermarthen Journal says
they're very much abroad just now.'

' I should not wonder,* said Evans, 'he looks
exactly like one.'

At this instant aloud knocking was heard at
the door.

'Hark,' said the landlord, 'what noise is
that ? Pray God it bs not the stranger come
to'

Before he could complete the sentence the
door was thrown vioently back on its hinges,
and in rushed the sexton, pale as a ghost, and
spotted from head to foot with dirt, who, drop-
ping into a chair, roared out with the lungs of
a Boanerges, • Oh Lord, oh Lord, I've seen the
Devil !'

' The Devil !' faltered the landlord, • my stars,
only think !'

" And pray, where did you meet him ?" asked
Evans, laughing".

" In the churchyard ; he started up from be-
hind a tomb at the very moment as I was pass-
ing."

" Hah ! indeed !" replied the attorney, with
singular earnestness, "and what did he say ?—
What was he doing ?"

The sexton, so soon as ho had regained his
composure by a hearty draught of cwrrw, has-
tened to gratify the company's curiosity ; and
in order that I may do the same with my readers,
it is necessary that I should go back a few hours
in my narrative.

There had been a fair held that morning in
the neighboring little town of Lianurth, at
which the sexton, who was also a bit of a far-
mer, had attended for the purpose of disposing
of some of his farm-yard stock. Having ac-
complished the sale greatly to his satisfaction,
he was aboutjeturning home, when ho chanced
to meet an old friend who lived within a stone's
throw of the town, and who insisted on his fin-
ishing the evening with him, to which the sexton,
having a few spare hours on hand, readily acce-
ded. As is usual on such occasions, the cwrrto,
to say nothing of the supplemental punchbowl,
flew rapidly from hand to hand; and the con.
versation, after shifting about like a weather,
cock, in April, at length settled down into a
discussion onithe well-accredited apparition of
the " man without the head" (no very rare phe-
nomenon), who had been again seen by deaf
Dick, the drunken cobler, among tho ruins of
Cerrig-Connan Castle. At the period t& which
this taje refers, the lower classes of Welsh were
notorious for their faith in these local hobgob.
1 in isms;, and none more so than the aexton,

who accordingly swallowed his friend's story
with all the zeal of a devotee, repaying him
with others of a like character, until the drop,
ping of the sun behind the biforked Brecon
Van warned him that it was time to return
home.

The first part of his road lay through some
low meadows to the rear of Llanurth, but the
last and by far the largest portion across a wild
tract of moor, which was seldom or never tra-
versed after sunset. Now the worthy grave-
digger, who was something of the tjmidest, had
an instinctive horror of a solitary trip over a
waste like this at such an hour, which the le-
gends he had been listening to contributed not a
little to strengthen ; so he pursued his way
across it with the same misgivings with which a
schoolboy crosses a churchyard when the wind
is at work among the tombs; striving to pluck
up confidence by whistling a few bars of a
sprightly tune, and halting every now and then
to see if he could discover any belated traveller
like himself, on whose company he might fasten
himself. But all was perfect solitude—all too
was silence, except the faint sluggish trickling
of an unseen stream, or the moaning of the *"
breeze over the unsheltered desert.

By the time that he had accomplished a third
of his distance, the torches which sunset had lit
up in the west, one by one went out, and the
moor lay, far and wide, a black frowning mass
before him ; while the few stunted trees and
masses of rock that were scattered sparingly
about it, took strange and exaggerated forms in
the gloom. As the good man hurried on his
road, he chanced to stumble up against one of
these dwarf oaks whose lower branches projec-
ted over the pathway ; and fancying in his be-
wilderment that it was neither more nor less
than a hobgoblin—peradventure the man with-
out the head—who had started up to waylay
him, he began, in the true professional spirit, to
mutter the first words of the burial service ; but
finding that no further opposition was offered,
he forced a faint laugh at his own weakness,
and sped on, thumping his breast, and pulling
his hat desperately over his brows, as if to say
" Who's afraid ?"

Scarcely, however, had he screwed his cour-
age to the sticking point, when he saw, about
thirty yards before him, a dim moving light
one of those ignes fatui which are so often seen
playing on the surface of marshv grounds ; but
which, as a matter of course, he mistook for a
corpse-candle eloped from a churchyard, for the
express purpose of giving him a friendly hint
that his hour was come. The faint rustling of
the wind among the reeds that fringed this mo-
rass went far to confirm his conjecture, for, in
his prepared ear, it sounded exactly like the
whispering of unearthly voices. Here was a
predicament! What should he do ? How should
he escape it ? To go forward, would be to rash
on his doom; to wait till the moon should rise
the guardian moon before whose blessed radi-
ance all Welsh spirits make a point of vanish-
ing—would be to wait for hours, chilled to the
bone, and ague-stricken by the unwholesome
dews; and as for going back and stopping out
all night at Llanurth—what would his wife say?
and as this idea flashed-across the sexton's ad-
dled brains, there arose with it the vision of a
lean, wizen-faced, shrewish old woman, seated
alone, with looks as black as the night, by a
cottage window at a supper table, on which lay,
covered up between two plates, some eggs and
bacon, quite spoiled—having been fried a full
hour since—together with a hearth.broom, which
the erysipelas.tempered dame, as ever and anon
she turned her sleepy ryes towards the clock,
clutched in a fist evidently accustomed to wield
such a weapon with formidable effuct.

This domestic vision terrified the perplexed
sexton nearly as much as the warning li<rht;
even now, in fancy, he felt the hearth-broom
anointing his shoulders, while, to consummate
his sufferings, he found that the track which he
had been hitherto pursuing was no longer dis.
ccrnible. The case being thus desperate, he al-
lowed himsalf no further time for consideration,
but struck off at once to the left—a direction
which he knew could not take him very far oat
of his road—the moor being already more than
half parsed—and would enable him to steer
clear of that ghastly glimmer which the Welsh
peasant holds in such superstitious horror.—
Unfortunately, however, this new track, after
leading him through many a shallow marsh and
steep rugged hollow, brought him out on tbe
highest part of the moor—a long table.land, \u
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the centre of which stood a gibbet, whereon
hung the skeleton of a smuggler who had long
since been hung in chains. As the sexton, who
was now perfectly acquainted with his locality,
heard the sullen creak of the dry bones swing-
ing in the wind, a new horror came over him ;
he made sure—so ever active and versatile is
the imagination of fear—that the murderer's
ghost was pursuing him, and this giving the
last quickening impulse to his excited nerves,
he bounded off at a desperate full gallop, never
once daring to halt or look behind him, lest he
might see the white shining skeleton face grin -
ning over his shoulder.

Away like the wind he flew, slap-dash through
brook, and fen, and ditch—ascending here, de-
scending there—while the crafty mountain ra-
ven flew screaming above his head, with its dis-
mal "cureq, cureq, cureq," as if it anticipated
its prey, till he reached the edge of the moor,
which led him past one or two intervening
meadows into his own churchyard, at the en-
trance of the village. Here, one would sup-
pose, the sexton would have felt quite at home ;
but no—his speed had increased his nervous ap-
prehensions, and he rattled along the old avenue
of yews with the swiftness of a hunted hare.stum-
bling over graves, and knocking his shins
against head-stones, with a most irreverent feel-
ing towards the genius loci. And now he is in
the very middle of the churchyard, when sud-
denly, just as he is passing a particular tomb,
" a gigantic figure, robed in a velvet pall, with
horns on his head, flaming saucer eyes, and
smelling strongly of sulphur"—so ran the good
man's own account—started up, and stood full
in his path. He had had no previous notice of
this apparition—had heard no sound—it seemed
to rise up at once out of the earth ; and feeling
persuaded, therefore, that it was the devil, he
rushed roaring into the Castle, as being the
nearest place of refuge he could find.

"Very odd !" said the landlord, handing over
the jug of cwrrw to the eexton, by way of in-
demnifying him for his sufferings.

" Very," rejoined the attorney ; who never-
theless had a pretty strong suspicion as to who
was the apparition.

Scarcely had the dissyllable escaped his lip's,
when a dark figure passed across the window
near where the gossips were seated. The
shadow no sooner caught the sexton's eye, than
turning towards it he exclaimed, relapsing into
his former terrors, " There he is—there he is
again." The company all started to their legs,
and rushed to the window, ju*t in time to see a
tall black form, .shrouded from head to foot in. a
mantle, sweep by it. The attorney recognised
the figure in an instant. It was the stranger !

CHAPTER V

About a week afterwards, Evans happened to
be passing the churchyard, on his return home
from a morning walk, when just as he reached
the swing grate that leads into it, he caug!)t sigUt
of the sexton, who was digging a grave close be-
side the spot where lie 4iad been so much star-
tled by the ' saucer eyes'' and sulphurous exha-
lations of the stranger. Now, the attorney, as
I have hinted before, was not the man to miss
the opportunity of a quarter of an hour's gossip,
so he forthwith joined the sexton, and after ral-
lying him on his late panic—a sore subject, for
the marks of the hearth-broom were yet visible
on the good man's shoulders—and asking him if
he bad heard any more news about 'the old mis-
anthrope of the Manor-House,' said, ' You seem
hard worked, Master Thomas.'

Yes,' replied the eexton, ' I have a good
eight feet job before me. You remember Far-
mer Lewis, who lived up by the turnpike?'

' What, is he gone at last ? Well, he's been a
long time making up bis mind about it.'

'Died last week.'
By the visitation of the Doctor, no doubt,' ob-

served the attorney, with a knowing wink of his
eye.

4 He, he, he,! like enough.'
• But what does he want with an eight feet

grave, hey, Master Thomas V inquired Evans.
' That's his widow's look out. The old girl

lias given me orders to dig the grave as deep as
possible, lest the resurrection-men- should have
him op again ;' and humming a brisk air, the
•exton resumed his labors,

'I say, Master Thomas,' continued the attor-
ney, after watching his companion in silence for
a few minutes ' ar'n't you digging too near that
aext ggave V v

4 BF'ot a bit of it. Do you tbirftc I am no judge

of distance? Besides, only look at the church-
yard, and tell me where there's an inch of room
to spare. Too near, indeed ! Shows how much
you know about grave-digging.*

But Evans was right; for after having dug to
the depth of six feet and upwards, the sexton's
spade went crashing against the side of the cof-
fin in the adjacent grave, burst open its rotten
boards, and sent the skull of its tenant right in-
to the open space.

' Bravo,1 said the attorney; • I told you I was
right.'

The mortified sexton made no reply, but
stooped to pick up the skull; and glad of an op-
portunity to change the subject of conversation,
said, ' Well, of all the skulls I ever yet had deal-
ings with, never did I handle such a heavy one
as this. What a thick head its owner must
have had.'

•Ay, that's a malady very common herea-
bouts,' replied the attorney; * And pray who
was its owner ?'

1 I suppose you'll find his name on the tomb-
stone.'

•You're right,' said Evans; 'here it is—
" Hugh Glendovery, obiit A. D. 1770, atat 25."
Glendovery—Glendovery!' he added, after a
moment's pause ; ' whŷ  that's the name of the
young squire who lived up at the Manor-House,
and was found dead of apoplexy one morning, as
I have heard my father say.'

' Yes, sure,' rejoined the sexton, * you ought
to recollect the story well, for it was your father
that purchased the house of the squire's brother ;
I'm sure I remember the young gentleman's
death, for his was one of the first graves I ever
dug. Ah, I can't dig now as I could then ;' and
he looked at his shrunken hands, and sighed.

'Give me the skull,' said Evans. 'Very
heavy, certainly'—tossing it up as if it were a
cricket ball—'uncommon heavy; but, halloo,
halloo!—I say, Master Thomas, what, in God's
name, is this? Why, here's a long rusty nail
dropped out of the ear.'

• A what!' asked the sexton, gaping with as-
tonishment, like a stranded haddock.

' A nail, man—a nail, half as long as a carv-
ing kni e. No wonder the skull felt so weighty.
Men are not born with nails in their ears—are
they, Tom V

'Not that I know of,' replied the sexton, who
interpreted every thing that was said to him in
the most literal matter-of-fact spirit.

'Then, depend on it, there's been foul play
here. But I see it ali'—added Evans, in a hur-
ried voice, as a sudden thought struck him—' I
see it all, Master Thomas. One brother died—
»the other went instantly abroad, supposed to
have died there—perhaps not. Perhaps he may
be liv:ng at this very moment; and if so, he
would be just about the stranger's age. Singu-
lar, this never struck me before ! I ought to
have supported something wrong, from the fel-
low's fundnep* fc- that, old house—ins constant
vis:ts to the churchyard, his gloom, his f.rmpor,
and* above all. his-dislike to associate with hon-
est folks. However, I'm satisfied now '.'

' Biesff my son] !' exclaimed the astounded
grave digger, 'who'd have thought it? But,
do you really think there's murder in the case?'

' Certain of it, Master Thomas. But no mat-
ter ; for the present, mum's the word.—Good
bye. The affair will be cleared up soon.—A
proud sulky brute!—but I have him in my
clutches now,' and so saying, Evans restored,
the nail to its hiding-place, and putting the
skull into his pocket, hunied off, while the sex.
ton remained behind, standing, not " like the
statue that enchants the world,' but leaning half
stupified on his spade, like one who is himself
enchanted.

That same evening a slow firm step ascended
the crazy staircase of the Manor-Houae. The
stranger, who had heard the hall door—which
was usually left merely on the latch after sun-
set, it being by day that he most apprehended
the visits of hie officious neighbours—open and
shut again with a clang that rung through the
whole building, at first imagined that it- wan the
servant taking her departure for the night, but
soon the footsteps drew neirer, and ero he could
recover from his surprise at such an unexpected
intrusion, the door flew wide open, and the at-
torney stood before him,

' Insolent!' exclaimed the stranger, advanc
ing towards the intruder with a haughty mena-
cing aspect; • What means this visit ? Have I
not already warned you V

• Softly-softly,' replied the unabashed attor-
ney,, casting a. shrewd glance at hi* tenant's

emaciated figure; • I am not the man to be
frightened by a few hard words. My errand
here is one of justice. Mark rae, sir, of jus-
tice—and, storm and bluster as you may, you
shall not prevent me from discharging my duty.
No, no, Mr. Glendovery.'

' Glendovery " faltered the stranger, quailing
beneath the searching gaze of Evans ; • what do
you mean, sir ? My name is Dwarrys.'

' I care not what it is now. My busines con-
cerns what it was eighteen years ago. Doubt-
less, sir, you remember that about that period
your'—

• I do—I do,T said the consciecne-strieken
man, flinging his clenched hands above his head,
and staggering as if he had been shot; 'he died
a natural death. Who dares say he did not V

' I said nothing about a natural death, sir.'
• No—no; nor I either. But my thoughts

are troubled. I scarce know what I am saying.'
' I can account for your agitation, Mr. Glen

dovery,' said the attorney, with an ironical
smile*

' Villain ! repeat but that word again, and, by
the God above us, I lay you dead at my feet.'
And, snatching up a pistol from the table, the
stranger presented it at the attorney's head.—
«Now, sir,' he added, 'dare but to breathe but
one syllable of that detested name again, and I
send thi3 bullet through your skull.'

' Hah, ini'eed !' exclaimed Evans, at the same
time drawing out the skull from his pocket, and
holding it up full in the stranger's face—'fire,
then ! It will not be your first murder!'

A loud piercing yell burst from the stranger,
as he beheld this ghastly memento. The pistol
dropped from him, and staggering to the table,
he buried his face in his hands, and groaned as
if his every limb and muscle were convulsed
and quivering on the rack.

' So!' muttered Evans to himself, as he beheld
this spectacle of heart-rending agony—• so! that
shaft has struck home, I think. He will scarce-
ly raise his head again;—no, pride has got a fall,
and a devil of a fall it is. But, mercy on us !
who could have supposed such a thing possible ?
A murderer ! The murderer of his own brother !
Horrible ! Yet. eurse me if I can help feeling
for him after all,' continued the good-natured
fellow, as, his first burst of exultation having
subsided, a kindlier spirit came over him : ' I
hated him while he affected the superior, and
treated me as if I were so much dirt beneath
his feet; but now that he is helpless and in my
power—now that one word from me can clap the
hangman's rope about his neck, curse me if I
think T shall be able to bring myself to pronounce
it. Were he in sound health, I would do so
without a moment's hesitation ; but he is dy-
ing—dying as fast as man can die ; broken-
hearted, too, and suffering the torments of the
damned ; and I'm not the man to shorten the
few hours he has left him. I know, I feel—I
ought to act otherwise, but I was always a soft-
naturcd fool;' then, addressing himself to-the
stranger, he added, 'Mr. Glen—Dwarrys, I
mean—Pray sir,- be composed ; it. is ill grieving
for what can't be remedied. Poor fellow, he
hears me not; well, it can't bo helped—bu!,
from my soul, I pity him.'

It is easy to pity iho^e who no longer have it
in tSieir powor to affect our interests, or wound
our S':lf-love. "In the majority of cases, pity is
but contempt with ila sharp edge taken off—a
flattering conviction of our strength and our ad-
versary's weakness; of our triumph, and his
humiliation.

' Pity!' said the stranger, harping on Evnns'
last words, and si.iring wildly about him, ' who
talks of pity ? Pi(y f n* a convicted murderer!
Nay, never start, man, as if you had only just-
now discovered that I was an assassin. Could
you not see " fratricide"'branded on my brow ?
Why, my own glass has shown it to me daily
these eighteen yoars past!'

As he said these words, his eye happened to.
fall on the yellow mouldering skull which Ev-
ans still retained in his hand. ' Hah !' he con-
tinued, ' that fiend's face again ! Grinning, ton,
and from malice! Away with it,, sir, away ;
the very eight chills me to the bone ;' and wrest-
ing it from the attorney's grasp, he dashed it on
the floor, anc1 with the frenzied rage of one pos.
ees-cd, ground it to atoms beneath his tread.

But this paroxysm, was too violent to last
long; and i.n a fow minutes, as if ashamed of
such an outbreak in the presence of the man
whom of all others lie had most detestod, ha ob-
served in a more placid tone, with something of
his. usual, hauteur, ' I ana not apt to f*d thus un.
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manned, Mr. Evans, but your discovery of the
dreadful secret which I had hoped would have
been buried with me in that grave to which I
am fast hastening, has called up recollections
which it maddens me even to think of. I ask
not when, or by what means, you made this dis-
covery; enough for me to know that you have
made it, and that in revenge for fancied affronts,
you have resolved on denouncing me to the
world. Speak, sir, is it not so ?'

•Such was my intention,' said the attorney,
' but—but—nay, d—n it, what's the use of minc-
ing matters?—in one word, then, Mr. Glen—
Dwarrys, I mean—I am at this moment in,
what you call, a predicament. Duty pulls me
one way, humanity another. Duty says, "give
him to justice ;" humanity, "leave him to him-
self, for his days are already numbered ;" and I
much fear—that is to say, I am quite positive,
that humanity will get the better of me.'

While the attorney thus spoke, the stranger
kept his eye fixed on him with an expression of
mixed surprise and distrust. At length, after a
pause, during which he walked up and down the
room, as if he were endeavoring to force him-
self to some decisive line of conduct, he said, ' I
appreciate your forbearance, sir, and will prove
to you that I am not wholly unworthy of it. As
yet you know but one part of my secret—the
nature of the crime committed ; you are yet to
learn the extent of the provocation received.
Listen then to what I am going to say. Return
to this house to-morrow night, when I will ac-
quaint you, fully and unreservedly, with the
whole sad story of my life—'twill be a dreadful
task, but what penance is too severe for a wretch
like me ?—that after my death, should you ever
recall me to your mind, you may remember me
as one who, great as was his crime, deserved
rather your compassion than abhorrence. Will
you agree to my proposal V

The attorney hesitated, for the stranger's man-
ner, especially the emphatic, ana half-sneering
way in which he pronounced the word ' com-
passion,' struck him with distrust.

4 What, are you afraid V exclaimed the stran-
ger, mistaking the cause of his hesitation.

• NoJ replied Evans, indignantly, ' I never
yet feared mortal man, least of all, a'—then
checking himself, he added, ' I will agree to
your proposal.'

' And yeu will swear till to-morrow night to
preserve the strictest secrecy V

• I will.'
' Then farewell, sir, till to-morrow night.'
' I don't half like his manner,' said Evans, as

he closed the hall door, ' for there's a something
in the wild glare of his eyes that convinces me
he's half.cracked at times. Well, I must be on
my guard; these moon-struck fellows have all
the craft of the devil about them. Egad, if he's
no care for his own life, I have for mine ; so
caution's the word. Let me see; how shall I
proceed ? I have it,' he added, after a brief in-
terval of cogitation; 'now, if he means me foul
play he shall find I am his matah. One must
not suffer for one's good nature.'

[Remainder in next number.]

FRANKNESS.
There is one kind of frankness which is the

result of perfect unsuspiciousness, and which
requires a measure of ignorance of the world
and of life ; this kind appeals to our generosity
and tenderness. There is another, which is the
frankness of a strong but pure mind,acquainted
with life, clear in its discrimination, and up.
right in its intentions, yet above disguise or
concealment; this kind excites respect and
awe. The first seems to proceed simpily from
impulse ; the second from impulse and reflec-
tion united. The first proceeds in a measure
from ignorance; the secDnd from knowledge.
The first is born from an undoubling confidence
in others; the second from a virtuous and well
grounded reliance on one's self.

Now, if you suppose this is the beginning of
a sermon, or a fourth of July oration you are
very much mistaken : though I must confess, it
hath rather an uncertain sound. I merely pre-
faced it to a little sketch of character, and
which you may look at if you please, though I
am not sure that you will like il.

Alice Ray was one of those beings whose
communications are an index to her heart—
whose conversation faithfully mirrored her in-
most soul. She uttered a hundred things that
you would conceal, and spoke them with that
dignified assurance, that made you wonder that

you had ever hesitated to say them yourself.—
Nor did this unresorvedness appear like the
weakness of one who could not conceal, or a
determination to make war on the forms of so-
ciety. It was rather a calm, well guarded integ-
rity, regulated by a just sense of propriety—
knowing when to be silent, but speaking the
truth when she spoke at all.

Her extraordinary frankness often beguiled
superficial obsorvers into supposing themselves
fully acquainted with her real character, long
before they were ; as the beautiful transparency
of some lakes is said to deceive the eye as to
their depth ; yet the longer you knew her, the
more variety and compass of character appeared
through the same transparent medium.

But you may just visit Miss Alice for half an
hour to night and judge for yourselves. You
may walk into that little parlor. There is Miss
Alice on that sofa, sewing a pair of lace sleeves
into a satin dress—in which peculiar angelic
employment she may persevere until we have
finished another little sketch.

So you see that pretty little lady, with spark,
ling eyes, elastic form, and beautiful hand and
foot that is sitting opposite to her ? She is a
belle ; the character is written in her face-—it
dimples in her smile, and peivades the whole
woman.

But there, Alice has risen, and has gone to
the mirror, and is arranging the finest auburn
hair in the world, in the most tasteful manner.
The little lady watches every motion as comic-
ally as a kitten would watch a pin ball.

" It is all vain to deny it, Alice—you are
really auxious to look pretty this evening," said
she.

" I certainly am," said AliGe quietly.
"Ay, and hope you shall please Mr. A. and

Mr. B." said the little accusing angel.
"Certainly I do," said Alice, as she twisted

her fingers in a beautiful carl.
"Well, I would not tell it, Alice,if I did,' said

the belle.
" Then you should not ask me," said Alice.
" I declare ! Alice !"
"And what do you declare ?"
" I never saw such a girl as you are."
" Very likely," said Alice, stooping to pick

up a pin.
"•'Well, for ray part," said the little lady, " I

would never take any pains to make any body
like me—particularly a gentleman."

" I would," said Alice, "if they would not
love me without."

" Why Alice ! I should not think you were so
fond of admiration."

" I like to be admired very much," said Alice,
returning to the sofa, " and I suppose every
body else does."

" I don't care about admiration," said the
little lady, 'I would be as satisfied that people
should'nt like me as that they should.'

"Then, cousin, I think it's a pity we all like
you so well," said Alice with a good humored
smile. 'If Miss Alice had penetration, she nev-
er made a severe use of it."

11 But really, cousin," said the little lady, " I
should not think such a girl as you would thiuk
about dress or admiration, and all that "

" I don't know what kind of a girl you think
lam," said Alice, 'but for my own parti only
pretend to be a common human being, and am
not ashamed of common human feelings. If
God has made us so that we love admiration,
why should we not honestly say so ? I love it,
you love it, and every body loves it;—and why
should not every body say so ?

" Why, yes," said the little lady, «I suppose
every body has a has a general love of
admiration. I am willing to acknowledge that

that I have; but" •
" But you have no love for it in particular,"

said Alice, 'I suppose you mean to say ; that is
just the way the matter is disposed of. Every
body is willing to acknowledge a general wish
for the good opinion of others ; but half of the
world are ashamed to own it when it comes te a
particular case. Now, I have made up my
mind, that if it is correct in general, it is cor-
rect in particular, and I mean to own it both
ways."

"But some how it seems mean !" said the
little lady.

" It is mean to live for it, to be selfishly en-
grossed in i t ; but not mean to enjoy it when it
comes, or even to xeek it, if we neglect no high,
er interest in doing so. All that God made us
to feel, is dignified and pure, unless we pervert
it."

" But Alice, I never heard any one speak ou
so frankly."

" Almost all that is innocent and natural may
be spoken out; and as for that which is not in.
nocent and natural, it ought not even to b«
thought."

" But can every thing be spoken which may
be thought?"

" No, we have an instinct which teaches to
be silent sometimes, but if we speak at all let it
be done in smplicity and sincerity."

" Now, for instance, Alice," said the lady,
'it is very innocent and natural, as you say, to
think this, that and the other thing of yourself,
especially when every body is telling you of i t ;
now would you speak the truth if any one asked
you on this point 7"

" If it were a person who had a right to ask,
and if it were a proper time and place, I would,'
said Alice.

" Well then," said the bright lady, 'I ask you
Alice, in this very proper time and place, do
you think that you are handsome ?"

"Now I suppose you expect me to make a
courtesy to every chair in the room, before I
answer, but dispensing with that eeremony, I
will tell you fairly—I think I am."

" Do~ you think you are good ?"
•' Not entirely."
" Well, but don't you think that you are better

than most people ?"
"As far as I can tell, I think I am better

than most people ; but really, cousin, I don't
trust my own judgment in this matter," said
Alice.

" Well, Alice, one more question. Do you
think that James Martyrs likes you or me best ?"

•' I do not know."
" I did not ask you what you Icnew, but what

you thought," said the lady, " you must have
some thought about it."

" Well then, 1 think that he likes me best,"
said Alice,

Just then the door opened and in walked the
identical James Martyrs. Alice blushed—
looked a little comical, and continued on with
her sewing, while the lady began:

" Really James, I wish you had come a minute
sooner to hear Alice's confessionp."

"What has she confessed ?" 6aid James.
"Why that she is handsomer and better than

most folks."
" That's nothing to be ashamed of," said

James.
" Oh! that's not all—she whants to look

pretty and loves to be admired, and all"—
" It sounds very much like her," said James,

looking^ at Alice.
" Oh, but besides that" said the lady, " she

has been preaching a discourse in justification
of vanity and self-love."

" And the next time you shall take notes
when I preach" said Alice, " for I do not think
your memory is remarkable happy."

"You see, James," said the lady, "that
Alice makes it a point to say exactly the truth;
when she tpeaks at all; and I've been puzzling
her with questions. I really wish you would
ask her some, and see what she will say. But,
mercy ! there is uncle C come to take me
to ride." And off flew the little humming bird,
leaving James and Alice, tete-a-tete.

" There is really one question," said James
clearing his voice.

Alice looked up.
" There is one question, Alice, which I wish

you would answer.
Alice did not enquire what the question was,

but began to look very solemn ; and just then I
went out of the room, and shut the door ; and
so I never kne"w what it was that Alice's friend,
James, wanted to be enlightened about.

There are two important eras in the life of a
woman—one when she wonders wh&tn she will
have, and the other when she wonders who will
have her.

Good.—In Augusta a man cannot advertise his
wife, without paying the printer five dollars it
advance.

We knew a fellow who once fancied himself a
jackass. The beauty of it was he was not much
mistaken.—Cin. News.

Truth.'—The graceful pride of truth know*
no extremes, and preserves in eVery latitude of
life the right angled character of man.

There is a man in Kentucky BO tall that be hat
to stoop down to hear it thunder.
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ID? IS
SATURDAY, MAY 7, 1838.

"Allice, or the MysteritlS'—Thia long-looked
for, anxiously expected, and deeply interesting
"sequel," has made its appearance at last. The
HARPERS have thrown it through the Press with
steam power velocity—as usual—and it is alrea-
dy pushing its way into every part of the coun-
try, upon the wings of the wind. It will be
caught up, and read, with avidity, by every one
who has admired the beauties, or censured the
faults, of "Ernest Maltravers." For say what
we will of BULWKR—censure him for his appa-
rent skepticism—or rebuke him for his careless
morality—there is a sublimity—a witchery—
about his writings, which are irresistably at-
trading. No one ever reads him once, who
does not seek a repetition of the pleasure.—
Though sometimes wearisome, he is never re-
volting. If there be an occasional cloud in
the horizon of his literature, the lustre of its
thousand sun-beams hide it from the vision.
The laxity of "Ernest Maltravers" is infinitely
over-balanced by the sternness of "the myste-
ries."

They are for sale at the bookstores of NICH-
OLS & WILSON, and W M . ALLING.

Mr. Bulwer's Attice.—Continuation of Ernest
Maltravers.—This is the same Alice of whom
all the world has read in the much criticised
Ernest Maltravers; and the novel to which she
gives a name, is in fact the continuation and
sequel of that entertaining history. Although
thus put forward in the title page, Mistress Al-
lice Darvill is not in fact the heroine—but hold ;
we must not prematurely lift the veil that over-
hangs the "mysteries." Enough to say that for
all who choose to unravel them, they need be
mysterious no longer. Thanks to the swift
presses of the Harpers, the fortunes of Alice
and of Ernest, and of all whom the creative
faney of the novelist has linked with them in
fortune or adventure, are now on record and
speeding througlrthe land in two neatly duode-
cimos. Our business is simply to announce the
fact, and thus do we perform it.—Express.

Although not a wonderfully novel loving com-
munity, it must be confessed that this "sup-
plement" of Mr. BULWER is looked for here with
no little impatience. We are glad, therefore,
to know that as soon as steam and tow-line can
bring it on, it will be placed upon the shelves
of NICHOLS & WILSON.

O* The curious will find something to laugh
at and admire, in an EASY CHAIR, invented by

Mr. B. F. Hays, and now being exhibited in
the Arcade Hall. The mere sight of it is suffi-
cient to drive off the head.ache, rheumatism or
gout; and once seated in It, Bunyan's pilgrim
would find it about as difficult to keep off Mor-
pheus as he did in the arbor where he lost his
scroll.

Early Radishes.—Trough the politeness of
DENNIS WOOD, gardener for W. WHITNEY, Esq.,

we were favored yesterday with a bunr.h of ex-
cellent radishes. The seed was sown on the 6th
in»t. making only twenty days from the time of
their planting to their perfection. We do not
know why Mr. WOOD is not entitled to the gar-
dener's palm.

The following was written in a diary, at the
Falls of Niagara, on a visit in July, 1836:

'• Origin of the Falls of Niagara.—Once upon
a time, (the date of which is non recorded,) the
three rival gods, Jupiter, Pluto and Neptune,
desirous of evincing their superiority over each
other, resolved to prove their power by the mag.
oitude of their operations—when Jupiter built
OIyrnpu«, to frighten the world with his thun-
der. Pluto set fire to Mount Etna ; and Nep-
tune, with a dash of bis trident, made the Cata-
ract of Niagara."

T H E MAY QUEEN.

Who has not often in their youthful days read
of the delights of a May party ? 'Tis an old
custom which has come down to us from former
generations. On the 1st day of May the youth,
ful portion of every village left the din of busi-
ness, and the household duties, to retire to the
open fields to crown the fairest of their fair, and
enjoy the balmy breeze and pluck the vernal
flower. Is there not a nice bit of romance about
all this? The cuRtom is from England, where
the climate on the first of May is more favorable
to woodland excursions and rural feasts than in
our own country. He is a heartless being who
has not romance enough about him to be able to
enjoy himself in such excursions; or, if he has
never been present at any, to be pleased with
proceedings, which fancy can make known to
him. Suppose a beautiful sun bursts from the
horizon,- on a lovely day in spring. The air is
fresh, and all around, the fields and hills, the
flocks and herds, partake of its freshness
There comes a group of youthful ones, the gay
the beautiful and good, mingled in one deep
mass. And one above the rest has now a crown
upon her head, made of the fresh flowers of the
field; she walks with steady gait, and in dignity
surpasses all, which just becomes a Queen. On
they go, until they have reached the village
grove, where already is fixed a throne of cedar
and of ivy green. A May-pole is placed in the
ground, covered on every side with evergreens
and wreaths of the most, beautiful of nature's
flowers. Here they stop, and when their fairest
ladies are placed before the throne, amidst a
burst of applause from every side, they crown
their queen, and proclaim themselves her loyal
subjects. Congratulations follow—after that,
the day is spent in dances and in rural games-
While some are engaged in this way, others
leave the joyous grotap, and two by two they
wander forth to enjoy the sweets of each other's
company. In all this, now, is there not a bit
of romance suited to draw forth the smiles and
render joyous the heart of every one 7

This same custom, although not generally
known in this country, has been for many years
in use in our city. When Rochester was but a
village, and business had not yet encroached up-
on the beautiful fields which once added beauty
to our Falls, our youth were wont to proceed
thither on the 1st of May, to crown the Queen
of the year. But now we are obliged to leave
all these our rural scenes, and celebrate our
holiday within narrow walls of brick and stone.
Here, however, all our pleasure is not removed.
We have found that a rural feast may yet be
enjoyed. Yesterday the festive day arrived.
The day was beautiful. The calm breeze of
morning and the clear sky seemed to produce a
smile upon the features of every one, and
brought fresh energy to all. Such a day would
haVe been delightful to spend in the open fields;
but alas i the weather has been so severe this
spring, that no flowers would have crossed our
path, nor would we have found the leaves and
grass green enough to form a pleasant wa.lk.
But we did enjoy ourselves, and we did celebrate
again this ancient holiday. For several days
previous, some of our youth were busily engaged
in preparing for the approaching festival. At
8 o'clock, last evening, we assembled at a largo
hall on Fi zhugh street, where were indeed a
joyous company. The room was decorated with
wreaths of evergreen. At the head of the room
the throne was stationed, on which was placed
a sofa for the queen with her maids of honor.
The room was thronged with the gay and beau-
tifyl. On every side shone the bright eyes of

maidens, whose countenances were rendered
brilliant by the joy which reigned within their
breasts. Soon it was announced—" The Queen
is coining." The eyes of all were turned to-
wards her. As she advanced, the company
parted on either side, and watched her graceful
Btep, her beauty, and her lofty mien. Supported
by her maids of honor, she stood at the foot of
the throne, while a song from twenty sweet voi-
ces rose above the whispering noise, which had
arisen on every side. They swore allegiance to
her royal highness, and begged her to be cour-
teous and kind to all her subjects. At the close
she kneeled upon a stool, when her right-hand
maid placed a crown of flowers upon her head,
and she wa9 thus created Queen. She then as-
cended the throne, and congratulations and kiss-
es ensued. The evening passed quickly off. I
cannot, however, finish this description without
mentioning the table, which was spread with all
the good things we could then desire. The ap-
pearance displayed not a little taste in those who
arranged it. But the crowd was so dense that—
I cannot say that there was no pleusure in it;
for—every one seemed laughing at his neigh-
bor.

With many other entertainments, midnight
had nearly arrived before we were aware. Soon
after the company dispersed to their homes.
Thus we have kept our festival. And I trust
that this holiday may ever be celebrated by our
youth. Some, perhaps, object to this celebra-
tion, thinking that it may instil in the minds of
the young a love of monarchy again. But to
those we would reply that, although we live in
a land of freedom, we still like our Queen.
And if all monarchs were so kind and courteous
as our Queen of May, we would perhaps prefer
one to our present administration. I would add
to the young men and ladies of our city, never
give up this joyous custom. As you love your
city, your own pleasure, and good eld customs,
celebrate it every year. CHI.

May 2, 1838.

Proof8 of Love.—While Lady Charlotte Bury's
new novel, " was in press, the following was
handed about as a note from the author to the
printer:—

"Dear Sir—How comes it that I have had no
proofs of Love from you, since last Saturday ?
I have waited with the utmost impatience.

"Yours, & c , C. B."

As good a story as that of the piece of music
—" One kind kiss before we part"—for which a
lady inquired at a music Btore in Philadelphia.
The music had not been received in Philadelphia,
when the inquiry was made, nor had the clerk
heard of it. The lady, too, had made her pur-
chases, and was retiring, when, suddenly turn*
ing round, she said—" Oh, I forgot—'• One kind
kiss before we part." No sooner said than done.
The handsome-looking clerk sprang over the
counter, and before the lady could explain, he
had imparted a kiss to her sweet lips, with a
smack that might have been heard much farther
than it was.—Com. Adv. ,

A Cloven foot.—In one of the interior coun-
ties of Louisiana, on the 13th ultimo, one J. A
Foot, a gambler, had his skull cloven in twain
by a Bowie knife in the hauds of a Mr. Foster.

Finn's Latest.—" If the licence law passes,
why will the tavern signs be like tomb stones ?
Because they will record departed spirts !"

Mr. Simeon Block, a down-easter, has been
presented by his wife with three little chips.

d_f New subscribers can bo furnished with

the back numbers of this volume. A few copioB

of previous volumes, bound, for sale.
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GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.

W r i t t e n for tkt Gem.
TO MY BROTHER.

Oh 1 tender ties, how lightly spoken
By those, who feel them fond, unbroken;

The eweet companionship, the many joys of home,
By those whom destiny decrees shall never roam :

There father, mother—reverenc'd names—ye blend,
With brother, sister, daughter, son and friend;
And by your fire-sides gather comforts warm,
Smiling at misery's relentless storm.

Fav'rites of fortune! heaven more truly so-
"With brows devoid of care, and hearts of wo j
Most worthily your grateful prayers ascend,
Above, where dweKs your Guardian and Friend.

The grave'. the grave—it swallows up the past,
Tlie tender paren's in its silence kst ;
The hopes, the bliss, the joys of com ing years.
And leaves the orphan heritage of tears.

Where are they ? 'tis a mournful fate to wear,
And time makes not the burden less to bear:
Where are they 1 King of terrors! speak and own 1
Show some remorse for deeds thy hand iiath done.

Pale messenger of fate—I wait my doom!
For why delay, when I am all alone?
" Last of my race!" the red man plaintive grieves,
I've seen them fall around, like autumn leaves.

A solace yet remains—not wholly reft
Am I—thou still art left;
My brother! hand in hand we'll rove,^
The earth holds not for us a greater love
Than each bears to the other—absent one,
I trust thy pilgrimage is nearly done,
When we shall meet again—no more to part—
And love fraternal bind us heart to heart:

Like the linked pair* capricious nature tied,
With life-enduring bands—thus, side by side,
We'll walk, till summoned to another scene,
And the pale tyrant drops the veil between!
March 18,1838. THERESA C*****.

Siamese twins.

Wr itte njo r the Gem.

TO AUGUSTA
How little did we ever dream

Of dwelling on this shore;
Or that this soft and pearly stream

Should course along our door.

Yet years of pain it might redeem,
So sweet its music spake,

To hear the gently rippling stieam
When mingling with the lake,

Whose crystal waters, sweetly blue,
Shone as with diamonds bright;

Its pebbles seen, as if they'd been
Robed in a ray of light.

The placid lake, so pure, so still,
Seemed all that's " bright and fair ;"

And then the moon, when at its full,
Cast shadows—lovely there.

How oft we sought that shady nook)
And rambled through the glade-

Resting beside the gurgling brook,
Amid the deep'ning shade.

And then r/e climb'J its time-worn steep,
And scaled the mountain top,

Where grape vines and the ivy creep,
The lofty oak their prop;

Then linger'd in the cedar grove,
To watch the sun's last ray—

The streaks of light that flash above,
Fainting the clouds so gay.

And we had there one fav'rite spot,
Which branches interlace;

With these thy brother formed a grot
That any scene might grace;

Or rather bower—for it was made
Of tendrils intertwined;

Ito carpet was the grass o'erlaid
With flowers of every kind:

Its scenery—the doud-capp'd hill,
The lake so broad and fair:

Its mnsic was the birds' sweet trill,
Its fragrance—perfumed air;

Its canopy—cerulean blue,
. Its light—the light of heaven ;

In freshness, like the mountain dew
By earth to morning given.

And here he chose his rustic seat—
A choice that well combined

The grand, ths rural, and the sweet,
And spoke a taste refined.

As much I love it for his sake
As for its beauties rare;

Association still may make
The fairest scene more fair.

For never did the morning sun
Rise o'er a bnppier fane;

The family links were formed in one -
One bright continuous chain.

And may we form again ahove
In that still brighter sphere,

And meet—a family of love,
Where there is shed no tear:

Where happiness will never fade,
Where "golden harps" are strung;

Where countless worlds are open laid,
And sweetest anthems sung. M.

LOCO-FOCO MUSINGS.
CANTO XIV.

I eive thee all, I enn no more,
Tho1 poor the offering be.—Old Song.

Farewell, deceiving Love! Quee,n of Despair,
I worship tbee no more—my love is mute;

Thy home's in the Hesperian Gardens, where
The yawning dragons watch the golden fruit.

The lady of my love is gone, and I
Sing to her vanish'd charms this farewell sigh:

A starry lustre sparkled through the pale
And pensive beauty of her cheeks, and shone

Like summer rose-buds gleaming through a veil
Of drifted snow. With deep, dark blushes thrown

Over their colors, they resembled showers
Of modest violets blended with red flowers.

Her eye was bright, and dazzling, blue, and clear,
As the blue sky when filled with Northern Lights;

Her other eye had vanish'd from its sphere—
Like the lost Pleiade it had left its heights;

And this was—(I don't think it very bad)—
The only one deformity she had.

I tried to get her; but her thoughtful mother
Said, 'No!'—her lather said, 'it wouldn't de;'

And when she spoke of marrying—hei brother,
Her grandmother and uncle all said, ' whew."

Then fading love fled from her ' damask cheek,'
And my voice sunk so low I couldn't speak.

But finally her parents said that they
Would let me have her if my wealth would range

Above a million .' —All my wealth was a
Small purse containing sixpence in small change;

And so I lost her. If my sixpence could
Have bought a gun, I'd shot myself—I would!

Young Love lost all his beauty as he spoke
To ugly Venus, when he saw her rise

Out of the ocean. Since wild Cupid broke
The thunderbolts of Jupiter with sighs,

He's broken hearts—and broken hearts are blanks
In life—as bad as notes on broken bunks.

CALLIOPE & CO.

We published some time since from the Christian
Register, a letter from a young orphan girl, inquiring
for information respecting her absent father. It was ac-
companied by some remarks from the editor of that pa-
per, in which he suggested that " the circumstance
would afford an admirable theme for Mrs. SiaounNEY's
sweet muse." That suggestion having been communi-
cated to her, she immediately complied, and the follow-
ing beautiful stanzas, full of sweetness and pathos, were
sent to that paper for publication.—Buff. Jour.

From the Christian Register.
THE CHILD IN SEARCH OF HER FATHER.

They say I was hut four years old,
When father went awuy,

Yet I have never seen his face,
Since that sad, parting day.

He went where brighter flow'rets crow,
Buiieuth Virginia skies;

Dear teacher, show me on your map
Where that fur country lies.

I begg'd him, ' Father, do not go!
For since my mother died

I love no one so well as you1—
And clinging to his side,

The tears came gushing down my cheeks
Until my eyes were dim;

Some were in sorrow for the dead,
And some in love for him.

He knelt and prayed of God above,
'My little daughter spare;'

And till we both shall meet again,
Oh keep her in thy care.'

He does not come!—I Watch for him,
At evening twilight gray,

Till every shadow wears his shape,
Along the grassy way.

I muse, and listen all alone.
When stormy winds are high;

And think I hear bis tender tone,
And call, but no reply =

And so I've done these four long years,
Within a lonely home;

Yet every dream of hope is vain—
Why don't my father come ?

Father—dear father, are you sick
Upon a stranger shore 1—

Grandmother says it must be so—
O write to us once more;

And let your little daughter come,
To smooth your nistleea bed,

And hold the cordial to your lips,
And press your aching head.

Alas! I fear me he is dead—
.. AVho will my troubte.share?
•Or tell me where his form is laid,

And let me travel there ?
My mother's tomb I love to sit

Where the green branches wave—
Good people! help an orphan child

To find her father's grave.

THE OAK TREE.
BY MARY HOWITT..

Sing for the Oak Tree,
The monarch of the wood;

Sing far the Oak Tree,
That groweth green and good ;

That groweth broad and branching,
Within the forest shade';

That groweth now, and yet shall grow,
When we are lowly laid!

The Oak Tree was an acorn once,
And fell upon the earth ;

And sun and showers nourished it,
And gave the Oak Tree birth.

The little sprouting Oak Tree!
Two leaves it had at first,

Till sun and showers had nourished it,
Then out the branches burst.

The little sapling Oak Tree!
Its root was like a thread,

Till the kindly earth had nourished it,
Then out it freely spread;

On this side and on that side
It grapples with the ground,

And in the ancient, rifted rock,
Its firmest footing found.

The winds came, and the fain fell:
The gusty tempests blew ;

All, all were friends to the Oak Tree,
And stronger yet it grew.

The boy that saw the acorn fall,
He feeble grew and grey ;

But the Oak was still a thriving tree,
And strengthened every day !

Four centuries grows the Oak Tree,
Nor does its verdure fail;

Its heart is like the iron wood,
Its bark like plated mail:

Now cut us down the Oak Tree,
The monarch of the wood;.

And of its timbers stout and strong
We'll build a vessel good.

The Oak Tree of the forest.
Both east a ad west shall fly ;

And the blessings of a thousand lands
Upon our ship shall lie!

For she shall not be a man-of-war,
Nor a pirate shall she be ;

But a noble, Christian merchant ship,
To sail upon the sea.

From the New-York American.
THE PARTING.—A FRAGMENT.

* * * * * • * »

' Like Indian.diirt through azure sky—
As swallow o'er the lea—

As dove on homeward wing doth fly,
Return, return to me!'

' The arrow's mark is known above,
The dart directed flies—

Nor sparrow falls, nor speeds the dove
Unwatch'd, th t homeward hies.

' Fear not; doubt not; one brooding care
Is not for me, for thce;

HE careth ; and with thee to share
Ev'u grief, is joy to me.

' In absence, present; distance, near •,
In sorrow, joy ; grief, love ;

One hope, one joy, one sorrow here,
One life in realms above.

1 As dove on homeward wing doth fly
As BVVUIIOW o'er the lea—

Like Indian dart through azure sky
AVe shall return to thee!'
* * * * * * *

The pilot calls ; the loncirig sail
Circles the favoring wind;

The waves give voice ,• freshens the gale;
One, one is left behind!

Now fades the bark from love's long sight,
That one hath left the shore;

Oh, sickly seems the bright day light,
And home is—home no more!

There, memory shoots like Indian dar t -
There, broken thoughts nr« driven

Across the sea of Woman's heart—
There's but one place where souli ne'er part—

COD Binil'd, and nam'd it HEAVEN 1
J
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From Black-wood's Edinburgh Magazine.

THE OLD M A H O R - H O U S E .
[Concluded from page 74.]

CHAPTER VI.
But a few hours had elapsed since the circum-

stances mentioned in the last chapter, yet what
a change had that brief period wrought in the
stranger's appearance ! His cheeks were drawn
in; his white, clammy forehead seemed as though
the impress of the grave was on it; there was a
strange, unnatural light in his dilated eye; and
his voice trembled from suppressed emotion.
Evans found him, aa before, seated alone at a
table, on which a lamp barely emitted glimmer

^enough to show the cheerless condition of the
half-furnished apartment. As he entered, the
stranger rose, and grasping him by the arm, said,
* Are we alone in this house ?'

' Yes.'
• And no one tracked you here, nor knows

aught of the so%ject of our last night's confer-
?'nce ?

' I have not brlathed a syllable about it to a
kingle human being.'

• I thought I heard a-footstep on the lawn un-
der the window,' said the stranger—so appre-
hensive an ear has conscience.

• 'Tis merely the wind ; the night threatens a
storm.'

?Then 'tis the fitter for me to say what I have
to say. Now listen,' continued the stranger,
' and be your feelings what they may, be sure
you do not interrupt me. Should you see me
excited—maddened even with the recollections
you have yourself called up—take no heed, for
the fit will soon pass off,' and so saying, with a
determined effort at self-composure, the stran-
ger commenced as follows:— .

' My name, as you have but too truly surmised,
is Glendovery, and I was born in this very
house. My mother died in giving me birlh. I
hare been told thatBhe was a cold, reserved, impe-
rious woman; and that I resembled her as close-
ly in character as in countenance—a circum-
stance to which I attribute my father's early.dis-
Jike to me, £or his marriage having been, one of
convenience, not love, was consequently a most
unhappy one, My oldest recollections can car-
ry me back to no one act of kindness shown me
by my father, who lavished all his affections on
my elder brother—a jovial, mettlesome young
fellow, cast, like himself, in the rudest mould,
and as selfish as those are apt to be, who flora
their very cradle have recognized no will but
their own.

• In due time we were both sent to school at
Caermarthen, where my brother soon became a
favorite, for commonplace joined with animal
spirits is ever popular. He was foremost in eve-
ry frolic, and I was rendered perpetually unea-
sy by the comparisons which our play-matee
were always instituting between him and me.
1 could not—say rather, I would not—join in
their pursuits ; I could not sympathize or ex.
change minds with them ; but lived moodily
apart in a world of my own, like a hermit in his
lone cell, conscious of possessing faculties su-
perior to the herd with whom I was daily brought
into contact. These faculties I invigorated by
hard stidy, though my reading, south to say,
was detultory, and chiefly of that sort which
qnickeni the fancy and calls forth the passions,
rather Han feeds and disciplines the judgment.
Yet evei study, which you would suppose would
have beei my blessing, proved only an added
source of annoyance. My school-niaster, like
jnostpAvincial pedagouges, was a conceited ig-
nor>tett--a mixture of the pedant, the despot,
and tbetycophant, who had no notion of boys

presuming to get on without his help or acquire
other knowledge than he could furnish them
with; consequently he was always venting his
spleen in contemptuous allusions to my genius,
which he did with the greater relish, from hav-
ing accidentally made the discovery that my
brother was the favorite son.

' The first serious shock my feelings ever re-
ceived was on my return home for the midsum.
mer holidays. The excitement of the journey,
and the utter change of scene from the dull dis.
cipline of a school, to the comparative freedom
of home, had kindled all my more social feel-
ings ; and when I entered my father's presence,
it was with my heart in my eyes, and my hands
eagerly stretched out to receive his cordial
grasp. And how was I welsomed ? Not with
positive ui>kindness, but worse—far worse—with
quiet apathy. He coldly held out his hand, with
the expression of a hope that " school had im-
proved my temper;" while for my brother he
reserved his warmest greetings—his sunniest
smiles. Well do I remember the bitterness of
that moment! I quitted the room with affected
unconcern, but no sooner did-1 reach my cham-
ber, than all my pride gave way, and I burst
into a passion of tears. When we met again at
dinner, I endeavored to appear indifferent, as if
my feelings had sustained no blow ; but the very
offert only renderejd me more embarrassedt; and
that which was sheer sensibility, was of course
attributed to sulkiness* Ah, if parents would
but bear in mind that they never ch,eck a gene-
rous feeling in their children but tneyj^uicken
the growth of a bad one, how much shame, and
guilt, and anguish, would human nature be
spared!

1 About the period of my nineteenth year my
father died, and true to his predilections, left his
whole fortune-^which, by the by, was not
much—to my elder brother. Here was a blow
to all my prospects ! True, my father had ex-
pressed a wish in his will that a decent provis-
ion should be made for me ; but this was option,
al with my brother ; and I could not therefore
but feel that I was become that most abject of
animals—a poor relation, without the means of
rescuing myself from my condition. My edu-
cation could not avail me. It was any thing
but practical; but even had it been otherwise,
so completely had my own moody nature, ag-
gravated by the neglect of those who should
have'been my best friends, built up a wall of
circumvallation between me and general society,
that I had not the remotest possibility of being
able to avail myself of such acquirements as I

•A few months afler my father's death, the
whole internal economy of our household was
changed. The old man, with all his faults, had
always been hospitable, but experience had
taught him to temper discretion with liberality.
With my brother, it was otherwise. He was a
reckless spendthrift. The house was now filled
with fellows after his own heart—strollers,
poachers, small farmers, and the like—brawny,
hard-drinking, bullet-headed vagabonds, who
aped the vices of the squirearchy, without im-
bibing a tiihe of their redeeming qualities. I
would not herd with creeping thirds like these,
and constant were the disputes between my
brother and myself in consequence. I was teo
proud—he said, in his coarse, blustering man.
ner—I thought myself too good lor them,
whereas there was not one among them all who
was not twice as rich—aye, and twice as clever
too as myself. What was I fit for ? Could I
throw a line, or spear an otter—or shoe my own
horse—or make my own flies ? Not a bit of it.
Why then did I give myself such airs?

• Led by this example, my brother's compan-
ions made a point of treating me, not with
downright insult—for the ruffians had just tact

enough to see that there was a strong spice of
the devil in my nature—but with petty, indirect
incivilities, till one evening, when, contrary to
*mv wont, I was sealed at table with them, one
of the squad, half-drunk, insulted me so grossly,
that I rose from my seat, and felled the brute
to earth. The whole party was of course in
arms. My brother stormed and swore, but sat.
isfied with my revenge, I let him sputter on as
he pleased, and next day the thing was passed
off as a drunken frolic, though not without in-
creasing the estrangement between Hugh and
myself.

4 A circumstance occurred about this time
that deepened that estrangement to hatred, at
least on my part. During my school.days, I had
formed one of those fanciful attachments, which
boys are so apt to give way to, for a young girl,
the only daughter and heiress of a widow of some
property at Caermarlhen, who had been ac-
quainted with my mother, and at whose house I
was a welcome guest whenever a half-holiday al-
lowed me to visit there. This acquaintance I
kept up long after my final return home, and
would often cheer my nagging spirits by look-
ing forward to a union with Charlotte Lewis,
whose mother, if she did not absolutely favor,
did not disapprove my advances. But my fa-
ther's will soon dispelled this dream, for no
sooner did Mrs. Lewis, who was a shrewd,
worldly woman, become acquainted with it,
than she gradually weaned her daughter from
my society. My brother had some suspicion of
this, but never dreamed of substituting himself,
until the embarrassments in which he was now
plunged compelled him to turn his thoughts to
matrimony.

'Such was his position, when, at a race-ball
at Caermarthen, he happened to meet Charlotte
Lewis, whom he had not seen since he left
school. He was struck with her beauty, fasci-
nated by her sprightliness : and being received
by the mother as elder brothers usually are tn
such occasions, proposed at once, and was ac-
cepted. Did the weight of my indignation fall
on the girl for this act of arch coquetry ? No ;
her loss 1 could have borne, for I had long sines
found out that she was a mere simpering board,
ing-school automaton—one of those pretty pat-
terns of commonplace, who dance, sing, paiut
flowers in albums, and languish over the sugary
sentimentalities of love tales to convince them-
selves that they have a heart—but I could not
bear my brother's triumph. It was here the
shaft rankled. Again he stood between me and
the sunshine. Was it not emugh that he had
stripped me of my fortune, but lie must make
even hope itself a bankrupt? Gentler natures
might put up with such repeated provocations,
but I would not; and in the frenzy of my wrath
vowed a deadly revenge. Bear witness, ye.
moving imps, who nightly in the thick darkness
make your visible presence fell, how sternly I
have kept my word !

'AH was now arranged for the marriage,
which,was to take place within the week. My
brother was in high spirits at the idea—so much
as to bear himself with something like cour-
tesy towards me; and I, duly to keep up ap-
pearances, met his advances half way. We had
always indeed managed to keep our differences a
secret from the neighborhood—he from Sheer
indifference, and I from that habit of dissimula-
tion which a long course of ill treatment had
taught me ; and I was now to reap the benefit
of my reserve.

' The evening but oncprecedingthe wedding,
as I was seated alone in ĥe drawing-room, my
brother burst in, flushed with wine, full of wild
glee, but at the same time in that feverish, un-
balanced Btate of mind, which the slightest con-
trad ictionjfiiuflacient to stimulate to fury.

*" Huzfflf huzza!" said he, drawing his chair
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78 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.
to the table; " give me joy, Mother ; all's right—
the lawyers have settled every thing, and in two
days Charlotte Lewis will be—now, don't look
BO savage, Ned. If the girl prefers me to you,
it's not ray fault; besides we can't have every
thing our own way, you know"—and he eyed
me, as I imagined, with a sneer of deliberate
raalico.

' I was stung to the quick by his look, but
made no reply.

•"Come, come, Ned; don't be jealous, but
try, for once in your life, to put on a smiling
face. Let us see if a glass of wine won't cheer
you. Come, you shall drink my health—not a
word—by God you shall; I'll have no skulks
to-night."

' In vain I remonstrated, by telling him that
he had already had more than enough; he would
take no excuse—so to prevent exposing myself
by a premature quarrel, I gave in to his caprices.

•No sooner had the servant placed the wine
on the table, than my brother drank off two
glasses in rapid succession; and then pushing
the bottle towards me, said, "Now, Ned, my
boy, fill up—no heel taps; I know you're a sly
dog, but—capital! that's well toss'd off; so, fill
again, to the brim—to the brim, for I'm going
to propose a toast."

' "And I am ready to do every justice to it,
provided," I added—for I half apprehended ils
import, " it be nothing objectionable."

'"Objectionable! Who talks of objection
here 1 Am I not master in my own house ?'
and putting on an air of drunken authority, he
rose from his seat, and holding up his bumper,
exclaimed, " Charlotte Lewis!"

' " Damn her," said I, indignantly, turning
down my glass; " never I"

' " Why, you—you—you—beggar !" roared
my brother, trembling and stuttering with rage;
" do you refuse ?"

' " Hah, beggar! Is it come to this ?"
' " Yes, beggar! Are you not dependent on

me for every thing you have in the world, even
to the very coat on your back 7"

* " Mean, blustering poltroon, is it for you to
boast of the advantages which luck alone has
given you ? Had our common father done jus-
tice to us both, you would never have dared to
offer me this insult. But beware, brother, it is
easier to raise the devil than to ail ay him."

' " What, do you threaten too 7 Take that,"
and staggering across the table, the ruffian aimed
a blow at my head, which for the moment almost
stunned me.

' My first impulse was to rush on him and
tear him to atoms—for I felt as if he would have
been a mere reed in my grasp—but in an inslant
I had recovered my self-possession, and giving
him a look $hat pierced him even through the
thick fencings of his drunkenness/left the apart-
ment, as tranquilly to all external appearance as
if no dispute had taken place between us.

'Night was now drawing OH—a black, sultry
night, charged with storm—a night when the
murderer wakes to count the leaden hours, while
conscience thunders in his ear like the trump of
doom. How the wind sang through the old wal-
nut trees! The owl too kept whooping from
the grey belfry, and as I paced alone across the
lawn, methought I heard a brother's dealh-krtell
in her whoop. Did I strive to dispel this idoa ?
Not so. I hugged it to my bosom vvitli all the
force of a conviction. To be scorned—pitied—
treated as a monial—trampled on as a beggar—
ay, " beggar" was the very phrase he used !—
struck too—a Glcndovcry struck, and by liis
own?—but no, it cannot br, for he \a already
dead* " Poor fellow," I added, with bitter iro-
ny, anticipating my revenue, " how slill he lies !
Fie, brother, bestir yourself; your bride is at
the altar. Alas, he hears me not! That blow
has struck home to more hearts than one."

•As I re-entered the house, I met one of the
servants, who, struck I suppose with my air,
said, " What ails you, Mas'er Edward?"

1 " Nothing—nothing," I replied carelessly,
"but poor Hugh, I fear, will ail something to.
morrow, for I never eaw him so intoxicated."

' " Ay, the old story ; I have just left him fast
asleep on the sofa ; pity he did not take your ad-
UJce, and let well alone; one would have thought
his last attack of apoplexy would have made him
more cautious ; but, I say, wern't you both quar-
felling a short while since ?"

1 "Quamlllng I *No! laughing—shouting—
tinging—Oh, we had a rare half hour of it." '

' " Yes, that I'll be sworn you had; but I
n̂ ust not stand gossiping here, for I've got to go
down to the farrier's about your.brother's bay

colt; so, good night, Master Ned, good night,"
and off went the old man.

' No sooner was he gone, than I crept up into
my own room, where the very first object on
which my eyes fell—as I live, sir, 'tis the fact!—
was along, sharp pointed nail which lay glitter-
ing in the middle of the floor—the portrait of
my grandfather which it had upheld having been
taken down by my desire that very morning, in
order that the dusty frame might be cleaned.
The instant I caught sight of this nail, I stood
as one spelt-bound. How came it there? who
placed it there ? No matter; there it was.
The devil never deserts his friends at a pinch.

•A murder was once perpetrated in Cornwall
hy similar means. 'Twas years since I h.id read
the narrative, but now it flashed vividly across
my recollection with all its details, even down
to the minute circumstance of the assassin's
knocking off the brass head of the nail for the
more effectual purpose of concealment.

' 'Twas a bright idea, but crime is ever fertile
in expedients.

• Hark, what sound ia that? Fool, 'tis but
the wind; and crawling, meekly, slowly, step
by step—as a beggar should do—with my head
turned, now to one side, and now to the other,
I stooped and picked up the nail. It had a
strange feel, and as I pressed ils sharp point
against my finger, I felt as if I were dallying
with the fangs of a viper.

•The hammer which had dislodged the instru-
ment from the wall, still lay on one of the chairs.
" Why, this is better still," said I, and clutching
it with a hurried grasp, while at the same time,
like my prototype in guilt, I knocked off the
brass head of the nail, I hid both beneath my
coat, and stole down stairs into the room where
Hugh still lay sleeping. A lamp stood on the
table, lighting up his flushed features: I moved
towards the sofa, firm of purpose, yet trembling,
nevertheless, like an aspen-leaf, when, just as I
was within a yard of my victim, I heard voices
at the door, and flew instantly for concealment
behind the long flawing curtains.

' "Had we not better wake him?" said one
of the servants ; «• he may have another fit else,"
at the same time laying his hand on the door-
handle.

' "No," said another, "he does not like to be
disturbed ; better let him wake at his own hour,"
and so fifeying, the speakers retired in the direc-
tion of the kitchen.

' I waited till I had heard the last sound of
their retreating tread, and then emerging from
my hiding-place, bent over the sleeper's body.
All was now hushed as death, except the mouse
shrilly shrieking behind the wainscot; and as I
gazed on the doomed man buried in such deep
repose, the recollection of the still deeper one
in which I was about to plunge him, struck to
my heart, and, for the moment, I half repented
of my design. But that taunt—that blow too—
that cursed blow—no, no, these were stains on-
ly to be wiped out by blood.

' While I thus stood, resolute, yet still pro-
crastinating, my victim happened to mutter in
a scornful tone of voice, blended with laughter,
the word " beggar."

' This taunt extinguished the last lingering
spark of pity in my breast. I was now no lon-
ger a man, but a demon. Do you see me glar-
ing, like a hungry tiger, on my victim 1 Do
you see me steal crouching towards him ? Now,
now, I am stooping right above his head. The
nail is at his ear ! Hark, dn you not hear the
fierce, sudden strokes of the hammer—how the
sharp iron goes crashing and grinding through
the skull, right into the very centre of the brain ?
'Twas bravely done ; wa's it not ? A:id how he
stared ! My God, how he stared ! A hideous
convulsion shook *him from head to fool; the
blood surg«d upwards to his eyes—his lips—his
brow—his ears—every where but to that"one,
well-Goncealed little wound that let out life ; he
heaved a long, thrilling sigh; then lay stretched
a corpse before me !

• And her*, in this very room, where wo now
sit face to face—at this very hour—nay, in this
very spot,' continued the murderer, a strange
expression of half-smothered fright whitening
his countenance, ' was that deed perpetrated!
Can you wonder, then, that I do constant pen.
ance here ?• 4 Then, breaking into an hysterical
laugh—' Penance ! hah ! hah ! Well may hell's
vaults ring with laughter at such mockery !

1 No sooner was my revenge consummated,
than all the stormy passions of rny nature at
once subsided, and remorse ̂ lHurped their place.
Oh, the horror of those returning moments of

humanity ! I slunk up stairs to bed, but not to
sleep—no, not to sleep ; my imagination was »u
the rack ; my brain whirled round like a mill-
wheel; I felt that I was on the verge of mad.
ness.

' In this state, with a burning sense of eufibca-
tion besides, as if some bony, skeleton fingers
were clutching at my throat, I flew for relief to
the window. But this only aggravated my tor-
ments. Ghastly shapes seemed careering in
mid-air ; the atmosphere smelt of blood ; and a
voice, heard far above the sounding, organ-like
roll of the thunder, demanded my brother at my
hands. Conscience-stricken I returned to my
couch, where I lay cowering beneath the clothes,
wishing each hour might be my last. Once in
my agony I clasped my hands in prayer, but
scarcely had I muttered a few indistinct words,
when a low mocking laugh rung in my ear, and
close beside me stood—my brother ! What, was
I indeed no murderer? I looked again. The
shape was gone. Gone! Oh no; brothers should
stick close to each other, and mine never quits—
ah, 'tis there again ! Away, pale shade, away !*
And staring wildly about him, the stranger waved
off some form that seemed hovering at his elbow.

Evans was too much shocked to say a word.
The murderer's narrative seemed absolutely to
have frozen his blood.

• Mr. Glendovery,' he at length stammered
out, ' for God's sake, sir, be'

' Glendovery ! Who calls Glendovery ? My
name is Cain. Look here—here*—dashing his
double fists against his forehead—• see, the name
is written here, traced in burning characters by
God's own hand'

' Pray, sir, I entreat—I implore you, be com-*"
posed'

' Again ! that voice again ! Ah ! too well I
know that voice! I have heard it in the stiJI
moonlight; amid storm and calm ; by day and
night; on land and sea; ajad yet once more—
oh, my brain--my brain !'

The wretched man here njtde a pause, his
self-control, which, with the stern energy pe»
culiar to his character, he had managed to keefli
in tolerable check up to this moment, having
now wholly deserted him. He covered his face
with his spread hands, while his fingers worked,
and his shoulders heaved, as if under the influ-
ence of an epileptic fit. In a briefer spaee,
however, than would have been supposed, the
convulsion passed off, and motioning Evans—
who was again beginning to offer consolation—
to silence, he resumed, in a more tranquil tone,
as follows :

CHAPTER VII.
"I pass by the discovery, with all the cir.

cumstances concerned with it, of my brother's
death; enough to state that it was attributed to
apoplexy, brought on by habitual intemperance',
and that the bitter agony I testified on the oc-
casion was charitably laid to the score of my
fraternal affection.

"On the day after the funeral, at which, had
the slightest suspicion existed, I should infalli-
bly have betrayed myself, I sent for your fath-
er, and on the pretext that extfsss of grief
Would not allow me to continue longer in a
scene fraught with such heart-rending recollec
tions, I disposed of the Manqr-House and the
few remaining acres attached to it for little
more than half the value, and just waiting till
the transfer was completed, posted off for the
metropolis, with the firm intention of never a.
gain setting foot in the principality.

"Arrived in London, I plunged in every
species ofdissipation. But in vain. Nothing
had power to allay the settled fever of my mind.
In the midst of society I was perpetually haun-
ted by an apprehension of discovery; not a
random glanoe was directed towards me but I
fancied a shrewd signification lurked beneath
it; the laugh and the jest rung in my ears lika
an insult; reserve alarmed me; frankness seamed
a snare to draw me out; in short, I felt safe on-
ly when aloue.-yet when alone, I was most mis.
eraWe, for then the spectre Memory camestalk-
ing forth among the haunted ruins of myimind;
and hope, fancy feeling, all that lenjs sun-
shine to life, and wings to time, drootfcd and
died beneath her frown. *

"Thus restlesa and despair-strickeii I flew
tor refuge to travel; but after wanderijgover a
considerable portion of the continent and still
finding no respite from remorse, I give up all
further idea of struggling with my dehiny, and
settled on the banks of the Lake of Constance.

"Here, for three long monotonous years, I
lived the life of a solitary. Society ma offered
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me, but I rejected the proferred boon with dis
gust, preferring rather the companionshipof my
own thoughts, cheerless as these were, and
dark as was the cloud they threw around my
prospects. Occasionally, in my more tranqui
moments, which, like birds of passage, visited
me for a brief space, then were again on the
wing, I would begile my solitude by study, and
thus awhile divert my mind from the contem-
plation of that last resource of the hopeless—
suicide. The time, however, was at hand when
the misanthropist was to be humanized—you
stare, sir, as if that, in my ease, were impossi-
ble, but *tis even so—the lost soul to be brought
within the cheering influences of hope; my in-
leJlectual identity to be no longer recognizable;
and the first words of kindness which I have
ever heard from the lips of human being, to
draw forth feelings which I scarcely knew I

•'Towards the close of my third year's resi-
dence at Constance, an old French officer, with
his only daughter, came to reside in the neigh-
bourhood. They were retired, unassuming peo.
pie, partial, like myself, to solitude. Many
an evening I used to encounter them in my
rambles along the picturesque borders of the
lake, on which occasions he would exchange a
few courteous commonplaces, cordial enough
on the part of Colonel Delabre, and after a time
for I wa« slow to admit even the most distant
approach to acquaintance—by no means insin-
cere on mine.

"I t was impossible, indeed, for me not to
take an interest in my new neighbours, for the
father was a gentleman in the most comprehen-
sive sense of the term; and the daughter, so
far at least as appearances could help me to a
conclusion, and of the gentelest and purest of
her Eex. How shall I describe the refined qual-
ities of her mind, or the faultless beauty of her
countenance?' The latter was full of Witchery
in every prase of its expression. At times I per.
puaded myself that she looked most lovely when
most serious; bm, then she would smile, and
ebake conviction by that new fascination.—
Her eyes were Madonna-like in their meek char-
acter; her sunny, chestnut tresses,'luxuriant as
the tendrils of the vine; her figure all grace and
airiness; and she had the buoyant, elastic tread
of a young Dryad. And then her voice! so
clear, so sweet, so like the soft breathings of a
flute heard across the waters on a still summer
evening—even now it rings, and will ring for
ever, in memory. Yet hers were not the
charms that take your fancy bygtorm, and awe
you into instant idolatry, but those rather which
win their gradual way by the absence of all
pretension, which to see once may be perhaps
to forget, but to become familiar with, is ever
after to enshrine in your heart of hearts.

"Reserved, ascetic as I was—haling myself,
and as a necessary consequence, hating others—
maddened, too, by the recollection of Charlotte
Lewis, from whom I had formed my estimate
of woman—still it was not in my power to keep
op a repellant demeanor whenever in the course
of my^aily strolls I met the Delarbes. Sym.
pathy is as gieat a help to friendship as to love,
and there was a warmth in the manner of my
neighbours that convinced me they were aware
I was unhappy, and would fain redder me other.
wise. Yet they did not introduce their sensibil-
lies. It was by their loo .s, the tones of their
voices, and the frankness of their greetings,
that I discovered I held no mean place in their
esteem.

"And so months rolled on, each day drawing
us insensibly closer and closer together, until at
length I became a visitor at their cottage.—
From this period I began to be an altered,
though not yet happy, man. No, happiness was
still but a dim figure on the extreme horizon;
but in her stead came a serene, thoughtful me-
lancholy, for which, as it was unusual in one
of my age, I felt it necessary to allege some
reason. When therefore, I became intimate
with the Delarbrs, I accounted for my gloom,
bj stating that I had unfortunately killed a
friend in a duel, which had entailed on me the
neceaiity of flying the country. The colonel
heard my statement with indifference, for a
Mong [.military men affairs of honor are al-
most maitere of course; but his daughter I fear.
ed, would have received it with far different
feelings. But no; she was affected with the ap-
parent intensity of my remorse; and with the
MMI disposition of woman to pat the most gen-
•rose construction on the errors of those whom
they admit to their esteem, made a thousand

excuses for my conduct, fully persuaded herself,
from what she already knew of my character—
she knew, poor girl!—that I was more sinned
against than sinning in the affair.

"How humanizing is the influence of a beau-
tiful and virtuous woman! The society of
Marie almost reconciled me to myself. We
were constantly together, now strolling along
the green, lawny slopes, bosky dells, and
flowcr-bedropt meadows of Constance ; now
through its quaint, eld-fashioned town ; and
now sailing over the ample bosom of its lake ;
sometimes accompanied by Colonel Delarbe,
but far nftener without him, until hope, lon^
dormant, ventured to put forth a few timid
shoots in my breast, and suggest to me the
probability of this sweet communion enduring
through life.

"Within a short day's journey of the Lake of
Constance lie the mineral baths of Pfeffer, sita-
ated in the heart of a mountanous district and
half-way up a deep, black glen, walled in on
either side by a lofty range of perpendicular
rocks. These baths constitute the 'lion' of the
neighborhood; of course, therefore, I could not
be a resident at Constance and not visit them—
so it was arranged one day that the Delarbes
and myself should go and explore their roman-
tic site. We did so, and were well rewarded for
our curiosity, for the bath is a strange, uncouth
pile of buildings, hollowed out of the solid rock,
chill, damp, and looking a very Tartarus in its
gloom. When ' we had sufficiently examined
this architectural phenonenon, we proceeded to
explore the source of the mineral springs, which
is an exploit by no means unaccompanied by
da iger, for you have first to cross a" rickety
bridge, and then to scramble along a plank
hardly more than ten inches wide, and from five
to six hundred yards in length, that runs along
the edge of the precipice ; below which, at an
awful depth, the river goes thundering in a suc-
cession of snowy cataracts, while, above, the
rocks meet overhead at a height of upwards of
two hundred feet. On reaching this plank,
which leads direct into the cavern whence the
springs issue, Marie, who with her father was
close behind, implored me not to venture far-
ther ; but I would not be prevailed on, and ac-
cordingly made my way across, while she re-
mained on the bridge, by trembling watching my
progress. As I was returning; and was within
a few feet of my companions, my brain, bewil-
dered by the stunning sound of water, grew diz-
zy ; I tottered, reeled like a drunkard, and
should infallibly have been precipitated head-
long into the Archerontic abyss, had not the in-
Ireped girl rushed forward at the hazard of her
life, seized me by the arm, and drawn me safe-
ly on the bridge.

?'This heroic proof of devotedness decided
my conduct, and within a month from that day
Marie and I were married, on which occasion I
disposed of my own cottage and removed to
Colonel Delarbe's'more commodious one. And
now for the first time in my life I began to get
cheering glimpses of happiness. Hope, like the
sun-flower, darted a golden flash of light across
my path. I took new views of men and things.
The very face of nature was trans-figuered. The
wind no longer sang a dirge in my ear; the
stream, as it flowed past, no longer reminded
me of joys passed too, never to return ; its
music was now attuned to a blythe strain, and
health sported, like a Naiad, on the bosom of
its breezy waters. And wherefore this strange
revolution in my mind? Because Love, not
Despair, was the telescope throHgh which I
looked abroad upon nature. Wherever I went,
this divine spirit went with me. She pillowed
on my bosom at night"; she cheered me through
the livelong day; she raised up the fallen hu-
manity within me; hallowing, beautifying, and
shedding a glory over all things by her pres-
ence. Oh, happy^-happy days ! Where arc ye
now; and where and what am I? Where is (hat
radient look which, ever when the dark hour
came over me, could smile away the shadow
from my brow, and fill its place with suns line?
Where are those soft pleading eyes which for
thirteen years never turned toward me but in
love? Where is that sweetr—-liquid—silvery
voice; where that fairy figure, whose every at.
titude was the soul of grace? Gone—all gone
—never to be heard or seen again save in
dreams!

"I now hurry over a lapse of eight years, du-
ring which period I enjoped as much repose of
mind as was compatible with my nature, de-
voting my attention chief!/ to the education of

my only child—a fine, auburn haired boy, fresh
as the morning, and rosy as the sun.turned
cheek of a peach ; the very image of his mother,
bolVi in person and disposition. In this darling
child far more than my own youth seemed re-
newed. He was the pledge of my redemption
—the bow of promise hung out in heaven to
warn me that the stormiest portion of my life
was past. His grand.father, who died the year
after my marriage, had left him a competency
when he should be of age, so that I was freed
from all apprehension on this score, and could
look forward to the time when he should become

| the main stay of my declining years. Never
were spirits so elastic—laugh so joyous, as this
dear child's. His very footstep—ah, what music
is superior to the approaching tread of one we
love?—would come growing on my ear like
some jocund melody, or die away, as it re-
treated, like a faint knell. During my daily
walks, for I was an indefatigable pedestrian,
he was my constant companion; and as he went
bounding by my side, prattling, as this life were
one long holiday, and filling my whole soul
with shunshine, my very heart went down on
its knees to Heaven for having vouchsafed me
such a blessing. Often, for hours together,
would I sit and watch him from our cottage
window as he chased the butterfly across the
la\VD, or counted the white shining sails upon
the Jake; and when in the evening he knelt
down at his mother's feet, with his little hands
clasped in prayer, and his laughing eyes with
difficulty subdued to gravity, I began to indulge
a conviction that for his dear sake I should in
time be pardoned.

"One of his favorite amusements was to ac-
company me in my sailing-boat across the lake.
To this, however, I would sometimes object,
but with little effect, for he would take no den-i-
al, and I had not the heart to refuse him. Late
one autumnal afternoon when he was seated
beside his mother, looking over a small volume
of prints which she was explaining to- him, he
caught sight of me from the window as I was
hurrying towards the lake, and bounding out
of the room before Marie could stop him, came
up with me just as I reached the spot where my
boat was moored. The wind being light and
regular, I allowed him to accompany me, and
putting up a sail, we were soon carried far in-
to the lake. After tacking about for an hour
and upwards, I was preparing to return to land
when before I was aware of it, the sail jibed,
and my boy, who was shifting his seat at the
moment, lost his balance, and was-iprecipilated
into the water. In an instant I plunged after
him; caught him as he was sinking for the last
time, and then with difficulty regained the boat,
deposited my senseless burthen at the bottom,
with his head on my coat; shook out every reef
in the sail, and shot shore-ward with the speed
of an arrow.

"On reaching home I sent off for a medical
neighbor, by whose timely aid my darling was
soon recovered; but, alas! aboat a week after
the accident, we found his appetite begin to
fail, and his laughing eye to grow dull, while a
numbing leaden apathy succeeded his former
vivacity,

" "Tis the scarlet fever he has got,' said the
physician, in reply to our anxious inquires;
'nevertheless, there is no cause for apprehension,
his constitution is in his favor; and in a few
days, by good nursing, I have no doubt we shall
bring him round.

"Accordingly by day and night Marie and
m self hold one long unbroken vigil by our
child's bedside, and never was child so patient
—so grateful for our attention. Even when
exhausted with pain he had still a languid smile
for us; and when he saw me, overcome with ap-
prehension, bury my head in the pillow, he
would endeavor to raise himself, and flinging
his arms about my neck, whisper he wa9 sure
he should soon be well.

"On the fifth day the fevor had made suah
alarming progress that the physician warned
me to prepare myself for the worst. Oh God.
I could not—dared not do so. What, the pride of
my manhood—the hope of my age-the main link
of the chain thai hold me to existence—'the loved
and lovely boy in whose welfare two hearts
were bound up ;—what, this child go, and leave
us behind? No, no—it could not be—I would
not believe it.

"It was late in the evening, when we wore
keeping our usual watch by his pillow, that ©n
waking from a short feverish doze, we saw our
child's eye begin to wander. Delirium had
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come on him, and he no longer knew us; though
even in his ravings the words 'Papa*—'Mama'
were constantly on his lips, My wife was the
first to mark the change, which I no sooner saw
than I flung myself on my knees beside the
bed, and prayed in a paroxysm of agony that
the bitter cup might pass away. 'Great God.'
I cried,- 'spare this child ! If one must suffer,
let me be the victim. I am the guilty one. On
me then shower down all the vials of your
wrath, but for his innocent mother's sake,
spare, oh spare this child !' Vain prayex ! The
sluggish night crawled on—day broke—attained
its meridian—and travelled westward—yet still
no change. There he lay, wholly unconscious
of who watched beside him, freshning his fur-
red lips, and pressing him to their hearts of
heart, as though death could never seize him
in that embrace.

"The next day wore on, and still no change ;
but towards evening his delirium began visibly
to abate, and when our medical friend called,
he comforted us by the assurance, that if he had
strength enough to bear up, he might possibly
recover. In an instant so excited had been
our feelings—we sprang from despair to con-
fidenCe; and in the wild glee of the moment, I
insisted on Marie, who was now worn out with
fatigue, taking a few hours' repose. With
some reluctance she complied, and I sate up a-
lone—no, not alone, for hope was with me,
pouring balm into my troubled spirit.

"My boy, mean time, slept on, and I felt that
such sweet slumber must be the harbinger of his
recovery. Presently I saw him move, and the
faint semblance of a smile light up his faded
eye. Merciful powers ! there was intelligence
in his glance, and as I bent over him, the tears
of gratitude dropping fast down my cheeks, he
put out his pretty pouting lip, and whispered,
•Don't cry, 'Papa'I shall be better soon ; and
then, as if the effort were too much for him,
sunk again into slumber.

"Oh, what a load was lifted from my mind
when I beheld this encouraging symptom.—
•Come,' said I, 'I too have earned the right of
a few minutes' repose; I can afford to relax a
little now,' and following Marie's example, I
leaned back in my chair and slept. How plea-
sant was that sleep, brief though it was, and
snatched from the depths of despair! I dream-
ed that it was a cool, fresh, spring morning,
and that I was taking a walk with my darling
through meadows fed by cheerful waters, on
whose surface the green dragon-fly sported; and
which no sooner caught the young rogue's eye,
than, attracted by its glitter, he flew after it,
ankle-deep in flowers, shouting and laughing
with all the irresponsible glee of childhood,
while the wind Vew about his glossy ringlets,
and health's ruddiest glow blushed en-his sweet
face. Proud was I to witness his happiness ;
proud to hear the nei. hbors, as we returned
home to breakfast, congratulate me on his re-
covery; and proud—ob very proud !—to see his
fine, dark, earnest eyes.thank them eloquently
for their kindness to 'Papa.1

"From this exhilarating dream I was rous-
ed by the loud scream of Marie. 'Edward, Ed-
ward,'she said wringing Jier hands in anguish
,-'Iook at our child! He does not stir! He
does not even breathe !" Can he be'

"'Hush 'hush you silly girl, you will disturb
him ;, and I put my ear close to his mouth, to
hear if I could catch even an indistinct respira-
tion, while my wife lushed to the table, snatch-
ed up the candle, and held it over the features
of the unawakened child. Long and earnestly
abe gazed ; but, alas ! without avail, for there
was not the slightest movement; not so much
as a single pulsation. He lay, like some ex-
qtjisitely chiselled marble, with the ringlets
thickly clustering on his wan, transparent
brow; the heavy lidw closed over his eyes, and
a smile on his face, such as that which we see
in the west, -when the serene summer sun has
juat set. Driven to desperation by his perfect
stillness, I shook him—raised up his head—cal-
led him wildly by his name. Still no stir. Still
no symptoms of vitality. Marie could bear this
no longer ; and early as was the hour,—it was
just but daybreak,—hurried offfor the physician.
Ah, long before she returned, the truth was but
too well ascertained. My child was dead ! Dar-
ling boy ! He had died at the very moment
when in dreams his father had restored him.—
Yes, he through whose purer nature I had trus-
ted to make atonement to society ;- he whom I
had so proudly reared as a hostage for my future
conduct; be who had just taught me what

it was to be a parent; wh> had almo«l rcoon.
ciled me to mysell ; and who, I had hoped,
would have closed my own eyes;—.he, that
white soul without a stain ; whose eye had ncv.
er looked otherwise than as his artless na«
ture prompted-—he.—the happy—the beauti-
ful—'the affectionate-—was gone for ever.—
Perhaps in his last agony he had awoke, and
looked round for that heartless—heartless pa-
rent who lay indolently sleeping beside him.—
Perhaps he had attempted to call en my name,
and slratcTi out his feeble arms to give one part-
ing embrace, but finding me not, had passed a-
way into eternity, thinking himself deserted.—
And the next day was his birth-day !—Man
—man, were you ever a father?

"When my wife returned with the doctor,
she found me, stretched, a raging lunatic, on the
floor. I laughed—I shouted—I blasphemed—I
invoked curses on myself and the whole world ;
and seizing the physician with the grasp of a
lion, kept demanding him to surrender up my
boy, till my strength failed, and I was carried
senseless to bed.

"It was weeks before I fully regained my
consciousness; but when I did awake, I awoke an
altered man. My boy was gone; I had nothing
henceforth to live for. True, my wife still sur-
vived but she could not be to me what she had
once been. She could not £11 up the^void his loss
had made in my heart. I loved her—deacly
loved her—but my child was the object of my
idolatry. I lived but in him. I had hope but
through him. He had strengthened and confirm,
ed all the noble sensibilities which his moth-
er had first called forth; and his humanizing in-
fluence removed, my old sullen habits, having
no longer any thing to divert them, came back,
in the fuller force, that they had been so long
dispelled.

"Though I strove as much as possible to re-
press these feelings, yet Marie soon discovered
that I was a changed man, and even increased
my moroseness, by the meek, but mute upbraid-
ings of her countenance. Often I caught her
in tears, returning from the boy's grave, and
on these occasions—strange as it may seem—a
maudlin peevishness would steal over me, just
as though I were jealous of a mother's affection
for her son.

"But anothsr feeling of a far worse charac-
ter now began to steal over mo. With the sus-
picion inseperable from guilt, I took into my
head that during my delirium I had revealed
that awful secret which I dared not even whis-
per to myself. When once this crossed my
mind, it is astonishing how deep it struck its
roots there. 'How grave,' said I, 'Marie look,
ed this morning at breakfast! Methought,
when she addressed me, there was something
almost of sternness in her manner. There must
be some cause for this,' and thus I went on tan-
talizing myself, attributing that to abhorrence
on my wife's part, which, had not my mind
been perverted, I should hav» known was the
combined result of grief, and my own altered
conduet towards her. Ah, when confidence.
between man and wife is once blighted, it never
blossoms again ! The transient franknesses
that may spring up afterwards, are but as the
scanty gleanings after the full harvest has been
reaped.

"A whole year had now elapsed since my
boy's death, and though still attached—how
could it be otherwise?—to his mother, yet 1
had coased to feel that deep, unreserved affec-
tion for her, which I had once felt. We wore
no longer one, but two. Never was man more
wretched that I at this period, for the one bright
episode in the story of my life having been
brought to a close, my thought., re'apsed in'o
their old channel, no longer dwelling with
hope on the future, but even in despair on the
past. Whenever I now addressed Marie, it
was with my grave—not to say a formal—air,
as if I were under a perpetual fear of commit-
ting myself; and this (so it appeared to her
studied coldness soon began to have a visible
effect on her health, Our medical neighbor was
the first to perceive the alteration, and attri.
buting it to the shock occasioned by our child's
death, warned,that if I did not change the scene,
he wou'd not be answerable for my wife's life.

"To this t unhesitatingly assented, and as
Marie embraced the proposal with equal eager,
ness, in the hope that it might be beneficial to
us both, we let our cottage, and after visiting
Switzerland, Italy, and the Low Countries, took
up our abode, for. three year.s in, the soujh of
France.,

"During the first year or two of our wander"
inge, the incessant bustle in which we lived,
seldom remaining more than a month in a place,
produced an evident improvement in my wife's
health; but when he had come to settle at Aving-
ton, and had returned to our usual monotonous
way of living, my gloo;n returned too, and
it with my wife's indisposition. Yet for a while*
except in her hollow eye, and the*Bubdued tones
of her voice, once so joyous in their music,
there was no ojtward traces of decay. The
wound that was wearing her to the grave bled
inwardly.

" 'Edward,' she said to me, one evening, pres.
sing gently my arm, I t is useless longer to hide
from you what you must too soon know. I am
dying. You start, but it is even so. The shaft
that pierced you, has pierced me too, and in a
short time we shall know each other no more.
Yet I do not bewail my lot, for circumstances,
to which I need not allude more particularly,
have long since forced on my mind the sad
conviction that I have not only lost my child,
but my husband also.1

" 'Lost me !' I replied,, 'not so; I never loved
you dearer than at this very moment, when you
imagine me estranged from you. But grief,
Marie, grief—undying grief has soured my tern,
per, and made me seem what I am not, and
never can be, my love, to you.'

"The evident sincerity with which I said
this, ivas not without its effect on my wife,
and she resumed,—'I do not blame you, Ed-
ward. Heaven knows, I acquit you of want of
feeling, but oh ! I fear something dreadful, of
which I must know nothing, has long been
preying on your mind. I ask not your confi-
dence, but, believe me, I am not unworthy to
shere it.'

" 'I was staggered by the earnestness, and
for the moment hesitated what reply to make.—
But soon my stern, indomitable pride decided
me. Should I confess all; sink"myself for ever
in my wife's esteem, and perhaps break her
heart by the communication? ^Io, I would not.
Be the consequences of my reserve what they
might, I was resolved to preserve nay character
untarnished to the last.

"In pursuance of this determination Ten.
deavoured to laugh away Marie's suspicions,
but the very way in which I did so, only served
to strengthen them, and she replied, 'I would
fain believe you Edward, but in spite of myself,
my heart misgives me, During that dreadful
illness of yours, which followed our'

" 'Hah ! What of that illness? Speak, wo.
man. Did I say any thing? Did I confess any
thing in my delirium?'

" 'No, no,1 she answered evasively, «I meant
not that. You said nothing—indeed you did
not. Pray look more kindly? on me.'

"Her manner though it did not altogether
banish my distrust, yet for the time restored me
to composuse; so I contented myself with a-
gain conjuring her to dismiss all idea that I had
ceased to love her, or that aught beyond grief
was preying on my mind, and then turned the
conversation to the state of her own health.

"She listened to me attentively, and with ap.
parent conviction, and then, as if by mutual a-
greement, we dropped the subject for ever.—
That same week, however, her malady increas.
ed upon her, and made such rapid inroads on
her strength, that at the month's end she was
hardly able to leave hgr chamber. Bitter—most
bitter—were my reflections at this moment.—
When I marked my wife's attenuated figure; her
lustrous eye; thd one burning, hectic spot—
death's crimson banner—on her cheek, I felt
that I was her murderer—I, who was born to
be the curse of all connected with me.

"After a few months of suffering, borne with
that patient, uncomplaining- gentleness of which,
nothing could deprive her, her disorder seemed
to have sustained a check, and she seized the
opportunity of requesting me to return with her
to Constance.

" 'Edward,1' she said, «I shall never live to
see another spring; let me go back then to our
dear, dear lake, and be buried in the same grave
with my child. 'Tis a silly fancy,' she added
with a wan smile, 'but I do not think I could
rest in peace elsewhere.'

"Her dying wish was complied with, and the
very next day we set out on our return to the
cottage, whose threshold my poor wife was new
er again destined to pass alive. Yet, she-strug.
gled to the last with her malady, holding out
hope, for my sake, when hope was not, till at
length the golden, bowl was broken, a,nd.she quit»
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ted her transient home to take possession of her
rterunl one. The evening before her death she
grew perceptibly better; she even rose from her
Wd lor the purpose, as she said, paying a
faro well visit to her chiid'j grave; but the effo-t
was beyond her strength; a relapse took place,
and before morning her pure spirit had passed
away. She died in my arms, conscious to the
latest moment of existence; her last glance fixed
on me; her-spectral hand clasped in mine ; her
last words breathing unutterable affection.

"And now all were gone! Wife—child—and
with them, love—hope—-happiness—all, h'ad
passed away, and I stood in the autumn of my
life as in its spring, a blighted, solitary being.
My heart was leafless; the green sap in my
thoughts was dried up; I was a thunder-splin-
tered yew withering alone in a churchyard.—
Constance, onre se loved, was henceforth hate,
ful to me! Irermined, therefore, but to witness
"the last rites paid to Marie, than quitted it for
ever. Day was just breaking, when from a
neighboring height I turned round to take one
parting glance at the spot where reposed the
ashes of the only two beings I had ever loved—
who had ever loved me. Bright fell the f=un-
shine on that still churchyard; but they felt it
not; henceforth 'twas deepest night with them
—an eternal, dreamless sleep; the laughing
voice of spring—the raging winter wind—the
chirp of birds—the stir of human footsteps above
their heads—sunrise with its golden pomps, and
twilight with its lightening shadows, nothing
should wake them more. They were gone to
that phantom world, where sense is not—nor
light, nor sound—-nor joy, nor grief—nor
hope, nor despair! Casting my eyes in another
direction, I could see my own cottage, with the
early smoke ascending from its chimney; and
the white sails of the fishermen glistening on
the bosom of that lake which I had so often
crossed with Marie and her child. 'Blessed
Elysium,' said I, as the carriage slowly bore me
away, how many happy days have I not owed
to you! There in that sequestered sivan dwel-
ling, with the lawn sweeping down towards the
B ater, hope first stirred within me ! There I
first sought repose of mind, and found it. But
the charm is broken now. Dear wife, still
Nearer child, farewell; we have parted to meet
no more, for where you have gone, I must nev-
er come,'and as this wintry conviction swept
howling across my brain, my heart became ice,
and I felt as if all humanity were chilled for
ever within me !"

CHAPTER VIII.
When the stranger had come to an end with

his narrative, he rose from his seat, and paced
hurriedly up and down the room, as though he
were desirous of banishing the many tender and
mournful recollections it had conjured up. But
for a while his efforts were fruitless. The
father—the husband—get the better of the mis.
anthropist; he seemed choking with grief; and
at last retiring to a comer at (he further ex-
tremity of the room, he fairly gave himself up
to his emotions, and sobbed and wept like an
infant. Bursts of tenderness like these, when
they break out in dark, rugged natures, like
sunshine in the midst of a thunder-storm, for
the moment sweep all before them. Who for.
gets the anecdote of Napoleon and the village
bells of Brienlz? He was riding late one day
over a battle-field, gazing stern and unmoved on
the dying and the dead that strewed the ground
by thousands about him, when suddenly "those
evening bells" struck up a merry peal. The
Emperor paused to listen; memory was bl^y
with the past; he was no longer the conqueref
of Austerlitz, bu» the innocent happy school-boy
at Brentz; and dismounting from his horse, he
seated himself on the stump of an old tree, and
to the astonishment of Rapp, who relates the
circumstance, burst into tears.—The rock was
smitten, and the living waters came gushing
from it.

The attorney, affected by the stranger's an-
guish, was about to approach him, with a view
of consoling him, after his own blunt, homely
fashion, when the wretched man, roused by the
sound of his tread, turned fiercely round, and
indignantly brushing the tears from his eyes,
•aid—"Resume your seat, s'r, for I have yet
much to tell you."

"Not now—not now—I have heard ton much
already; spare yourself then, if not me; these
emotions will kill you else."

"No emotions!'* replied the stranger scorn.
folly, ''you are yet but a shallow judge of char.
teier, Mr. Evans. My late show of softness

has, I fear, deceived you. However, be the
softness what it may, remember, it was not I
who Volunteered a confession of it, but you who
wrung it from me, and Buch being the case, you
quit not this room till you have heard me to a
close.

"As you please, sir," said the attorney, dis-
gusted with the stranger's inflexible pride and
sternness, even while he compassionated his
sufferings. Pride indeed, or rathor revenge—
two vices by no means uncommon in the Welsh
character—were, after all, the only thing ofna-
tive growth in his heart. His was one of those
fierce, unyielding characters which, like th«|
oak, defy the tempest that has left them bare
and branchless. As for the gentle sensibilities,
they had been so effectually kept down and
trampelled on during his infancy and a great
portion of his manhood, that when they did
stike late root in the breast, their growth,
though rapid and promising while it lasted, was
but brief, like that of seeds dropped on an un-
congenial soil, which scarcely make their ap-
pearance above ground, ere they droop and pass
away.

When both parties had resumed their places,
Evans finding that the stranger, dispite his
well-meant hint to the contrary, was bent on
making what he called, "a cle'an breast of it,"
took the opportunity to ask him—though his
voice faltered a little while he put the query—
what could possibly have induced him to return
to a spot fraught with so many frightful recol-
lections.

This question startled the stanger, who was
sunk in reverie. Rousing himself, however,
and looking steadily at his catechist, while he
pointed to the lamp on the table, he replied,
"do you see the blind, predestined moth, impel,
led by the strange instinct of nature, upon the
very death which it most dreads? Just the
same instinct, or fascination—call it by what
name you please—that is now luring that insect
to its destination, lured me also to this spot.—
Fain would I have found a grave elsewhere, but
an invisible monitor was ever at my elbow,
whispering in my spell-bound ear here my days
were destened to have an end; that detection in
this sure disguise which sorrow had flung round
me was impossible: and that if I hoped for par-
don, here, where the crime was committed,
here must the expiation be made. And am I
not hourly making the expiation? I, who in
order to acquit myself with eclat"—and here the
stranger laughed convulsively—"forgoe even
the tempting luxury of suicide? What, com-
pared to mine is the penance of your catholic
devotee? He scourges his body, I, my soul.—
He, the frantic, braves the midnight in the lone
chapel before the cross—I the murderer, brave
it in the haunted home of the murdered! But
enough of this,"" continued the desperate man,
assuming an abrupt gaity, which was even more
withering than his despair; "in discoursing
with my guest, I must not farget than I a:n his
host;" and so saying, he quitted the room.

He was absent only about ten minutes, yet
when he returned, his manner, an-d even his
countenanee, had undergone a startling change.
His cheeks were white as those of a corpse;
there was a fixed stoney stare in his eye; and
his whole air was that of one in whom the
promptings of a better nature has been strug-
gling, but in vain, with some inflexible tenacity
of purpose. Evans looked at him with aston-
ishment. "Can this be the man," he thought
to himself, "who but a short while si>ice was
melted to almost woman's weakness? Why
he's no more like what he was, when he was
telling me abuut his child, than I am like a
goat! Well, grief plays strange tricks with us
all."

Mean time, the stranger had resumed his seat
at the table, and placed on it a bottle nearly
full of red wine, together with two of thoso ca-
pacious gobluts which were in fashion among
the Welsh squirearchy during the last century,
he filled»them both with wine, and handed the
smallest of the two to Evans; but as if instant-
ly recollecting himself, he exchanged it for the-
larger one, saying, with a forced effort at cairn,
ness. "Take this, man, this—nay, no excuse,
you are my guest, you know, and the best tlvftt
I have is of course yours," and bowing with an
air of studied courtesy to Evans,, he emptied
his own goblet at a draught.

The sudden familiarity oFthe stranger's man.
ner, together with the visible trembling of his
hand as he handed the ghss to the attorney, at
once reviled all the la.tter'8 distrust, tie hesi-

tated accordingly to follow his example—more
especially when he saw, or fancied he saw, that
the wine in his own goblet was of a deeper
tint than that in the bottle—and he was about
pleading indisposition as an excuse, when a
noise, apparently in the lawn below, drew his
host's attention to the window. Evans seized
the favorable opportunity, and emptied his glass
quietly and dexterously into the dust and ashes
on the hearth, just as the stranger, satisfied that
his ears had deceived him, ha.d returned to his
place.

" So," Baid he, looking at the emptied goblet,
while his eyes gleamed with a sudden wild light
like a maniac's, when his fit is coming on him,
" you have done justice to the ^jod wine, I
see."

" Yes," replied the attorney, smacking his
lips with well-affected relish, " and capital it
is."

" Yet it is apt to. disagree with some consti-
tutions," replied the stranger, with a sneer, then
raising his voice, he continued, " do you re-
member the old Spanish legend of the monk and
the devil V

"No," said Evans, wondering what was to
come next.

" Listen, then. Confident in his own supe-
rior sagacity, the ghostly father one d»y took it
into his head that he could fathom the character
and designs of the Tempter, who Jiad assumed
the disguise of an anchorite, and taken up his
abode in a lone cave near the monk's convent.—
'Twas a foolish curiosity, and how, think vou,
was it rewarded ?"

" I know not."
" Why, the Devil allowed himself to appear

the dupe; lured the officious fool to his cell ;
and then"—

" Well, and what then ?"
" The monk was never seen alive again /" was

the reply, delivered in a low thrilling whisper,
like an adder's hiss, " for the floor of that soli-
tary cave kept well its secret, as the vaults of
this house may do. Yes, fool," pursued the
stranger with frantic vehemence, " meddling
mischievous fool, that monk's fate is yours !
It was to throw you off your guard that I reveal-
ed to you my life's tragedy, which, stamped as
it was throughout with truth, I was resolved
you should never live to make public. Did you
imagine that I would have betrayed that awful
secret to you which I withheld from the wife of"
my own bosom ? Surrender up my pride—my
character—nay, ray very life itself into your
custody, if I had not made sure-of my victim ?
I hated you from the first moment I beheld you;
and I now hate you with a deadlier rancor than
ever, for your knowledge of my crime, and the
weakness-into which you have betrayed me."

" Mr. Glendovery," replied Evans, calmly in.
terrupting this frenzied burst, " I have given
you no cause for such hatred. True, when ' I
first sought you, it was with hostile feelings ;
but I have since heard your confession, and I
pity more than I condemn."

" Pity, wretch ! I scorn your pity—I defy it
I loathe it—as I do all tint wears the human
form, and you worst of all, for that mean, mis-
chievous curiosity which has forced me to
wrench open the cells of memory, and expose
the ghastly objects that lie there. But you shall
not live to exult in your triumph. No, at this,
very moment death is at work wilhin you. In
the draught you but ju-4 now drained to iho
dregs, lurked a subtlo poison which I had re-
served for my own use, but which"

" What, you confess, then?" said Evans ca.
gerly.

"Yes, fool ; but to whom ? To the dead, and
they tell no tales."

" The dead !" said the aMorn y, starting from
his seat; " not so, man of bloorl. Tliongli you
feel porsuaded that yon have perpetrated a sec.
ond murJer—and on him, too, who despite his
conscience, would have stood bi tween you aiwt
the scaffold, yet your craft has for once ove#.
reached itself. The poison you designed for me
now l.es among, those ashes."

For an instan-t, the stranger stood like one
slupi&sd ; at length. '• H>ah, is it even so ?" he
shouted, while his red, dilated eye kindled like a
livo coal ; "-there is. then no way left but this ;"
and lushing on Evans, and seizing him like a
tiger by the throat, ho was within an ace of
throttling him—so sudden had been his assault,
and such energy had frenzy lent to his emaciated
frame—when bhe man by a desperate effbrt shook
off his gra9p, and hurrying 10 the window* gave
a long, shrill, whistle.
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11 Lost—irrecoverably lost—Oh God •!'• ex-

claimed the stranger, while at that moment a
rush of footsteps was heard on the staircase ;
the door flew wide open, and the sexton and the
apothecary entered the room.

11 Seize that murderer," said Evans. The
men advanced to arrest the maniac—for such he
now really was, baffled revenge having given
the last stunning shock to a brain already more
than half shattered—but glaring on them as if
his very look had power to kill, they wereso
Bhocked by the expression of his countenance,
that they stood stock still, as if rooted to the
ground.

•'Hah! hah!" shouted the madman, pointing to-
wards Evans, who stood in the deep shadow near
the door, hesitating how to act, " so you have
come at last. Well, I have been a long time
expecting you. They told me you were dead.—
But what of that ? The dead can walk. Is it
not so, brother ? Yet, wherefore that spectral
look ? I have not yet done the—hush, not a
word—what we do, we must do quietly. Draw
the curtains—draw them close—closer still, I
say—how can I kill him with that white, glitter-
ing moon looking in upon us? Now—now
strike.- Oh God, I dare not ! That pale—pale
phantom with the child in her hand rises be-
tween me and him ! See, she draws nearer—
nearer—the little arms too are stretched out to—
wife, child—I knew they would not die, and
leave me all alone. Hah. that threatening form
again ? Off, fiend—I defied you living ; I defy
you dead," and tossing his arms wildly above
his head, the stranger staggered—fell—and
when Evans and his companions, recovering
their self-possession, hastened forward to raise
him from the floor they found that life was ex-
tinct. In the violence of his paroxysm, he had
burst a blood-vessel.

He was buried in a remote corner of Plass-
wynnock churchward, and to this hour the be-
lated villager never passes his grave, or the
Manor-House, where his appalling crime was
committed, without a quickening of the pu!se,
as if both were still haunted by hip ghost.

From the Commercial Advertiser.

MARCHING THE WAVE.
"This is an age"—(We beg the New York

Observer's pardon, that phrase is prohibited for
a week.) "We are a people"—(we beg every
body else's pardon : that phrase is worse yet.)—
How, then, shall be begin what we have to say?
We have written so many descriptions in our
day, of festivals and pageants by land and sea;
we have so often been called to paint the beau-
ties of our noble harbor, and the gay fleets that,
on gala days, sport therein ; we have so often
written of countless thousands streaming forth
upon the Battery, swarming like bees, in mass-
es, upon the parapet ef Castle Garden, and scul-
tering upon the roofs of houses contigouus ; we
have so frequently attempted to portray these
aquatic spectacles which can no where else,
without the rings of Saturn, be arranged and
carried through in such brilliant ptyle as in New
York, that our stock of descriptive language
fails, and we have nothing that it is now left to
say. We were the first to quote the spirited a-
postropheto steam by Dr. Darwin—since which
time the beautiful passage has been kept on its
travels through the newspapers, until we have
sickened at the sight. Like "the tomb of the
Capulets," the "all conquering arm" of steam—
Phoebus what a metaphor !—is constantly kept
before us. So too, of Byron's poetical figure—
"She walks the water like a thing of life," &c.
We were the first to snatch the couplet from the
book, and clap it into a regular steamboat ar-
ticle ; and from that day. to this, throughout all
the waters and newspapers of the land, our
steamers have been "walking" "like tilings of
life," until we have long since wished that By.
ron had never swept his lyre to such a steam-
boat strain. Leaving, then, all attempts to be
particularly fine, we proceed in plain prose to
tell how the GREAT "WESTERN set out yesterday
to look after the EASTERN, and how the people
went to see her off.

In the first place, as the people of New York
seldom remember any thing but their debts lon-
ger than a day, it is necessary to remind them
that the day was particularly fine. The steeds
of Apollo travelled their sapphire pathway in
fiery splendor, while there was just wind enough
to brace the nerves, to display the streamers of
the different sorts of water-craft, and to heave
up the sea in wavelets flashing in the sun-beams

like liquid emeralds and gold. Of course—the
government having so disposed of the business of
the country that the people have little to do—
every body had time to turn out and see what
was to be seen. And this they were the more
ready to do, inasmuch as the sourness of the
weather bad kept them within doors for a week
before, and it is well for the people of this clou-
dy world to look upon the sun when they can.

The Great Western had been steamed round
to the north end of the battery—pier No. one,
North River—(a description, to be perfect must
>̂e particular.) The clock, however, had struck
one but once, before the people began to pour
forth in swarms that were countless, to gaze up-
on the spectacle. Broadway and Greenwich-st.
and all the streets therewith connecting, were
filled with people wending to the Battery, and
to the different steamers advertised to accompa-
ny the "long, low, black-looking1' four.masicd
ship with a chimney. Before two o'clock the
battery was crowded so closely as to test the u-
tility of a strong iron paling. Castle Garden ,
was packed like a theatre on those popular nights
when horses and rope-dancers, and "real water"
usurp the dominion of Shakspears.

The windows of the surrounding houses were
filled, and their roofs cloud-capped with people.
The wood-piles at the steam boat wharves were
covered, and the masts and rigging of the ship-
ping filled with climbing bipeds, after the man-
ner of the forests at the battle of the River Rais-
in. Added to all which were twelve steamers,
having on board from five hundred to a thousand
passengers each—all destined to accompany the
great stranger down to the Hook, and all deco-
rated with flags and streamers, pendants and
tanners, as though another Lafayette Were about
to arrive, or the great lakes were again to be
wedded by another De Witt Ciinton to the o-
cean. Red with animation were the cheeks of
beauty, and bright the cyea that sparkled upon
the living scene.

For an hour before, the Great Western had
been smoking like a sub-marine volcano, and
hissing furth her hot breath like a chafed sea-
serpent. At length the hour of two arrived—
Captain Hosken appeared upon the wheel-house
—the cry of all ashore sent hundreds tumbling
into the dock—the threat of the safety-valve
was shut—and with a mighty heave the ship
began to move—slowly, at first, like an ice-berg
or a kraken—but gathering speed a< she went,
she pushed her way a short distance up the North
river, when, obedient as a Cossack horse to the
bit, she loomed round, and pointing her bows to
her parent land, commenced proudly to plough
her way to the ocean.

Long, loud, and hearty were the cheers from
thirty thousand voices on shore. Ding-Hong
went the tiny bells from the fleet of steamers,
which now shot forth from the wharves, and
gave chase like a flock of sparrows floating in
the swooping course of the condor. While the
last preparations for the departure were making,
the band of the Greast Western struck up the

| air—"Behold how brightly breaks the morning."
Thcbands on the other steamers played what-
ever they pleased. As the ship moved away,
her band struck up "Hail Columbia," which was
returned from some of the boats "by "God save
the Queen."

A large party of gentlemen, and several ladies,
proceeded down (o the lower harbor in the ship
—amonaf the former of whom were His Excel-
lency Gov. Marcy, Hon. William H. Seward,
and other distinguished gentlemen—literary,
scientific, professional and editorial. From the
top-mast of the .ship floated a banner quartered
with the flags of England and the United States
—the stars of our country b?ing blended with
the cross of St. George, on the. dexter point,
and the stripes occupying the ground of the
lower sinister quarter. This union of the flags
of the two countries on the Fame ground, wa.s a
happy conceit—forming a compliment equally
delicate and appropriate.

The sail through the harbor was an hour of
glory. Nothing equatic could have been more
beautiful than the appearance of the fleet—
their countless flags streaming above, like me-
teors in the heavens, while the waters beneath
were wrought into maddened and milk-like foam
by the action of the wheels. Neptune himself
was believed to have retreated to the cave in de-
spair, since he was not seen during the day.
while the tritons held fast to the shad-poles to
keep from being swept away, and the minnows
must have been knocked into chowder.

Having got well under way, the passengers

on board the Western were invited to partak6

of a substantial collation spread upon several ta-
bles in the saloon cabin, and moistened by the
choicest brown sherry and Champaigne, The
health of Captain Hosken, and success to the
Great Western proposed by Mr. R. M. Blatcb-
ford, was drunk in a bumper, whereupon the
steamer Providence came alongside and took
off such of the passengers as chose not to visit
Bristol the present week. The steamers, how-'
ever, did not take leave of their noble competi-
tor until they had swept down the bay abreast of
Mr. Gilbert Davis's luxuriant garden of Coney
Island. They then wheeled about—exchanged
cheers with the passengers and crew of the snip
—soothed the melancholy of parting friends
with music—and arrived at the city again at
half past five o'clock—before which hour the
Great Western had crossed the threshold of San-
dy Hook,and entered upon the up-heaving ocean.

Among the smaller articles of freight which
the Great Western carries out, is one which will
be a novelty in England. It is a beautiful bo.
quet of flowers, culled from Mr. Thorburn's
garden at Hallett's Cove, and is intended for the
Queen. It was enclosed in a tin ease, heremet-
icaUy sealed, with a plate glass cover. It was
prepared at the suggestion of- Lieut. Carpenter,
and so prepared that it is is hoped it will be
preserved with freshness to be presented next
week to the Queen, at Windsor Castle. It will
be the first nosegay which her Majesty ever re-
ceived from the gardens of her western neigh-
bors.

Thus has ended the first visit of Mr. John
Bull in his 6teamers—and a proud visit it has
been. He has shown us specimens of his work-
manship in the steaming line, vying with—nay.
surpassing any macninery of the kind ever seen
in this country. A single glance at this ma-
chinery, and the perfection of its workmanship,
at once satisfies the beholder of its strength and
safety. And the moment the machinery begins
to move, the opinion is confirmed. Notwith-
standing its power, not a jar is heard ; and those
accustomed to the clacking of the machinery of
American boats, and the jarrings of every stroke
would be astonished on board the Great Wes-
tern, at the silence and stillness of motion.—
While at table yesterday, at a speed which kept
ahead of our swiftest boats, the passengers sup-
posed the ship had stopped, because of its en-
tire stillness.

In regard to the visits of these vessels, aud
the evidences of popular feeling which have
been displayed, we look upon them with far dif-
ferent emotions than we do upon ordinary ordi-
nary feastings and celebrations. The chain of
friendship between the two nations has not only
been brightened, but greatly strengthened.^-
When two such nations as England and the U-
nited States—speaking the same language >
haying the same origin—professing the same re-
ligion—and having so many and such ^ast in.
terests in common—are brought as it were into
the relations of neighborhood—visiting each
other once a fortnight—and partaking of each
ethers hospitality—it is scarcely possible to bring
them into a slate of hostility. Maintaining
such relations and bound together by so many
kindred ties, we cannot go to war with each
other. Hence we look forward to a long career
of prosperous and generous rivalship in com.
merco which will elevate both nations as high
as an honorable ambition can desire.

Prom the Massillon (Ohio) Gazette.

RETURN OF THE CAPTIVE.
Our citizens, yesterday morning, were intro-

duced to the acquaintance of John Wood, a
man whose tale of sorrow could not fail of in-
teresting the heart, however callous, or however,
prone to incredulity. A meagre sketch can
only be given now. The ample history of his
misfortunes may hereafter be presented to th«
world—and, if given by a master hand, will
command the interest, and enlist the sympathy
of the public, when the mawkish productions of
fiction, which now cumber our bookstores and
insult our taBte, shall have become despised and
forgotten.

In the war of 1819, John Wood, now fifty
years old, was a young and industrious farmer
in Bracken county, Kentucky. He was the
husband of a young and interesting woman,
and the father of two infant children. He was
living in happiness on a farm which he had
earned by his industry, when the gallant Cap-
tain Butler (who afterwards fell at the capUr*
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of the British batteries at Fort Meigs) raised his
flag, and solicited the hardy Kentuckians of
Bracken county to enroll themselves among the
defenders of their country* John Wood was
one of the number. He suffered all the priva-
|gp"9 to which the army of the norlh.west waa
exposed, during the disastrous campaign which
resulted in the defeat of \Vinch3ster at the Riv-
er Raisin. By good fortune ho escaped the
tomahawk of lhe savage allies of Great Britain,
and was sent a prisoner of war to Quebec.

lie was next, with other American prisoners,
despatched in a transport to Plymouth, in Eng-
land. From Plymouth, accompanied by a crowd
of fellow prisoners, he was about to be trans.
ferred to Dartmoor, when he found an oppor-
tunity to dude his guards and make his escape.
He wandered through the conntry, stealing
through byways, until he found himself at Bris-
tol. Hunger compelled him to enter a grocery,
the head quarters of a press-gang. Here he was
pressed, and despite his protestations that he
was a citizen of the'United States, and a fugi.
tive prisoner of war* facts which might have
been easily proven by reference to the military
authorities at Plymouth, he was hurried on board
His Majesty's Frigate Sea Horse, then the flag
ship of the celebrated Sir Peter Parker, and
compelled to bear arms against his own coun-
trymen.

On board the Sea Horse were several other
Americans, who, like Wood, had fallen victims
to the British system of impressment. They
determined on desertion; and <ivhen lying in
the port of St. Johns, they succeeded in secu-
ring a boat, in an extremely dark night, and at-
tempted to reach the eastern coast of tlie state
of Maine. They were iustantly pursued, and
were obliged to desert their boat on the shore of
New Brunswick, and seek safety in the woods.
After wandering about for two days, exhausted
with cold and hunger and fatigue, they were
apprehended by a party of British soldiers and
again transferred to the Sea Horse. The pun-
ishment that followed this act of desertion, was
inflicted with all that ingenious refinement of
cruelty for which the British navy is so cele-
brated.

The Sea Horse, attached to the squadron un -
der Admiral Cockburn, was shortly afterward
ordered into the Chesapeake, and took an ac-
tive part in the robbing, burning, and murder,
ing of the defenceless inhabitants of the coast.
Mr. Wood and the impressed Americans, were
never permitted to leave their vessel. He was
on board on the night when Sir Peter Parker
met his fate on shore. A few days subsequent
to this event, he, in company with seven other
impressed American *, attempted an escape in
broad day light, by boldly "jumping into a boat
along side, and pulling rapidly for the shore.—
One of the number was shot by the sentinel on
duty. The others reached the beach, but were
apprehended, immediately on landing, by a
party of marauders belonging to the Sea
Horse.

By order of Admiral Cockburn, they were
sent in irons to Nova Scotia, where, after un-
dergoing a trial, they were sentenced to be shot.
The sentence, however, was commuted to ser-
vice,in his Britannic Majesty's army in the East
Indies. They were accordingly shipped to Eng.
land, and thence with a regiment of newly
levied recruits, despatched to Calcutta. For 21
yeirs, Mr. Wood1* served as a private soldier in
the East India service ; and 18 months since,
when broken down in spirit and in constitution,
he was per nitted to sail for England. Desti-
tute and heart broken, he reached London, sta-
ted his case to the United States Consul, and
by him was furnished with the means of reach-
ing New York. He left New York in January,
and wended his weary pilgrimage toward the
home of his childhood.

It is now twenty-six years since he left his
wife and children in Kentucky; and not one
syllable has he heard, relative to their situation,
«ince the rroment of their separation. The
citizens here forced a few dollars upon him, for,
poor, and decrepid as he is, he still possesses
all the pride of a Kentuckian, and sent him on
His way in the stage to Wellsville, frem which
town he intends to embark on a steamboat for
Augusta, in Kentucky.

Fancy cannot help asking—what is now that
home to which the war-broken wanderer is re.
turning ? Will the wife of hie youth be ready,
io the fidelity of her early Jove, to hail the re.
turn of her long-lost husband ? Or will her du-
ty and affections have been given to another?

Or will she be reposing beneath the clods of the
valley ? And his children !—If living, they
must have long since entered upon the busy
scenes of life. Will they take the weary pil-
grim to their homes and to their bosoms ? A
thousand overpowering emotions must rush
upon the old man's heart, as his weary footstep
approaches the spot that was once his home !—
Fancy cannot fill the picture. May He who
* tempers the wind to the shorn lamb,' support
the aged wanderer in that eventful moment,
which is soon to witness, either the extacy of
iiis happiness, or the utter desolation of MB
hopes.

From the Southern Rose.
THE MAN OF LEISURE AND THE

PRETTY GIRL.
The man of leisure called on Monday on Miss

Emma Roberts, a blooming girl of seventeen.
Emma was clear starching. Talk about trials
of men ! What have they to annoy them in
comparison with the mysteries of clear-starch-
ing ; alas, how seldom clear ! Emma was go-
ing on in the full tide of success, indulging in
the buoyant thoughts of her age; there was a
soft light ^ibout her eye, as she drew out the
edge of a fichu, or clapped it wiih her small
hands as if they felt the impulse of young
hopes.

" I am sure Harry Bertram looked at this
collar last Sunday ; I wonder if he liked it,"
thought she, and a gentle sigh rustled the folds
of her morning robe on her bosom- Just then
the door bell sounded, and the man of leisure
walked into the setting room, where Emma,
with a nice establishment of smoothing irons,
etc., had ensconced herself for the morning.

•'You won't mind a friend's looking in upon
you," sBid Mr. Inklin,-with an at home sir.

Esmma blushed, loosened the strings of her
apron, gave a glance at her starched fingers, and
saying, " take a *eat sir." suspended her
work with a grace of natural politeness. In
the meanwhile, the starch grew cold, and the
irons were overheated. Emma was not loqua-
cious, and the dead pauses were neither few
nor far between. Emma rendered desperate,
renewed her operations, but with diminished
ardor, her clapping was feeble like the applause
to an unpopular orator ; she burnt her fingers,
her face became flushed, and by the time the
man of leisure had sitten out his hour, a
grey hue, and an indelible smutch disfigured
Henry Bertram's collar.

Mr. Inklin soon called again, and met Henry
Bertram. It was not the influence of coquetry,
but she talked more to Mr. Inklin than to Har-
ry, a modest youth, thrown somewhat in the
shade by the veteran visitor who outstayed
him. Harry, who was not a man of leisure,
could not call again for several days ; when he
did, Mr. Inklin dropped in before him, and was
twirling his watch-key with his cold wandering
eyes, and the everlasting affirmatives. Emma
sewed industriously, and her lashes concealed
her eyes. Hur cheeks were beautifully flushed
—but for whom ? Mr. Inkiin toyed with her
work-box, without seeming to know that he
was touching what Harry thought a shrine.

Harry looked a little fierce, and bade good
night abruptly. Emma raised her soft eyes
with a look that ought to detain a reasonable
man, but he mis prepossessed and the kind
glance was lost. Emma wished ?*Ir- Inklin at
the bottom of the sea ; but there he sat, looking
privileged becuuse he was a man of leisure.

The fastening of the window reminded him
that ke must go, for he did not limit his calls fo
an hour. Emma went to her bed room. She
was just ready to cry, but a glance at the mir-
ror showed sucJi bright cheeks that it stopped
the tears, and she fell into a passion. She tied
h«r night cap into a hard knot, and broke
the string in a pet.

" Harry Bertram is a fool," said she, " to let
that stick of a man keep him from me. I wish
I could change places with him,"—and sitting
down on a low scat, she trottod her foot and
heaved some deep sighs.

The man of Leisure, "just called in" twice
a week for three months. Report was busy ;
Harry's pride was roused. He offered himself
to an other pretty girl and was not refused.—
Emma's bright cheek faded, her step grew slow,
and her voice Was no longer to be heard in its
gay carol from star to star. She was never
talkative, but now she was sad. Mr. Inklin
continued to 'drop in,' his heart was a little
love-touched, but then there was time enough.
One evening he came with a Jaok of news.

"I have brought you a bit of Harry Bertram's
wedding cake," said he to E-mma.

Emma turned pale and then red, and burst
into tears; The man of Leisure was concerned.
Emma looked very pretty as she struggled with
her feelings, while the tears dried away; and
he offered her his heart and hand.

•' I would sooner he down in my grave, than
marry you !" said the gentle Emma, in a voice
so loud that Mr. Inklin started, and rushing to
her apartment, the china rang in the closet aa
she slammed the door. Mr. Inklin was aston-
ished. Poor Emma covered up her heart and
srailed again, but she never married, nor even
destroyed a flower that Harry Bertram gave her
when it was right for her love and hope. The
Man of Leisure bore her refusal with philoso-
phy, and continued to "drop in,"

Rubies and Emeralds.—We shall have scores
of Rubies and Emeralds, cheap and as good as
new. Professor Ellett, of the Seuth Carolina
College, has successfully repeated the experi-
ment of a French chemist for the production of
them artificially, and Professor Cooper vouches
for their excellence. The basis is pure alumine,
and the coloring matter bichromat of potash.
They are so hard as to scratch Agate. If the
specimen be taken as soon as fused, it is a ruby ;
if the heat be continued, the chromic acid is con-
verted into oxyde of chrome and an emerald is
the result. The specimens were of fine color,
transparent, and the experiment unobjectiona-
ble and satisfactory.

Curious.—-The experiment has lately been
performed in Philadelphia, by Dr. J.K.MITCHELL,
of reducing carbonic acid gas to the soild state.
It is stated that- the gas requires a pressure of
36 atmospheres to reduce it to the liquid form.—
When the pressure was removed, by opening a
small cock in the condensing apparatus, the
cold, produced by the rapid evaporation of the
liquid, was so great that the whole mass was
almost instantly reduced to the solid state; and
in this condition,~although the temperature could
not have been less than 180 degrees below zero
of Fahrenheit, it was handled and tasted by
many of the gentlemen present.

1 Mr L why have you so many eHemies?
' Can you not guess ?'
1 It is because you are too independent.'
' No.'
* You have slandered some influential party

leader.'
•No.'
• You have committed some rash act.'
"Not that either.'
'What then, pray?'
' I have been successful.'
A man waa telling Bass of a young .»UJ,

noted for her coldness of temperament—that
had lately died of an affection of the vilals.
'Affection of what?' cried the old man. 'Af-
fection of the lunjys,' was the reply. ' Very
like,' said Bass, ' I was sure it could not have
been an affection of the heart.''

Wedding Night of George the IV.—In the
"Life and Times of George IV," is this para-
graph : " Judge," said his much abused wife,
" what it was to have a drunken husband on
one's wedding day, and one who passed tl:o
greater part of the bridal night under the <TJ-IK*
where he fell, and where I left him."

"They have got a splendid omnibus in the
Roxbury line of stages, called the 'Regulator.'
This reminds us of an E.tglish pun : one eoachy
asked another, 'Jim, why is your team railed
the Regulator? Givo it up? Because all tha
other coaches go by it.' "

An Irishman, on being asked after the health
of his children, replied, " They arc all well,
but one born in this country. I must take I no.
to the green isle; for, by my soul, I believe he
is languishing for his native air, that he never
smelt at all."

A Valuable Privilege.—A wife in Maine can,
by a law of that State, divorse herself from a
common drunkard.

A Houshold Establishment.—A. wife, two
children,—a good fire in a cold day— a roak-
ing chair,—and a newspaper.

Rather Tall.—There is a man in Vermont • •
tall that he cannot tell when his toes are cold.
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A1L3LO3PAID)
Composed and dedicated to Miss MARY L. CHILD, by E. L. WALKER. Introduced ut the lust Concert of the Rochester Academy of Sacred Music. April 21, JE38.

Allegretto*

i tzizr-p^P ~r-^zrzr

THE MUSICAL AND UNMUSICAL EAR ;
Or, How to Enjoy Music.

A curious case, which recently occurred in
Germany, has excited a considerable degree of
interest among men of science who direct at-
tention to the theory of sounds. It may also
tend to afford some explanation of that pecu-
liar structure of the organ of hearing on which
depends the capability of enjoying music.—
The facts of the case are as follow :

Baron Groll, a wealthy landed proprietor of
Nuremberg, was remarkable for his dislike of
music. His antipathy to that delightful art
was such as to render him a sort of phenome-
non in harmonious Germany. This peculiarity
in the taste of the Baron was the more singu-
lar, inasmuch as his lady was a most accom-
plished musician. The Baroness and her
friends sought by every possible argument to
overcome the Baron's inconceivable antipathy ;
but their effects were useless—he continued
deaf alike to their reasoning and to the charms
of harmony.

The Baron and Baroness Gooll lived in splen-
did affluence and their house in Nurrumburg
was the frequent resort of a vast circle of ele-
gant company. At the numerous parties which
they were accustomed to give, the Baron did
the honor with delightful amenity. His con-
versation was animated and witty, and he was
always the gayest of the gay until the first
note of music was heard. A feeling of uneasi.
ness then took posession of him, a convulsive
movement was observable on his countenance,
and he was often obliged to withdraw from the
presence of the company to conceal feelings
which he could not control.

This strange peculiarity proved a pourf-e of-
considerable annoyance, to Baron G oil, and
not a little puzzled the Doctors of Nuremberg.
One of the medical professors of that city,
Doctor Schroeder, at length succeeded in ascer-
taining its cause. In the first place ho obser-
ved, that one of the Baron's oars was soine-
whnt longer than the other. This circumstance
suggested to the Doctor the possibility of bolli
ears not being at the same diapason, and that
thus might each be diffdrenlly affected by the
vibration of sonorous bodies. There might
consequently be transmitted 1O the brain mere-
\y a confused, obscure sensation, similar to
that which would be caused by two instruments
playing in two different keys. Every melody,
every harmony produced on the Baron the same
impression. All appeared a jumble of discord.
Was it to be wondered at that he disliked mu-
sic?

A very simple experiment served to confirn
the accuracy of Dr. Schrseder's observation
and opinion. He requested the Baron to stop
one of his ears,then going to the piano.he played
in C major the graceful allegro from the overture

to the Freischutz "How do you like that ?"
said he: "do you find it discordant?"—"Oh
no," replied the baron, "it is delightful ; pray
continue."—'• N~ow stop your other ear," said
the Doctor," again playing the allegro from
the Freischutz, and still in C major—" What
do you think of that?"—"It is exquisite," re-
plied the baron.—"Was it :!ie same piece as
that which I first played ?"—'It appeared to me
to be the same piece, only played in a different
key. You are playing it higher now." And
the Baron began to hum ttie subject in D major.

Thus was solved the mystery of Baron
Groll's profound dislike of music. How could
he possibly derive pleasure from any perfor-
mance, vocal or instrumental, which had, to
him, the effect of being sung or played in two
different keys simultaneously.

Fortunately, Doctor Schroeder's experiment
whilst it developed the cause of the phenome-
non, at the same time pointed out the remedy
for the evil. Baron Groll is now an enthusi-
astic lover of Music. In order to enjoy it, he
has only to take the precausion of putting a
little cotton into one of his ears.

EXTRAORDINARY ESCAPE.
Some days ago a young man of a village near

L'Orient, France, who had engaged himself as
a substitute in the army, gave one half the sum
hu received to his only rolatien, a sister, and
having embraced her took his departure to join
his regiment. Another man, who was present
at the parting scene,and afteiwajppls accompanied
the recruit to Vannts, returned*about 8 o'clock
to the abode of the forlorn girl, and knocked at
the door. Recognising his voice fihe let him in.
He in)mediately demanded the money she hail
received in the morning. The poor creature,
knowing ehe had no means of escape or rescue,
immediately complied ; but he insisted that she
should g ve him the wlmJe, which she did, and
on hur protesting that she had given him the
last sous told her she must die ; but give her
the choice of having her throat cut, or being
shot with a pistol, which he produced, or being
hung. The natural horror of blood induced
her to chouse the last mode of death. The
villian hereupon searched the house ; and find-
ing two ropes, he bound the poor girl hand and
foot with one, whilst he formed a slip.knot
with the other, and endeavored to fasten it to a
beam in the room. To acocmplish this it was
necessary for him to get upon the table. He
had just finished his task when his foot slipped,
the table fell from under him, and he was caught
by both the wrists in the noose he had made for
his victim. As he was unable to extricate him.
self, and had firmly bound his victim, he re.
inained suspended, and she in the position in
which he had left her for two nights and a day.
On the second morning the neighbors, finding

the house still shut up, knocked at the door, and
being answered by the low moaning of the girl,
forced their way in, and found her and the
faithless friend of her brother in the situation
above described." The poor girl was released,
and received every assistance her condition re-
quired. The man was taken down, secured,
and conducted to prison.

Disposal of the Dead.—Different nations
have had different modes of disposing of their
dead, but whatever mode keeps their ashes near
to us must preserve bright and obvious the links
that bind us to the past, and suggest us to the
future. I have sometimes regretted the man.
ner in which the Romans preserved their dead
was not in use among us, and have fancied an
apartment in our dwellings where the ashes of
our friends, saved from the "corrupting process
of the grave, should be cherished in monumen-
tal urns. 1 have imagined what, in this domes-
tic cemetery, would be the effect on our spirits of
the solemn hour of twilight, of prayer, of mid
night meditation, of sacrad music, of any of
those holy influences that seem to raise our
souls above the world, or to bring back the spi-
rits of the departed to mingle with ours here.
I have fancied the pleasure of pursuing our
daily employments with these hallowed memo-
rials before us—of sewing, reading, and writing
in their presence, as if they were still alive a-
mong us. 1 have calculated the power of ap-
peals to the living, in the presence of their
dead—to the impatient under the load of life—
to the sordid—to those eaten up with the caret
of the world—to the flippant and the viscious.
But this is idle. The customs of every age
and country spring from its actual condition,
and in our country, most especially, where roth,
ing is stationary upon its surface, the dead
should rest beneath it. What would become
of our domestic cemetery i;i dwellings rarely
tenanted by the same family for two successive
generation"? What would bcci.rne of the ash-
es of the fathers who have died in Massachu*
setts, when their children move to the valley of
the Mississippi, and their grand.children per-
chance to the Oregon \~Miss Sedgwick.

MARRIED.
On the 15th inst., by Rev. P. Church, Mr. CORNELLS

AUSTIN to Miss MARY WINTERS, both of this city.
On the 31at Murch, by Rev. C. Dtwey, Seneca 8.

Spencer, to Caroline Loom\a, all of this city.
On the 3nt.h ult., by the Rev. C. E. Furman, Mr. Win.

Dryer, to Miss Phebe Ball, nil of Victor.
At Nunda Valley.con the 6ih inat., by Rev. Mr. Ty-

lerston, Mr. CHAKLhS DANFOHTH, of this city, U»
Miss JULIA F. WARD, of Milfonl, Mass.

In Riga, on the 10th instant, by Rev. D. N. Merritt,
Mr Molzor Turner, to Miss Julia Kelley, all of RtRA.

In Whentliind, on the 10th instant, by the H»v. Mr.
B irtlelt, tlia Rev. Mr. Simonds, of Vermont, to Mist
Eliza Peabody, of the former place.

In Alabama, Genesee county, N. V., on the 10th inst.,
by the Rev. R. Whiting, of Elba, Mr. Russell Cheney,
late of Thetfbrd, Vt., to Miss Martha Forde, f Alb'
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From BlackrBoo&s Magazine.
TERRIBLE BATTLE OF EYLAU, Feb. 1806.

Never in the history of war did two armies
pasB a night under more awful and impressive
circumstances than the rival hosts who now
lay, without tent or covering, on the snowy ex-
panse of the field of Eylau. The close vicinity
of the two armies, the vast multitude assembled
in so narrow a space, intent only on mutual de-
struction, the vital interests to the lives and
fortunes of all which were at stake ; the win-
try wilderness of the scene cheered only by ihe
watch-fires, which threw only a partial glow on
the snow clad heights around: the shivering
groupes, who in either army lay around the
blazing fires, chilled by the girdles of impene-
trable ice ; the stern resolution of the soldiers in
one army, and the enthusiastic ardor of those in
the other; the liberty of Europe now brought
to the issue of one dread combat; the glory of
Russia and France dependent on the efforts of
the mightiest armament that either had yet sent
forth, all contributed to impress a feeling of
solemnity, which reached the most inconsiderate
breast, oppressed the mind with a feeling of
anxious thought and kept unclosed many a
wearied eyelid in both camps, notwithstanding
the extraordinary fatigues of the preceding days.

The battle began at daylight on the 8th of Fob.
ruarj, in the midst of a snow storm. At an
early hour of the day, Augerau's column of 16,-
t)00 men, was enveloped by the Russian masses,
and with the exception of 1500 men, was en-
tirely destroyed. Napoleon himself was in the
most imminent hazard of being taken prisoner.
He had slept at Eylau on the night before, and
was now in the church yard, when the crash of
the enemy's balls on the. 6teeple, showed how
nearly danger was approaching. Presently one
of the Russian divisions following rapidly after
the fugitives, entered Eylau by the western
.street, arid charged with loud hurras, to the foot
of the mount where the emperor was placed with
a battery of the-imperial guard and a personal
escort of a hundred men. Had a regiment of
horse been at hand to support the attack, Napo-
leon must have been made prisoner ; for though
the last reserve consisting of six battalions of
the old guard, were at a short distance, he might
have been enveloped before they could get to
his rescue. The fate of Europe then hung upon
a thread, but in that terrible moment, the Em.
peror's presence of mind did not forsake him; he
instantly ordered this little body-guard, hardly
more than a company, to form a'line, in order
to check the enemy's advance, and despatched
orders to the old guard to attack the column on
one flank, while a brigade of Murat's horse
charged it on the other.

The Russians, disordered by success, and ig-
norant of the inestimable prize which was al-
most within their grasp, were arrested by the
firm countenance of the little band of heroes
who formed Napoleon's last resource ; and be-
fore they could reform their ranks for a regular
conflict, the enemy was upon them on either
flank, and almost the whole division was cut to
pieces. This dreadful slaughter continued
through the day, the Russians and the French
alternately repulsing each other, both sides
fighting with the most desperate intrepidity, and
every charge leaving the ground covered with
carnage. Towards evening the Prussians, un-
der Lestocq, advanced against the division of
Friant. The French were driven before them.
Marshal Davoust in vain attempted to withstand
the torrent. ' Here,' he cried, • is the place
where the brave should find a glorious death, the
towards will perish in Ibe deserts of Siberia.'—

Still the French were driven on with the loss of
3000 men, and the whole Russian line were
pressing on to victory, when the rapid night
of the north fell and the battle was at an end.

This was the first heavy blow which Napoleon
had received in European war.' He had once
before been on the point of ruin, but it was at
Syria, and a British officer had the honor of ma-
king the conqueror of Italy recoil. It is now
unquestionable that at Eylau he was defeated.
At 10 at night he gave orders for his artillery
and baggage to defile to the rear, and the ad-
vanced post to retreat. He was on the point of
being disgraced in the eyes of Europe, when he
was saved that disgrace by the indecision of the
Russian General. A council of war was held
by the Russian leaders on horseback, to decide
on their future course. Count Oslerman Tols-
toy, the second in command, with Generals
Knoring and Leslocq, urged strongly that re-
treat was not to be thought of—that Napoleon
was beaten in a pitched battle—that which ever
army gained ground would be reputed victor,
and that the true policy was to throw their whole
force upon him without djlay. But Benning-
ton, unluckily satisfied with his triumph, past
the vigor of youth*, unacquainted with the enor-
mous losses of the French army, and exhausted
by 3(1 hours on horseback, directed the march
on Koningsberg. Such was the terrible battle
of Eylau, fought in the depth of winter amidst
icpand snow, under circumstances of unexam-
pled horror ; the most bloody and obstinately
contested that had yet occurred during the war
—and in which, if Napoleon did not sustain a
positive defeat, he underwent a disaster which
had weil ni'*h proved his ruin. The loss on both
sides was immense, and never, in modern times
has a field of battle been strewed with 6uch a
multitude of »lain.

O.i the side of the Russians twenty-five thou-
sand had fallen, of whom about sevun thousand
were already no more ; on that of the French
upwards of thirty thousand were killed or woun-
ded, and nearly ten thousand had left their col.
ors, under pretence of attending to the woun.
ed, and did not make their appearance for sev-
eral days. The other trophies of victory were
nearly equally balanced—the Russians had to
boast of the unusual spectacle of twelve eagles
taken from their antagonists—while they had
made spoil of sixteen of the Russian guns and
fourteen standards. Hardly any prisoners were
made on either side during the action ; but six
thousand of the wounded, most of them in a
hopeless state, were left in the field of battle, and
fell into the hands of the French. Never was a
spectacle so dreadful as the field of battle pre-
sented on theToIlowing morning. About fifty
thousand men lay in the space of two leagues
weltering in blood. The wounds were for the
most part of the severest kind, from the extra-
ordinary quantity of cannon balls that had been
discharged during the battle, and the clo.se prox-
imity of the contending masses, to the" deadly
batteries, which spread grape at half musket
shot, through their racks.

Though stretched on the cold snow, and ex-
posed to the severity ot an arctic winter, they
were burning with thirst, and piteous cries were
heard on all sides for water, or assistance to ex.
tricate the wounded men from beneath the heaps
of slain or load of horses by which they were
crushed. Six thousand o.f these noble animals
encumbered the field, or maddened with pain,
were shrieking aloud amidst the stifled groans
of the wounded. Subdued by the loss of blood,
tamed by cold, exhausted by hunger, the foemen
lay side by side amidsl the general wreck.—
Tiie Cossack was to be seen beside the Italian ;
thr. gay vine dresser, from the banks of the Gay-
onne lay athwart the stern peasant from the
plains of Jhe Ukraine. Tl'e extremity of suf-

fering had extinguished alike the fiercest and
most generous passions. After his usual cus-
tom, Napoleon in the afternoon rode through
this dreadful field, accompanied by his generals
and staff", while the still burning piles of Serpal-
len and Saussgarten sent volumes of black
smoke over the scene of death—but the men
exhibited none of their wonted enthusiasm—no
cries of Vive l'Emperor were heard.

Affecting Anecdvte.—A.n affecting spectacle
of insanity, followed by a melancholy result,
was witnessed a few days ago, at the lunatic
hospital at Saumer. A lady and gentleman
went to #isit the establishment, accom-
panied by tneir child, a little girl five or six
years old. As they passed one of the cells, the
wretched inmate, an interesting young woman
of about twenty-five, who had irrecoverably
losi her reason, through the desertion of a se-
ducer and the death of her illegitimate offspring,
made a spring at ther little girl, who had ap-
proached within her reach. In the height of
her delirium the poor creaturcfancied the stran-
ger's child her own long lost darling: devour-
ing it with kisses, she bore it in triumph to the
farther end of her cell. Entreaties and menaces
having proved ineffectual to induce her to
restore the child to its terrified mother, the di-
rector of the establishment was sent for, and at
his suggestion the maniac was allowed to re-
tain peaceable possession of her prize, under
the impression, that, exhausted with her own
frantic violence, she would fall asleep, when
the child might be .'iberaled from her grasp
without difficulty or the employment of harsh
means. This calculation was not erroneous, iu
a few minutes the poor sufferer's eyes closed in
slumber, and one of the keeper's watching the op-
portunity, snatched the child from her arms and
restored it to its mother. The shriek of de-
light uttered by the latter, on recovering her
treasure, awakened the poor maniac, who per-
ceiving the child gone, actually howled with
despair iu a paroxism of ungovernable phrenzy,
fell to the ground—to rise no more. Death had
released her suffering.—Galignani's Messenger.

The Parks and Squares of London.—Rut what
distinguishes London above all the cities that I
am acquainted with, is the parks. Only fancy,
in the midst of the town, the most verdant
lawns, of very considerable extent, here and
there adorned with picturesque groups of trees,
broken by large pieces of water, and, to complete
the rural appearance, numbers of sheep and cows
feeding on them ; then fancy the striking effect
of the°great masses of architecture, such as the
venerable Westminster Abbey, for instance, ris-
ing in the distance, above this verdant world<
and you will have some idea of the charm of
thvsc parks. Two of them, St. James' and the
Green Park, are for pedestrians only ; but in the
two larger ones, Hyde Park and Regent's Park,
there are, every afternoon in the season, hun-
dreds of the most brilliant equipages, and troops
of ladies and gentleir.cn on horses, many of
which would perhaps, delight the eye of tho
sculptor of the celebrated horse's he»d of the
Parthonon, and these, with the crowd of pedes.
trians, afford a moat gay and varied spectacle.—
The squares are another peculiarity of London.
These are large open spaces, surrounded with
hou-es, tho centre being laid out as a garden,
with grass- plots and parterres of flowers, shrubs,
&c. These gardens, inclosed by iron railings,
are kept in perfect order at the expense of the
inhabitants of the squares, who alone have the
use of thorn. Two of the principal, both for
extent and the surrounding houses, are Giosvo-
nor Square and Belgrave Square, the last of
which has been but lately built.—Arts and i i r .
tists in London, by Dr. Wuagen*
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THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET'
THE BEAUTY OF NATIONS.

The comparative beauty of nations will prob-
•bly be a matter of dispute until the world's
end. Custom, taate, circumstances, and neces.
sines for the standard of national beauty. It
is notorious that the African admires thick lips,
corpulence, oily skins, and deems black the per.
feclion of colour, if colour it can be called !
The ChinoBC, whose eyes are formed in his
Tartar state, into two slits, by gazing on the al-
ternate frosts and fire of the Tartarian sands,
thinks the large European eye detestable. The
Fienchmau worships a drum.shaped forehead,
a turned-up nose, and a pair of eyes the colour
of rappee. With every foreigner, brown, vary,
ing from the colour of tobacco-water to coffee
grounds, is the original colour of Eve in Para-
riise, and is indispensable to all living loveli-
ness. With the Englishman the combination
of the lily and the rose, the red and white, by
nature's pure and cunning hand laid on, are es-
sential to beauty. It is fortunate that diversity
of taste exists, and that each man most values
the beauty of his own country ; because it is
obvious that this diversity of hue and colour is
the necessary result of time and climate. The
burning sun of Africa and India, by a natural
process, blackens every complexion. Even the
more temperate glare of southern Europe neces-
sarily embrowns the cheek; the features, too.
are the formation of circumstance ; the bending
of the African brow, the deep-sunk eye, the pro.
jecting l'ps, and the high cheek wines, are the
palpable result of the natural effort to escape
the glare of a fierce sunshine. The eye, equal,
ly delicate, perhaps, in all countries, is in all
the chief object of protection; the whole con.
traction of the features seems to exist solely
for the purpose of protecting the eye. It is re-
markable that the same effect is produced in
cold countries, in tempestuous countries, and
in countries broiling under the tropical noon.—
The Tartar, the Laplander, and the Esquimaux,
have all the same height of cheekbone, projec-
tion of brow, and narrowness of eye In every
country of the earth, the man oi the highlands,
the mountaineer, exposed to storms, is narrow-
eyed and hi^h-cheek-boned. There are, of
course, exceptions ; for there are African tribes
with European features. Some of the East
Indians have features formed on classic models;
but we speak only of the great classes of man.
kiod. In e rery instance the more temperate the
climate, the less exposed the national physiog-
nomy is, by dress or circumstances, to the in-
fluence of sun and air ; and the less glaring
the sky, the more perfect is the developement
of the human countenance. All those advan-
tages are palpably in favour of England; the
temperate climate, the clouded sky, the general
absence of harsh winds, .and even the habitual
hat or bonnet which shades the eyes, are all in
favour of the softness, shapeliness, and bloom
of the English physiognomy. The French
peasantry have no protection for their female
head in general, except the little twisted hand,
kerchief, which leaves the eyes and the whole
face exposed to the burning eun, and in the
course of a few years makes the ekin the colour
of Russia leather. Thus English beauty has
the natural right, at least, to bo the loveliest of
the European world. It is true that beauty,
even in England, is rare; but this is evidently
owing, in a great degree, to the extraordinary
mixture of the English blood during the last
century. Our colonies have spoiled our national
features; the population is mingled hourly with
the sunburnt physiognomy of the Canadian.—
We have k<pt ourselves clear of the negro blood,
but the progeny of the half-caste and the Creole
made fearful inmads on the national counte-
nance. It is chiefly in the retired districts of
p^ngland that The original beauty of the English
countenance is discoverable.

Cooper, in his book on England, pai tly claims
the pre-eminence for his countrywomen. 'The
English female face,' says he, 'is essentially the
same as the American,' (he means, we presume,
the American of the United States,) 'though
national peculiarities are to be observed in both.
Thuie is a softness", an innocence, a feminine
sweetness, an expression of the womanly virtues
in the Anglo-Saxon female countenance that is
met wilh'only as an exception in the rest of
Christendom. Between the English and Ameri.
can divisions of this common race, I think one
may trace a few general points of difference.—
Tho English female has the advantage in the
bust, shoulders, and throat; she has usually
more colour, mwe delicacy of complexion.-

The American rs superior in general
delicacy of outline ; she has a better person,
bust and shoulders excepled,' [we should con.
ceivo that this exception proves the rule] 'and
smaller hands and feet. Those who pretend to
make critical comparisons say, that it is usual
to see more beautiful women in England, and
more pretty women in America. Of one thing
I am certain, disagreeable features are less fre.
quently met among the females of America than
among any other people I have visited. The
English women appear better in high dress, the
Americans in demi-toilete. One other distinc-
tion. I have remarked that faces in England
often fail in some necessary finish or delicacy,
when viewed closer ; and I should say, as a rule,
that the American female, certainly the Ameri-
can girl bears the test of examination better than
her European rival.'

Mr. Cooper, however, with all his apparent
fairness, omits one other distinction, which, in
our idea, is the most important of all, the rapid
fading of transatlantic beauty. In America,
from fifteen to twenty is the age of perfection ;
at five-and-twenty beauty has, in general, fled ;
but in England, the permanency of beauty is a
natural characteristic. From fifteen to twenty
is little more than girlhood, five-and twenty may
be conceived the consummate period of loveli-
ness, which loveliness, however, unless impair-
ed by personal illness, accidents,or the cares of
life, continues for many a long year. In fact,
there are palpably three stages of beauty in the
Englishwoman, all excellent and unequalled in
their kind ; the budding bloom of girlhood ; the
perfect formation of the face and figure of the
woman ; and the third stage, combining the
maturity of form and mind, utterly untouched
by decay in either, and forming what we may
term the magnificence of female beauty : a pe-
riod whose characteristics are more distinct than
either of the former, and less touching, not less
surrounded by attraction, and questionably of
fering a finer combination of all that constitutes
the perfection oF a human being. This period
seems to be but little known in other countries,
yet ef this perjod are the women who have in
spired the most powerful and permanent feelings;
have exhibited the noblest faculties of theirjrae-
cies ; and have taken the largest share in impres-
sing the character of purity, wisdom, and digni-
ty on the national mind.—Blackwoad's Mag.
azine.

From the Knickerbocker.

THE MAN WITHOUT A CHARACTER.
" I have just been thinking what a privilege

it is to be poor and unknown, and what a bless-
ing it is to be without a character. Nine-tenths
of my enjoyments are such as are not attainable
by the wealthy or great. They are such as are
not peimitted to those who have character, and
reputation, and station, to sustain. The great
pass, through life on a high horse. They sit
erect. Their heads are elevated, and they move
proudly on to iheir graves, without knowing or
feeling a thousandth part of the beauties of the
world in which they have lived. I, on the oth-
er hand, with my characterless, poverty-stricken
brethren, make line Journey of life on foot.—
We hasten not on our way ; we take it easy ;
we cull the flowers which grow along our path ;
we avoid the briars and thorns which obstruct
it; and when we come to a sunny or pleasant
spot, wo sil down and enjoy jl% beauties and
tako the refreshment and rest that our necessi-
ties may require.

" Oftentimes when I have taken my station
in front of Colman's window, with my elbows
resting on the iron bar that projects before it,
for the purpose of examining at my leisure the
various specimens of the arts which he daily
displays for the gratification of the public—
oftentimes, I say, when I have been so sta-
tioned, have I seen the man of consequence, as
he wended his way slowly down to his office in
Wall or.Pearl street, turn his eyes wishfully
toward the splendid display with which I was
gratifying my senses, look cautiously around to
see if any of his acquaintances were near, stop
for a moment, and before he had half gratified
his curiosity, start suddenly and guiltily away,
and pass on. ' Pass on,' I have said to myself,
' thou slave of custom—thou victim of pr ide-
pass on, and leave the pearls that are scattered
in thy path to those who have the good sense to
appreciate them.' And then, alter such a men-
tal address, I have crowded into my place a.
raong the motely and ragged group of arua.

teurs, and with them I have admired the taper
legs of the sylph like Taglioni, the graceful
ringlets of Mrs. Wood, have expressed my as-
tonishment at the sublime conception of Martin
and pointed out to my leas informed neighbors
the faults in his Belehazaar's Feast'—have
laughed at the comic power of Cruikahank, ex.
amined the gorgeous binding of the books, the
wonderful chess-men, the racing scenes, and
the views of the North River. After a critical
dispute with some hatess cognoscenti, about the
merits of a favorite artist, I move slowly and
leisurely along, finding at every step food f»r
my eyes ind eara.and not unfrequently, through
the kindness of the apple woman, food for my
stomach.

•• If at the next corner I discover a fight, I
join the ring, and take upon myself the duties
of master of ceremonies. I hold the hats and
coats of the combatants, (for I am sorry to say
that some of my fellow citizens are not to be
trusted with such articles, they having the un.
worthy habit of abstracting from them handker.
chiefs and pocket-books, and* sometimes even
disappearing with the articles themselves,), keep
the circle wide and roomy, pull a man off when
he has got his adversary down, see that there is
no gouging,and in general way conduct the affair
in such a manner that each party has fair play.

• ' l a m always on hand when a man is run
over, or falls from a building, help carry him to
the nearest apothecary's shop, and am always
one of those who are inside when the door is
closed. By these means, I have an opportuni-
ty of seeing where the man is hurt, and what
are his prospects of recovery,what remedies are
applied, how he bears his misfortune?, and thus
gain a great deal of useful information.

" I attend the parades of the " Light Guards/
and the ' Tompkins Blues,' see them go thro*
with their manoeuvers and drills, and thus pick
up a little knowledge of the art of war, to place
at the service of my country, in time of need.
When the ' Brass Band' comes out with either
of the above mentioned companies, I am not
loo proud to march along with the boys on the
side-walk, and keep step with the music. It
does me good. It excites my martial spirit; it
arouses my 'American feeling;' it causes me to
think of the revolution ; it calls to mind * the
times that tried men's souls ;' in short, it makes
me-a more patriotic citizen, and a greater lover
of my country.

" I- attend all the fires—am a great admirer
of Engine No. 14, and Mr1. Gulick. I am an
honorary member of the company No. 14, and
in favor of retaining Mr. Gulick in his office of
chief engineer. 1 only work at the engine when
there is a lack of hands, my general occupation
at fires being of a superintending character. I"
help females and small children to escape from
the flames, take .care of valuable packages that
are thrown into the street, pick up pieces of
china and looking-glasses that are cast down
for preservation from the upper stories, and see
how a stop is finally put to the flames.

" I go very frequently to funerals—particu-
larly if there are carriages in attendance. When
I see an invitation in the newspapers closing
thus, ' O* Carriages in front of St. Paul's at
precisely 4 P. M.^O,' I am punctual to the
minute, select a good hack, and oftentimes
mourn as sincerely for a man I never saw, as
those whom he loved when living and remem.
bered when dying. There is nothing improba-
ble in this avowal. I mourn for each and every,
one who dies, for I am sorry that they are
obliged to leave this pleasant world of ours,
the pursuits which engrossed them, the pleas-
ures wiiich occupied them, and all the thousand
endearing ties "which draw upon the hearts even
of the most lonely and desolate.

" These are a few of my occupations and
amusements ; and they are such as the man of
character or the proud man-knows not. They are
engrossed with themselves, and see not and
care not, what the world is dojng.farther than it
affects their immediate interests. Their natural
tastes are curbed, their impulses are restrained,
and their real feelings concealed. Their whole
life is a mask. They are ' star'-actors on the
world's dtage, while we poor, unwashed, un«
vaccinated gentlemen are the 'supcrnumcr.
anes.' They have an arduous and diffcult
character to sustain, while we have only to.
hear their ranting, and sing a chonis to their
songs. They are obliged continually to look
and act their parts, while we can crack a joke
with the pit, ogle the side-boxes, and ever h
a little fu i among l W
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THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.
DR. BEECHER ON ATHEISM.

Dr. Beecherhas commenced a course of lee
hire* to the mechanics of Cincinnati. From
the report of the first, in the Cincinnati Journal,
we copy some characteristic passages.

Political Bearings.
How to preserve liberty, •• there's the rub."—

Other nations have made themselves free ; but
their light of life has been like the meteor's
glow, flashing athwart the horizon, and going
down in endless night. Shall it be thus with
ours ? Have we been called into the light of
liberty and shown what we may be, only to be
thrust back into more terrible darkness ? I
trust not. I trust we shall shine brighter aud
brighter, tilf the nations, encouraged by our
success, shall break their chains and walk erect
and free upon the fair earth which God has giv-
en them.

When at ffirst we set up for independence,
kings, nobles and priesthood stood aghast!—
They pitied us, poor orphans, who had no 'church
and state'1 to lake care of us. They feared that
we shoiilH all go back again to skins and acorns ;
but we liave kept along for fifty years or more,
and we have in that time made some bread stuff,
some cloth, and considerable pork. We have
thoughts of trying it fifty years more—and if we
stick to the good old way of " God and Liber,
ty," I think we shall succeed.

Thus far we have done pretty well ; but there
are some—not many, I hope,—though I fear
there be those, who are not willing to let pretty
well alone, and arc anxious to try some experi-
ments to make more free and happy than we
have yet been. They have discovered, ti.ey
think,*that there is no God ! Thai the Bible is
a fable I And they think that civil government
is an usurpation, and separate families and sep-
arate property are a curse; that it is a vile mo.
nopoly for a man to have any wife in particular,
or for a son to know his own father ; that liberty
is the right of every man to do as he pleases, and
equality the right of every man to be as hand -
some, wise, and witty as his neighbor—the
right to live in as fine a house, to dress as well,
and eat and drink as much hy weight and meas-
ure.

Yon all remember the fable of the dog, who
by grasping at the shadow of his marrow bone,
lost what he bad, and gained nothing. Let us
be careful, lest by grasping at a bhadow, we lose
our marrow bone. Let us wait until some other
nation has made an experiment, and by the prin-
ciples of atheism—by the overthrow of civil in-
stitutions and in the abandonment of all sacred
and social ties—has made itself freer and hap.
pier than we now Are. Let us not, therefore,
abandon them for any mere experiment.

If anything can destroy our nation, it is such
fanatical and profligate opinions as I have men-
tioiied ; and were they nut printed and circula-
led, I could not believe they are entertained.—
It is true, that while Atheism has corrupted
kings and nobles, it has served to overthrow
despotism and exalt the people; and after all
the convulsions which France has undergone,
there is, on the whole, an increase of liberty.

But put these Atheistic principles under a
republic and set the match to them, and tho peo-
ple, as well as the rulers, will be blown to atoms.
Let opposition to authority and law obtain here,
and we are lost—our constitution will be but a
rope of sand.

Ever since the apostles of InfiJelity have
turned their mission to the laborers and arti-
zans, I have trembled for iny country. My own
ancestors were artizans. My father was a
worker in iron. He was well read in history,
intelligent and virtuous. He was industrious
and patriotic, and had respect and influence in
the community in which he lived. Until I was
sixteen, I worked on the farm, or with him
wielded the hammer in making hoes and other
implements of husbandry. I glory in my an-
cestry. 'Tis to my habitual muscular action
that I owe the measure of health and endurance
which have attended me through life, and which
has enabled me to breast storms and exposure
to east winds without quailing.

I know that the heart and bone and sinew of
liberty are with the agriculturalists and artizans,
and that with them is the last citadel of liberty.
And I know who has carried among them lying
sophistries and corrupting principles. And I
have looked on and wept; and I would fain
eomc to the rescue of this best hope of my coun-
try. If ever I longed for the power of ubiqui-

ty, it was that I might go to every artizan and
counteract the poison that infidelity had mingled
in his cup.

A government of God desirable,
It 8ecm3 vnrtr desirable to have a God, provi-

ded we might have one all-wise, all-powerful,
and perfectly benevolent, who should make us
the subjects of his perfect government forever.
In attempting, therefore, to prove the being of
such a God, do I attempt to prove any thing
against your wishes ? Who could wish the ar-
gument to fail ? Who wishes to have it proved
to him that he is a mere animal, and that there is
nothing beyond this life but eternal night?
Who deprecates immortality, unless he feels
himself to be so wicked and so determined to
continue thus, that it would be better for him to
be annihilated than to come into the presence of
a God who is holy, just and good ?

The argument all on one side.
You cannot prove that there is no God No

one attempts to do so. The most which is ad-
vanced is, that we cannot prove there is one.
So far, then, we are even ; but we shall soon
see that there are some probabilities, at least,
that there is a God. And if we believe there is
one, it can do us no harm even if we be mistak-
en ; but if we disbelieve, and act as if there were
none.and it should be found afterward that there
}8 a God, it will indeed be terrible.

The proof is the best possible.
The evidence of the being of a God is exactly

what it would be if there was a God. The evi-
dence is from design—the wise adaptation of
means to ends. Every effect, we say, must have
a cause. Design is an effect. Our bodies,
the plants, and the heavenly orbs, we call ef-
fects But to eay that such effects as these—
such designs—haa not an intelligent designer,
is as absurd as to say that there can be an effect
without a cause.

If there be a God, an Almighty-mind, that did
create this universe, there could be no higher
evidence of design than we now bphold. All is
no f̂cas if there was a God, and there is no evi-
deWe to the contrary. And what better evi-
dence than this would any jury wish to a point
alleged, that all the circumstances in the case
are as they would be if the thing supposed was
true, and there is no contrary evidence to show
it is not ? Would they hesitate how to decide ?

No evidence for Atheism.
There is no evidence that the indications

above and around us are the.results of accident.
There is no historical evidence of men ever com-
ing out from mud and water. There is no evi-
dence that when the earth was soft, they began
to crawl out of the sliine like locusts, and, us it
began to harden, that they managed to get on
their legs and run about.

But if such were the sport of nature, we
should expect to find fragments, such as bodies
without heads and legs, legs without bodies and
heads and arms ! For why should chance hap-
pen always to finish a thing? Even a designer
may make some things by mistake, and you
have scattered through your shops various frag-
ments of design. But nature's workmanship
is perfect, And how happens it that she always
works as if by design ?

All the indications of design in the arts of life
are traceable to intelligent minds. No one for
a moment believes that eavv mills and steam-
boats were ever made by chance and had no de-
signer. The man who should wait for his bed
and chairs to happen, aud should stir up the mud
and water to produce them, would have to wail
a great while. Such accidents do not happen
now.a days.

God's existence and man's proved by the same
arguments.

We prove, then, the existence of the eternal
mind, just as we prove that of the human mind.
As you prove yourself a rational being, so do I
prove the being of God. Give me now the ar-
guments by which you will prove to me that
you are a rational creature, and I will take
those same arguments and prove an intelligent
Creator. Do you say we cannot see God ? 1
say, neither can I see you ; I cannot look into
your mind ; but if you speak and write intelli-
gently, or do any thing that indicates design,
then I will believe you have a mind.

But if you deny that design proves a designer,
then may I deny your rationality. But if you
admit the argument as it regards yourself, you
can't stop there with it, but it must go up with
accumulating force. It is short but glorious ;

for it proves a God, a God over all, blessed for-
ever !

Suppose now you should send out a commit-
tee to see if there were any intelligent minds in
Cincinnati, and they should return and report
that they could find no evidence of it. What!
you would say; did you go into the stores ? Did
you not see any goods, or any thing? "Oh, ,
yes, we saw a good many such things, some
cloths, &c, bat these might all come by
chance." Well, but did y«u go into the jewel,
er's stores and into the toy shops ? " Yes, yee,
we went every where, and didn't see any thing
but what might have come by chance." Why !
didn't you see any men, nor women, nor any
children ? " Oh, yes, we saw plenty of those
automatons going about, but there is no evi-
dence they had any minds. They might have
come by chance as well as the other things."
And such 3. committee might turn the telescope
towards heaven, and say they could see no evi-
dence there of an intelligent Creator.

VOLTAIRE'S LAST HOURS.
The following is from 'Letters on Female

Character, addressed to a young lady on the
death of her»mother, by Mrs, Virginia Carey.'

The enemies of religon are indeed the enemies
of the whole race of men. They would take
from their fellow beings the sole remedy provi-
ded by omnipotent mercy tor the variety of ills
which constitute the inheritance of men.—
They would shut out the healing stream, from
the diseased and dying in this world, and close
forever the golden gates of heaven upon the
toil-worn pilgrims who have faltered through
their appointed course of earthly trials and
might be entitled to a blessed inheritance
above.

There is something appaling to the imagi-
nation in the contemplation of Voltaire's last
moments. Yet it is a picture which should be
hung up for exhibition before the congregated
world.

What unutterable horrors prevaded his sou!
when it received its final summons to appear
before its Maker a ad its Judge ! He was dis.
covered by his attendants with a book of pray-
ers in his hand, endeavoring with a faltering
tongue to repeat some of the petitions for
mercy addressed to that Being whose name he
had blasphemed. He had fallen from his bed
in convulsive agonies, and lay foaming: with i.n-
pbtent despair on the flaor exclaiming 'Will
not this God whom I have denied save me too?
Cannot infinite mercy extend to me!' Awful
spectacle ! Where was then the fame for
which he had labored ! the applause which had
been the breath of his nostrils ? Where were
the hollow hearted flatterers, whose faithless
professions of friendship had deceived him in
prosperity ? Alas, they were the first to for-
sake him in the hour of misery ! His last mo-
ments were attended solely by a hired menial,
who is said to have inquired, when next applied
ta in her professional capacity, whether the gen-
tleman who wanted her services was a philoso-
pher ; for she declared herself unable to stand
the horror of another scene like the death bed of
Voltaire; aud'would rather forego the emolu-
ment than engage in such an arduous and soul
appaling duty.

What must have been the condition of that de-
parted spirit, when the dread realiti of the
future burst upon its unobstructed vision ?
When the awful frown of an insulted Sov-
ereign rose in sublime majesty before the iu-
inortnl soul, on its entrance into eternity ! when
the first object it beheld, in dread realms of fu-
turity, was, the Being whose existence he had
denied, whose cause he had persecuted! and
that Being enthroned in omnipotence as a final
Judge! Let us draw a veil over tho terrific
spectacle.

[O" It is very prevalent here for young men
to hire sleeping rooms and eat their meals any
where, as it may happen. One morning, rather
late,one of these youngsters was returning home
with six raw eg^s in his hat. He had just pur-
chased them for his breakfast, when acciden-
tally, he met in Broadway a female acquaint-
ance, and being rather flustrated, all thoughts
of his "marketing" were driven out of his
mind. He y,cry politely doffed his chape an t«
the lady. What was the consequence ? Why,
as his hat came off, out rolled the eggs, tp liis.
utter dismay, and to'the astonishment of th«
lady. He was off in the twinkling of a cas«
knife. .The lady's dress was most wofully
bespattered.—N. y. Whig.
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SATURDAY, JUNR 2, 1838.

Something New.—M. LAUGIER, a French en-
graver of great eminence, is now engaged on
a full length Portrait of WASHINGTON, which,
for richness and beauty, is to excell all the en.
graving* of the kind extant. A specimen of the
•tyle of the engraving may be seen at ALLISG'S
Book.Btore, in Laugier'a NAPOLEON. It is worth
looking at.

Er* The Buffalo Commercial proposes the
establishment of a Horticultural Society in that
city. The question should be pushed, for no
city can be a city of taste, where the culture of
Flowers is disregarded. To a refined stranger,
the silent beauty of the well-arranged garden,
gracefully interspersed with rich Geraniums,
Pinks and Daisies, is a far more eloquent com.
mendation of the character of the people of
a place, than any other argument which can be
presented.

BEAUTIES OF MOUNT HOPE CEME-
TERY.

FRIEND DAWSON—It is true, as you stated on
Thursday, " that a trip to the Mount Hope
Cemetery, is, just now one of the most delight.
ful equestrian excursions imaginable." It is
indeed a " well arranged and romantic locality,"
and you might well admire "its broad avenues,
its magnificent shade-trees, and its sunny
slopeB." But why did you not advise such of
your readers as had not sufficiently "spice of
imagination" to hear the dashing waves of the
far off "bonny blue lake." to direct their at-
tention to the numerous and beautiful vernal
Flowers which ornament these "sunny slopes,
and shady vales," a boquet of which I send
you as a specimen ?

l a ray numerous botanical rambles in this
vicinity I have never discovered in as small a
territory, so great a variety of interesting ob-
jects of contemplation, for the admirer of na-
ture's scenery, the lover of Flora, or the disciple
of LinnsBus, as are found within the bounds of
Mount Hope Cemetery—although the cold
breath of winter has been but few days with-
drawn, and the trees have not yet put on their
" livery of green," I yesterday discovered more
than twenty species of beautiful flowers in
bloom while passing over but a small portion of
this interesting region.

The tttudy of Botany is deservedly becoming
very popular in this country; and as many of
your readers are disciples of Flora, as well as
of Linnaeus, I will enumerate, for their benefit
fiome of the most interesting flowers now in
bloom, in order to induce those who take pleas,
ure in these innocent and delightful pursuits, to
embrace an early opportunity fora ramble over
Mount Hope Cemetery.

Epigea repens.—Ground Laurel, or Trailing
Arbutus. A trailing plant, growing on dry
sandy hills, with oval evergreen leaves, and
beautiful clusters of fragrant white or pink
flowers, which appear very early in the spring.
It began to flower this season about the 1st of
April, and is now beginning to fade.

Hepatifia triloba.—Early Anemone, or Liver
Leaf. This, like the preceding, is one of the
first flowers to greet returning spring. I found
it in blossom this spring on the south side of a
full, while the north side waa still covered with
snow. It is an elegant little flower, with colors
varying from light blue to purple, and some-
times white or pink. It has now nearly disap.
poared.

Erythronium ameriennum.—Dog-toothed Vi-
olet. This is another of the earliest and most
interesting vernal flowers of our country, but
not so plenty as the two preceding. It grows
in damp places; has shining green leaves,
beautifully clouded with brown ; flower* 5 or 6
inches high, liliaceous, nodding; color reddish
yellow.

Sanguinaria canadensis.—Blood Root. This
plant when cut or broken at the root, emits red
drops of blood, as if to excite our sympathies for
the injury inflicted. It has a beautiful white
flower, and the root forms a valuable medicine.

Calthra palugtris.—American Cowslip. A
large bright yellow flower, growing in wet pla-
ces, with broad heart-shaped leaves.

Trollius americanus.—Globe Flower. Flow-
ers similar to the preceding, but of a paler
greenish yellow color, fragrant, with a circular
row of bright yellow nectaries inside of the co-
rolla; leaves palmate.

Vvularia pcrfoliate.—Bellwort. A handsome
plant growing about one foot high, with nodding
flowers of a pale yellow color.

Saxifraga virginiensis.—A small plant, with
clusters of while flowers, growing in great abun-
dance on some of the highest hills.

Gnapkalium planiagineum.—Early Life Ever.
lasting. This also is a small plant growing in
abundance on dry sandy hills. Flowers in clus-
ters, compound, sub.diceeious, while, downy.

Aronia botryapium.—June Berry, or Shad
Bush. This is a large shrub, or dwarftree, now
covered with a profusion of beautiful white
flowers—very ornamental.

Trillium grandifiorum.—This magnifWnt
white flower is universally admired ; and fWn
its great abundance it is more generally known
than most of our native plants. Ils regular and
peculiar structure renders this an interesting
flower to the botanist: it has three leaves, a
three parted calyx, three large petals, six sta-
mens, and three pistils. The prevalence of the
number three gives it the name of Trillium.

Trillium purpureum.—This species is not so
common as the preceding, and differs from it
by the flower being of a deep red or purple color.

Claytonia virginica —Spring Beauty. An
elegant little flower, named in honor of John
Clayton, author of Flora Virginica. It grows
in damp shady places; with slender shining
leaves; stem 6 or 8 inches high, with from 10
to 15 delicate pink blossoms.

Dentaria diphylla, laciniata and heterophylla.—
Pepper Root. Tliese three species of Dentaria
are pretty flowers, growing in damp ground,
about one foot high; color pink or white.

Pedicularis canadensis.—Louse Wort. This
is a pretty plant with pinnalified leaves, and a
large tufted head of curious yellow flowers.

Thaliclrum purpurascens.—A handsome plant
with fine large compound leaves and curious fil.
liform dioecious flowers, of a greenish purple
color.

Milella diphylla.—A small plant, with a slen-
der stem 8 or 10 inches high, bearing from 15
to 20 delicate white flowers, beautifully fimbri-
cated.

Viola cucullata.—Dark Blue Violet. This is
the most common native Violet of this country.

Viola pubescens.—Yellow Violet.
Viola amoena.—White Violet.
Viola ? A small light blue caulescent Vio.

let—species undetermined.
In addition to the above list, I discovered ma-

ny less interesting kinds ; besides several spe-
cies that are entirely new to me, and which I
have not yet found time to analyze. M. B. B.

Rochester, May 18.

NEW BOOKS.—We have only time to-dajr, to
notice the arrival of two or three interesting
works at the bookstore of Messrs. NICHOLS &•
WILSON, viz :—

" Dr. Humphrey't Foreign Tour, 2 rof«.,M—
a portion of the contents of which is already
well kr.own to the public, they having appeared
in A succession of letters in the New York Ob-
server. The Doctor, while in Europe, looked
upon things with the eye of a Christian Philoso-
pher, and his work* breathes the spirit of a dis-
ciple of Christ. It is filled with most interes-
ting statistical matter. Every one who wishes
to obtain a correct knowledge of the moral and
physical condition of Great Britain, France and
Belgium should possess himself of these inte-
resting volumes.

"The Robber, by the Author of " Richelieu,"
"The Gipsey" l-Atlella," %c $c. £ c — W e
have heard this work well spoken of, and, we
doubt not, its author has sutaiaed. his well
earned reputation. Indeed, G. P.R. James, less
frequently than any of the other authors of the
day,fails to secure the admiration of his readers*

"The Lady of Lyons, by Bulwer."—This is
a play in five acts, thrillingly interesting and
beautifully written. Many of its passages are
very fine, and the whole plot is admirably man.
aged. Every one will read it, who can admire
fine wrought dramatics.

All these works are from the press of the
HARPER'S, who are gradually emerging from
the clogging cloud of the pressure, and who
will soon again have their hundred presses un-
der a full head of steam.

Musical Taste.—A concert recently given in
Cleveland by 64 of Mrs. WEBSTER'S scholars, is
highly spoken of. It is the first experiment of
introducing the science of music in public
schools at the West, and from the success which
has attended it, it is probable that the expert
ment will be generally followed.

" The Musical Review."—This new and val-
uable work, is published weekly in New York,
by FRITH & HALL, at $ 2 per annum. Should

not our musical friends in this city support i t?
It contains a good deal of matter that is inter-
esting and instructive ; and many facts that
will make a modern musician appear awkward
if he do not. know.

The Newspaper Press.—Those unacquainted
with the vast amount of labor consequent up.
on the publication of an Atlantic city newspa-
per, can form no idea of the enormous expens&
of these establishments. Aside from the great
number of compositors and pressmen necessa-
ry, there are very few daily papers which have
not from four to ten editors constantly employ-
ed. The Boston Herald has eight editors

all men of talent; and few New York estab-
lishments have a less number. With so great
an army of writers, whose daily labors are read
by hundreds of thousands, in all parts of the
Union and world, it would be strange, indeed,
if, as a People, we did not advance in knowledge
and wisdom.

life of WILLIAM WILBKRFORCE, by

his son, is abiut to be published in Philadelphia.
The general distribution of the memoirs of
such men, is well calculated to make the world
better and happier.

ttTThe ordinary grave-yard cures dyspepsia ;
but a ride through the broad and welUrranged
avenues of onr cemetery, will prevent it—and
a hundred other diseases besides, particularly if
you ride up to its aummit to see the sun Tiso,
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"A Key to DabolV*. Arithmetic."—This is a
very useful work for the beginner in Mathe-
matical Science. It has been generally intro-
duced into the schools at the East, where the
utility of works of this kind are scanned close.
ly. The Booksellers have them on sale.

O * " The whole world" are visiting the New
Cemetery! And no marvel; for it is air end L
one of the most delightfully romantic localities
i naginable ; but it will soon be a perfect para-
dise. [A cemetery a paradise ! Rather a par-
adox.] No stranger of taste should suppose he
has seen the wonders of Rochester, until he has
visited our " Mount Auburn."

" On Monday last, Mr. Robinson, a citizen of
Jeffersonville, Indiana, was thrown from his
horse and so severely injured that he had to be
shot on the next day to be put out of his mise-
ry. The Courier says his remains were brought
to town on Wednesday, and followed to the
grave by many citizens."—Louisville City Gaz.

Who, after this specimen of civilization, will
deny that we are progressing in wisdom ? Hith-
erto this practice of putting people " out of
misery," was confined to the nations of the
East; but it is so very humane, that it would
have been contrary to the Yankee spirit for im-
provement, not to have introduced it here ! We
hope, however, that it may keep south of the
Potomac, and west of the great lakes! It
smacks too much of the Lynch school to be ap-
preciated here!

THE SCIENCE OF BOTANY.
There are many persons in community who

look upon Botany as a science of names, a dry
study of perplexing technicalities, which wea-
ries and distracts the mind, while it imparts
bat little pleasure, and is of but little benefit.
But such opinions are founded on entire igno-
rance of the modern science of Botany, and
a little attention to the subject, as it is now
taught will convince any one of their fallacy.

To the medical profession, the agriculturist,
and the gardener, a knowledge of Bo! any is ob-
viously of the utmost importance. But it is
to the Ladies that thin interesting science
seems the most peculiarly adapted. Their acute
sensibilities give a more intense relish to the
beautiful and delicate objects which it content-
plates. The fine perception of beauty, and thu
universal love of flowers which exist in the fe-
male mind, are nicely adapted to ̂ e study of
the delicate structure, the exquisite coloring and
the graceful 'forms of the vegetable creation.
The objects of this science arc scattered over
the hills and fields, in the woods and by the
streams ; therefore it canuot well be studied by
the fireside or in the library. It leads to exer-
cise in the open air, wiich is eminently condu-
cive to health and cheerfulness.

The study of nature, and a cultivation of a
taste for the beauties of creation, cannot fail to
exert a happy influence upon the mind. It lays
a broad foundation for innocent and healthful
pleasures. It leads man at times away from the
wasting cares and perplexities of life, to con-
template the lovely objects around him. And
while the eye is filled with pleasure by the beau-
ties of creation, it leads the mind to HIM 'whose
hand has formed them, and whose pencil paints,'
and like the Christian poet in grateful adoration
he exclaims "My father made them all." B.

Oaks for the Parlour.—If you hang an acorn
by a string about half an inch above tlie 6ur-
face of some water contained in a hyacinth
glass, it will throw down long white roots,
while its eteni will rise upwards and become
decorated with bright green and delicate leaves.
When it grows over the top of ihe hyacinth
glws, it becomes a very pretty object.

From the Albany Evening Journal.
ROCHESTER.

We have before us, in a splendid volume of
more than 400 pages, the History of Roches,
ter!—of that magic city where, in the poetic Ian.
guage of one of her enterprising and cherished
citizens—
" Scarce thrice five suns have roll'd their yearly round,
Since o'er this spot a dreary forest frnwn'd;
When none had dar'd with impious fo6\ intrude
On nature's vast unbroken solitude;
When its rude beauties were unmark'd by man,
And yon dark stream in unknown grandeur ran;
When e'en those deaf ning falls dash'd all unheard
Save by the timid deer and startled bird."

Rochester is peopled with a noble race of men.
They combine industry and enterprise with in-
telhgence and munificence, to an eminent de-
gree. The triumphant results of all their ener.
pies and liberality, are presented in this volume.
The great mechanical wealth, the prodigious
manufacturing capacity, and the vast agricultu-
ral resources of Rochester, here pass in magnifi-
cent review.

The Book contains, in successive Chapters, a
History of Rochester, its Soil, Productions, Ge-
ology, Statistics, Religious and Social Institu-
tions, Seminaries, Schools, Courts, Newspapers,
Medical, Military and Fire Departments, Bank-
ing, Canal Trade, Lake Trade, Public Works,
Manufactures, Flouring, Hotels, Markets, &c,
together with a brief history of Western New-
York. It is embellished with numerous engrav-
ings, which illustrate very forcibly, the beauty
of the public edifices and the magnitude of the
manufacturing establishments which adorn and
endow that rising City. The frontispiece pre-
sents a view of Rechester as it was in 1812,
with just clearing enough for two shantees. It
contains a portrait of Col. NATHANIEL ROCHES-
TER, the original owner of the wild land which
now, as a proud City, bears his honored name,
and another of the venerable Gen. VINCENT
MATHEWS, the Father of ihe Western Bar, whose
useful life is still spared. Gen. Mathews has
lived to see the entire West converted from a
v^perness into what it is—the garden and flow-
er of our country. Having finished his law
studies in Orange County, in 1789, he went to
Newtown, Tioga (then Montgomery) County.
There he commenced riding the Western Cir-
cuits, and was the first lawyer admitted to the
Ontario bar. He was at Bath, Steuben County,
before a house was built there. In 1792, he
celebrated the 4th of July with Maj. Harden,
berg and Moaes De Witt, (who were then sur-
veying the Military Tract,) at what is now the
village of Aurora. In 1790, he was elected to
the Assembly from - Montgomery (which in-
eluded Tioga) County, and in 1796 to the Sen-
ate from the old Western District. In 1809 he
was elected to Congress. In 1827, thirty.seven
years after his first election, Gen. MATHEWS
consented, for one year, to represent Monroe
County in the Assembly.

The Book is full of engraved views of Public
Edifices, Flouring Mills, Manufactories, Ho-
tels, Aqueducts, Falls, &c, which cannot fail to
impress the public with just impressions of the
extent of the businees, resources and enterprise
of that youthful city.

This work is from the pen of HENRY O'REIL-
LY, Esq., who has displayed mu<jh talent, re-
search and good taste in its preparation and ar-
rangement. It was published by WILLIAM AL
LING, and reflects great credit upon all who are
interested in presenting a history of their city
to the public in a form BO attractive and inter-
esting. The Book i* for sale at our Book-slores.

A Thief caught in his own Trap.—A gang of
barefooied burglars early on the morning of the
16th, made an attempt to rob the house of Dr.
Wood of Cincinnati, but were frustrated by one
of them pitching head foremost from an eleva-
tion of 12 feet down upon ihe brick pavement,
from the shock of which he shortly after re-
covered, and mingled in the crowd, but was
immediately recognized by his wounds and tho
blood on the pavement.—Star.

Sir Walter Scott's monument at Edinburgh,
w. 1 be a splendid Gothic Tower, composed en
tirol.'of the choicest beaulieB of Mulrosu Ab-
bey, and containing a marble statue of the
mighty magician.

A Hint for Florists.—The Pennsylvania says:
It is staled as a singular fact, that if a plant is
drooping or dying in a hot limse, it is almotit
sure of recovery if you place a plant of cliainu-
iuilo near it.

THE MISSIONAY HERALD.
The following well merited tribute to the lit*

erary and philosophical merits of the Mission-
ary Herald is from the pen of Prof. Bonfils, of
Cincinnati College. Rev. A. Bullard, in com.
municating it to the Cincinnati Journal, says
incidentally, that Prof. B. " belongs to no de.
nomination of Christians." His judgment,
therefore, is not biased in favor of the work by
religious considerations :—

11 There are several literary publications at
the West; but one will particularly attract the
attention of the philanthropist and the intellec-
tual philosopher. I allude to the Missionary
Herald, a monthly journal, simultaneously pub-
lished in Cincinnati and in Boston. The Her.
aid is an aggregatejiarrative, or a faithful repre-
sentation, of Christian efforts and Christian
progress throughout the world. It is a periodi-
cal of great merit, and very useful to those who
wish to keep pace with the progress of civiliza.
tion and the spread of Christianity, among the
heathen as well as.civilized nations.

"The missionary, being permanently station,
ed among the most savage as well as the most
ancient and classic, but fallen nations, has un.
common opportunities for observation ; his
writings and descriptions must be more inter,
estingto the philanthropist and antiquarian than,
those of travellers whose transient residence, to
say the least, may and often does lead them to
erroneous conclusions.

" The names, under whose auspices the Her-
ald makes its appearance, are a sufficient pledge
of the scrupulous exactitude of truth and of
those grave subjects of which it treats. And
the exclusion from its pages of that light and
miserable literature, which in a great measure,
distinguishes our age, and which is so detri-
mental to manners and morals, is a guarantee
both of its moral and literary excellence.

" I t would be a mistake to judge the Herald
by its title, or to suppose that this periodical is
made up from subjects already exhausted. A
periodical which treats on various subjects, pos-
sessing a great variety of style and offering com.
m jnications full of interest in science, litera.
ture, morals, and religion, cannot be so judged
by the sound scholar or the enlightened politi.
cian.

" It seems to me, that the result of a faithful
and extraordinary labor of-talented and self,
denying men, who have left their homes and
sacrificed the world to proclaim that Christ is
the Lord ; and who teach at the peril of their
lives, what man is,under the influence of divine
light, and what he is to expect if he be guided
by enternal truth ; and who endeavor to place
all men in the full enjoyment of those natural
and sacred rights which bind them to their fel-
low-men, to their families, and to society, and
God, should be fully appreciated and encour-
aged by all Christian communities, as well as
by those who make grave literature and sound
morals their study ; and by that class of socie-
ty who find pleasure in the study of the political
and moral condition of distant nations."

Pennsylvania.—The following account of tho
origin of the name Pennsylvania, is extracted
from a letter written by William Penn, its fouo.
der, dated Jinuary 5, 1681 :

"This day, after many waitings, watchings,
floiicitinps, and dispute." in council, my country
was confirmed to me under the great real of
England, with large powers and privileges, by
the name ol Pennsylvania—a name the King
would give it in favor of my father. I chose
New Wales, being a hilly country ; and when
the Secretary, a Welshman, refused to call it
New Wales, I proposed Sylvania, and they ad.
dud Penn to it; though I was much opposed to
ii, and went to tfie King to have it struck out.
He said it was past, and he would take it upon
him ; nor could twenty guineas move the under
secretary to vary the name ; for I feared it might
bo look.d on â  a vaniiy in me, and not as a
respect in the King to my father as it really
was."

Justice —A man is taken up by the watchmen
for boating liifl wife. The husband is fi,.cd ten
dollars ami costs. In consequence, the abuxed
wife haw the satisfaction of seeing her children
go supperlt'ss to bed, and of being turni-.l into
tlio slnut in mid.winter, because her liuubaud
in deprived of the money whiuli he had laid by
to uay his rent.—Boston Oalagy.
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THE ORATORIO—p« TUB 31st MAY.

To the editor of the Gem :
Sir—1 attended the last Oratorio given by the

Academy of Sacred Music. The large and
fashionable assembly which thronged the Bethel
Church with the beauty and refinement of the
city, showed in a very flattering manner, that
the musical taste of the Academy is held in
proper estimation.

The Oratoiio commenced with an Overture
from Boildieu. "The Heavens are telling," fol.
lowed ; and the choir never gave that most ad.
mired chorus with a more delightful effect.—
Young singers often imagine, that in a full cho-
rus they can commit the most sparkling caden-
zas, by wandering into as many of their own
fanciful variations as they please, without being
noticed. But these graceful faults do not be-
long exclusively to young singers. There are
many artists, who keep to their lesson in a solo,
but cannot refrain from their ideal flights and
"thick-ceming fancies" in a chorus. Like the
lonely mariner chaunting a barcarolle amid the
roar of waves, and tempests ; the louder sounds
seem to obscure their own voices—they think
they are not heard, and therefore it is not ne-
cessary to study precision.

The Trio, by Messr.WARREN, CHILD and AMS-
DEN, was played very prettily. It contained se-
veral light and airy melodies, well constructed
for displaying the more delicate and languish-
ing tones of the flute. Mr. Warren was, of
course, all excellentia.

The "Song of the winds" was done extremely
well. Why is Mr. WALKER heard so seldom in
sola ? He has all the jewels of the musical
casket at his command, with the exception of
the baritone or heavy bass voice ; but his mod-
est and finished style, is a full compensation for
this defect. If he does not care about the plau-
dits which some l'sensation" singers receive for
producing wild and senseless mutterings (which
no one can understand,) with such an air of tra-
gedy, a* to remind you of King Lear's "blow
winds and crack your cheeks," he will acquire
what is far more complimentary—the approval
©f those who can distinguish the difference be-
tween noise and melody.

Miss HORTON in " / know that my Redeemer
liveth," and several of the after pieces—(the
first time she ever appeared in solo, in public)
—done herself lasting credit. A fine natural
musical voice, with a transparent clearness of
intonation, has made her a handsome singer ;
and time and study will make her an accom-
plished one.

The first part concluded with Haydn's divine
chorus, "Worthy is the Lamb." This chorus,
blending the grand, the beautiful, and gay, in
its perfect harmonies, is "forever charming and
for ever new." Every repetition brightens its
effect, and discloses beauties that were before
undiscovered.

The second part opened with an overture,
which was succeeded by the new pieces from Mr.
Walkcr'd Oratorio. The Double Chorus was
Universally admired. A modern chorus that
can be performed in the very midst of the great
master-pieces of Handel and Haydn, without
being darkened by such a contrast, must be an
extraordinary composition. This chorus is
written in what may be termed the brilliant
style; aud is not marked, and disfigured, by
those unmeaning decorations which are so often
pressed into service,-to please vulgar taste.—
Some Jate composers (if we^may judge from
their works,) seem to suppose, that if a certain
number of uncertainly variegated notes, are
crowded int» one bar of music; and that single

bur is embellished with the whole chromatic
scale—interspersed with as many slurs, shakes
and swells as Rossini, or Auber, would employ
in garnishing an entire opera ; if they can do
all this, they suppose that their "music" will (to
express it in classical language) "take}" and
sometimes they are not mistaken. Such diseo
nance might dp to accompany what Milton re-
presents in his description of Chaos as

—" Stunning sounds, and voices all confused,
Borne through the hollow dark,—

but it will never be heard with a very lofty plea-
sure by the refined and intellectual. There are
very few modern compos itions that become
permanent favorites with the musical public. In
some instances this can be plainly accounted for.
New music is doomed to silotice by appearing so
miserable at its first rehearsal, that its author
afterwards despairs of attaining that success to
which it is entitled. The fate of any piece de-
pends more upon the manner of its execution,
than the merit of its composition. An old fa-
miliar song, butchered by an ug\j singer, is not
near as painful and offensive, as a new song in
the same situation. We know the old song to
be a good one ; and the temporary injury it re-
ceives, does not affect its reputation. When a
song is badly given, it is difficult to conceive
what it might be when it is done well.

Like poetry and painting,—music is adorned
with a mysterious grandeur by the traces of
departed time. Old song", like ruined palaces,
and mouldering castles, are veiled with a
strange enchantment; a magical charm is
thrown around them, that grows brighter, and
brighter as they sink into the darkness of ^ e
past.

The " Pastoral Symyhony" was a very good
specimen of that character of composition. It
has an air of sprightly cheerfulness, which we
are accustomed to associate with the "wood
notes wild" of the artless and happy shepherds^

The Trio " Thou Lovely." &c. was sung
gracefully, and is a pretty melody in itself.—
Miss BROWN is an improving singer. She al-
ways understands her subject, and is never—as
the poet has drawn the untamed passions, "pos-
sessed beyond the Muse's painting." She has a
fine conception of sentimental beauty, and her
tones are marked by that melancholy sweetness
of exurcssion which steals into the heart

-"like sounds that rise
Far off in moonlight evenings on the shore
Of the wide ocean resting after storms."

Her Pastoral Recitative, and Solo " Glad
Angels" was given in her best manner—a man-
ner that will'always please. The Semi Chorus
was faultless in every part, but the last; its
finale is rather too heavy. If these- pieces of
Mr. Walkur's Oratorio are a proper test of the
entire composition, it cannot fail to be success-
ful. His Piano accompaniments are beyond
all eulogy. The keys were never dashed into
more flashing transitions, with more rapid ease
and elegance.

Miss ABBOTT sung, as usual, with extreme
good taste and judgment. In her higher mod-
ulations she is sometimes faulty, but in her
native soprano, she is ever delightful.

The Oratorio concluded with the Chorus
"For unto us a child is born." The most per.
feet Oratorio—no matter how much care and
study is devoted to it—-will have some faults.—
I leave these faults to be noted by more fastidu-
ous criticism. A. B. C.

A Genna.—Bulwor, in his new-play, "The La-
dy of Lyons," gives the following definition of
a genus: " A man who can do every thing in life
except arty thing that's useful."

ET There were two cases of small pox on
board the bark Nashua, arrived at Boston a
few days since from Amsterdam, with a cargo
of RYE. The sufferers were removed for med-
ical treatment. The Boston Advocate says,
"Tho authorities, we presume, will prevent
this cargo of rye getting into domestic circula-
tion." Almost all the imported rye is turned
into WHISKEY. A little small pox vfith it,
will serve as a relish."

O* JAMES'S "Robber" is a capital work. W«
are not surprised at the eulogiums it every where

Tlie last Jonathan.—I'll tell you an almighty
strange thing of how that gal(Ellen Tree) works
on the feelings of critters. When she was a
acting Julia in our parts the door-keepers came
away in, for it was tarnation cold, and no one
took no notiseof the doors, cos no more could

| well get in; when an old bear sniffed his way
into the town and finding no one astir, for they
were all at the play, what docs the critter do but
sniffs his way there too, and crawls up behind
the boxes. I guess he men t to sup off some of
us chaps; but however, he listened, and listened,
till he got quite affected, and so mollified, that
he vowed he woi'ld never go man-eating any
more; next night he came agin and brought his
wife, and the thing was only discovered on the
third night when he was seen coming down lo
the box-office along with an alligator.—London-
Sunday Times.

" Aye—ihU is Love, the steadfast and the true."
Married.—On Thursday, the 19th inst. by the

Rev. Joel Anderson, Mr. Robert Parks, of In-
diana, to Miss Celia Dial, of Williamson Co.

Twenty-five years ago, Mr. P. courted the
lady to whom he is now married, and waa ac-
cepted by her. Parental interference broke off
the match and prevented their union at that
time. Twelve years afterwards he saw her and
renewed their engagement. Circumstances
prevented the meeting until very recently, but
true to their engagement, neither party evermar-
ried—runtil last night, when was consummated
in happiness, the early pledge of their youthful
hearts. We give them our best wishes for a
pleasant and prosperous pilgrimage through
life.—Franklin Repository.

Independence.—Dialogue of a Lowell girl
with the overseer of a Factory.—"Well, Mr.

—, I am informed that you intend to cut
down my wages." "Yes." "Do you suppose I
would go to work again in that room, at lower
prices than I have received before?" " I t is
no more than fair, under the circumstances."
" Well, all I have to say is, that before I'll do it,
I will/see you in Tophet, pumping thunder at
three cents a clap." She was finally invited to
resume work at the old prices.

—«fr — —
Extraoi dmary Eyes and Ears.—A Gascon

happened to be at Paris, in the Rue Notre Dame
close to a citizen, to whom he boasted of the
goodncss'of'his eye-sight.

"Zounds!" said he to him, "from this very
place I sec a mouse running at the top of this
tower."

"I do not see it," said the citizen, "but I hear
it trot ,'"

A Cheerful Companion.— A. gentleman who
lately built a house, was showing it to a friend,
and with great glee was pointing out all its va-
rious accommodations. " My dear sir," inter-
rupted the other, " have you made the staircase
wide enough to bring down yaur coffin ?"

In the window of a shop in a country town
is a jar, labelled " The Tailor's Delight" A
knight of the thimble, anxious to know of what
the contents consisted, on inquiry found it to be
pickled cabbage.

Five"* Reasons.—'Mistress Grimes, lend me
your tub? "Can't do it—all the hoops are off—•
it's full of suds—besides I never had one*-be-
cause I washes in a barrel."

A man should never be ashamed to own he has
been in the wrong ; whrch is but saying, in other
words, that he is wiser to-day than he was yus.
terday.

To be angry is to revenge tho fault of others
upon ourselves.
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Outraged Nature Avenged.—In Queen Ann1*

rrign, a soldier belonging to a marching regi-
mei.Uhat was quartered in the city of W •—,
was taken up for desertion and being tried by a
court martial, was sentenced to be shot. The
Colonel and Lieutenant Colonel being in London
the command of the regiment bad devolved in
course to the major, who was accounted a very
cruel and obdurate man. The day of execution
being come, the regiment, as usual upon these
occasions, was drawn up to witness i t ; but
when every one present who knew the cus.
torn at these executions, expected to see the
corporals cast lots for the ungracious office,
they were suprised to find it fixed by the Maj or
upon the prisoner's own brother,who was a
aoldier in the regiment, and was at the moment
taking leave of the unfortunate culprit.

On this inhuman order, being announced
to the brothers, they both fell upon their knees;
the one suplicating in the most affecting terms
that he might be spared the horror of sheddin g
a brother's blood; and the other that, he might
receive his doom from any other hand than his.

But all tears and supplications were in vain;
the major was not to be moved. He swore that
the brother and the brother only should be the
man, that the example might be the stronger,
and the execution the more horrible. Several
of the officers attempted to remonstrate with
him, but to no purpose.

The prisoner having gone through the usual
services with the minister, kneeled down at the
place appointed to receive the fatal shot.

The major stood by, paw the afflicted brother
load his instrument of death, and this being
done, ordered him to observe the third signal
with his cane and at that instant to do his office,
and dispatch the prisoner.

But behold the justice of providence. When
the major was detailing his faial signals for
the prisoner's death,at the last movement of his
cane, the soldier, inspired by some superior pow-
er, suddenly turned about his niece, and shot the
tyrant in a moment through the head.

Then, throwing "down his piece, lie exclaim-
ed—" He that can show no mercy no mercy let
him receive. Now I submit, I had rather die
this hour, for this death, than live a hundred
year?, and give my brother his." At this un-
expectedevent nobody seemed to be sorry; and
some of the chief citizens, who came to see the
execution, and were winesses of all that passed,
prevailed with the next commanding officer to
carry both the brothers back to prison, and not
execute the first prisoner until farther orders,
promising to indemnify him for the consequence,
as far as tl eir interest could possibly go with the
Queen. This request being complied with, the
citv corporation that very ni^ht drew up a very
pathetic and moving address to their sovereign,
numbly setting forth the c-uelty of the deceased
and prayingher majesty's clemency towards the
prisoner*. The Queen, upon the perusal of this
petition, winch was presented to her majesty by
one of the city representatives, was pleased to
promise that she would inquire a little farther
into the matter. Oo doing BO slie found the
troth of the petition confirmed in all its partic-
ulars; and was graciously pleased to pardon both
• he offending brothers and discharge them from
her service. "For which good .mercy in the
Queen, says a chroi icier of that period, " she
received the very grateful and most dutiful ad-
dress of thanks to her loyal city."

A Western Widow.—One of the finest steam-
boats on the Western waters is the Eilen Kirk-
man, so named in compliment to a lady of Nash-
ville, Tenn. She was built at New Albany (la)
and is five hundred and seventy tons burthen—
propelled by two engines of immense power.
The Nashville Whi^ speaking of this iioble
boat, says—

Ellen Kirkman is the name of a wealthy and
highly respected widow of this city, whose en-
terprise and success in business is only excelled
by her intimate and extraordinary acquaintance
with commercial affiirs. 12 years ago Mr?.
Kiikman was left with a care of a lar^e eelatr.
since which she has erected on our pi.blie
f qtiare a pile of magnificent stores (not exceed-
ed by any in the cit.?.;) and i« stillas active and
ihrcwd in trade as the most accomplished mer.
*haut of the East at foitv. Who then will
pretend to say that Ellen Kirkman is uncleser.
viug the compliment paid by the captain and
•waeraof the steamer?

AN INCIDENT.
From the Illinois Republican of May 8.

Tho young lady charged with being accesso.
ry to the murder of Dr. Dalton, in Knoxville,
Illinois, was tried by virtue of a writ of habeas
corpus, before Judge Thomas, in Springfield
on Saturday last, in the court room and discharg-
ed. The circumstances that led to the murder of
Dalton, and the appearance of the young, beau-
tifiul and interesting prisoner, excited a deep
interest on the part of the people in her behalf.
We have been informed that Dr. Dalton, some
time last winter, called on this young lady, and
informed her that one of her female acquain.
tances, in the country, was sick, and was anx-
ious to see her, and said, as he was compelled
to visit her friend, he being her physician, he
would give her a seat in his sleigh if she wished
le go. The doctor being a man of a family,
and good character, she accepted of the offer.—
The doctor, after driving a few miles,
informed the young lady that her friend was
not sick, and then attempted to commit a rape ;
with a drawn dagger he threatened her life, un-
less she would submit to his brutal proposition.
Her screams freightened the horses; he sprung
out of the sleigh for the purpose of tieing the
horses, but they were unmanageable-, she quit
the sleigh, and run a considerable distance
through the snow to the nearest house, and
thus made her escape. The-doctor was arrested
and bound over in the sum of $»3,000̂  for his
appearance at court. This done, he endeavor-
ed to create the impression that the girl did not
possess a good character; this caused her broth-
er, it is said, lo utter threats against him. And
shortly after, Dr. Dalton, whilst standing oppo-
posite to the young lady's father's house, was
shot in the back from a windiw. Her brother,
Silas A. Rude, was apprehended on suspicion,
and is now in custody awaiting his trial. His
sister was also arrested, and her case disposed
of as above stated.

The discharge of the young lady brought
forth, from spectators, an involuntary shout of
joy. But, to add to the interest of all these
circumstances, a few hours after her release she
wag,' united by the bands of matrimony to a
gentleman to whom she had been engaged for a
year or more. "All's well that ends well."

The Monkey and Bull Dog.—A furious battle
took place some time back, at Worcester, be-
tween those two animals, on a wager of three
guineas to one, that the dog would kill the
monkey in six minutes. The owner of the dog
agreed to permit thfc monkey to use a stick
about a foot long. Hundreds of spectators as-
sembled to witness the fight, and bets ran eight,
nine and ten to one in favor of the dog, which
could hardly be held in. The owner of the
monkey taking from his pocket a thick round
rule about a fool long, threw it into the hand of
the monkey, saying, ' Now look shbrp—mind
that dog.' 'Then he re goes for your monkey.'
cried the butchtr, letting the dog loose, which
flew wilh a tiger like fierceness at him. The
monkey with astonishing agility, sprang at
least a yard high, and falling on the dog, laid
fast hold of the back of his neck wilh his
teeth, seizing one-ear wilh his left paw, so as to
prevent his turning to bite. In this unexpected
situation, Jack fell to work with his rule upon
the head of the dog, which he beat so forcibly
and rapidly, that the creature cried out most
eloquently. In a short time the dog was carried
ofT in nearly a lifeless state with his scull frac-
tured. The monkey was of the middle size.—
English Paper.

One day Mr. Curran said to Father O'Leary,
the well known Roman Catholic priest, "Rev.
erend Father, I wish that you were St. Pctem"
" And why, Counsellor, would you wish that I
was St. Peter?" asked O'Leary. "Because,
Reverend Father, in that case you would have
the keys of Heaven, and you could let me in."
" By my honour and conscience, Counsellor,"
rcplird the divine, " it would be better for you
that I hail the keys of the < ther place, for then
I could let you out." Curran enjoyed the joke
which he admitted had a good Heal of reason in it.

I T We find the following original but just re-
mark, in the Wilhehn Meister of Goelhc : —
" There arc moments in lite when past events,
like winged shutiles, dart to and fro before us,
and by their incessant movements weave a web,
which we ourselves in a greater or less degree,
have spun ami put upon the loom*"

The Barber's Pole, which is the symbol of the
myBtery of shaving by a razor, has been used
for many years. Its origin is thus related in
Pulleyn's Etymolog:cal Compendium :

The origin of the barber's pole is to be traced
to the period when the barbers were also sur-
geons, under the denomination of Barber Sur.
genns, or Barber-Chirurgeons, none other in
former times being allowed to let blood.1 To
assist this operation, it being necessary for the
patient to grasp a staff, a stick or pole was al-
ways kept by the Barbcr-Surgeon, together
with the fillet or bandaging used for tying the
patient's arm. When the pole was not in use
the tape was tied to it that they both might be
forthcoming when wanted. On a person com-
ing to be bled, the tape was disengaged from
the pole and bound round the arm, and the
pole was put into the person's hand ; after it
was done it was again tied on, and in this state
the pole and tape were often hung at the door,
fora sign or notice to passengers that they
might there be bled. At length, instead of
hanging out the identical pole used in the op-
eration, a pole was painted with stripes rouni
it, in imitation of the real pole and its bandar
gings, and thus came the sign.'

Ornithology.—On Saturday last, 12th May,
as a youth of this village was shooting near
the outlet of Seneca Lake, he discovered a
beautiful bird, about the size of a pigeon,
which ran, and (Ostrich like*) hid its head a-
mongst the reeds, allowing itself to be taken
without resistance. On showing the bird to
President HALE, of the College, he pronounced
it to be the Martinicn Gallinule. The plumage
of the head, neck, throat and breast, are a rich
violent purple, the back an olive green, sides of
the neck and wings, ultramarine ; bill, vernuf-
lion. According to Wilson's Ornithology,
where the bird is delineated, it is rarely Been
even in summer, north of Georgia. where it
appears in the latter pait of the month of April.
A specimen was once in Peale's museum, New
York, and another in the Philadelphia museum ;
both had taken their refuge on board of ships
bound to Philadelphia, during their migration
from Mexico. How this beautiful stranger
found its way so far north as Geneva, during so
cold and backward a season, seems rather cu-
rious. The bird is alive and healthy.—Geneva
Gaz.

Ugliness.—It is curious to observe that an
ugly face is generally the indication of a humer-
ous and witty mind. It suggests innumerable ex.
hilerating witticisms in the wearer himself, and
is the cause of wit to others- There is scarce-
ly a merry, shrewd, witty fellow in fictitious
history, but has the honor ot ugliness attributed
to him. Msop was a very ugly little hunchback:
uglier still was Socrates, no less a man of wit
and humor, than a philosopher. The heroes of
Rabelais were famous for personal deformity.—*
Sancho Panza, Don Quixolte, and Rosinante*
were in their several conditions absolute patterns
of this interesting- qualification. Hudib^s and
Ralulio were still more conspicuously ugly.—
Scarron, the favorite wit of France, was the
most deformed little creature a lovely woman,
ever allowed herself to he coupled to.

From the New-York American.
AN ORDINANCE OF CROMWELL AGAINST DUELING:.

Cromwell, Protector.
"V is. enacted, That if any person shouM

| challenge, or cause to he^cballenged, or accept,
or knowingly carry a challenge to fight a duel,
he shall be committed to prison without bail for
six months, and find security for his good be-
haviour for one whole year after. Persons chal-
lenged, not discovering [t [n twenty-four hours
afterwards, to be deemed acceptors. Fighting a
duel, if death shall ensue, to be adjudged mur.
der. The seconds, in the last case, to be deemed
principals, and in every other to be banished
from the Commonwealth fox life, and to suffer
death in case of return. CROMWF.IL"

Whitehall, 1654. A. S^ ^

A good story is related of President IIuKvph.
rey, of Amhcrst College. One morning, before'
recitations, some of ihostudcnts fastened a live
goane to the President's chair. When the Pres-
ident entered the mom, au,d discovered the*new
occupant of hie se t, he turned o,n Jiia heel and
coolly observing '(iuiHlemen, I perceive you
have a competent instructor, aud I will tUere
fore leave you to your ntudje*?
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Written for the Gem.
THE LOST RING.

A Ring! it is a talisman,
For what else can it be T

A pledge from fond affection's hand,
It says , ' oh! think of mV—

» » * * *

Leilia had a plain Gotd Ring,—
And graven in her heart

Were the last words and offering,
"Keep faith, for I depart :—

" Though others may around thee press,
And whisper words of art,

Think on mine, absent tenderness,
Leilia ! pledge thy heart!

Ah! be not thou another's love, —
Forsake not thou that faith ;

This ring shall seal the holy vow,
And thou art mine till death,"
* * » * »

He's gone—-And will the maiden heed
The " plighted troth" she's given 1

For with the lightning's flash of speed
Her vow was writ in heaven!
* * * * *

Why doth the 'bright-eyed Leilia' grieve 1
Why droops her darkly-flowing hair 1

Ah ! see the youthful bosom heave ;
A deep, deep wo is prisoned there.

But view that hand—that little hand,—
It wears not now the circling-gold ;

A few short words exp'ain the rest—
The ' Ring is lost!'—her love grew cold?

To Edwin now the story tell ?
He'll think perchance some rival one

Has gained a pledge, I could not keep;
When he, was from my presence gone;

Ah! no, * my Edwin,' truth wi'I tell,—
That she you loved could ne'er deceive ;

My soul is true—my heart your own,—
You cannot pause—you must believe '.

T H E R E S A CL**».
Springfield, Massachusetts.

The following ''Coronation Ode" sung by the Young
Ladies at the Female Seminary in this city, last Mny
day. to the tune of " The origin of the Harp," was
written by one of ihfir number, and produced a fine
effect when " warMfl" hy them " in full chorus" on
that occasion, as all will well remember who were for-
tunate enough to be present. At tlie conclusion of the
song,the coronal of ^pi ing's earl est flowers Was placed
by free hearts and wil ing hands on as fair a brow as
will receive the crown of the British Isles at the com-
ing coronation.

W e have come, lovely lady, our homage to pay
To the fairest of m; Uens, our young Queen of May;
Like loyal true subjects allegiance we owe,
Like true loyal subjects before thee we bow ;
W e pledge ihee our faith, we here swear to obey,
Each word and each wish of our young Queen of May.

Then ssjile, gentle fair, on your subjects to-night,
And wear the gay flowers in this coronal bright,
Accept, gracious Q'leen, of the tribute"we bring,
'Tis wreathed of the earliest blo6*oms of Spring,
We've cull'd them and twin'd them on this festal day—
To grace the fair brows of our young Queen of May.

B r i ^ t emblems they are of thy beauty and youth,
Brignt takens are they of our love and our truth—
Though time should breathe o'er them the blight of

decay ;
And their rich blushing tints faile for ever away,
Their fragrance f hall live until life's latest day.
And with them we'll crown thee our young Queen of

May.

DIED,
In this city, on the I81I1 inst., of consumption, Mrs.

F.LIZA. wife of Mr. SII.AS BAM., and danghter of Doct.
Samuel Hamilton, aged 41 years.

In Hamilton, Madison county, on the 11 Ih instant,
Mrs. Margaret Uemmenway, formerly of Brighton, in
her 8iJ year.

At Honeoye Falls, on the 18th instant, Mrs. Eliza-
beth Preston, aged 4-2 years.

At Diiricn, (.euesee county, on the 13thinstant, Mr.
Henry Bartholf, aged 37 years.

At Warsaw, Genesee county, on the 20th inst., Mr.
Samuel IMuneer, aged 63 years.

At Mount Morrin, on the 16th inst., Gen. R. M. Cur.
tian.nged 41 years.

On tbe Mth instant, Mrs. Elizubeth Erown, of this
city, in herOOih year.

At West Bloomfield, on the 10th instnnt, of Con-
sumption, after a protracted and painful illness, Mr. R.
A. Paruiele, in the '20th year of his age.

GIVE ME THE WILD WOOt).
" TJ^ere is a serene and settled majesty in AVoodland

Scenery, that enters Into the soul, and dilates and ele«
vates it, and fills it with noble inclinations."

' W . IRVIKO.
Give me the wild wood dark and gray,

And call it not a solitude;
Give me the free wind's wholesome play ;

KUsing the mountain, field and flood.
I'd not live where the thousand things,
That cause poetic imaginings.
Are known but by the whispers dear,
That in the wild wood greet the ear.

Each hough that waves its foliage green,
Sings of manhood's plowing prime.

Whilst gnarled limbs above thtm see,
Tell stories of departed time ;

Soon on these chroniclers of years,
A moral in the moss appears,
That fluanis its tresses in ihe sky,
And saps the arms that lift it high.

There's not a wind but has its tone.
Waking up some treasured thoughts,

Whether it come from frozen zone,
Or from the burning south is brought,

The zephyr's soft and eo thing breath,
The east wind, with its ilamps and death,
Each is a herald trumping plain,
A host of spirit in its train.

There's not o'er head a rushing wing,
When fog sits on the frozen rills,

But breathe glad tidings of the Spring,
Fast hurrying, to the northern hills,

But tells that slie, wiih songs and flowers,
Will cheer once more the leafless bowers,
And rounil each tra«*e of wintry death,
Shed warm again her qukk'iiing breath.

There's not, when Sabbath morn is flush,
With summer hrightness. and ihe grove

Is sounding with the tuneful thrash,
A heart but thrill? with holy love;

And when the hlue bird's parting note,
In the full breeze is heard to float,
It is a sound that plainly tells.
Of climes where sunshine ever dwells.

There's not a bird, that, wings the air,
Nor wind, that lifts the ci rling cloud,

Nor tree, that spreads its foliage fair,
Nor flo d, nor field, nor mountain proud,

But tells thfi wanderer wild and free,
Of Him. who caused these things to be.
But has a voice, where'er he roam,
Such as ne'er came from fretted dotce.

Give me the wild wood—I ean bow,
With reverent heart, in house of prayer,

Can hear the organ"breathing low.
And fee! high thoughts when mingling there.

Yet still I love the untamed sc<=ne, ^
Where nought, hut God's own hand has been, «
Where every thing can make : s feel,
And mocking pride ne'er come to kneel.

J. B. C.

THE LAPSE OF TIME.
BY WM. C. BRYANT:

Lament who will, in fruitless tears,
The speed with which our moments fly ;

I si h not over vanislted years—
But watch the years that hasten by.

Look, how they come !—a mingled ciowd
Of bright and dark, but rapid days ;

Beneath them, like, a summer cloud,
The wide world changes aa I gaze.

Whnt ! grieve that time has brought so soon
The sober age of manhood on ?

As idly might I weep, at noon,
To see this blush of morning gone.

Could I give np the hopes that glow
In prospective Elysian isles ;

Ami let the rharming future go
With all her piomises and smileBi

The Future!—cruel were the power
Whose doom would tear thee from my heart •,

Thou sweet'ner o( the present hour •,
We cannot—no, wo will not part.

Oh, leave me still the rapid flight
That makes the changing seasons gay,

The grateful speed that brings the night,
Theswift and glad return of day.

The monih3 that touch with added grace,
This little prattlur at my knee,

In wh jse aris.i eye, and speaking face,
New mduiiin£ every hour I see.

The years that o'er each sister land,
Shall lift the country of my birth,

Ani nurse her strength til shesUall stand
The prike and pattern of the earth. -

Till younger commonwealths, for aid,
Shall cling about her ample robe,

Anil from her frown shall shrink afraid
The crowned opnress^rs of the globe.

True, time will sea n ami blanch my brow ;
Well, 1 slvill sit with aged men,

And mv good glass will tell me how
A giizzly beard becomes me then.

And should no foul dishonor lie
Upon my head, when 1 am gray,

Love yet shall watch my fading eye,
And sniODilitlie pith ol my dacay.

Then haste thue Time, 'tis kindness all
That speed* thy winguil fuel so fust;

Thy pleasured stay not 1 ill they pall,
And all th> pains are quickly past.

Thou flicft and buar'st away oui woes.
And as thy shadowy fain depart,

The memory of sorrow grows
A lighter burden on the heart.

From the Philadelphia Gazette.
The following beautiful verses are from the pen of a

noble Spanish ptfet, Angel de Suavedra, Duke of Bivas-
The subject is one which, like that of "The Storm Pain,
ter in his Dungeon." by another high spirit of modern
days,—awakens lofty thoughts, and demands expressive
language.

ODE TO T H E LIGHTHOUSE AT MALTA.
The world in dreary darkness sleeps profound—

The storm clouds hurry on, by hoarse winds driven,
And night's dull shades and spectral mists confound

Earth, sea, and heaven!
King of surrounding Chaos! thy dim form

Rises with fiery crown upon thy brow,
To scatter light and peace amid the storm,

And life bestow.

In vain the sea with thundering wav«s may peal
And burst beneath thy feet in giant sport,

Till the white foam in snowy olbud* conceal
The sheltering port.

Thy flaming tongue proclaims—" Behold the shore \"
And voiceless hails the weary pilot back,

Whose watchful eyes, like worshippers, explore
The shining track.

Now silent night a gorgeous mantle wears—
By sportive winds the clouds are scattT'd far.

And lo! with starry train the moon appears
In circling car.

While the pale mist that thy tali brow enshro'ida.
In vain w oulii veil thy diadem from sight.

Whose form colossal seem to touch the clouds
With stariike light.

Ocean's perfidious Waves may calmly sleep
Yet hide sharp rotks—the cliff, false signs display:

Ami luring lights, far -flashing o'er the deep,
The ship betray.

But thou, whose splendor dims each leaser beam—
Whose firm, unmoved position might declare

Thy throne a monarch's—like the north star's gleam,
Reveal's each snare.

So reason's steady torch, with light as pure,
Dispels the gloom when stormy passions rise ;

Or Fortune's cheating^phantoms.would obscure
The soul's dim eyes !

Since I am cast by adverse fortunes here,
Where thou oresidest o'er tnis scanty-soil,

And bounteous heaven a shelter grants to cheer
My spirit's toil;

Frequent I turn to thee, with homage_mute,
Ere yet each troubled thought is calm'd in sleep,

And still thy gun like browriny eyes salute
Above the deep.

How many BOW may gaze on this sea-shore,*
Alas '. like me, as exiles iloom'd to roam 1

Some who perchance would greet a wife once m»rs>
Or children's home!

Wanderers, by poverty or despots driven
To seek a refuge. _as 1 do, afar,

"Here find at lait, the sign of welcome given—
A hospitable star!

And still to guide tbe barque it calmly shines—
The barque that from my native land oft bean

Tidings of bitter griefs, and mournful lines
Written ;wiih tears.

When first thy vision-flashed upon my eyes,
And all its dazzling glory I beheld.

Oh ! how my heart, long used to miseries
With rapture swrli'd!

Inhospitable Latium's shores were lost,
.And, as amid the threatening waves we steer'd,

When near to dangerous shoals, by tempests tost,
Thy light appe.ar'd..

No saints the ficle mariners then praised,*
But vows and prayers forgotten with the nightj

While from the sil«ut gloom the cry was raised—
"Maltain sight!"

And thou wert like a sainted Image crown'd.
Whose forehead bears a shower of golden rays,

Which pi'grims, seeking health and peace, surround
With holy praise.

Never may I forget thee. One alone
Of che.ris'd o'jecls shall with thee aspire,

King of the Night! to match thy lofty throne
And friendly lire.

That vision still with sparkling light appears
In the sun's dazzling tmams at matin hour,

And is the golden angel memory rears
On Cordova's proud tower !

MARRIED.
On the 28th instant, in Grace Church, by the Rev.

Mr. Clark. PRKDERICK C WILSON, of the firm of
Frink& WiNon, to Miss LUCRET1A HOWE, only
daughter of the late Jacob Howe, nil of this city.

In Monroe, Michigan, on the 21st i .istant. by the Rev.
J O'Brien. Mr. WILLIAM SKELY, of Rochester,
N. Y., to ftliss CATHARINE MONROE.

On Thursday morning, 31th instnnt, nt St. Paul'*
Church, by the Rev Mr. Clark, Mr. THOMAS W.
WATtiON, to Miss DELIA JANE BISSfiLL, alloC
this City.

At Greece, on the Oth instant, by Raq. Warner, Mr.
JOHN L HOPE, to Miss MARGARET CALD-
WELL, both of Rochester, and formerly of Scotland.

At Scottavill, on the 'i3d instant, by the Rev. Doctor
Hunter, Mr. H. H. llulin, of Niles, Michigan, to Miss
Mary Parks, of Scottsville.

At the ISnpids, on the 7th instant, by 8- A. Yerfce*.
Esq. Mr. Goo. Rrown, of Rochester, to Miss Angelina
(Jstrum, formerly of Philadelphia,

By the Bame, and at the same'place, on the 16th ia»t.,
Mr. Sylvanus H. Oaklary, of Gates, to Mra. Hannah
Brooks, of the same place.
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(EF The following tale relates to a period
rather barbarous; but it is nevertheless interest-
ing as a narrative : and the moral it conveysjs,
that Providence watches over the innoeent ;
while the cruel and the treacherous rarely fail to
meet with the punishment due to their turpitude
and perfidy. Hence we conceive it a proper ar-
ticle for a family circle.—Family Newspaper.

From the Casket.
ELLEN OF ARGYLE.

The little story that I am about to relate is
handed to us from among the legends of anti-
quity, with which Scotland abounds,. Although
these stories of "olden lime" convey bnt little
moral applicability to the purposes of modern
life,-yet they bring to view many obsolete traits
in the Scottish character, which are the founda-
tions of its present reputation. The constitu-
tion of fends, which had its origin Trom the
military policy of those northern nations, the

.Goths, the Huns, the Lombards, &c. prevailed
at the time of which we are speaking, in almost
all the nations of Europe, and in Scotland it
flourished in the highest vigor. Numerous clans,
each governed by a hereditary chieftain, com-
posed the nation. Homage and fealty were due
from the nobility to the King, and these received
the like pledges of attachment and service from
inferior chiefs and tenantry. Under a govern-
ment too loosely connected for any other than
military purposes,, it is_not surprising that intes.
tine commotions were frequent—when clan was
arrayed against clan,, with all the bitterness
whieh local prejudices engender

Among the chiefs thus -arrayed against each
omer, were thoseA>f Ahfffle &\tl the Island of
Mull. In numerical strength the clan of Argyle
or the Campbells, was much supeiior to that of
Mull, or the Maclains', for so were they several-
ly distinguished. The Maclains were, neverthe-
less, brave and hardy, and at all times a trouble-
some enemy. The Island of Mull is situated off
the western coast of Scotland, and is one of the
principal of the Hebrides, being 28 miles in
length, and 18 in breadth. "

The lengthened hostilities of these clans be-
came irksome to them both, and both were anx-
ious to establish a lasting truce, through motives
of policy more than friendship. Experience
ha*], however, taught them that treaties were
unavailing; and tbere were always some mali-
cious individuals of either clan, especially a-
mong the fishermen of the different coasts, who
were sure to commit almost daily acts of vio-
lence, producing perplexing disputes that always
ended in bloodshed.

Argyle was at this time a widower, with one
son, the heir to his dukedom, and a daughter,
Ellen, a maiden of extraordinary beauty and in-
telligence. Maclain was young, and unmar-
ried, and a union between him and Ellen of Ar-
gyle seemed to promise a permanent repose to
the contending parties. A mutual attachment
existed between Ellen and an English knight—
but she did not hesitate to sacrifice inclination
to patriotism. The marriage accordingly \ook
place in the castle of Argyle, attended with the
pomp and ceremony suited to the rank of the
parties, and the importance of the occasion.

The intercourse between the clans was mark-
ed, for some time, with the strictest cordiality ;
and the Duke congratulated himself upon the
happy consummation of a plan which had origi-
nated with 'himself. Bat the birth of a son and
heir to the chieftainship of Mull gave rise to
new feelings among the kindred of the present
chief. The collateral relations fonnd themselves
excluded to make way for a de< .*<• -H Ca:n;'bcll—

murmura and complaints were carried to the
castle, and soon assumed the forms of menace
and rebellion. The few domestics that attend,
ed Ellen of Argyle from the paternal roof, were,
one by one, on some pretence, removed from a-
bout her person, and she was left friendless a-
midst a host of enemies, who no longer con-
cealed their hatred. In this dilemma she was
without resource and without consoJation—hon-
or forbade an appeal to her father, and conse-
quently to a renewal of those hostilities whfen
she had for a lime the means of allaying. Her
husband, imbecile and irresolute, afforded but a
feeble promise of protection against the ungov-
ernable resentment of Iris kindred^ At length
a body of inferior chiefs waited on their leader,
and demanded that his wife and child should be
delivered into their possession, declaring, incase
of refusal, that Benlona, a popular and designing
man, and near kinsman to the chief of Mull,
should be their leader. It was in vain that Mac.
lain opposed argument and entreaty to the cruel
determination of the chiefs of his clafi ; they
knew his character, and felt satisfied that reso-
lution was only necessary to compel him to yield
to their purpose. Having extorted permission
from their chief, Benlona, with two others, en-
tered the apartment of Ellen at midnight, and
ordered her to prepare herself on the instant to
return to her father ; informing her that the
Maclains would not submit to a mistress of the
house of Argyle, nor a chieftain of the blood of
the Campbells.

Ellen could not believe that these men of blood
intended to convey her to her father. She in-
formed them that, as the mother of her child,
she could not but feel some degree pf maternal
anguish at this unseasonable visit; but as the
daughter of Argyle she could meet their mena-
ces without dismay, amj^heir insults withscprn.
She was sooi> prepare^ aiicj-̂ tviths her infant,
only a few months old, followed them to the
sea.shore. She was there delivered into the
hands of two ruffians, who received her in a boat,
for the purpose apparently of conveying her and
her child to the coast of Argyle. After rowing
several hours the boat was stopped at an isolated
rock, embracing but a few feet aboye the level
of the ocean. The idea of being thus left with
her child, with no companion but despair and
famine, overcame the resolution of Ellen of^r-
gyle. She implored the pity of her murderers
—but she implored in vain—the only reply she
received was, that "her time would be short"—
with which the men departed and left her to her
fate. As she reflected on the answer of the ruf-
fians, the fatal truth rushed upon her mind—
the returning tide would overwhelm the rock,
and speedy and certain destruction awaited her
infant and herself. Few situations more heart-
rending and deplorable can well be imagined
than that of Ellen; her enemy was the unstayed
swell of the mighty ocean—her fate lay in the
pathway of omnipotent power.

The death of Ellen and her infant by a ma-
lignant disorder, was announced from the castle
of Mull, and a grand and solemn funeral gave
credence to the deception. A messenger was
despatched to Argyle to inform him of the mel.
ancholy event, and to advise him that the chief
of Mull with a splendid retinue, would pay a
visit to his afflicted father-in-law. Maclain ar-
rived with his friends, clothed in the deepest
mourning—he was met by Argyle and his fol.
lowers, clad also in sable, and conducted to the
ducal hall, where refreshments were prepared
for thesisjtors. The Duke'informed Maclain
that he should presently invite him to the feast;
but that'a guest would soon join them whose
company would be particularly agreeable, at
lea»t to himself—that his bouse had been too
long without a mistress, and the new comer was
U) uw.upy ll.at >-t:it.on.

"What! a bridal and a funeral feast 1" cried
Maclain.

"Aye," quoth John of Lorn, " a bridal and a
funeral feast! here is a step-dame for an unraly
son—but even her authority will hardly keep me
calm to-day."

" Methinks that joy makes you forget that
sorrow too is blended with this occasion,"said
Maclcin.

" True," replied Argyle, •• but Johc of Lorn
is ever thoughtless—but you, brave sir,; shall
judge if the lady deserves not our kindest feel-
ings" ' _** '

The lady now made her appearance,-and was
BO other than Ellen of Argyle, with her infant
son. She had been rescued from her perj^us
situation by some fishermen, shortly after day
break on the same morning she was left upon
the rock, and at. a moment of the greatest peril.

Surprise and shame kept the treacherous
chieftain and his followers silent. " Maclains
—if the entertainment is displeasing, you are at
liberty to depart—but the threshhold of hospi-
tality once passed, your recreant chieftain shall
answer for his insult to my house, and his perfi-
dy to my daughter."

The Maclains hastened from the hall of Ar-
gyle, pursued by the Campbells. The chief of
Mull stopped not at the threshhold, but was pur-
sued by John of Lorn, who slew him as he fled.

But few escaped—and the treacherous Benlo-
na was among the number who paid the forfeit
of their crimes.

THE STOLEN KEY-HOLE.
A FRASMKNT.

" Past twelve o'clock, and—oh ! shame to the
ripe manhood of fifty—Je-emy Dunbrown, his
senses muffled in strong drink, sought his home.
Let the truth be said, though the shame fall
upon Jeremy Dunbrov.'M_W(2j drunk; yes, so
drunk, that unassisted nTajr.i. iiot £jia! .night ap-
proached his household J*ods, at the hour we
write of, fast asleep—for Jeremy having the
street door key in his pocket, kept not the lares
sitting up. Dunbrown was a bachelor ; hence
it was his peculiar boast at the club, that he
kept nobody waiting for him save the flees.

We have inferred that Jeremy wound not his
way down Bishopsgate alone. No: great is
the beneficence of Bacchus, who numbers in
his thousands of little laqueys, to sober eyes in-
visible, wlioBe duty|it is t̂o lead the voteries of
their purple master safely home. The water
drinker could not, see the jolly little satyr with
its small kid hoofs clattering along the stones
of Bishopsgate, keeping Jeremy Dunbrown
from posts and gutters,—now steadying his
right leg, now the left—now flinging a vine or
hop-plant over him, pulling him back Ie6t he
fall upon his nose—Jeremy all the while smi.
ling, ând uttering half-words from the corner
of his mouth, in acknowledgment of the benev-
olence. These bacchanal fairies, thousands
though there be—for were they not, how would
frail mortals find the door 1—are not distin-
guishable by the profane sober; nor are they to
be seen by the small drinker, by the petty ras-
cal who simpers over a gill and thinks himseli
Silenus, No, no; a man must labor in many
vintages to be worthy of such a body guard.—
Happy are we to assure the world that Jeremy
Dunbrown was that man-!

Jeremy, aided by his good genius, shuffled
down the empty street, the wind blowing and
the rain falling. At lenght Jeremy reached the
iron rail that skirted his ancient home. " All's
right!" said Jeremy ; and as he spoke, the vi-
nous fairy quitted its charge (leaving it in order
to Bee safely to Ins door the Rev. Doctor Mag-
num, at that moment much debilitated by a re-
cent argument at Alderman Bung's on He
brow roots.)
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"All's right'." repeated Jeremy, and he laid
his flattened palm against that consecrated
piece of wood, his own house door. "All's
right!" and Jeremy, with a smile sent from his
very heart, a smile flickering in his saddened
ftgft&jw fcoBkJwecighJ bsmaV<bro€»Jhes pocket
t&e,"Btceet-«ooV'ke}'» ?F«n i&MiuSeVjmore, and
J^rcmy.DiJnbtoWn^ojulJ oe" s{fetehed between
his houshpld sheets\m , . r

Jeremy,*jw)th $iQ."itey $1 &* hand, sought to
turn thal(<tW: ^M5ft» *pfj o3d—very strange
—rather annoying, but Jere^ny ,could not find
the k$y«?i«t$. .Jerffny/smrlod,^ growled with
fixed t«rtthC,ftfcr»%cbed*wr{irtr»,̂ cy all over the
door, still Vfeefe was tne key-hole ? Then Jer-
emy stood as upright as circumstances would
permit—coughed—and, grasping the key anew,
made a reckless dash at the door, as if—trus.
ting to the guidance of his good genius, he
hoped to find the aperture ; when the key, struck
by the violense from his hand, rang upon the
daor-step, and Jeremy, muttered objectionable
oaths, dropped upon his knees and groped about
the wet mud for the lost treasure. "It's all
right!" said Jeremy, when, having searched for
ten minutes, he again rose upon his legs with
the recovered key, which—so great was his
presence of mind—he carefully cleaned with
the tail of his coat. "Mud may clog the
wards," said Jeremy, with, all things consid-
ered, superhuman sagacity. "Now then—very
droll—very odd,"—and Jeremy continued to
scrape the key, as he thought, over every inch
of the door,—''exceeding odd—never knew
such thing in born days—remarkable—strange
to a degree—ha! ha ! capital joke—capid—d—n
the key !"

Such was the broken soliloquy of Dunbrown,
as he stood perspiring at his own door. Again
he paused from his toil—looked up the street,
down it, and again resolved by one vigorous
effort to turn the lock. Again in silence did he
run the key over the door ; breathlessly he
searched for the desired opening ; then his
hand foil to his side, and on a sudden he stood
convinced for once and for ever.

"I see it,"—cried Jeremy Dunbrown,—" I
see it—the dishonesty of the times 1—some thief
has stolen the key-hole!"

As Jeremy said this, his legs slid from under
him, and he came—as good luck would have it
—softly down upon the door-step. He was
scarcely well down ere his eyes were closed ;
and snoring hard, with the unappropriated key
gripped in his right haiyi, Jeremy Dunbrown
sat in the shadow of his own doubled-locked
door— sat and slept!"

COOPER'S NEW WORK ON AMERICAN
DEt^CRACY.

We extract at random, various passages :
Picture of a Demagogue*

The demagogue is usually sly, a detractor of
others, a professor of humility and disinterest-
edness, a great stickler for equality as respects
all above him, a man who acts in corners, and
avoids open and manly expositions of his course,
calls blackguards gentlemen folks, appeals to
passions and prejudices rather than to reason,
and is in all reepects a man cf intrigue and de-
ception, of sly cunning and management, in-
stead of manifesting the frank, fearless qualities
of the democracy he so prodigally professes.

The man who maintains the rights of the
people on pure grounds, may be distinguished
from the demagogue by the reverse of all these
qualities. He does not flatter the people, even
while he defends them, for he knows that flatte-
ry is a corrupting- and dangerous poison. Hav-
ing nothing to conceal, he is frank and fearless,
as are all men with the consciousness of right
motives. He oftener chides than commends, for
power needs repruof &, can dispense with praise.

He who would be a courtier under a king, is
almost certain to be a demagogue in a democra-
cy. The elements are the same, though, brought
into action under different circumstances, ordi-
nary observers are apt to fancy them the ex.
tremes of opposite moral castes. Travellers
have often remarked, that Americans, who
have made themselves conspicuous abroad for
their adulation of rank and power, have be-
come zealous advocates of popular supremacy,
on returning home. Several men of this stamp
are, at this moment, in conspicuous political
stations in the country, having succeeded by the
commonest arts of courtiers.

Argument against the Right of Instruction.
Upon the whole, when we take into consider,

ation the received signification of terms, as they

were understood when the constitution was fram-
ed ; the legal effect of legislative acts, which
are binding though the entire constituency in-
struct to the contrary ; the omission in the con-
stitution to point out any legal means of in-
strucling, and the practical difficulties in obtain-
ing instructions that shall be above the reproach
of being ex parte and insufficient; the perma-
nent obligation of the constitution ; the doubt
and indecision instructions would introduce in-
to a government, that was expressly framed to
obviate these weaknesses ; the dangers that con-
stantly arise from the activity of the designing,
and the supineness of the well meaning; the
want of unity, and of fixed principles, it might
give to a legislation that controls peace and war.
and the foreign relations, as well as the expo-
sure to foreign influence directly exercised over
irresponsible men ; and the general character of
deliberation and examination which is secured
to Congress, which may be called on to act on
information known only to itself; we are led to
conclude that the doctrine of instruction is un-
constitutional, whether as applied to the Senate
or to the House of Representatives, and that so
far from being a doctrine that is adapted to se-
cure the domination of real majorities, it is rath-
er an invention of intrigueing politicians to ef-
fect their own wishes, in opposition to those of
the nation. Exceptions may occur, but govern-
ing principles are to be settled on general rules
and by general effects.

Candor not an American Virtue.
Foreigners reproach the American with a want

of directness and candor, in conducting their
ordinary intercourse. It is said that they dis-
semble thoughts thai might properly be express-
ed, in the presence of the parties interested, to
express them openly and in away to insinuate
more than is asserted, behind their backs. It is
to be feared that this is a vice of humanity, but,
still, one people may be more under its influ-
ence than another. It would be a singular and
a false effect of freedom, to destroy a nation's
character for candor ; but we are not to be de-
ceived by names, it being quite possible that a
tyranny of opinion should produce such results,
even in a democracy.

America is under many powerful influences,
that have little connection with the institutions.
The want of large towns, the scattered popula-
tion, and the absence cf much marked inequal-
ity of condition, necessarily lend a provincial
character to the population, a character that
every where favors the natural propensity of
man to bring all his fellows within the control
of his own strictures. The religionists who
first settled the conn try,lpo, have aided in bring-
ing individual ojfrsion ni subjecti6n to public
opinion, and, as the latter is always controled
by combinations and design, consequently more
or less to error. There is no doubt that tliese
combined causes have had the effect to make a
large portion of the population less direct, frank,
candid and simple in the expression of their
honest sentiments, and even in the relation of
facts, than the laws of God and the social du-
ties require. It is to this feeling that the habit
has.arisen of making cautious and evasive an-
swers, such as "I guess," "I conclude," " I
some think," "I shouldn't wonder, if such a
man had said so and so," when the speaker is
the whole time confident of the fact. This
practice has the reproach of insincerity and e-
quivneation, is discreditable, makes intercourse
treacherous and unsafe, and is beneath the
frankness of freemen. In all these respects, a
majority of the American people might take a
useful lesson from the habits of England, a
country which though remarkable for servility
to superiors, can boast of more frankness in
ordinary life than our own.

A Discovery.—The Boston Transcript says
"there is much difference between personal re-
gard and pursc.onal attachment, if you ever no-
ticed it."

A Quaker invited a tradesman to dine with
him, whom he treated with an excellent dinner,
a bottle of wine and a pipe of tobacco. His
guest, after drinking pretty freely, became ex-
tremely rude and abusive to his host, insomuch
that the Quaker's patience was at length quite
exhausted, and he rose up and addressed him in
the following words :—

•'Friend, I have given thee meat offering, and
drink offering, and burnt offering, and for thy
misconduct I will give thee a heave offering;"
and immediately threw him into the street out
of the parlor window.

Mr. BuflunlJutrsIament, on We deatn oi Nero
one of the lions long kept in the collection of
wildbeasts at the tower of London.
from Douglas Jerrold's " Men of Character."
' I don't wonder at your grief, Mr. Bub ; no

doubt the animal was attached to you,' remark-
ed John. 'Attached! I believe he was: he'd
roar when I came within a mile of htm ; my
own wife din't know my step better than he did;
and now he's gone. Poor dear Nero's dead !•
' What—what was his complaint?' asked John.
' I cau't say for certain, but I think his death
lays at the door of a d-d stockbroker," exclaim,
ed Bub. * What could a lion have to do with
such a person?' inquired Applejohn. 'You
see, the old stockbroker, after he'd had h a belly,
full watching the bears get up the the pole, want-
ed what you call excitement, and would teaze
Nero—would poke him about to get up a roar.—
Well, one day the old fellow somehow or ano-
ther steals in a»big blue cotton umbrella; and
there he stood, as I heard, laughing away as if
he was winning upon 'Change, and poking the
royal animal under the right shoulder. For a
time, the lion treated the old fool with proper
contempt; but at last, Nero pounced upon the
umbrella, dragged it through the bars and afore
you could say 'stop,4 swallowed it complete.'
' What! the umbrella ?' eried Applejohn. ' I
come just in time to see the handle disappear
down his throat; [could swear to it—round
wooden handle, with five bits of mother -o'-pearl
like shirt buttons.' 'And did the umbrella kill
the lion ?' asked John. ' Why, some of our peo-
ple said he'd digest it—but all I know is this :
after that, whether the disease arose from sympa-
thy, or whether it were something in the nerves,
I can't rightly say; but this I know, from the
time that Nero swallowed the umbrella, it never
came on to rain that the poor animal did't swell
three times his proper size.' And Mr. Buffon
Bub narrated this extraordinary event with a
gravity which left nothing for Applejohn to haz-
ard even as a doubt. ' And was he the last of
the lions ?' inquired John. ' The last and the
best,' answered Bub. ' Poor dear fellow ! how
he used to love me! Ha! Mr. Applejohn, it
would have done your heart good to have seen
him and me play together with a shin of beef :
how I'd just grease his'whiskers with it, and then
take it away to tease Him; and then how be he'd
jam his nose between the bars, and loop up his
lipo' each side, and drop his under jaw, and
push his paw sideways out, fishing after my
jacket; how he'd keep up a rattling growl, and
I talking and chatting to him all the while—
and the ladies and gen'lmen, countesses, and
dukes and lords artnong 'em, perhaps>4ooking
on, and all more flighted the is if theyewas at a
rational play. And then, when I throwed him
the bone, to see him drop down upon it like a
thunderbolt, and pull it with his two paws like,
any Christian under his breast, with his eyes
looking murder at any body as should touch i t!
Ha ! that was a brute—and he's dead.'"

" How vain is the pride .of ancestry! We
are all descended from one parent,and that par-
ent was a working gardner,"

The boast of such an ancestry would have
been very tolerable, if it were not susceptible of
preof that the working gardncr was only a
tenant, and neglected his duty so much that a
writ of ejectment was served upon him. U
S. Gaz. •

THE MUSICAL WORLD mentions a most extra-
ordinary pianoforte-player, of the name of
Doehler, who has recently arrived at Paris from
Italy, and who the editor denominates " the
double of Thalberg." His performance has.
created quite a sensation : and it is said that he
executes such wonders with his left hand as were
never dreamt of before—in short, that he is a
combination of steam and railroad on the instru-
ment. He is expected to pay London a vUit
early next month.

Choice in Matrimony.—The secret in choosing
well in matrimony may be taught in three words
—explore the character. A violent love fit is
always the result of ignorance ; for there is not
a daughter of Eve that has merit enough to jus-
tify romantic love, though thousands and thou-
sands may reasonably inspire gentle esteem,
which is infinitely better. A woman worshipper*
and a woman hater both derive their mistakes
from ignorance of the female world, for if the
characters of women were thoroughly under,
stood, they would be too good to be hated, and
not good enough to be idolized.
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THE GEM AND LADIES7 AMULET,
GASPER RESSELING.

THE TRANSYLVANIA ROBBKR.

I never saw SO lovely a morning. Every ob.
ject was tinted with a clear yellow light; the
thousand pinnacles and buttresses of the cath-
edral were sparking with a peculiar lustre;
and the partisans of tho old fortress seemed to
loose their harsh, grim outlines, in most holy
illumination. On the one hand, rose the pon-
derous masses of the ancient city, with here
and there, the tower of a monastery, or a
church, rearing its battlements amidst the con.
fusion of uncouth chimnies and fantastic smoke
wreaths. On the other, the giant oaks were
casting long streaks of shade over the yellow
eorn fields, and the winding river was seen at
intervals, till it was lost in the dark masses of
wood that skirted the distance. Oh! all was
fragrant and refreshing; it was like that bles.
sed morn when the voice of the angels pro.
claimed to St. Magdaiene that the Lord had
arisen from the sepulchre.

The bells were tolling dismally in their tur-
rets, and I could hear the chaunt of the monks
rising at times from the neighboring minister.
Those bells were tolling to announce my exe-
cution—that chaunt was raised to Bpeed my
soul on its long—long journey!

But I was not allowed to enjoy this fair pros,
pect in peace. They spoke, but I did uot
hear what they said ; they pointed to the car
that stood ready to drag me round the ramparts
to the gibbet; I comprehended their meaning,
and mechanically ebeyed them. The priest
took his place beside me ; and the executioner
masked and muffled, sat in the back part of the
vehicle. The car rolled slowly along* when
the bells chimed and tinkled in unison with
the dead sound of the drums; and the song of
the monks rose into a fuller diapason as we
approached nearer and nearer. The father
confessor prayed long and fervently; with
Streaming eyes and tremulous voice he implored
me to give but one sign of repentance ; he told
me of heaven ; he told me of hell; he remin-
ded me of Him who had died by a more shame-
•ful death than mine, that I might be saved.—
In vain—his words fell upon my ear, but I sat
in almost idiotic stupor. I bowed and crossed
myself in imitation of his action, but I was ga-
zing on the gilded towers, so fearfully con-
trasted with the gfeastly implements of death
and the solemn pageantry of the procession—
alas heaven and earth were smiling irf mockery
of my sin and its punishment. The swallow
twittered carelessly over our heads, the very
dog snarled in derision and laid himself down to
bask in the sunshine, in undisturbed felicity.

The priest guessed my thoughts ; he foretold
the time when the gigantic battlement should
crumble jnto dust—when not one stone of the
proud temple should remain upon another—
when the sun himself should wax dim and be
extinguished ; but I should remain eternal, im-
mortal. How I was to exist depended upon this
moment. Alas ! conviction came too late.

We bad now reached the termination of our
fatal journey ; we descended from our vehicle,
and advanced to the scaffold, which was erected
upon tho ramparts, and commanded an exten-
sive view of the plain below. I looked down
on the almost numberless multitude of heads.
At my appearance they rose and fell like the
waves of a troubled eea—they shrunk back-
ward in loathing abhorrence, as if from some
hideous reptile that was about to dart amongst
them. I remembered many a face that I had
known in better days. I looked steadfastly at
them-1—they buzzed* like a swarm of hornets—
a smothered groan spread, from man to man—
they moved, nodded, grinned at me. Oh ! as [
live, every lip in that vast multitude was curled
jn scorn—every eye was glaring with a horrible
defiance!—I now experienced that dreadful
thirst which is said to indicate approaching
death. Thirst can I call it? My very vitals
were scorched and withered. Water! water!—
Oh, what is the wealth of the Indies compared
with one cup of the pure cold element! I re.
tain a painful distinct recollection of the whole
scene—the executioner, the platform, the lad.
der, the gibbet, and the noosed halter—the sol-
itary raven that had perched on the gallows—
the despairing countenance of the confessor,
and the pale and lived facts of the spectators—
that dark wilderness of eyes, all concentrating
on me!

Sl»w.ly and sullenly I allowed them to con-
duotmeto the foot of a ladder. The cxecu-

tioner stripped me of the upper part of my
clothing, bound my passive hands behind me,
and clipped off my long ourling hair of which
I was once so vain. Fool! fool!—I was angry
with him—even at that horrid moment I was
weak enough to be angry with him.

Slowly and suddenly we reached the top of
the ladder. I felt them fasten the fatal noose a-
bout my neck, which had so often been fondly
encircled by the small slender finger of beauty !
O, God! I was horridly sick at that moment.—
What followed I know not. I only remember
unconsciously, giving the appointed signal. I
fell some feet perpendicularly, and at the same
time the executioner fell upon my shoulders to
tighten the noose with his additional weight.—
A flash of fire, brighter than the glare of a
thousands suns, danced before my eyes; my
ears rang with a tumultuous mixture of sounds,
in which my owngaspings for breath, the shud-
dering groans of the spectators, and the cry of
the boding bird that sat above me, were joined
by the roar of a thousand cataracts, and the
harsh yelp of a thousands wolves. I writhed
in my agony to free my arms from the cords
that bound them, and my shoulders from the
wretch that still clung to them. The lights
danced, and flickered, and multiplied: the
sounds increased tenfold in loudneas and discor.
dance. I felt as if I were red hot, my blood
boiled in my veins, my pulses throbbed and
fluttered—and were still. I grew as cold as
ice—darkness and silence, insensibility succeed,
ed. * * * * *

I started from the bed on which I l a j ^ The
apartment was large and gloomy, and instru-
ments, whose use I could not comprehend,
were ranged in shelves along the walls. Am
I in the region of the King of Terrors? was
my first inquiry. Ah, no !—for the good priest
is seated beside the bed, in company with a
venerable man, and pronounces his emphatic
blessing. The story was short and simple.—
The priest had obtained my body from the
magistrates, under pretence of burying it pri-
vately ; but with the intention of conveying it
to the chamber of a friends-a learned alche
mist, whose labors had been rewarded by the
discovery of a powerful elixir. The panacea
had been applied to me while I was yet warm,
and succeeded in restoring me to this life.—
Under the instructions of the good father, I
had leisure to repent of j^y sips, anfd from his
friend, I learned the secrets 01 his heart.

I have now attained an extreme old age, and
I wander in safety through the streets of Wir-
temburg, in the midst of those who have heard
I heir grandsires tell of the daring deeds of the
noted Gaspar Resseling—the Transylvanian
Robber.

From the Cincinnati Daily Express. ,
SCENE IN A SCHOOL ROOM.

Matter.—Class in history, step up. Are you
ready on the questions"? Y e t h A ! Billy, who
was the first hunter ? Noah! Why ? 'Cause
he collected all the beasts of the field, and the
birds of theffair, and the fishes of the sea into
the ark, and saved 'em from being drownded.
Not exactly; but that will do. Dick, I will ask
you some questions about government. All
American boys should understand it. What do
we call that in which one man rules? Donno
sir! Next? That's an empire! Not precise-
ly ; it is a monarchy. Go up. Tell me, Jake,
what's that in which many men rule ? That's
a_a—Next? That's loco-foco. Come here sir:
what do you mean ? Well sir—I seed it. You
saw what ? Why, at the meeting t'other night,
where they was all presidents, and vice presi-
dents, and hardly nobody else,%ept me and our
black Sam. e£it down sir. Next. What gov-
ernment is that in which the people rule them,
nelves ? Why, that's a federalism ! Next ?
That's a-a—Congress ! Next ? I know it.
That's an anarchy ! «Go to your places and look
over that again. Harvey Diggs! Yetb'ir.
Bring up your composition. What subject did
I give you ? Here it ith 'ir. •' Composition on
wales and whale Fisheries : wales are a moun-
taneous Country in the Continent of england.
Whale fisheries principally goes out from new
bedford and nantucket round Cape Horn, which
is very crooked and hard to navigate ; the people
of wales is called Welshmen and toasted Cheese
is called Welsh Rabbit. Permicity candles is
got from whales. There is no more about wales
except Wailbone " Sir! go lo your scat or
I'll whale you. Silence! Begin writing class.
May I get a drink sir ? So sir! Well sir, I
can't write 'cause my mouth's so dry, Silrnce !

A Female Martyr.—Among the articles of late
intelligence from England, is an account of the
death of a woman of the island of Madagascar,
under circumstances which places her name
high in the rank of Christian martyrs. It ap-
pears that the London Missionary Society had
been successful in establishing the means of re-
ligious instruction in Madagascar, and that a
number of the natives had embraced Christiani-
ty. In 1835, the Queen issued an edict for bid-
ding public worship under the heaviest penalties,
and in consequence some of the converts were
in the habit of meeting on a retired mountain,
for' the performance of the duties of the Sabbath,
which they felt themselves conscientiously bound
not to intermit. The retreat of this little band
was not long since discovered, and fifteen per-
sons were apprehended, and condemned to per-
petual slavery, and their property was confiscat-
ed. Their families were involved in the same
sentence, excepting that they had the privilege
of redemption. A conspicuous individual
among these native Christians, was a woman
named Rafaravay, well known to the govern-
ment as an inflexible Christian from the timeshe
abandoned idolatry, which was about seven years
before her death. " In the summer of 1826 she
was informed against as an observer of the
Sabbath and a reader of the bible. She was
then condemned to a fine equivalent to half her
value if sold into slavery, and gave on that oc-
casion a striking example of meekness, combin-
ed with immoveable principle. In the summer
of last year, a box of religious books was found
near her house, and she was again apprehended
and imprisoned. Her property was immediate-
ly confiscated, and she was loaded with irons
and kept for several days, in the hope that threats
and violence would induce . her to give up the
names of her companions. The attempt was
vain. She continued faithful, firm, and com-
posed, and was employed until the moment of
execution, in praying for all around her, and
exhorting them to embrace the true faith. She
was put to death by the spear.

A Short Sermon.—' A word spoken in season,
how good it is,' and never perhaps was this
proverb more fully verified than by the oppor-
tunity improved, as all opportunities should be,
by the late Rev. Rowland Hill. He was once
walking in Cheapside, on a Sabbath afternoon,
when he overheard the fol^pwjn^ conversation
between two young men of gay appearance who
were close behind him : ' Where shall we go
this evening ?' asked one. * Wherever we can
have a bit of fun,' replied -the other. ' Thea
let us go to Old Rowley's chapel,' said his com-
panion, ' there will be some fun there.' It was
accordingly agreed upon, and while the worthy
divine was reading the lesson in the evening,
his eyes discerned in the gallery near him, the
very two persons whom he had beheld in
the "street, but a few hours before, making
the above remark. His text was taken
from Psalm ix. 17. • The wicked shall be turn-
ed into hell, and all the nations that forgot God.'
For a moment the minister paused, and then
looking them both full in the face, and pointing
to them with all the dignity of his calling, re-
peated to them the awful denunciation of scrip-
ture, adding at the same time, • There's fun for
ye, my boys !'

Steaming Extraordinary.—Yesterday after-
noon, Mr. Walter Hancock, the steam-carriage
engineer, accompanied by two friends, rode from
Stratford, and through the principal streets of
the city, in a steam.gig ! Mr. Hancock remain-
ed a considerable time in front of Guildhall, now
and then guiding his gig adroitly round the epen
space. A great number of persons were pref
sent A notice was painted on the back of the
gig, stating that Mr. Hancock had no connec-
tion with the " Steam Carriage and Wagon
Company." Every one seemed surprised at the
ease with which he threaded his way through
the crowd of vehicles in Cheapside, Leadenhall-
Btreet, and other crowded thoroughfares. The
gig stopped opposite the Bank for a few minutes,
when the machinery was inspected by Mr. Old-
ham, the engineer of the Bank. Durifig Mr.
Hancock's temporary absence, much amusement
was caused by one of the Bank porters pompous,
ly ordering the gentleman left in the gig lo
"move on," the latter deolaring that he COMtdnot.
Mr. Hancock, however, soon returned, when
the machine, obedient to the guidance of its
master, moved on in fine style, and returned

o to Stn»lfnvd —Lnndon HcntUL
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THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.
OUTLAW OF SHERWOOD FOREST,
The sun was fast sinking in the embrace of

the western wave, and the sable clouds of night
slowly spreading their gloom over earth, when
an archer, clad in Lincoln green, with a horn
of silver suspended from his neck, was seen to
approach the easternmost turret of Sherwood
Castle.

The form of the archer was symmetrical, nay,
almost faultless ; and though in these days of
slender striplings, such shaped archers may be
thought too robust to lay claim to the title of
beautiful, yet in those times, when so much de-
pended upon personal strength, he was account,
ed one of the chef dfceuvre of nature. The stran-
ger lifted the bugle to his lips and blew a blast;
a fair form appeared at a window of the turret,
and a white silken scarf fluttered in the air for
a moment, and fell at the feet of the archer.—
Few words passed between the lovers ; entreaty
on the part of one, and a half yielding refusal
on the part of the other.

" One wind of this horn, fair lady, brings
three score archers to my call; twice blown,
and a hundred answer unto my summons. All
pursuit would be vain. Doubt, then, no more,
but away with me, love, and to the merry green
wood."

The lady hesitated no longer, but leaping
from the small aperture which might be used
either as a window to admit the light and airt or
as a position of defence, was soon seated on a
swift footed palfrey, and with one look to the
home of her fhfancy, left it for a time, perhaps
for ever. The band, that had been concealed
beneath some clustering thorn bushes, from
which in consequence of the color of their
dress, they could scarcely be distinguished, now
slowly d sappeared, with the exception of a few
who remained behind for his lady's escort. The
deepening shades of night began to close round,
a;id Elgitba and her outlaw lover were soon lost
to sight in the depths of the forest.

Great was the outcry on the following morn-
ing in the castle, when it was ascertained that
the lady Eigitha had disappeared. The warder
was questioned, but averred that the lady had
Dot passed the gate. The butler, Ralph de
Gurgh, who had delighted his heart with Bur-
gundy the night before, declared, on his hopes
of salvation, that he saw his mistress leap from
the eastern turret into the arms of an angel, who
carried her off in a iW>d of celestial light. The
story, despite its improbability, gained credence,
with the vassals, and treir faces betokened ter-
ror and dismay. The warder ventured in con-
sequence of the red tiose of the relator, and his
well known devotion to the bottle, to disbelieve
the whole story, but was only pitied by the rest
for his incredulity. As for the Baron, her fa-
ther, he was inconsolable. The sudden and
mysterious disappearance of his child, affected
him 'visibly, and lie pined away gradually, yet
surely, as does the oak of the forest when strick-
en by the red bolt of heaven.

* * * * *
Richard I. had returned from Palestine, bring-

ing with him, however, but a small portion of
the host he had led thither. The plague had
made ead havoc with the pride of England.—
Many of those whom the plague had spared, fell
from the effects of the burning heat, and thirst;
whilst the major part of those who had escaped
these evils seemed spared that they might fall
before the lance of the Saracen.

On their arrival at home, Coeur de Lion found
the affairs of his kingdom in almost inextricable
confusion. Insurrections were common in eve-
ry part of the realm ; laws were evaded or set
at open defiance, while robbery and murder were
of every day occurrence. But this state of af.
fairs could not daunt the soul of Richard, and
he commenced reforming all abuses which had
crept into the state daring his absence, making
new laws and enforcing old ones, suppressin
insurrections, and punishing murderers an
thieves, in such a prompt and vigorous manner
as to present qualities to our admiration, not on-
ly as a soldier, Jjjulas a civilian.

Amongst other outlaws whom the King's ab.
Hence had caused to rise and flourish, Robin
Hood, or the "Archer Outlaw," as he was some-
times called, stood pre-eminent. Skilful in the
use of the long and cross-bows, of immense
strength, and possessing a power to wield the
minds of the most desperate, these qualities, con.
joined with his handsome and commanding
figure, procured him immense popularity. He
had associated with him the most skilful archers
pf bis time, the surenes*o£ whose aim and whose

desperate habits had not only become a by-word
to all, but had so intimidated the hearts of their
onemies that they reigned monarchs of the green
wood without fear of molestation. They de-
stroyed the deer in the King's forest as a means
of support, the meat not only giving them food,
but the sale of the choicest portions affording
them clothing, from the neighboring yeomanry;
nay, even the Barons, whose castles edged on
the forest, did oot scruple ts purchase a haunch
of venison from the foresters, without inquiring
as to the manner in which it was obtained.

Richard set about the matter zealously, and
after selecting the choicest of his knights and
bowmen, journeyed down to Sherwood forest
to find, and if possible, to drive away these rude
and hardy outlaws. This was more easily con-
ceived than put in execution ; some time had
passed, and Richard and his band had lingered
till weary in the forest, without encountering
aught save green oaks and a few wild deer.

It was about noon, and one of those sultry,
loitering days that Richard was roaming about
the forest, with no companion save the good
Gothic war sword which was buckled to his side,
as a whizzing noise attracted his attention, and
he raised his head in time to behold an arrow
enter the body of a buck, which was bounding
lightly past him at the distance of a few paces.
The noble animal gave a leap, one bound, and
as the blood gashed in torrents from his breast,
staggered and fell. Full of rage at this en.
croachment of his prerogative, for tne right of
killing deer in the royal forests belonged exclu-
sively^p the monarch, he cast his eyes around
him in search of the offender, and beheld a knave
clad in a simple garb of green, advancing with
a loosened bow. He, be doubted not, was the
aggressor, and he was accosted accordingly by
the monarch.

" How now, fellow, durst ye kill the; deer in
the royal forest ? By whose authority do you
act?"

" By that of Robin Hood, the merry monarch
of the green wood," replied the varlet, as here-
strung his bow.

Richard would have seized theoutlaw, bathe,
as if aware of the prodigious strength of his an-
tagonist, eluded the grasp, fitted an arrow to his
how, and directed his aim at the monarch. Nei-
ther the light breast.plate of the King, nor the
steel.linked coat of mail which he had habitual-
ly wore, would tyave sated his life, had not at
that moment a tali figure sprang forward, and
dashed the half-bended bow from the hands of
the archer.

The new comer was ako clad in a suit of
green, but it wore an air of costliness by no
means discernable in that of the varlet, who, at
a motion made by the other, gathered up his bow
and arrows and retired. The hair of the intru-
der, which was jetty black, and fell over Iris
neck and shoulders in unbounded ringlets, con-
trasted strangely with his fair complexion, and
eyes of the mosfrintense azure, A silver bugle
horn which hung from his belt, and a sword
buckled to his side, together with a highly orna-
mented bow and quiver, proclaimed him to be a
person of rank among the outlaws.

There was a moment's pause, and each gazed
for a time in admiration on the vigorous form of
the other.

11 Thou scemest well built for manly sport,
friend," said Richard, "arid by the ornaments
lavished on thy weapons, art doubtless skilled in
arcliery. Canst try a bout ivith me ?"

"I f it pleases you," replied the other, as he
drew the bow and quiver from his back, and
gave them to the monarch.

The Lion Hearted was skilled in all the war-
like sports of the day, but especially in that of
archery. Fitting an arrow to the bow he shot
at a twig of oak a great distance off, which the
arrow struck and nailed to the trunk of the tree.
Elated at his feat, he returued thaweapon to the
archer, who smiled gravely, and placing an ar-
row aright he drew the string to the length of the
bark. The string gave a shrill twang \ and the
arrow, whistling as it flow, struck in the extrem-
ity of the preceding one, which it split in frag-
ments. Richard was astonished at the skill
shown by the archer, and requested his name.

The outlaw gave no reply, but lifting his horn
to his lips, blew a blast that sounded shrilly thro'
the forest. Scarce had the lingering echoes died
upon the air, when a hundred archers, arrayed
in green, with quivers filled and bows bendud,
were seen to gather round.

"These," said the commander, "are my mer-
ry men, the archers of the forest, and I am Robin,

Hood. And now, I prithee, gentle knight, what
name dost thou bear," at the same time he wared
his hand, and the band disappeared behind the
oak and lindens of the wood.

•• Richard of England," was the reply.
At the announcement of that name, the out-

law bent his knee to his sovereign, and cried,
" A boon, your majesty ?"
" Name it, and be it what it may, the King

will grant it to the man who has surpassed him
tin archery. Arise and name it."

" 'Tis mercy for myself and followers."
"Thou hast it, but tell me, truly, art thou not

of gentle blood ? Rumors are rife that once the
outlaw, Robin Hood, had graced a lordly hall.—
Then tell me, are they true or false."

" The outlaw dashed the false tresses from his
brow, and uttered the name of " Charles of -
Huntington."

* * * * * * *
There was a feasting and revelry in the lofty

halls of Richard, and many a lady bright was
there, and many a courtly dame ; but the fairest
gem in all the glittering array of beauty, and
the brightest star in the galaxy of lovelinessj
was she whom an outlaw had won for his bride
—Eigitha, Countess of Huntington.

From the Boston Evening Transcript.
LAURA BRIDGEMAN.

There are few persons, at least in our com.
munity, who have not read er heard the story of
Julia Brace, the deaf, dumb, and blind girl, of
the Hartford Asylum for deaf mutes, but there
are probably very few who have yet heard of a
still more pitiful case of deprivation, in the per.
son of^aura Bridgeman, a very pretty, intelli-
gent and sprightly girl, of eight years of age, a
pupil of the Institution for the Blind in Pearl-
street, who is entirely blind, deaf, dumb, and
almost entirely deprived of the sense of smell,*
and has been so from her infancy! An account
of this interesting child is published in the sixth
Annual Report of the Institution, recently print-
ed, and cannot fail to excite the most lively
emotions.

The report informs us that the child is con-
stantly active; she runs about the house, and
up and down stairs; she frolics with the other
children, or plays with her toys; she dresses and
undresses herself with great quickness and pre-
cision, and behaves with propriety at the table
and every wherej Shn kno^p every inmate of
the bouse by the toucn, and is very affectionate
to them. She can sew, and knit, and braid, and
is quite as active and expert as any of the rest
of the children. But all this, interesting as it is,
is nothing compared to the mental phenomena
which she presented. She has a quick sense of
propriety, a sense Of property, a love of appro-
bation ; a desire to appear neatly and smoothly
dressed, and to make others notice that she is
so, a strong tendency to imitation, insomuch
that she will sit and hold a book steadily before
her face in imitation of persons reading. It is
difficult to say whether she has any sense of
right or wrong disconnected with the feeling-
that such an action will be reproved, and such a
one approved by those about her, but certain it
is, she will retain nothing belonging to another;
Bhe will not eat an apple or piece of cake whieh
she may find, unless signs are made that she
may do so. She has an evident pleasure in
playfully teazing or puzzling others. The dif-
ferent states of her mind are clearly marked up.
on her countenance, which varies with hope
and fear, pleasure and pain, self approbation
and regret, and winch, when she is trying to
study out any thing, assumes an expression of
intense attention and thought.

It was considered doubtful when she came
whetiier it would be possible to teach her any re-
gular system of signs by which she could 'ex-
press her thoughts or understand those of others;
it was deemed highly desirable, however, to
make the experiment, and thus far it has been
successful. Common articles, such as a knife,
a spoon, a book, &c, were fisrt taken, and la-
belled with their names in raised letters; she
was made to feel carefully of the article with
the name pasted upon it, then the name was
given her on another piece of paper, and she
quickly learned to associate it with the thing.—
Then the name of the thing being given on a
separate label, she was requrcd to select the
thing from a number of ether articles, or to find
the article;. for instance the word key was gtv.
en her, or a bit of paper in raised letters j she?
would at once feel for a key on the table, and,
not finding it* would rise and grope her way t»
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the door, and place the paper upon the key with
an expression of peculiar gratification. Thus
far no attention was paid to the component let-
tcrs of the word ; the next step was to ascertain
the correctness of the notion, by giving her me-
tal types with the separate letters on their ends;
these she soon learned to arrange and spell the
word ; for instance, the teacher would touch the
child's ear, or put her hand on a book, then to
the letters, and she would instantly begin to se-
lect the types and to set them in order in a little
frame used for the purpose, and when she had
spelt the word correctly, she would show her
satisfaction and assure her teacher that she un-
derstood, by taking all the letters of the word
and putting them to her car or a book.

She then learned the arrangement of the let-
ters in the alphabet, and is now occupied in in-
creasing her vocabulary of words. Having
learned the alphabet and the arrangement of let-
ters into words, she was next taught the manual
alphabet, as used by the deaf mutes, and it is a
subject of delight and wonder to see how rapidly,
correctly, and eagerly she goes on with her la-
bore. Her teacher gives her a new subject, for
instance a pencil, first lets her examine it and
get an idea of its use, then teaches her how to
spell it by making the signs for the letters with
her own fingers; the child grasps her hand and
feels of her fingers, as the different letters are
formed—she turns her head a little one side,
like a person listening closely—her Jips are
apart—she seems scarcely to breathe—and her
countenance, at first anxious, gradually changes
to a smile., as she comprehends the lesson. She
then holds up her little fingers and spells the
word in the manual alphabet; next takes her
types and arranges her letters: and last, to
make sure that she is right, she takes the whole
of the types composing the word, and places
them upon or in contact with the pencil, or
whatever the object may be. The process of
teaching her is of course slow and tedious ; the
different steps to it must be suggested by her
successive attainments, for there are no prece-
dents to go by ;t but thns far the results have
been most gratifying. She has not been long
enough under instruction (four months only) to
have got beyond the names of substance^; the
more difficult task of giving her a knowledge of
names, expressive of qualities, feelings, &c.
remains yet to be accomplished. No.sure
prognostic can l>e mad«L but ny.ch i» to be hoped
flom ttie intelligence of the tf?i»ld arid the eager
delight with which she lends all her attention,
and the strong effort nhe evidently makes to gain
new ideas ; not from fear of punishment, or
hope of reward but from the pleasure which the
exercise of the faculties confers upon her. No
pains or expense will be spared in efforts to
develope the moral and intellectual nature of
this inieresting child, and no opportunity lost,
of gathering for science whatever phenomena
her singular case may furnish."

* For all the purposes of use she is without smell, and
takes no notice of the odor of a rose, or the sniell of co
logne water when hehl quite near her, though acid and
pungent odors seem to effect the olfactory.

t Julia Brace did not succeed in attaining a knowledge
of the written signs significative of objects. She pos-
sessed her senses until the age of four years, and is aid-
ed by a sense of ame'l sharpened by practice, to the
acuteness of the vulture, while Laura has it so imper-
fectly that she may be said to be without smell.

Self. Torment.—More than half of the suffer,
ing in this world isself-inflhted. People raise
evils, until they lash themselves into bona fide
despair.

Of this class of self-tormentors was the
good honest kitchen maid, whom her visiters
surprised weeping bitterly in the kitchen —
The heated oven had cooled, the batch of bread
already for baking was falling in the pans from
the 'high estate' to which the yeast had raised it,
fc Betty was sobbing as if her heart would break.

'What is the matter ?"
'Why (sobs) just as I had got the oven nice

and hot'—(soba again.
'Well,' said the mistress frightened' 'did you

burn yourself?'
'No ma'am, I happened to think'—sobs.
'Well, Betty;'
•That if I should ever get married'—
*You would'nt cry at that, certainly?"
•And should have a nice little baby'—
•Well, well'—
•And it should go alone ; and I should get the

oven hot, and should go and leave it; and the ba-
by should crawl iu—(boo-c-o-o-o!) it would burn
itself to deatbt'

ESSAY UPON LOVERS.
BY A LADY.

In an enlarged and strong mind love does not
make such havoc as in a week one ; not that it
is less capable of lovinp, but because it has
more resources. It certainly is the most pow-
erful passion of the mind ; and when there is
not the capability of other pursuits, it often
engrosses and destroys. To die for love is no
proof of tenderness, but of stupidity of mind
and obstinacy of temper. The narrower the
mind, the more it is liable to be devoured by
whatever predominates over it. If there was
such a superabundance of tenderness that life
itself must be the forfeit of its wounds, it would
appear also on other occasions ; but you may
see people dying for love who have not docility
enough to give up a common argument. And
why do they die ? because they have not docili-
ty enough to submit to the correction of dis.
appointment. In violent minds, love will be a
violent passion, like the rest. Violent uncon-
querable love shews the fury, not the tender-
ness of the disposition.

A furious man loves furiously; he can scacre.
ly bear the object out of his sight; and is
mad when he sees another enjoy that attention
which he woald himself engross. But ip- the
midst of all his passion, he thinks less of cher-
ishing the object of it, than of gratifying him-
self. He would not forego his love, though the
misery of itB object should ensue ; nor has he
any idea of giving a happiness in which he
must not participate. ^

The Phlegmagtic love very rationally, arid
lake plenty of time to consider whether very
,lhing is proper and advisiable. before they allow
themselves to feel the warm emotion ;,and when
at length they have gsntly and duly made up
their minds to be in love, it is always with such
prudent reserve, that in case of any mishap,
they soon recover, and are ready to love again
as rationally and as cooly as ever.

The Selfish and Mean have their loves ; and
love with a thousand subterfuges and strata-
gems. It may readily be supposed, that those
people would be soon appeased by a good join-
ture, for the loss of a beloved object.

The Volatile and Fickle will love most mer-
rily a thousand times, and laugh themselves out
of it, without rememberin^'one for whom they
have sjghed. The sensual love a great many,
but scon forget; they havi?"rio îcni}.-"iij» in
their love, because they hold no mental inter-
course.

The Morose love,*and sometimes (for man is
exquisitely various,) forget all their natural
gloom, and become .harmonized and tame, nay,
sometimes ridiculously elated ; but nature gen-
erally returns, and after marriage the gay plu-
ma<je fades.

When a Man of Dissipation loves, it is often
with more than ordinary truth, tenderness, and
delicacy ;-becuasc it must be something very
exalted that can recall home his wild imagina-
tion, and concentrate those feelings er> much
accustomed to wander. And this is the rea-
son for which a reformed rake is said to make
the best husband.

Men of Business have generaly little senti-
ment in love ; they too often marry to make
their homes comfortable and secure, and there,
fore the mind of the lady is sometimes not
sufficiently considered. If, she has a tolerable
person, and especially if she has a tolerable
fortune, they fancy they have made just such a
bargain as they wished for, and consider it with
nearly the siine emotion they consider any oth-
er bargain in the way of trade.

The Melancholy make the most-romantic lov-
ers, and use all quaint conceits of valuing
trifles belonging to the object of their love, and
arc tediously interested about the smallest con-
cern relative to the said divinity; which is al-
way insipid and ridiculous to others. They love
and despair of love, till they love despair itself;
and fancy themselves ten times more in love
than they really are. But this is an error corn-
man to all lovers.

The Sanguine love very bountifully ; they
are not only liberal of their affection, but they
generally ascribe perfections to the selected
object. There is a continual animation in their
passion, and those are the people who will
quarrel, and forgive a thousand and a thousand
times, The impetuosity of their emotions,
however renders them the victims of jealously;
and though they bless largely, they are apt to
be troublesome, unless they meet with a mind
as impassioned as tbeir owa~ Yet they bcauti.

fy their tenderness with much sentiment, for
they have so high an opinion of the object they
love, or rather adore, that they think they never
can address them too highly, or shew them too
much observance.

The Grave tumble deeply in love, and love
with all possibly solemnity, except—for love is
a curious touchstone of the character—except
the inspiring passion awakens dormant facul-
ties, and brings forth animation unknown
before ; then the formal lover is sometimes the
most antic monkey in society.

The Bashful lover sighs till he almost sighs
himself away, before he resolves with a prodi.
gious effort to disburthen his mind ; and when
he does summon up resolution, it is with such
steril conciseness, and with so bad a grace, that
he does not much recommend his suit. Upon
these men, refusals sink very deep, and often
deter them from any further application to
others.

THE INTERESTING FOUNG LADY.
BY Q0IZ.

Whoever is at, all in the habit of going to
evening parties, must have frequently observed,
sitting on the sofa by the fire side, with an air
of the mosl profound melancholy, the interest-
ing young lady. She is generally jammed in
between two fat old ladies, who talk across her,
but in whose conversation she never bears a
part. Her face is unusually long; something
between tallow and spermaceti in comjplexion.
A long corkscrew ringlet dangles down at each
side, round which she occasionally twists her
fore-finger in a solemn melo.dramatic style.—
Evidently her thoughts are " far away." She
never utters a syllable to any on%. Now and
then she wrinkles her forehead, just to denote
the intense misery that is passing within. Her
posture, so far as can be contrived between two
fat old ladies, is essentially picturesque ; her
head thrown back in a delightfully negligent
manner ; her eyes turned up to the ceiling ; her
legs crossed, with the toe slanting downwards^
as straight as a ruler, and one of her hands
thrown carelessly on her lap, upside down.

At each introduction she bows in the most
elegant style imaginable. A gracious smile
lights up her features for a moment; after which
she relapses into her former unconscious state
of profound thoughtfulness. Blue, diversified
with white, father constant «',"">>«•' ?>'t an «rn%-
ment is to be seen, except that simple little black
cross, which gives the final touch to her interest-
ing appearance, making'her look like the most
touching of all beings, a persecuted Roman
Catholic young lady.

" What an interesting young creature," says
every one to every one. Poor thing 1 how me-
lancholy she I'ooks ! What can be her name ?"
" Eliza de Lacy," replies the lady of the house,
highly delighted. "Eliza de Lacy. What a
pretty name !" says each young lady who hears
the disclosure, and straightway retires into a
coiner with some other young lady, to talk over
the interesting pale unknown.

At an early hour the interesting young lady's
papa comes from his rubber, puts a shawl of
some unusual pattern round her very carefully,
and inarches her away. Every one feels reliev-
ed at her departure, and yet the interesting
young lady has gained her end. She has pro-
duced a sensation. No sooner is she outside the
door, than she becomes perfectly natural and
merry again—satirizes the two fat old ladeis
most unmercifully—retails ail their scandal in
the most piquant mariner—quizzes the mistress
of the house till her father splits bis sid^s—and,
finally, goes to bed with the deMghiful convic-
tion that all the neighborhood will bo talking of
her, more or less, for the next week-to come.

When the great Kapler had at length diac^ov.
ercd Ihe harmonic laws that regulate the mo-
tions of the heavenly bodies, he exclaimed,
"whether my discoveries will be read by pos-
terity, or by my cotemporaries, is a matter
which concerns them more than me. I may well
be contented to wait one century for a reader,
when God himself has waited so many years for
an observer.

The state of Ireland never was known to be
so tranquil and orderly as at the present; the
calenders at the assizes are remarkably light.—
At Gal way there has not been a single offence
fov the investigation of the judge, very few in
Roscommon, and at Leitrim, nut a single capi.
tal conviction.
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SATURDAY, JUNK 16, 1838*

O* The June No. of •• The Ladies' Compun.
ion" is unusually interesting. Under the super.
vision of the talented Mrs. STEVENS, this peri-
odical is acquiring a deserved popularity among
the Ladies. We wonder there are no more of
them taken in this city.

O 9 The Agricultural and Horticultural Soci-
ety of Michigan, hold their first meeting in Oc.
tober. A large number of premiums are to be
awarded.

Ornamental Trees.—Mr. Timothy Walker,
late of Charlestown, Mass., left in his last will
the sum of fire hundred dollars, to be appropria-
ted to the planting of ojnamental trees in the
public streetB, and the town appropriated an ad.
ditional sum for the same praiseworthy pur-
poBe.—Eastern paper.

This man was a public benefactor. His grave
deserves to be shaded, forever, with the lovely
foliage of summer.

TO MAKE GOOD BREAD.—The meal or
flour should be made of the best of [Genesee]
wheat, ground as uBual, or a little coarser, ta-
king it from the cooling room, before bolting, or
from the stone as soon as it is ground ; and it
should never be sifted. When used in the form
of bread, it should (with a suitable quantity of
yeast to ferment it) bo moulded or wet up soft
and put into the pans immediately, (in about one
half the quantity you wish the loaf when baked.)
As soon as it is put into the pans, put it in a
place of moderate heat, and let it stand undis-
turbed until raised sufficiently to bake—then
put it in an oven of more intense heat than is vi-
sual for superfine flour bread, until well baked.
Many fail in making good bread, because they
raise and then mould it; moulding after it is
raised is a sure way of spoiling it. If the oven
be not sufficiently hot, the bread will not be as
good as it woald otherwise be. Like all other
bread, if health is worth preserving, it should
not be eaten until twenty-four hours old.

This kind of bread, when rightly made, is so
much more palateaUe, (aside from its being more
healthy) than that made from superfine flour,
that if it should only become FASHIONABLE, bolt-
ing cloths would soon become a useless appen-
dage to a flouring mill. Try it.

A GOOD LIVER.

L E T T E R S FROM T H E W E S T - N O . 13 .

" Ways and Means" in Politics—Honorary T i t l e s -
Nicknames—Emigration, and about Emigration—A
Good Story—The End of the whole Matter.

C N, Mo., June 24, 1837.

In political manoeuvring, you find some pe.
culiarities here. No caucusses are held—no ca-
bal can pretend to represent the people. The
candidates are self-nominated. They issue their
own handbills, in which they recite their politi.
cal creed—make a profession of their party faith,
and pledge themselves to certain measures.
They then attend public barbecues, make stump
speeches, and electioneer for themselves openly
and ostensibly. At the polls they are voted for,
not by ballot, but viva voce.

There is a great propensity in the communi.
ty to the giving of military titles. Every con.
tiderable man, who has not an actual title, has
awarded to him the honorary one of Colonel,
Major or Captain. Military expeditions have
been very frequent in the early settlement of
every part of the West—sometimes got up by the
government—oftener by the citizens themselves.
Temporary officers were elected on every new
occasion ; and whether they ever saw savages

and service or not, they always retained the
" blushing honors" of a name afterwards, till it
has become as natural to manufacture nominal
glories as "wooden nutmegs."

Sectional soubriquet! are very much in vogue.
They were probably first given in freak or ridi-
cule, till custom has sanctioned and made them
respectable. Thus the New-Englander is proud
of the nickname of Yankee, and the Ohioan of
Buckeye. Here our own State is frequently
called the "Puke State," from the general prev-
alence of sickness in the first settlement of the
State, around Galena. Indiana is generally
spoken of as the " Hooshier State."* And Illi-
nois is designated by both of her neighbors, as
the " Sucker State." The inhabitants of one
section of this country are honorably known as
the "Forkites"—of another, as the '.'Break
tribe"—and of another, as the •'Heel-string na-
tion."

The tide of emigration this year is setting in
for Missouri more overflowing than ever. The
hard times, and the deranged state of the coun-
try at the south-west, have temporarily checked
farther settlement in that quarter. Indiana and
Illinois are already culled over—the beat loca-
tions selected—and now the whole cry is regu-
larly " Westward Ho!" The Platte country is
the present mania. This territorry lies on both
sides of La Platte.,river, and has recently been
annexed to this State. The Indians have not
all left, and the land has not yet come into mar.
set; but squatters are entering it at all quar-
ters, heping for pre-emption rights, and deter-
mined at any rate to hold on to their improve-
ments. It is spoken of as the best part of Mis-
souri. But fast as the State is filling up, there
is an abundance of very choice land in all the
new counties, at the government price of a dol-
lar and a quarter per acre. It ie very easily
cleared and cultivated, and frequently rises in
value 100 pfer cenf annually,, making one of the
most safe and honest speculations to the agricul-
turist that can well be conceived of.

You must not think, after all, that I would
advise every body to come to the West. Those
who are comfortably and happily situated among
their friends—those who are surrounded by the
conveniences and the luxuries of their own na-
tive land—those who have grown old in the
habits and the prejudices of the Eastern States,
let them remain where they are. But Ihe young,
and the ambitious, and the adventurous, who love
the excitement of speculation, and who deter-
mine in their own strength to build their own
fortunes; who can accommodate themselves to
circumstances, and endure privations composed,
ly and unshrinkingly, will find the rich lands of
Missouri gold mines, and any branch of honora-
ble business as certain a fund of profit as the
stock in any branch bank of the United States.
And their daughters and sisters—•« the booty
and beauty'*of the East—lh»? fair and blooming
Yankee girls will secure large funds here in the
bank of matrimony. The whole stock will go
off readily!

I cannot better conclude these letters than by
presenting you with a genuine, original western
character. The incident occurred about the
year 1818. The story is authentic. It is se-
lected from Maj. Wetmore's newly published
" Gazetteer of the State of Missouri." " At the
period to which vefereo.ee is now made, Palmer

* This appellation is thus accounted for. The gov-
ernmental lands were already scattered over with the
Cabins of the squatters, ere they were surveyed out, and
brought into the market in the regular form. Whenever
the surveyors came acrosB any of these backwoods cab-
ins, they made the inquiry, "Who's here 1" From the
multiplicity of the cabini, and the frequency of the in-
quiry, they finally cnlled it the Hooshler (Who'-here?)
Htatfl—a very natural emictit, hut a bail orthography.

had been elected representative from a frontier
county of Missouri. When the time approached
for the meeting of the Legislature, he loaded a
small keel boat with salt, on the Missouri, above
Hardeman's plantation, and having taken the
helm himself, manned the vessel with his son
and a negro. Uniting, as he did, business and
politics, while afloat on the river he stood astride
of the tiller, with a newspaper in hand, (not
more than six weeks old,) out of which he was
spelling, with all his might, some of the leading
points of a political essay. At this critical pe-
riod the assemblyman was reminded by his vigi-
lant son in the bow, of the break of a 'sawyer
ahead.' ' Wait a minute,' said he, ' till I spell
out this other crack-jaw ; it's longer than the
barrel of my gun;' but the current of the Mis-
souri was no respecter of persons orwords<—the
river • went ahead,' and the boat ran foul of the
nodding obstruction, and was thrown on her
beam-ends. The next whirlpool turned her bot-
tom uppermost. The cargo was discharged in-
to the bowels of the deep, and there his salt
• lost its savor.' The negro, in a desperate
struggle for life, swam for the shore; but the
steersman, who, like a true politician, deter-.-y
mined to stick to the ship as he would to his
party, as long as a timber or a fish floated, con-
tinued to keep uppermost. Having divested
themselves of their apparel, to be in readiness
for swimming, the father and son continued
astride of the keel, until the wreck was landed
at the town of Old Franklin. Here the old
hunter, who was a lean citizen, was kindly sup-
plied by a stout gentleman with a auitof his own
clothes, which hung, like the morals of the poli-
tician, ra'her loosely about him. The sufferers
by shipwreck were invited into the habitation of
a gentleman who dwelt near the shore on which
they had been cast. While recounting their
perils, at the breakfast table, the lady, who was

| administering coffee, inquired of the politician
if ' his little son had not been greatly alarmed.'
: No, madam,' said he, ' I am a raal ring-tail
painter, and I feed all my children on rattle,
snakes' hearts, fried in painters' grease.. There
are a heap of people that I wouldn't wear crape
for if they was to die before their time; but
your husband, marm, I allow, has a soul as big
as a court-house. When we war floating, bot-
tom uppermost, (a bad situation for the people's
representative,) past Hardeman's garden, we
raised the yell, like a whole team of bar (bear)
dogs on a wild cat's trail, and the black rascals
on the shore, instead of coming to our assist
ance, only grinned up the nearest saplin, as if a
buck possum had treed. Now, madam, I wish
God Almighty's yearthquakes would Bink Har-
deman's d—ned plantation—begging, your par-
don for swearing, madam, with my feet on your
beau'iful kivarlid here ; may be you wouldn't
like me to spit on this kivarlid you have spread
on the floor to keep it clean : I'll go to the door—
we don't mind putting any thing over our pun-
cheon floors.'

" 'The river, marm,' continued the guest, ' I
find is no respecter of persons ; for I was ca»t
away with as little ceremony, notwithstanding
I am the people's representative, as a stray bar
dog would be turned out of a city church ; and
upon this principle of democratic liberty and
equality, it was that I told M'Nair, when I col-
lared him and backed him out of the gathering,
at a shooting match, where he was likely to
spoil the prettiest sort of a fight; ' A governor,'
said I, 'is no more in a fight than any other
man.' I slept with Mac once, just to have it.i«
say to my friends on Fishing river that I had
slept with the governor.1
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'* Th*« gentleman, being too old for war, is

now high in the Texan councils.'1

My dear sir, there remains now only to take
my leave of you. What I have Muritten I have
written. I regret not the time which I have
devoted to these imperfect papers—it was the
tribute due to friendships past. What is before
me I know not—"incertum quo fata ferant."
Should the hand which now traces these lines
become palsied in death, you will preserve iheee
letters as a memento mori. Should I live on,
through the strife of coming years, I may forget
as I shall be forgotten; hill-encircled Ithaca
may fade from my memory, and the long cher-
ished name of my own native Dryden may cease
to raise an emotion ; but I shall never forget
my " earliest friend." And when finally I sit
down amid the shadows of "dim, declining
age," there shall be one oasis, one green spot
in the desert "of the mind—the remembrance of
the one man who never deceived me—the re-
membrance of the happy hours I once spent
with him, my "earliest friend."

Farewell, my dear sir. I embrace you—
Farewell. J. H. B.

A Yankee boy and a Dutch boy went to school
to a Yankee school-master, who according to
usage, enquired " what is your name?" " My
name i3 Aaron." " Spell it." " Great A, little
fl-r-o-n." " That's a man, take your seat."1'—
Next came the Dutch boy—" What is your
name ?" " My name is Hauns." "Spell it."—
"Great Hauns, little Hauns, r-o-n." "That's
a man, sit down."

Unknown Talent.—When we reckon up how
many talented children we find in country towns
and schools, and twenty years after see how few
of them become heads of colleges, general offi-
cers and the like, we shall be astonished. There
is none of God's demesnes so slightly cultivated
as that of genius. Heaven sows every year the
seed of a rich harvest.but we care not to water or
transplant them. A country boy ot talent, left
to himself reminds one of a pound of iron,which
in its rough state, is worth one sous; but when
made up into watch springs, fetches sixteen
millions of sous. How many springs might be
made out of these neglected geniuses?

Irish Economy.—At the late Assize in Ire-
laad, two men were condt-Wincd \o be hanged.—
On receiving their sentence one of them ad-
dressed the Judge, and said he had two favors to
ask of him.

•What are they?, said his lordship. 4Plase
your honor,' said Pat, 'will you let me hang
this man before- I am hanged myself?' 'What
is the other request?' said the Judge. 'Why
plase your honor,' continued Pat, 'Will you
let my wife hang me, for she will do it more
tenderly than the hangman—and then what
she will receive for the jobs will help the poor
creature to pay her rent.'

Longevity in Rhode Island.—That the times
of the Revolution produced a more robust and
hardy race than the present, seems natural to
infer by the following table of venerable wid-
ows of revolutionary uoldiers, deceased, now
residing in the small state of Rhode Island, and
receiving pensions from the U. States. We find
it in the Providence Courier.

Abigail Salisbury, aged 100, widow of George
a sergeant of guard, married March 1761.—
Molly Bowete, aged 97, widow of Asa a pri-
vate, married Oct. 1771. S.sanah Smith aged
94, widow of Stukely, private married March,
1776. Sarah Dyer, aged 93, widow of Antho-
ny, a private, married Dec. 1763. Susanah
Mann, aged 89, widow of George, a sergeant,
married August, 1776. Jemima Tucker, aged
89, widow of Nathan, a seaman on board the
frigate Alfred, Paul Joses, Captain, married
several years before the war. Susan ah Arnold,
aged 80. widow of Oliver, a-Lieu, married Ju-
ly, 1763. Martha Cook, aged 90, widow of
Silvanus, a private, married June, 1768. Sarah
Potter, aged 88, of Ichabod, a private, married
Nov. 1771. Molly Earthforth, 88, widow of
John, a sergeant,, married Dec. 1777.

The Lowell Courier expresses a belief that the
population of that city has increased during the
past year, notwithstanding the hard times, and
that it now numbers at least 20,000,

Absence of Mind.—A tall man having held a
conversation with another person of inferior di-
mensions, made a low bow to his cane which
Btood in one corner, and seizing bis freind by
tho *calp, walked off with him.

Origin of Slander.—Mother Jasper told me,
that she heard Grealwood's wife say, that John
Hardstone's aunt mentioned to her, that Mrs.
Trusty was present when the widow Parkman
said, Capt. Hartwell's cousin thought Ensign
Doolittle's sister believed, that Old Miss Oxly
reckoned, that Sam Triffe's better half had told
Mrs. Spaulding, that she heard John Brimmer's
woman say—that Mrs. Garden had two hus-
bands !!!

Anecdote of the Big Dog Pomp.—As dogs
have become a great nuisance in some of our
cities, we will relate a trifling anecdote of one
which attracted our notice a few days since.—
Strolling, as we do occasionally about town,
we observed in a basement room, a machine
which appeared to be kept in motion by a large
dog; the novelty of the thing made us stop
for a moment, and we were invited by a lad, ap-
parently about fourteen years old, to examine
it. We walked down the steps and stood for a
while somewhat astonished. The lad's father,
who kept a grocery shop, sold large quantities
of ground coffee, and had employed a stout, ac-
tive man to grind it, until the boy, thinking it
would be a source of amusement to himself and
Pomp, hit upon a new plan to grind the coffee.
He procured a simple machine, constructed
similar to the propelling power of the horse ferry
boat, a sort of treadmill, and harnessing in the
big dog, Pomp, it was set in motion, not only
ta- his own astonishment, but that of his econo-
mical and thriving father. Pomp did very well
for a time, but had not served a regular appren-
ticeship, and having previously led an idle and
fashionable sort of lite, he did not like his pres-
ent drudgery ; but the boy, to make Pomp do
his duty without continual watching, placed a
fine cut of tender-loin steak immediately before
his nose to entice him the harder and keep hard
at it; this might appear to some persons cruel,
but it had the desired effect; the tantalizing
appearance of the steak, which Pomp tried in
vain to reach, made him lick his ehops and
pull from morning till night; every two hours,
the boy states, he.tives Pomp a lunch, and he
has got him "broken to the harness" So well at
the present time that he grinds all the coffee his
father can sell; the man has been discharged,
and Pomp not only earns his owe living, but the
boy eaves a handsome sum from the wages which
would have been paid to the man.—Bost. Post.

One thing cetain.—Death is the theme of
universal interest! The lightest heart, the least
thoughtful tnind, has no disbelief of death.—
The distance of the dark cloud in which he
comes, sailing through' the bosom of futurity
may be miscalculated ; but the world unhesita-
tingly owns that he is coming, and will at last
be here. In almost, cvfry particular of existence
the fortunes of men diUVr ; but lu die is com-
mon to ail. The stream of life runs in a thou-
sand various channels ; hut run where it will—
brightly or darkly, smoothly or languiJly—it is
stopped by death. The trees drop their leaves
at tlie approach of the winter's frost; man falls
at the presence of death. Every successive

! generation he claims for liis own, and his claim
is never denied. To die is the condition
on which we hold life; rebellion sickens
with hopelessness at the thought of resist-
ing death ; the very hops of the desperate is not
that death may be escaped, but that he is eter-
nal; and all that the young, the careless, and
the dissipated attempt, is to think of him as sel-
dom as they can. No man therefore, will deny
that whatever can be said of death is applicable
to himself. The bell that he hears tolled may
never toll for him ; there may never be friend
or children left to lament him, he may not have
to live through long and anxious days looking
for the coming of the unexpected terror ; but
he knows that he must die; he knows that in
whatever quarter of the world he abides—what-
ever be his circumstances—however strong his
present hold of life—however unlike the prey
of death he looks—that it is hie doom beyond
reverse.—Stebbing's didtourae on Death.

Good sense is far different from genius, as
perception is from invention; yet, though dis.
tinct qualities, they frequently subsist together.
It is altogether opposite to wit, but by no means
inconsistent with it. It is not science, for there
is such a thing as unlettered good sense; yet
though it is neither wit, learning, nor genius, it
is a substitute for each, where they do not ex.
ist, and the perfection of all where they do.—
H. Moore.

To Make Home Happy.—Nature is adorning
her dominions , and man, to whom this beauty
is addressed, should feel and obey the lessons.
Let him, too, be industrious in adorning his
domain—in making his home, the dwelling of
his wife and children, not only convenient and
comfortable, but pleasant. Let him, as far as
circumstances will permit, be industrious in
surrounding it with pleasant objects, in deco-
rating it, within and without, with things that
tend to make it agreeable and attractive. Let
industry make home the abode of neatness and
order—a place which brings satisfaction to
every inmate, and which in absence draws back
the heart by the fond association of comfort and
content. Let this be done and this sacred spot
will more surely become the scene of cheerful-
ness and peace. Ye parents who would have your
children happy, be industrious to bring them up
in the midst of a pleasant, a cheerful, and a hap.
py home. Waste not your time in accumulat-
ing wealth, for the end proposed ; but plant in
the mind the seeds for the souls prosperity.

The Battle of Eleven Hundred Horses.—"Two
of the [Spanish] regiments which had been
quartered in Funen were cavalry, mounted on
fine black long-tailed Andalusian horses. It
was impracticable to bring off these horses, a-
bout 1100 in number—and Romana was not a
man who could order them to be destroyed ; he
was fond of horses himself, and knew that eve-
ry man was attached to the beast which had
carried him so far and so faithfully. Their bri-
dles therefore were taken off.and they were turn,
ed loose upon the beach. A scene ensued such
as probably never before was witnessed. They
were sensible that they were no longer under a-
ny restraint of human power. A general con-
flict ensued, in which, retaining the disipline
they had learnt, they charged euch other in
squadrons of ten or twenty together, then close-
ly engaged, striking^their fore feet, and biting
and tearing each other with the most ferocious
rage, and trampling over those who had been
beaten down, till the shore in the course of a
quarter of an hour was strewn wjth the .dead
and disabled. Part of them hartl Wen set free
on arising ground at a-distance ; tbej no sooner
heard the roar of baltlc,Th»ti they cam« thnn-
dering down over the intermediate herl^S, and
catching the contagious madness, plunged into
the fight with equal fury. Sublime as tho scene
was,it was too horrible to be long contemplated ;
and Roinani, in mercy, gave orders for destroy-
ing them ; and after the last boats quitted tie
beach, the few horses that remained were seen
still engaged in the dreadful war of mutual de-
struction."—Sovthey.

MAliRIED.
On Wednesday at at.Luke's Church, by tho Rev Dr.

Whitehousp, Dr. O. M. CLARK, to Miss JANE E. KEITH,
all of this city.

At the samp time nad p'aee, by the Rev. Mr. Prevent,
Mr. H. li. WOLCOTT fif Onnandaigua, to Mrs. MAR-
THA A fiiBLEY, daughter of (Sen. A. Hubbnrd.

in Men<loti, on the 31th inst. by Rev. H. Roberts, Mr.
IlhMsuif VANDERIKIFF to iM!>s HENRIETTA HCGUES.

In ihisi city, on I lie 20th instant, by Rev. John Parker,
Mr. HIRA.M DAVIS, of Rochester, "to Mist) HARRIET F.
WILSON, of Brighton.

In West B-Ioomfield, on the 31st nit., by the Rev. Mr.
Scsjur, (Principal of the Lima Seminary,) Mr. Joel B.
Marsh, of Marslirll, Michigan, (formerly of Victor,
Ontario county, N. Y.,) to Miss Eliza Ingersol, of the
former place.
i In Gettysburg, Pa., on the 29th of May, by the Rev.
'Mr. Watson, M- K. A. SAGE, of this city, to Miss SU-
SAN WILLIAMS, of the former place, late of this city.

On the 'imi instant, by the Rev. K. Tuekur, Mr. Win.
Dutcher, of Saratoga co., to Miss Catharine TravnB,
ol this city.

Yesterday morning in St. Luke's Church,by the Rev.
Dr. Whitehou e. Mr. CARLOS COBB, Attorney at
Law, to Miss KM1X1NE, daughter of Joseph Field,
Esq, all of this city.

On tho. flth instant, by the Rev. Mr. Parker, Mr.
Charles K. Mc-Canty, to Miss Mary Darling, all of city.

In Chili, on the 10th liiHtam, by Caleb Allen, Esq.
Mr. James Lewis, of. Clarence, Erie co., to Wtyss Lucin-
da T. Franklin, of Chili.

On the 9th instant, by Ariel Wenthworth, Esqr. Mr.
Thomas Kinsman, of Kuowsville, to Mra. Sarah L.
Thompson, of Canamlnigua.

At New Orleans, on the 10th ult., by the Rev. Abbe
Mamhuit, L. A. BESANCON, Esq., editor of the Natchez
Free Trailer, formerly of Lockport, N. Y., to M>ew
MARY OOTANU WOODRUFF, only daughter «f JdJ
Clark Woodruff; of New Oileuns.
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100 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMUL-
Writtt* for the Gem.

THOUGHTS SUGGESTED BY THE TIDINGS
THAT BARON WAS CONVICTED.

*Tia past! the last frail thread is sever'd, and he bears
A murderer's signet! ah! what Bick'ning thoughts—
What dread emotions crowd upon the soul I
A fellow-being-an immortal man :
Made in the glorious image of his God,
With power to grasp an universe in thought,
And soar to heights by angel hosts untrod,
Has stooped to deed, black as the deepest night,
And linked Ills high-born bpirit with a fiend!
Earth, yea, with a!l its guilt, is yet too pure
For his abode, and he is sent away,
Into the presence of that mighty Judee
Before whom hearts are manifest, to hear
His final, and irrevocable doom.
Oh, who can gaze upon "»at youthful orow,
That eye, enkindled with the noble spars,
Tllat raises man to be ' creation's lord,'
Without a sense of deep, and sad regret,
A heart-felt bitterness ! There is a chord.
Fixed by high Heaven within the human breast,
That wakes to such a scene, and throws a shade
Of sadness o'er the spirit; e'en the proud,
And stout of heart, will melt beneath its touch.
Young, thoughtless men ! who on the giddy height
Of Vice arei standing, reckless of the deep,
Dark precipice below, and how a step,
A single step, may prove your dreadful fall •
Go, gaze on Baron ! 'twas the self-same path
You are pursuing now, that brought him there -y

Ttie same unguarded steps, that shut the door
To life, and happiness; that robes his name
In infamy, and lays him low within
A murderer's grave ! Take warning then, and fly,
While yet hope lingers *, list to Virtue's call,
And turn your feet to tread her narrow path ;
Remember, Sin no wages gives, but Death!

Consumption.—This is known to be a fata]
disease of our clime—to be arrested if taken in
times, but generally fatal if allowed to run to a
second stage. Regular and well educated Phy-
sicians are opposed to all experiments known as
quackery, and allow a case to become hopeless
rather than yield to such inroads on w ell au-
thenticated facts and scientific practice, and yet
there may be in simples the Jbjealing balm to
many serious attacks, and we should not allow
our prejudice to interefree with the probable
safety of friends. We have noticed the public
declaration of Doctors KelJey & King, that
they hav? cMicevered a positive cure for Con-
sumption, aiui among the^pertifiCates in their
parupjjjpt, we ^ J ^ ^ j ^ J j j f f g

• p b W ^ H G f c r , about 45 years
P ^ j f g Bloom ingdale road, be-
tween 46 and 47th streets, was attacked about
18 months ago with Consumption ; and altho'
he continually and rigiuly pursued- the advice
of his Physicians, the disease 'increased rapidly
with incessant cough, spitting of blood, cold
clammy night sweats, excessive debility, ema-
ciation, pain and soreness in the breast, hectic

"fever, shortness of breath, expectoration of
enormous quantities of pus, or matter, from the
which way very offensive, and sunk immediate-
ly in water, dropsical swellings of the feet and
soreness of tha throat, supervened. His four
attending physicians, (whose names are now in
our possession) gave him up as incurable, and
one who could not survive but a few days.

In this state, he made use of the Native Pul-
monicon, and in six weeks, was perfectly
restored to health. This case was peculiarly
difficult, as the patient labored under Scrotal
Hernia, with which he is still affected."

The man thus cured called down to eur office'
and confirmed in person every part of the a.
bove, with strong corroborative additional
facts.

He looki. well and says he is perfectly well—
that be was assured by his physician that he
couM not live nine days longer when Doctors
Kelley & King took him in hand—that he could
not drag his emaciated form the length of the
room, and was utterly prostrate. He is a hard
working plaia man, who originally caught cold
from his occupation as a milkman, and is a
German "by birth. It is difficult to resist such
personal declarations and demonstrations of the
efficacy of such cures, besides he had with him
a young man, who assured us that his case,
nearly as desperate, had also been cured.—
Where the remedy proposed is entirely simple
and harmless, there should be no objection to

trying it in such cases of this frightful disease
—N. Y, Sfar.

LOBS of Life by War.—It is estimated that
thirty thousand millions of human beings have
perished to satisfy the insatiable maw of war.
Among the most disastrous of battles upon re.
cord, and the numbers slain, are—AuBterlite,
20,000 ; Dresden, 30,000 ; Waterloo, 40,000;—
Eylau, 50,000; Boredina, 80,000; Isus, 110,-
000, Arabela, 300,000 ; in two or the battles of
Crasar, 700,000; in the siege of Jerusalem more
than a million ; and at the taking of Troy more
than two millions. The New York Observer
says that in the Russian campaign there perish-
ed in 6ix months more than half a million ; dur-
ing twelve years of the recent wars in Europe,
no less than 5,800,000 ! Tho army of Xerxes,
probably more than 5,000,000, was reduced in
less than two years, to a few thousand. Jen-
ghis Khan butchered in the single district of
Herat, 1,600,000, and in two cities with their
dependencies, 1,700,000 ; and the Chinese his-
torians assure us that during the last 26 years of
bis reign, he massacred an average of half a
million every year, and in the first 14 years no
less than 18,000,000; 31,500,000 in forty-one
years by a single hand! Grecian wars sacri-
ficed 12,000,000 ; those of the twelve Caesars,
30,000,000 ; those of the Crusades, 40,000,000;
those of the Saracens and Turks, 60,000 000;
those of the Tartars, 80,000,000.

Communing with One's Self.—A person of a
truly superior and philosophic mind, would sel-
dom wish to forego the inestimable privilege of
communing with himself. Sir Walter Scott says
in his diary—'from the earliest time I can re-
member, I preferred the pleasure of being alone
to wishing for visitors, and have often Taken a
bannock or a bit of cheese to the wood or hill,
to ayoid dining v ith company. As I grew from
boyhood to manhood I saw this would not do*
and that to gain a place in men's esteem, I
must mix and bustle with them. Pride and ex-
altations of spirits often supplied tire real plea-
sure which others seem to feel in society ; yet
mine certainly upon many occasions was reaj.
Still, if the question was, eternal company,
without the power of retiring within yourself,
or solitary confinement for life, I should say,
•Turnkey lock the cell.' .

Young Women.—There is nearly always some-
thing of nature's own gentility in every young
women (except indeed when they get together
and fall a giggling;) it shames us men to see
how much erobnejLthey are polished into conven-
tionat shajte, thro our rough, masculine angles*
•A vulgar boy .requires great assiduity, to move
three step9—J do not say like ageatleman, but
like a body that has a soul in it; but give the
least advantage of society or tuition to a peas-
ant girl, and a hundred to one but she will glide
into refinement, before the boy can make a bow
without upsetting the table. There is a senti-
ment in all women, and sentiment gives delica.
cy to thought, and tact of manner. But senti-
ment with men is generally acquired, an
offspring of the intellectual quality, not, as
with the other sex, of the moral.—Earnest MaU
travers.

Presence of Mind.—When Lee, the poet, was
confined in Bedlam, a friend went-to visit him,
and finding that he could converse reasonably
for a poet, imagined he was cured. Lee offered
to show him Bedlam. They went over this mel-
ancholy medical prison, the poet moralizing
very philosophically all the while. At last they
ascended the top of the building, and as they
were both looking down from the perilous
height, Lee took his friend by the arm and ex-
claimed "let U3 take this leap and immortalize
ourselves this instant." "Any man could jump
down," replied his friend coolly ; "we should
not immortalize ourselves that way. Let us go
down and try if we can jump up again." Th»
madman struck with tho idea, willingly descen-
ded, and his friend was saved. [Old but good.]

Meteorology.—Professor Espy, of Philadel-
phia, has been lecturing on Meteorology in the
Hall of Representatives at Washington. His
theory is that wherever a storm commenced
soon after, within a given period, according to
distance, the wind blows from every point of the
compaas, towards the storm. He remarked that
the columns of air which rise from the earth,
become colder one degree from every hundred
yards of elevation, and that when at a certain
height the column expands.

t Fatal Coincid*nci.-*>Ttie fbiI5wTHg™aTB1"nie
particulars of the ve?y sin-foJar but fatal acci.
dent which happened recently at a village near
Murdock's Creek, Jackson op, Ohio. A youn g
lady, who kept a school on the opposite side of
the creek, had gone over after her labors of the
day had closed, to pay a visit to her mother,
and take back five pupils, whose parents were
anxious to place their children under her tuition
for the summer term. While Miss. M. was at
her breakfast, the mother of one of the girls
came in to say that in consequence of her hav-
ing dreamed that the canoe was upset in cross,
ing the creek, and her child drowned, the had
determined not to let her go that day, and in the
most pressing manner entreated Miss M. to de-
fer her return for twenty-four hours at least.—
She laughed at the fear of the mother, and with
her other four pupils, two about 9 or 10 years,
and two about 15 years of age, (twin sisters)
embarked in a canoe, which the lady had often
gone safely over in ; but before it was half across
the creek, one of the girls turned round quickly
to wave her hankerchief to those watching them
on the brink, lost her balance, and fell into the
stream. Her companions immediately rushed
to the siHe of the canoe to prevent her from
sinking until they could paddle into shallow
water, when the frail bark instantly filled, ami
all the five perished in the sight of-sorae twenty
women, most of whom were relations, and ail
intimate acquaintances. " ; *_

Theodore S. Fag Esq. American. Secretary
of Legation at Berlin, his completed his new
novel-of "Andre"—the subject being the un for*
tunate officer of that name, hung as a spy in
the revolutionary war.—Star,

A Dandy Jack.—One of our Jack tars in
Ardent Square, was amusing himself with re-
marks on passors-by, lately, when a dandy cam^
tripping along with his short legged unmen-
tionable lashed rather tight at the bottom:. " I
say, friend," said. Jack, "aint you got oA your
breeches wrong end up?" "No fellow, why do
you ask ?" said the, dandy with dignity., "Why,"
replied Jack, "you have got the gallowses on
the-wrorig end of your trowscrs."

A Printer's Anecdote.—It used to be reJated of
Corporal Nymh, a Printer, well known for many
years in this town as being more remarkable
for his odd humor than the length of his purse,
that while he was travelling from Lowell to Bos-
ton, he was met by a highwayman who politely^
{as is the custom of those gentry) demanded his
purse.

«' My dear sir," quotli Corporal Nymn, "I per.
ceive you don't know me.!'4

" That is nothing to the purpose, sir, give up
your purse immediately,*' demanded the- high-
way man» -•«•

The Corporal repeated with earnestness wh ich
could not be misunderstood, " positively you
don't know me."

" Well," said the highwaymen, some what sur-
prised at the manner of the Corporal, " who the
devil are you."

" Why, I'am a printer,"
" A printer did you say ? Whew !—I'am

off— d—:——d dry picking."—Lowell paper.

The Newport Mercury of Saturday announ-
ces that that number completes* e/gAty years
since the said paper was first published by
James, elder brother of Dr. Benjamin Frank,
lin.

Con.—Why is a lady who does not paint like
\he Wandering Jew ?

Because she is the un-dying one.—Montreal
Herald.

THE YOUNG LADY'S FRIEND.-
By a Lady [Mrs. Fa'rrar*] Improved Stereotype
Edition.—This very popular work has run through se-
veral large editions in the short timo since its publica-
tion, and has been received with unqualified commen-
dation. It is of a truly practical character, entering
w th great plainness, ami faithfulness, and sound judg-
ment, into the minute details of every-day life ? point-
ing out the common faults of female education \ and
laying down rules for tne conduct of young ladies in all
the circumstances of society; and it not only com-
mends itself to those for whom it is especially designed,
but to all who desire to see the peculiar graces of female
character culled into the most efficient action. The ge-
neral topics of which it treats are domestic economy,—
duties of the sick chamber,—dress,— regimen,—dutiM
to parents, brothers and sisters, and teachers, to tha
aged, to domestics,—friendship,—mannere, in their va-
rious branches, conversation, mental culture, &c.

Toe work may be had at the Bookstore of D. HOYT
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From the Journal of Commerce.

THE PULASKI.
Mr. B. W- Fosdick, of Boston, one of the

survivors from the wreck of the Pulaski, ar-
rived here this morning from the South, and
proceeds on to Boston this afternoon. He is in
a good measure recovered from the wear and
tear of body and mind occasioned by the horrid
scene through which he was called to pass;
pome particulars of which, at our solicitation,
he has committed to paper, and permitted us to
insert in our columns.

MR. FOSOICK'S STATEMENT.
On the morning of Wednesday, the 13th

June, at about 8 o'clock, I left Savannah in
company with about 70 others, ladies and gen-
tlemen, most of whom were residents of that
place, in the steamboat Pulaski, Capt. Dubois,
for Baltimore, via Charleston,—at which latter
place we arrived the same afternoon about 6
o'clock. It was a beautiful day, and all on
board were in high spirits, enjdyed the sail very
much, and were delighted with the boat, which
seemed to possess every thing calculated to
make one comfortable at sea.

At Charleston we remained all night, and on
Thursday morning at 6 o'clock left that place
with an addition of about 80 more passengers—
numbering, with the officers and crew of the
boat, nearly 200 souls. The weather was pleas-
ant all day, with a fresh breeze and some sea;—
and, as is usual on the first day out, the greater
part of the passengers were a little sea-sick, and
some retired to their bexlhs, or lay listlessly
about on the settees upon deck;—and when
evening came, most of thenxhad retired. I was
one of the number that did not feel exactly well,
and went to bed in the after cabin about 8 o'-
clock ;—and had slept for some hours, when I
was awakened about 11 o?clock by a loud report,
followed by a tremendous crash. My first imr
pression was, that we had gone ashore* or had
run into some vessel. It did not occur to me
that the boiler had burst,—and finding myself
uninjured, I dressed myself entirely, putting my
watch in my pocket, and taking my hat, and
from the pocket of my cloak a light cap, which
I put into my hat, thinking it would be of use
in case I could not keep my hat upon my head.
Before I had finished dressing, a person ran
down into the cabin, exclaiming, "The boat
is on fire—come up and bring buckets, to extin-
guish it." This person, I believe, was Mr.
Sherman Miller. I never saw him afterwards.
I immediately started for the deck, and as I ap-
proached the cabin stairs, found that a number
of the planke of the cabin floor had been torn
up,—and a) it was quite dark in the cabin,
there being but on or two candles burning, I
came near falling through into the hold.

When I reached the deck, I found that the
boiler had burst. The confusion was very
great—men and women were running from one
part to the other—some calling for their wives,
others for their husbands. On going forward,
I found I could get no further than the shaft.—
Beyond that, as far as the wheel house, all ap-
peared to be in rains and in darkness,—and at
every roll of the boat the water would rush in.
There was one solitary lantern near me, and
this I lashed to the ceiling. In doing BO, I saw
a person among the ruins of the engine, trying
to get out, and moaning and crying aloud,—
" gone—gone—-gone—firemen help me—fire-
men help " In * few minutes some one came
to bis asB^tance, an*1 «stri«ated him. This

person, I afterwards learned, was one of the
firemen. I then went aft again, and with some
others assisted in removing some of the rubbish
in the gangway, for at this time, I think, no one
supposed the boat would sink, and we thought
it best to have as clear a place as possible on
deck. But we soon found this of no avail,—
for the water was rushing in rapidly, and every
one began to turn his attention to preparing
something to support himself upon the water,—
such as lashing settees together, and tables, &c.
&c. A negro was discovered preparing some-
thing of this kind, and on being asked what he
was going to do, said, " 1 am going to try to
save my master ;" appearing perfectly regard-
less of himself.

The 2 quarter boats were lowered into the
water—but when, I do not recollect, though I
have an indistinct remembrance of seeing one
of them lowered by two or three persons. The
boat now appeared to be sinking pretty fast, and
and I climbed to the promenade deck, (the only
way to get there, for the stairs were at the for-
ward part of the boat,) and there I found some
40 or 50 persons, many of whom were ladies.—
There was also a yawl boat which was filled
with women aud children,—and among them
the family of G. B. Lamar, of Savannah.—
Himse'f and. two or three other gentlemen \* ere
standing near the boat to keep it in an upright
position when the promenade deck of the steam-
boat should sink, which, ds the boat had broken
in two in the middle, it had begun to do,—and
one end was already immersed in the water.—
For the purpose of assisting in keeping the boat
upright, I took hold of the bows. The water
was now rushing on deck rapidly,—and the for-
ward part of the promenade deck sank so fast
that the bows of the yawl boat filled with wa-
ter—and a wave washed me from my hold and
I sunk. When I rose, I found myself near a
piece of plank to which I clung; but this not being
large enough to support me, I left it—and after
getting from one fragment of the wreck to an
other (and the water all around me was filled
with fragments,) I succeeded in finding a piece
large enough to support me sitting,—and upon
this I remained some ten minutes,—and took
off my boots and loosened my dress—for my
clotheb were so full of water that I could scarce-
ly move.

While upon this piece, I saw near me Mr.
Geo. Huntington of Savannah. Here I will
mention what was told me by a person (Mr.
Eldridge of Syracuse, N,Y.,) who was upon
the promenade deck after 1 was washed from it.
He says that nearly all the females in the yawl
boatTvere drowned at the time it filled, and that
as the hull of the steamboat toward* the engine
began to sink, the promenade deck gradually
separated, and when the whole had sunk to an
angle of nearly 40 degs., leaving the stem high
above water, the promenade deck broke off a
few feet forward of the wheel, and the hull corn,
pletely turned over and came keel up,—throw-
ing those persons upon it (many of whom were
females) into the water. A number of them re-
gained the promenade deck, which afterwards
served them as a raft, and upon which twenty-
four persons found themselves the next morn-
ing—6 of whom succeeded in getting ashore in
a boat which was picked up, and 7 were taken
off by the sehooner Henry Camerdon. The re-
mainder are said to have died from exhaustion.

After removing my boots, I remained quiet
some 10 or 15 minutes, when I heard some per-
sons calling out not far from me—and conclud.
ed they were in one of the boats; but upon in.
quiring found it was a part of the ladies' cabin,
(the side,) and that there were two persons upon
it, (Andrew Stewart and Owen Gallagher, deck-
hands,) and that there was room enough for an.
^ , and that they would take me upon it if I

could get to it—but that they had no means of
coming to me.

I knew the only chance of safe'y was to reach
it—and I made a desperate effort, and succeed-
ed, by swimming,,and by getting from plank to
plank, which were scattered all around me, in
reaching it, and was pulled upon it almost ex-
hausted. This piece of the ladies' cabin waa
then about 10 feet wide by 45 feet long ; but in
the course of the night we lost 10 or 15 feet of
it—leaving us a piece of 30 feet in length. Up-
on this we sat all night, with the w,ater about a
foot deep.

The wind was blowing quite fresh in a direc-
tion towards the land, and our raft being long
and narrow, made very good progress—and in
the course of two hours after the bursting of the
boiler, we were out of sight of the wreck.
About this time we discovered approaching near
us a portion of the deck of the steam boat, with
au upright post, near the centre of it—and upon
it were Mrs Geo. Huntingdon ^and two other
persons. They said they were all from Savan-
nah.

We lashed -the two rafts together with a rope
which they threw to us—but finding that the sea
dashed our rafts together with considerable vio-
lence, we concluded it would be better to sepa-
rate again—and we did so. Mr. H. wished me
to take a passage with them—but I concluded
to remain where I was. I saw them no more.

Friday morning came—and discovered to us
our situation. We were out of sight of land.
Three rafts we saw at a distance. They were
too far for us to discern the persons upon them,
but they all had signals flying. Upon our little
raft we found a small chest,—(belonging to one
of the firemen,, and which afterwards served us
as a seat,)—two mattiasses—a sheet—a blan-
ker—and some female wearing apparel.

The mattrasses we emptied of their contents,
and with the covering of one of them we made a
sail, which, with a good deal of difficulty, we
succeeded in putting up, but which did us much
service, for by noon we had almost entirely lost
aight of the other rafts ; and in the afternoon
nothing was seen, as far as the eye could reach,
but sky and water.

But our spirits did not flag—for we thought
that by the morning we must certainly fall in
with some fishing boats. We had also found
on the raft a tin box—the cover gone—contain-
ing some cake, wrapped up in a cloth. This
was completely satutated with salt water, but
we took a mputhfui of it in the course of the
dav, and found it pretty good. There was also
a keg—which floated on to the raft, containing
a little gin—but this was of little service—for
by some means or other it became mixed with
salt water. The night came—the wind and sea
increased—and we were obliged to take down
our little sail. During the night the waves were
constantly washing over our raft, and the water
at all times stood a foot deep upon it.

We sal close together upon the chest—which
we lashed as well as we could to the raft—and
wrapped ourselves up in the wet 'blanket and
clothes—for the night air felt very cold, after
having been exposed, as we were, all day, to the
broiling sun.

We were much fatigued, and once during the
night we fell asleep, and were awakened by the
upsetting of our seat, which nearly threw us
overboard. Anxiously we watched the rising
of the moon, which rose some hours after mid.
night; and still more anxiously the break of
day and the rising of the sun, which we hoped
would disclose to our weary eyes the sight of
some distant sail.

The sun at last did arise—but there was no-
thing in sight. For the first time we began to
feel a little discouraged—still the hope that we
should soon see land impressed itself forcibl/
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upon us—and eagerly we cast our eyes land-
ward, every now and then, as the sun continued
to riso. And, joyful sight! about 6 o'clock, we
thought we did see land—and in another half
hour were sure of it.

Now we redoubled our exertions—we pad.
died—we held up in our hands pieces of cloth—
we did every thing to propel our little craft—
for we feared the wind might change and blow
offshore—and then all hope would be lost; for
our raft, we felt sure, could not hold together
another day. As wo neared the land, we found
the surf was running pretty high—but there was
a sandy shore, and we felt no fear of this—for
we saw the land, and we knew that soon our
suspense would be at an end.

About 4 o'clock, P. M. on Saturday, we
reached the breakers. The first breaker came
over us with great violence.—and so did the
second—the third broke the raft into pieces—
but we elung to the fragments—and soon found
we could touch the bottom with our feet; and
in a few minutes we were safe upon terrafirmn,
considerably bruised and sun-burnt, but with
our lives. And grateful did we feel to that Al-
mighty Arm which in the hour of danger was
stretched over us to save and protect ! And it
was only by the mercy of a Divine Providence
that we were thus saved from a watery grave.

I forgot to mention that on Saturday a shark
was following us nearly all the morning, but
we frightened it away.

Near the shore, which was at New River In.
let, N. C , we found the house of Mr. Hender-
son, who received us in the kindest manner, and
did all in his power for us.

And from every one we met we have received
the .utmost hospitality, especially from some
gentlemen of Newbern, who furnished us with
money to pay our way home. But we found
that it was not much needed, for neither the
conductors of the rail road cars, nor the cap.
tains of the steam boats, would receive any thing
for our passage.

£ have thus, in a very hasty manner, drawn
up a statement of a part of what I saw on the
dreadful night when the Pulaski was destroyed.
All that I saw-and heard, neither language can
paint, nor tongue utter. The thought of it
makes me shudder.

Respectfully, your obedient servant,
B. W. FOSDICK.

From the Philadelphia Herald.
A N INCIDENT, OR A BIT OF ROMANCE.

A few days ago, when but a single steamboat
made its semi-monthly voyage upon Lake Erie,
from Buffalo to Detroit, touching at Erie, Cleve-
land, Sandosky, & c , and when its arrival and
departure at either place was an incident that
created no little bustle, we were standing among
the crowd upon the wharf at Buffalo, watching
the passengers hurrying on board the Superior,
Capt. Sherman, which was in a few minutes to
take its departure for Detroit. There was a
large number of passengers, mostly consisting
of emigrants to the then latest-found land ol
promise, Michigan. Among the different groups
upon the deck were a couple somewhat past the
meridian of life, who were in earnest conver-
sation with a young man, while a female of
"blooming seventeen," their daughter, stood
listening to the discussion with a look of deep
absorbtion, which betrayed the intense interest
ehe felt in the subject.

We learned afterwards that the couple had
been long attached to each other, but the young
man had been unable to obtain ihe consent of
the parents to many their daughter. She was
an only child, and tlie circumstances of her lo.
ver were not such as answered the views they
had for her. Busiuess had called the young man
from home for several weeks, and on his return,
to his "Teat surprise and chagrin he found that
Mr. SM the father of his beloved, had sold his
farm, and with his wife and daughter had de-
parted *br Michigan. Jamos thought he saw
through the motive of this movement, and,
learning that he had gone but a few days, hid
resolution was at once taken to follow, unpre-
pared an he was for the journey, either with
ready money or change of apparel. He gave no
sleep to his eyes nor clumber to his eye lids, till
he was on the way, and lessening, as he hoped.
tbe distance between himself and the object of
his affections. As the departure of the boat did
not take place till two days after the arrival of
the parents and daughter at Buffalo, fortunately
for the young man, he arrived before they had

d the Lake between the two lovers; and

wh«n the dejected maiden' stepped upon the boat
she was more surprised and overjoyed to behold
him, than her parents were vexed. The latter
testified their displeasure at his thus following
them, in terms little calculated to strengthen hi*
hopes of final success, and though he urged his
suit with all the eloquence he could command,
he still found them inflexible.

At length the moment of parting arrived—
"the last bell" was rung—the word was given
for these who were not going with the boat to
leave, and the order to "cast off" from the Cap.
tain was heard. With a mingled look of affec-
tion and regret James extended his hand to
Mary, from whose eyes streamed the fast falling
drops. Wha*. was the whole world to them at
that moment ?—they forgot the gaping multi-
tude and every thing but each other—there
hearts now about to be sundered clung the clo-
ser. As the "farewell" was uttered, Mary held
his hand with a nervous grasp, while quick as
thought she threw her disengaged arm first
round her mother's neck and then her father's
imprinting a burning kiss upon the cheek of
each, and ejaculating—" farewell father, fare-
well mother—come James"—ere her parents
could find time to remonstrate, sprung with her
lover from the boat to the wharf. The boat mo.
ved majestically on her way, while a shout of
delight burst from the surrounding crowd who
had witnessed the whole scene and had warmly
sympathized with the lovers. The conflict be-
tween filial duty and affection, and love, had
been a violent struggle in the breast of the maid-
en, but love triumphed;—father and mother
were forsaken, and now went on their, way
lonely ; while the lover bore back to his humble
dwelling, in triumph, the joy of his heart, and
the sharer of his future prosperity or adver-
sity.

COURTSHIP vs. MARRIAGE.
The difference between courtship and mar-

riage waa never more forcibly explained than
in the following Charcoal Sketch :—

" What made you get married if you don't
like it ?"

" Why, I was deluded into it—fairly deluded.
I had nothing to do of evenings, so I went a
courting. Now courting's fun enough—I
havn't got a word to say agin courting. It's
about as good a way of killing an evening as I
know of. Wash your face, put on a clean dicky,
and go and talk as sweet as sugar or molasses
candy for. an hour or two—to say nothing of a
few kisses behind the door, as your sweetheart
goes to thestep with you.

" Wiien I was a single man, the world wag.
ged on well enough. It was just like an omni-
bus. I was a passenger, paid my levy, and hadn't
nothing more to do with it but set down and
not care a button for anything. S'posing the
omnibus got upsot—well, I walks off, and leaves
the man to pick up the pieces. But then I
must take a wife, and be hanged to me. It's all
very well for a time ; but afterwards it's plaguy
like owning an upsot omnibus ?"

•' Nan," queried Montezuma, " what's all that
about omnibusses ?"

" What did I get by it ?" continued Gamaliel,
regardless of the interruption. " How much
fun ? Why, a jawing old woman and three
squallers. Mighty different from courting that
is. What's the fun of buying things to eat and
things to wear for them, and wasting all good
spreeing money on such nonsense, for other
people ? And then as for doing what you like;
there's no such thing. You can't clear out ;
when people's owing yon so much money you
can't stay convenient. No.—the nabbers must
have you. You can't go on a spree : for when
you come home missus kicks up the devil's de-
light. You can't teach her better manners—
for constables are as thick as blackberries. In
short, you can do nothing. Instead of ' Yes,
my duck,' and • No, my dear,'—' As you please,
honey,1 and ' When you like, lovey,' like it was
in courting times, it's darning and mending,
and nothing ever darned and mended.

'• If it wasn't that I am particularly sober, I'd
be inclined to drink—it's excuse enough. It's
heart-breaking, and it's all owing to that I've
sucli a pain in my gizzard of mornings. I'm
so miserable I must stop and sit on these steps."

" What's the matter now ?"
" I'm getting aggrawated. My wife's a savin

critter—a sword of sharpness—she cuts the
throat of my felicity, stabs my happineBB, chops
up my comforts, and snips up all my Sunday
go to meetings to make jackets for the boys —

she gives all the wittless to the children, to
make me spry and jump about like a lamp-ligh-
ter—I can't stand it—my troubles are ovcrpow.
ering when I come to think of 'em and add 'era
up."

" Oh, nonsense ! behave nice—don't make a
noise in the street—be a man."

•' How can I be a man when I belong to
somebody else 7 My hours ain't my own—my
money ain't my own—I belong to four people
besides myself—the old woman and them three
children. I'm a partnership concern, and so
many has got their fingers in the till, that I
must bust up. I'll break and sign over the
stock in trade to you."

JAMES LOMAX. OR A MOTHER'S CRDVIE.
BY THE AUTHOR OF BRAMBLETYE HOUSE.

In this work Mr. Horace Smith seems to be
trading upon the capital of his former reputa-
tion, for with an admirable plot and ground-
work for a novel, he seems to have been driven
to the necessity of blending two distinct sets of
characters together to make out his comple.
mentof volumes. The " Mother's Crime," the
forging of a will, and that the will of a benefac-
tor, for the benefit of her children, to whom she
is devotedly attached, invests the character of
Jane Lomax with great interest. The details
of the commission of the act, the craven terrors
of .the husband, who is not opposed from prin.
ciple, contrasted with the bold and persevering
determination of the wife, present a striking
picture. The other characters are common-
place enough. We give extracts showing the
hand of the author. Here is the proposal :—
Amer.

' See you this paper ? It is Hoffman's will: I
have just drawn it from beneath his pillow. By
this instrument, which he purposes to execute
to-morrow, he has left his entire fortune to his
nephew Ruddock.'

' I am not surprised at it ; some expressions,
that dropped from him at Cheltenham, prepared
me for this disposition of his property; but how
are your wild reveries to be accomplished by the
enrichment of Edward Ruddock ?'

' More than twenty times, Joel, have I heard
you. boast that from long practice you can so
correctly imitate any law hand-writing, as to
deceive even the original penman. Now tell
me, and before you answer, well weigh all the
incalculable blessings and advantages of the
measure, weigh well its glorious results,' as you
are a man, a husband, and a father, and tell me
why you should not sit up to night and make
an exact facsimile of this will, only substituting
for the name of Edward Ruddock that of our
darling Benjamin!'

' Good God !' ejaculated Lomax, as he started
back", with a look of amazement and dismay,
' forge a will! Why, it is a felony—a capital
offence—a hanging—'

'Hush!' interposed the wife, placing her
hand upon his mouth; 'speak not so loud—ut-
ter not a word, except in a whisper, I conjure, I
command you !' and her features assumed that
authoritative expression to which her pliable
spouse had been accustomed to defer.

' Are you aware,' resumed Lomax, in an agi-
tated whisper, " that what you are proposing to
me is a hanging matter, and that you, yourself,
as a counsellor and accessory, would be per-
haps incurring a similar penalty?'

'There is no risk, and consequently no pen-
alty for either of us, unless we are detected, and
of that, as I will presently eonvince you, there
is not a possibility.1

' Indeed ! how can that be ? Satisfy me upon
this point, and I may listen to you with less
alarm and repugnance than 1 now feel.'

' Where there is discovery, it proceeds almost
invariably from the treachery of some confeder-
ate. Now, in this case, we have no accom.
plices. You and I are identical; we are one.
We cannot betray one another without receiv-
ing and entailing indelible infamy both upon
ourselves and our children—a potent security
for our mutual silence and good faith.'

• But without any perfidy or indiscretion on
our parts we may be detected by others, by
circumstances, by a thousand unforseen adci*
dents.'

' Not a single one. Hoffman is known to be
an eccentric being, an oddity, a humorist, who,,
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having announced that he had disinherited hie
ntphew, is as likely to select a street pauper as
any other for his heir.*

• But will Hoffman execute it without again
examining or reading it over V

• Yes ; for he particularly wishes ite contents
to be kept a profound secret from all.1

Slowly unfolding the paper, Lomax sat with
his eyes fixed upo i i t ; but his bosom was too
touch agitated by contending emotions to allow
him to peruse it with any degree of comprehen-
sion. Before bis mental eye floated, in gorgeous
and seductive array, all the allurements of
wealth, so glowingly painted by his wife, the
homage that it invariably extorts from the
myriad worshippers of Mammon, the fascina-
tions of an honorable station in society, the
witchery, the enchantment, to a poor dependent
drudge, of perpetual freedom from care and toil,
the delights of a handsome establishment, of
luxury, amusement, and indulgence in all his
favorite pursuits and appetites. But, on the
other hand, his thronging fearB conjured up be-
fore him the grisly phantom of detection, infa-
my, imprisonment, and the final expiation of
his crime by a public execution on the gallows !
His mind which had only partially tecoiled
from the commission of the meditated offence,
shrunk in dismay from the contemplation of its
consequences ; his terrors predominated over
bis hopes and yearnings ; a shudder ran through
his whole frame; and, letting the paper fall
upon the table, he exclaimed with a faltering
voice and averted eyes, for he was afraid to look
his wife in the face, "Jane, let us go no farther
in this dreadful business; take away the will
and replace it!—for Heaven's sake, replace it
where you found it! Some devil must have
tempted you : the consequences are too fright-
ful—a horrible abyss is yawning at our feet
The gallows! the gallows! My blood runs
cold at the very thought. I tremble all over.'

• Shadows have often made you tremble, while
I have stood undaunted in the midst of real dan.
few. Are you not ashamed of yourself?'

A look of involuntary contempt passed over
the features of the speaker, and she was on the
point of. sharply upbraiding her husband with
his misgivings and irresolution, when approach-
ing footsteps were heard ; some one tried the
handle of the locked door; and immediately af.
terwards three gentle taps were given on the
panel. Had Lomax been detected in the very
perpetration of the suggested crime, his counte-
nance cojuld scarcely have assumed an aspect of
greater horror.

The party by whom they had "been thus start-
led in the midst of their guilty consultation,
proved to be their son, a youlh of about fifteen
years of age, whose singular beauty, irradiated
by an incipient consumption, of which his pa-
rents did not yet suspect the existence.falmost
justified the fond averment of the mother, when,
in answer to her husband's occasional observa-
tion that Benjamin was more like a girl than a
hoy, she would rejoin—• And more like an an-
gel than either.1

A soft and exquisitely delicate bloom, des-
tined, eie long, to deepen and concentrate into
a fixed hectic flush, heightened, by its roseate
tint, the fairness of his alabaster skin, which
was so transparent that every minute ramifica-
tion of the blue veins was discernible beneath
it.- His blue eye >, mild in their expression as
those of the dove, had already acquired the
pearly^hue and liquid lustre, symptomatic of the
insidious complaint lurking in his system, al-
though they did not yet blaze with any of that
preternatural and fearful brilliancy which gene-
rally characterizes its later stages. In compli-
ance with his mother's wish, he wore his auburn
hair parted on the forehead, and falling down
in wavy lines on either side—a peculiarity
which,, in conjunction with his delicate beauty
and winning countenance, completed the se-
raphic character of his head.'

' I have not forgotten your kind injunction
that I should go to bed at an early hour,' said
the son, as he turned his love-beaming look*
upon his parents; ' but I should have had little
chance of sleeping, unless I had previously
wished you good night, and received your usual
blessing.'

'God bless you, my dear boy !' murmured the
father, whose voice still trembled from the agi-
tation into which he had boon thrown.

4 God bless you, my beloved Benjamin !' ejac
ohUed the mother, as she threw her arms
around his neck, and impressed a kiss upon ei.
iher cheek.

' I believe that your blessings and prayers
have already done me good,' said the youth, • for
I feel much better within these few days, and I
hope I shall now soon be quite well. Very, ve-
ry grateful am I to Heaven for this little irn
provement, and I pray that I may never forget
the mercies vouchsafed to me! 'Tis on your
account rather than my own that I am so anx.
IOUS to recover, for I long to make a return
however inadequate, for all your kindness, and
to contribute in some Way to your comfort-
Dear father, do not you think I am now strong
enough to take a situation in some counting,
house ?•

'No , no, my blessed boy!' cried the mother
' not yet awhile, not yet awhile. We must
completely establish your health before we suf-
fer you to be immured in a close, perhaps an
unhealthy counting-house, and tied down to a
desk. A burden to us, Benjamin ! You are
our joy, our glory, our consolation, our chief
blessing ; and, besides, you must recollect that
we are no longer in so narrow an abode, or in
quite such necessitous circumstances as former-
ly.'

1 Thanks to worthy Mr. Hoffman for all his
goodness to us. How is he to-night, dear
mother ?'

' He fancies himself better, but he is in reali
ty worse—much worse.'

' Poor man ! I am sorry for his sad condition ;
it quite makes my heart throb to think of him.
I always pray for him before I go to sleep, and
this night I will be more urgent than ever in my
prayers.'

'Leave him to the care of Heaven, and get
to sleep as soon as you can,' said Mrs. Lomax,
as if she feared some efficacy in her son's inter,
cebsions ' Good night, my dear boy! your fa-
ther and I have important business to transact,
and, besides, it is time you were a-bed.' So
saying, she again embraced him, accompanied
him to the door, locked it when he passed out
ef hearing, returned to the place where her hus.
band was sitting, and drawing the will from her
pocket, spread it out on the table beside him,
while she looked inquiringly in his face, as if
awaiting his decision.

The Dead Dancers.—A paragraph copied
from a French Journal, describing the death of
a gentleman while waltzing, is going the rounds
of the newspapers. The incident reminds us
of another which is said to have occurred in
this city many years since, which might furnish
the groundwork of a fashionable tale of hor-
ror. Miss , a young lady of beauty and
accomplishments, but of a disposition singular-
ly perverse and exacting, was betrothed to a
French officer who had been placed upon the
half pay list from being incapaoiated for ser-
vice by a musket ball which he received in his
breast, and which had not been extracted.—
Captain was an elegant waltzer, but owing
to the state of his health he could never take
more than one or two turns upon the floor with-
out being overcome by exhaustion, and indeed
his physician had expressly forbidden him to
share in that exciting dance. Waltzing, though
subsequently written out of fashion by the au-
thors of Salmagundi, was at that time nearly
as much in vogue as at present, and Miss ,
who affected to be a leader of ton, was one of
the first always to join in the graceful whirl.—
Partners, however, were not ea.«y to be obtained
unless when foreigners were present, and it
chanced one evening that Miss , entered a
ball-room just when Captain had waltzed
a few turns and overcome with the exercise,was
about retiring from the room. The lady was
provoked at having arrived too late to secure her
lover for the first dance, and with a want of
consideration truly unfenienine, laid her hand
upon his arm to detain him in passing. Poor
Monsieur , though pale and sinking, had
too much of the Frenchman about him to re-
sist the appeal. He begged a short respite
however, which was granted, while the care,
less girl rattled away with the beaux who had
clustered around her as she leaned upon the
arm of her silent lover.

After a very brief time, a single quadrille on-
ly having intervened, the waltzing couple were
called to the floor, and the thoughtless Miss

•—hurried her partner into the gayest circle.
The band struck up. The dancers movocU and
the slow time enabled the invalid Captain to
get through the first round with apparent ease.—
He seemed, too, to gather life as the time of the
music quickened, and the waltzers moved faster

and faster,; nay, his strength was so renewed,
that he soon tired out the other couples. The
floor was left to this single pair ; and now so,
swiftly did they whirl around, that the musi-
cians had to follow them with the most
rapid execution. The gaze of the whole com-
pany was fixed upon this eccentric pair, when
suddenly the face of the lady was seen to turn
almost of a purple colour, while the features of
her partner worked as if affected by some hide-
ous spasm. Her eyes rolled with an anxious
appealing look, while his became fixed with
the stare of a maniac. Her arms fell listless,
ly by her side—his seemed to contract like
hinges of iron about her person ; and she fold,
ed in his embrace, was flung—with the last
move of the delirious and dying man-—a corpse
upon the floor. The horror-struck spectators
sprang lo the assistance of the unfortunate la.
dy, but the was already gone, and her lover ex-
pired before she could be releesed from his arm.
An examination of the officer's body proved that
his death ensued from the dropping inwardly,
upon a mortal part, of the bullet he had so long

I carried about him; and, in the sudden delirium
of his death agony, he had wrought some fatal
injury to the lady by the horrible compression
in which he held her.—New York Mirror.

A SAILOR IN WOMAN'S CLOTHES.
But I warn't safe yet; so I claps on a suit of

Suke's dude over my own gear, and being but a
little chap, with some slutching, and letting
out a reef or two here and there, I got my sail
all snugly bent, and clapped a cap with a thou.
sand little frills round my face and a straw hur.
ricane-house of a bonnet as big as a Guinea,
main's Caboose over all, with a large black wail
hanging in the brails down afore, and my shoes
sgandalcd up my legs, so that I made a good
looking wench. Well, I bid all'hands good bye,
Suite piped her eye a bit; but, Lord love you!
we'd made our calculations '6 matrimony, and
she was to join me at Portsmouth, and we were
to make a long splice of it off hand ; but then,
poor thing! she thought, mayhap, I might be
grabbed and punished. Up comes the coach—
but the fellow would'nt heave to directly, and
•Yoho !' says I, giving him a hail—'Going to
Portsmouth, ma'am V says he, throwing all a-
back, and coming ashore from hi3 craft. 'To
be sure I am,' says I. 'What made you carry
on in that fashion, be d—d to you !—is that all
the regard you have for the sex?' says I.
•Would you like to go inside, ma'am ?' says he
opening the gangway port. 'Not a bit of it,'
says I : 'stow away your damaged slops below,
but give me a berth pon deck.' 'Werrygood,
ma'am, 'says he, shutting the gangway port a.
gain : 'wilJ you allow me to assist you up ?'—
'Not by no manner 'o means,' says I. 'Why,
who the devil do you take me for! to think the
captain of a frigate's maintop can't find his way
aloft?' 'You mean the captain of the maintop's
wife,' says Susan, paying me back the pinch I
gave her. 'Ay. ay, my precious,' says I ; 'so I
do to be sure. God bless you ? goo.l bye ! Here
I go like seven bells half struck ! carry on, ray
boy, and I'm blessed if it shan't be a shiner in
your way!' And so we took our berths, and
away we made sail, happy-go-lucky, heaving
to now and then just to take in a sea.stock ;
and the governor had two eyes in his head, and
60 he finds out the latitude of the thing, but he
says nothing; and we got safe through the bsu*
rier and into Portsmouth, and I lands ir»the
street before they reaches the inn,—for, thinks
I to myself, I'd better get berthed for to-night
and go abroad in the morning.

SAMMY DARBY'S COURTSHIP.
'Good afternoon, Squire Jones!' 'Good after-

noon, friend Darby; come walk in,' •Well,
Squire, how is your lovely darter, Sal. to-day,
and the rest of the family ?' 'Why they are all
up and about, particularly Sal, she is very
hearty, has a good appetite, and eats a right
smart chance, and the way she smokes her old
pipe is the right way, and sings—lord man, she
sings like a martingale,—she is a bu«ter!'—
•Well, Squire, I'm t>lad to hear so much praise
of Sal, for I love her mightily, »nd mean to
court her too.' 'Why thai's plain, honest and
clever. I'll go and call Sal.' Sure enough he
did, and she soon made her appearance. 'How
are you, Sal?' saps I. 'Oh sorter midlin,
how do yau fee** Mr. Darby V 'Why, Sal, I
aint well, .I'm love sick.' 'O huah ; you don't
say so---we 11 do tell me who the is ?' With that
I sorter slided up to Sal, and Sal she kinder
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elided off-»-Saya I, Sal, 'don't bo BO darnation
skittish, for you are the very gal I'm arter.'—
*6eet out, you don't say,' •Yes, I do, and I'm
in aB hard earnest as ever my dog Lion was at a
coon.' That pleased Sal mightily, and she
kinder tossed her head and looked aB proud as
some of your town gals do when they get into a
ballroom. Saya I, 4Sal. will you have me?'
"I reckon aa how I will, you don't catch this
child refusing to do that thing when she has so
good a Chance.* So off we went to the parson's,
and Sal and I got married; and now we live
as kinder happy together as can be, only some.
times she bawls out to me, 'Mr. Darby, don't
be a spiiting your tobacco juice on the fire dogs,
and sticking yonr feet on the fender; may I be
burnt if l ean keep any thing decent for you,
plauge on all tobacco chawern, I say, that are
as nasty about it as you are.' And the way she
raps my toes with the tongs when she sees my
feet on the fender, is no ways common, I tell
you ; however, I live as happy aa I can expect
with a woman—that's a fact.'—Post.

Manners in Missouri.—A member elect of
the lower chamber of the Legislature of this
State, was last year persuaded by some wags of
bis neighborhood, that if he did not reach the
£tate House at 10 o'clock on the day of Asscm.
bly, he could not be sworn, and would loose

•his seat. He immediately mounted with hunt,
ing frock, rifle and bowie knife, and spurred till
he got to the door of the State House where he
kicked his nag. A orowd were in the lower
house on the floor, walking about with their
hats on and smoking cigars. Those he passed ,
ran up stairs into the Senate chamber, set hjs
rifle against the wall, and bawled out, "Stran-
gers, whars the man that swore me in!" at the
same time taking out his credentials. " Wajk
this way," said the clerk, who was at that mo-
tnent igniting a real Principe, and he was
sworn without inquiry. When the Teller came
to count noses he tound that there was one
Senator too many preseat; the mistake was
soon discovered, and the huntsman was infor-
med that he did not belong there. " Fool who!
with your corn bread", he roared. " You can't
flunk this child no how you can fix it. I'm e
lected to this here Legislature, and I'll go agin
all banks and intarnal improvements, and if
there's any of your oratory gentleman wants to
get skinned, jest say the word, and I'll light
upon you as a nigger on a wood-chuck. My
constituents sent me here, and if you want to
floor this two legged animal, hop on, jest as
soon as you like, for though I'm from the back
country I'm a little smarter than any other
quadruped you can turn out of this drove."—
After this admirable harrangue he put his bowie
knife between his teeth, and took up his rifle
with "come here, old Suke, stand by me !" at
the same time presenting it to the chairman,
who, however, had seen such people before.—
After some expostulation, the man was per-
suaded that he belonged to the lower chamber,
upon which he sheathed his knife, flung, Jus
gun on his shoulder, and with a profound con.
eee« remarked "Gentleman, I beg your pardon,
but if I 'lid'nt think that ar lower room was the
grogery, may I be shot.,"

Keen Retort.—Mies Martineau, in her late
work, has a chapter therein on "originals." In
her peregrinalious, she stopped a short time at
fe*%ttleboro*. Vt. During her stay there, her
female companion was taken ill, and the vil-
lage doctor was called. She found him a fine
specimen of the O.iginals. With all her in-
genuity in varying her questions, she could not
ascertain, from the doctor, the nature of the
disease whi&h afflicted her friend. All his an.
ewers were eva;iv«. The physician alluded to
is Dr. Gilbert. The Dr. has published the re-
ply in which he says :

"It's true. I didn't tell her, although she al-
most pestered my life out to be informed. I
bore it all, and equivocated and evaded, and all
licxn motives of delicacy, to spare the woman's
feelings. If she has been so very much con.
coined 'Vjknmv, and is yet in the dark, I will
enlighten Vr darkness. Her friend was in
the first stage* of delirium tremens."*—Hamp
shire Gazette.

A schoolmaster, who was as fond of the use
of his grog as the use of bin glebes, was asked
the difference between gravity and gravitation.
" When I've drank five glasses ef grog." re.
plied the pedagogue, " my gravity vanishes
%uA rny gravitation begins to operate.*

THE POWER OF ADVERSITY.
Before the hand of republican power had lev-

elled all distinction in France, and sunk the
proudest families to the humiliating condition
of the meanest peasant, in the gay neighborhood
of Versailles, the Marquis d'Embleville owned a
splendid Hotel, where he lived in epicurean lux-
ury and princely splendor. His mind possessed
all the imperious vanity of the ancient regime/
and placed by fortune at an awful distance, he
looked down upon the canaille as unworthy to
hold with qim a rank in the same scale of being.
His only son, Lewis, in the prime of youth, had
made the tour of Switzerland^ he had visited
every part of those wondrous regions, where na-
ture reigns in all her grandeur, and displays to
the enthusiastic mind that sublime and majestic
scenery, which attracts and gratifies the most
unbounded curiosity. So remote from the
haunts of courtly pleasure—so distant from the
giddy circle of high life—he felt the impression
of that tender passion beneath whose controlling
power mortals of all degrees are indiscriminate-
ly doomed to bow.

The object of his admiration was a lovely
Swiss, fresh from the hand of nature, in all the
bloom of youth and beauty, like the mother of
mankind in the state of primeval innocence;
honesty was the only wealth her friends pos-
sessed : her charms and virtue were her only
portion. With this lovely maid, Lewis had
sought and cultivated an acquaintance. He
weighed her mental graces against the frippery
of Parisian belles, and with pleasure saw them
greatly preponderate. She felt the congenial
passion, but from disparity of circumstances,
suppressed kindling hope. The shaft was fixed
too deep in his bosom to be eradicated without
lacerating his vitals. Although despairing of
success, he returned to his father, and on his
knee besought him to confirm his happiness by
an assent to this unequal union.

Degrading information ! Should the honora-
rv tide of princely love, long flowing down the
channel of an illustrious ancestry, be contami-
nated by mingling with plebeian streams? No!
he spurned him from his feet, and, with a nig-
gard hand, reluctantly conferring a scanty an-
nuity, bade him again retire to ignominious ex-
ile, and see his face no more. He was too well
acquainted with the inflexibility of his father's
temper, when once arrived at a certain point;
he knew the moment of expostulation was for.
ever past.

He was forbidden to return to seek a pardon,
even by the narrow path of duty; he therefore
felt himself not unhappy, that, without a direct
breach of paternal obligation, he could, by the
trivial sacrifice of his fortune, obtain the object
of his desires. He bade adieu to the scenes of
departed affluence, and flew to repose himself
on the faithful bosom of domestic affection.
The inhabitants of the happy valley celebrated
their nuptials with the usual ceremonies, and
Lewis soon forgot that he was born to higher
expectations.

The storm which.had long been gathering o.
ver devoted France, at length descended, in-
volving in one general ruin all the pride of pre-
rogative, title, and family. The sanguinary
streams that flowed from the throne, swollen by
a thousand rills, had deluged the nation, and
the horrid engine of death—the guilotine—still
frowned over its innumerable victims. Not
with less terror than the trembling traveller,
when be sees the accumulating avalanche thun-
dering from Alpine precipices, in its progress
tearing up towering pines and crushing into a-
tom8 the obstructing cottages, the Marquis d'-
Embleville beheld the approaching desolation.
His lady died of a broken heart to observe the
splendor of her family eclipsed; and rescuing
a comparative trifle from the wreck of affluence
he hastily left his proscribed country in disguise
and fled towards the regions of ancient Helvet-
ic liberty ; where after long and weary wander-
ing among those eternal mountains, which form
t'ie barrier of nations—whose heads, crowned
with snows as old as the creation, view the tur-
gid clouds rolling round their base amid the wilrf.
est scenes of nature, he experienced the bitter
pangs of reflection, without a beam of distant
hope to cheer him in h a rxile. In order to di.
vert the cares that wrung his bosom, he had vis.
ited the stupendous cataract of the Rhine, had
marked the wanderings of the Enmin and the
Reu98, and arrived at length, at a charming ro.
mantic valley in the neighborhood of Lugano.
The evening -sun: shot his yellow rays over or-
a.tge and eitron groves, which, clothed the sides

of the far-stretched mountain*, when he reach-
ed a neat little cottage, seated on a gentle de-
clivity, which terminated in the tranquil water*
of an extensive lake, over which gentle zephyr*
wafted the softened notes of rustic joy—the vU-
lagers were returning from the labors Of the
day, and here and there appeared in distant
groups winding down the vineclad hills. At the
cottage door he was met by two buxom little
girls, on whose cheeks bloomed the roses of
health ; and their dress was such as served not
to decorate, but to display the fine symmetry of
their figures. They made a low and graceful
courtesy, and then ran in to announce the ap-
proach of a stranger.

The charming1 mother came out and modestly
welcomed him to her cottage, where she set be-
fore him the best her simple larder afforded, to.
gether with the ehoisest fruits the children could
procure. He took the children on his knee and
encouraged their artless prattle by familiar quea.
tions and endearments, and from them he learnt
that pa was gone to rtake a long walk on the
mountains, on which account they were unable
to occompany him as usual. Their pleasures,
their pastimes, and their mode of education, be-
came the general topic of conversation; and
the Marquis discovered in this little group more
natural ability and good sense, than he had fre-
quently found in the moat polished circles.—
The mother was an intelligent, liberal minded
woman, and delivered her sentiments with the
moat agreeable and unaffected simplicity—her
whole deportment and conduct evinced the most
secret attachment to the maternal and conjugal
duties, and she spoke with enthusiasm of the
enjoyments of retirement and domestic life.—
The mind of the Marquis was much affected,
and it was with apparent difficulty he could con-
ceal the various emotions which struggled in
his bosom.

The little mountaineers, who had been on the
'tiptoe of expectation' for the arrival of their
father, now recognized his footsteps as he ap-
proaclied the door; and running out to welcome
him, hung arcfund his knees and glanced with
excess of rapture, while he distributed between
them some flowers and other natural curiosities
indigenous of the soil which he had picked up
in his way. A sudden pleasure seemed to ir-
radiate the lovely countenance of the mother,
as she introduced her consort to herguest. Had
a clap of thunder at that moment torn from the
summit of the neighboring mountain the eter-
nal rock, which then cast a length of shade a.
cross the lake, and hurled it into the vale below,
a greater degree of astonishment could not have
been depicted on the faces of both at this unex-
pected recontre.

A momentary silence prevailed; conscious
remorse touched the heart of the Marquis at the
appearance of a son whom he had so deeply in.
jured, while Lewis stood awed beneath the hith-
erto authoritative eye of a disobliged parent.—
The roses fled the eheek of the amiable Maria,
while the husband on his knees implored the for-
giveness of that father of whose displeasure
she had formerly heard with so much emotion,
and who, 6he now fully expected was come to
destroy her happiness forever. He perceived
their agitation ; adversity had softened his heart
and all the father returned ; for a while he could
not speak, but took their hands and joined them
together, and lifted his eyes to heaven aB if in
the act of imploring blessings on them both.—
He then snatched the wandering infants to his
bosom, and shed over them involuntary tears.

The first tumult this interview had occasion,
ed subsiding, a calmer but more solemn scene
ensued. The death of Lady Embleville, and
the family misfortunes, rnjaged all their atten-
tion ; anJ while they listened to the 'tale of wo,'
they mutually paid the tribute d re to human ca-
lamity. The Marquis having now experienced
the vicissitudes and fallacy of fortune, acknowl-
edged the superior prudence of his son in ma.
king so judicious achoice, and blessed the power
that so mysteriously disposed him to provide
this calm retreat and those domestic comforts,
midst which he resolved to spend the evening ot
his days.

Latest Absence of Mind Cases.—We have
been told that a lady dropped herself into the
post office instead of the letter, and did not dis-
cover the mistake until the clerk asked her
whether she was single or not.

It is said that an absent minded husband re-
cently put the stepping-stone into the carriage,
and stopping upon'his wife, took his seat, and
ordered eoachee to drive on \—Boston Herald<
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THE ROSE OF LANGOLLEN.
The evening air blew chilling cold ; Gwin-

neth threw her apron over her shoulders, and
went to the wood house for faggots. Ellen
was left alone ; her eyes fell upon the stump of
the withered rose tree; 'That was Edward's
gift,* said she, mournfully. ' Peace is now re-
etored.'he will return—he will think I have neg-
lected it, for, alas, it has withered. But no,
Edward must come no more to our cottage.'J

Hearing the returuing step of Gwinneth, she
Wiped away the starting tear, for she well knew
that her good mother would chide. Gwinneth
"entered trembling: 'Mercy! my child, come
and listen ; surely I heard the Abbey bell toll.1
Ellen turned pale; she listened with breathless
agitation : again the heavy bell struck with aw.
ful reverberation. 4 Oh !' cried Ellen, clasping
her hands together, • the news has arrived that
Edward is killed.'

Vainly now did Gwinnelh call upon the1 name
of her child, who lay senseless on the cold earth.

Ellen was the lovely, virtuous child of honest
peasants; and she was tenderly beloved by the
son of the wealthy Sir Owen Fitzmorris. In
the rustic sports of the lawn before the abbey,
Edward had often gladly joined, often pressed
•the fair hand of Ellen with rapture to his lips;
and breathed in her ear accents of pure un-
changeable love. But parental authority inter,
posed ; Edward was ordered to accept the hand
of the rich and haughty Lady Hester. His
heart proudly revolted ; yet to "disobey a father,
hitherto fond and tender, was death. He im-
plored a respite ; Sir Owen granted his petition,
and the regiment in which Edward served was
ordered to Egypt; yet his departing words
breathed fervent, constant affection to his Ellen,
and his parting gift was the rose tree which she
now bewailed.

'For Heaven's sake! my child,' said Gwin-
neth, 'Decomposed; I will step to the gate,

• and see if any one passes from the abbey. Dear,
now be comforted.' Gwinnelh now stepped to
the gate.

4 Bless me ! as I live, here comes a soldier
down the hill!' The Word revived Ellen ; she
flew to her mother's side. The soldier descend.
ed the hill; he seemed to walk feebly and leaned
on-the shoulder of a boy. • Sure,'thought El-
len, ' that is Edward's form,' but as he ap-
proached nearer her conjecture changed; his
dress was shabby and disordered, his- hair un-
combed ; and a bandage passed across his eyes,
marked the sufferings he had endured in the
dreadful climate—for Edward it was ; and love
soon revealed him to the wonder-struck Ellen.
In a moment, each of his hands were seized' by
Gwinneth and her child, who forgetting, in first
joy at eight of him, the shocking chajige of his
appearance, led him in triumph to the cottage;
but inquiry soon succeeded, and while Ellen
fixed her eyes upon her withered rose tree, 'in
anguish .she exclaimed, 'Alas! he cannot see it
now.' Edward began his recital.

'When I left you, my dear friends, in compli-
a ice with a father's command, I embarked with
my regiment for Egypt. Our troops were suc-
cessful in all their underafcings ; I alone seemed
doomed to feel the pangs of disappointment and
sorrow. An enterprise in which'I was engaged
required despatch and caution ; when in a mo-
ment of general attack, my dearest friend and
earliest companion of my happy days, fell, cov-
ered with wounds. Disobeying the strict or-
ders of our commander, not to quit our posts, I
bore him in roy arms from the scene of horror;
for this I was broke, and discharged in igno-
miny.' Ellen wept; her heart was too full for
utterance ; the poor old woman sobbed aloud.

' I returned,' said Edward, ' in the first, vessel
that sailed, and returned but to see my father
breathe his last. Even he too conspired against
my happiness ; for, would you believe it, Ellen ?
be has disinherited me.'

'How !'exclaimed Ellen, • is it in nature to
be so wicked ? A child he once lnved so dearly !"

• True,' returned Edward, ' but you now see
me in sickness and sorrow, without a friend to
comfort, or a home to shelter me.'

Never, never, rny dear young master,' cried
Gwinneth, 'while the sticks of this poor cot
hang together.'

Ellen clasped his hand closer between hers,
but spoke not. On a sudden some recollection
darted across her mind; she let his hand fall,
and sighed deeply.

* What ails my Ellen V asked Edward ; ' will
fhe not confirm the words of her mother V

•>Ah, me! ' said EJIen, 'X ajn thinking how

happy the Lady Hester will be, to have the
power of restoring you to wealth and comfort.
She can do all that our wishes dictate.1

' But if my Ellen gives me her love,' replied
Edward, ' I will not seek the favor of Lady
Hester.'

'And will you stay with UB?' answered the
enraptured Ellen; 'Oh, we shall be happy
enough in that case, and our debt of gratitude
will be in part discharged; for, to you, Edw&rd,
we owe all. Your instructive cate first raised
my mind from ignorance, and if a virtuous sen.
tin>ent animates this breast, from you it derived
its source.'

' You are unjust to yourself, Ellen ; instruc-
tion bestowed where there is not innate virtue,
is like a vain attempt at cultivating a rocky
soil. But how, my love, can you think of Bup.
porting an idle intruder ? Your means are but
scant though your heart is ample.'

'We will work the haTder,' said Gwinneth;
' we knit and spin, and have a thousand ways of
getting a penny ; and when you get strong and
healthy, you can work.'

' Mr. Fitzmorris work!' exclaimed the indig.
nant Ellen.

•And why not, my child?' rejoined Gwin-
neth. • Is there any disgrace in honest indus-
try ? Mr. Filzmoiris is not proud, and when,
with some juice of simples, which you, Ellen,
shall gather, we have bathed his eyes, who
knows but, by the favor of Heaven, his sight
may be restored ? Thus, Ellen, he will assist
our labors, see our cheerful endeavors to make
him forget all past misfortunes, and we shall be
the happiest peasants in Langollen.'

' Excellent creature!' cried Edward; 'my
whole life shall pass in active gratitude. But
I must away—on the brow of the hill I left a
weary traveller; I will bring him to taste a cup
of your beer, and speed him on bis journey.'

Ellen wa, unwilling that he should leave her
so soon, though but for a few minutes ; but when
Edward continued absent about two hours, her
terror was inexpressible. The night closed in
and Edward did not return. Ellen's couch was
wetted with tears, and morning found her pale
and sad. She waited at the door in anxious ex-
pectation, and with a scream of wild joy ex.
claimed, • He is coming.'

He was supported by an elderly man, and El.
len hastened forward to lend her assistance also,
while Gwinneth prepared their homely break-
fast. Edward seemed breathless with fatigue,
and the stranger accounted for this delay, say-
ing that he had wandered up the country, fear-
ing his companion had forgotten him.

'Ah! you are cold and wet,' said Ellen.
• No, my love; you see I have a great coat.

I found my little parcel at the lodge where 1
rested last night.'

4 And that lodge, which was once your cruel
father's, should beyoursv' said Ellen. ' But no;
he was not cruel, Edward ; for he has given you
to us.'

' Come, enme, this is fine talking.' cried Gwin-«
neth, ' while the poor youth is cold and hungry ;
and see the tears huw they roll down his cheeks.'

' Do your eyes pain yon, Edward ?' inquired
Ellen : ' let me wash them with spring water.'

'They do, indeed,1 said he.
In the gentlest manner possible, Ellen re.

moved the bandage, and his full, expressive, ha.
zel eye met hers, beaming joy and love. She
receded with a scream of surprise. He threw
off his coat and discovered his dress decorated
with every military honor.

' Ellen, forgive this deception—it was my fa-
ther's stratagem—and here is a witness of your
disinterested affection. I am not dishonored,
but promoted by my noble commander, to mili-
tary rank.' ' It is true, indeed,' said the old
gentleman. ' I suspected my son of an unwor-
thy choice, and dictated this stratagem as the
means of confirmation. The, Lady Hester dis-
dains a poor soldier, and now rny Edward has to
sue for your acceptance.'

Dumb gratitude seized the trembling Ellen ;
she fell at the feet of Owen, bathed his hand
wifh her tears, and vainly tried to express the
feelings of her heart, .The rustic meal passed
sometime unregarded, till composure was re-
stored, and the benevolence of the intention ren-
dered it a repast palatable even to the Baronet.

* Your roue tree is withered,' sa.id Ellen. ' In.
deed, I could not preserve it.1

1 Heed it not,* returned Ed wand ; ' it was a
hot houpc plant, and, could ill endure the slight,
est breeze of mischance. You, Ellen, aje the

Wild. Rose of. Langollen,, whojje, na..

tivo sweetness is but increased by the home!/,
ness of the culture it received.'

Ellen, blushing with joy, gave her hand to
her lover, who that day led her to the Abbey,
where the delighted peasantry came to make
them their heartfelt gratulations; and, in the
happiness'of his children, Sir Owen found his
cure; and the aged Gwinneth sunk into a
peaceful grave, beloved and revered by her duti-
ful child; and to the arms of Sir Owen Fits*
morris, is now added with proud triumph, tbe
blooming WILD ROSE OF LANGOLLEN.

I don't like to see-—A dirty ehirt covered with
a clean dickey ; a working man who has two
hatB wearing the best every day; windows
patched with paper, rags, or turf; a hearse
standing at a landlord's door ; a sweep passing
through a crowd; a woman's boot lace dangling
loose; orange peels thrown on the foot-path;—
good meat thrown to dogs; a woman boating
her child because it had nearly been run over ;
two men fighting a pitched battle on Sunday af-
ternoon ; a man after breaking a square of glass
in a window, running away to escape detection ;
a child crying for hours together in a cradle ;—
a poor lad going to the factory very much out
of health; a man stuffed with rich food until
his legs are obliged to be tied up ; a bed-room
comb left full of hair; a servant waiting at the
table with dirty hands ; a woman slipping in at
the back door of a public house, with a little jug
at teatime ; a justiee fining persons for getting
drunk, who frequently gets fresh himself; a
Catholic priest with a smart young lady on his
arm ; a beggar exhibiting his wounds and de-
formations by the road side ; an old man of 70
and a girl of 17 going to the church to be mar-
ried ; a drunken coachman driving his horses at
full gallop through the street; obscene and im-
moral prints in a bookseller's shop window ;—
poor men pressing1 into the shop where the most
violent newspaper is to be sold; clothes lying to
be moth eaten; while there are so many backs
without covering; a coach-horse with bleeding
shoulders; children's shoes unbuttoned, and
stockings out at the heels ; an umbrella on a
windy day with two broken bones; a shop with
dirty windows ; a poor ragged wife seeking her
husband at twelve on a Saturday night.—Edu-
cation Magazine.

A Western Hunter's Idea of Love.—" I say,
Earthquake, were you evp.r in love ?" " Ah !
Rolfe, there you are too hafd for me ; I hardly
know what to say about that. I have some,
times felt queer. Wen I've seen some of your
Kentucky gals, I've felt quite funny—felt-as if
some one was drawing a briar over me. Now
if you call that love, I have been in love."—
" Well, I think you have. Do you know any
body that, you would marry ?" " I marry ?—
What for ? To be always toating a wife thro'
the woods, or across the swamps, to keep some
red skin from taking her hair off?—Fool, who ?
She'll be allsorts of a gall who catches me,"
said Earthquake ; " a wife is a. queer thing, and
getting one is like taking a varmint out of a
hollow; you don't know until you've got it in
your hand, what sort sort of a thing it is."

Counting Among the Faculty.—A young phy-
sician, while on a friendly visit to a family in
this city, with whom he was intimate, said to
a young lady, a member of it,

"You seem unwell, Miss. What is the mat-
ter?"

"Are you a Doctor and cannot tell? Feel my
pulse," replied the lady.

"I iWf

"What do you prescribe?"
"A husband."
"Where shall I find him?"
Here, if you will accept mef' exclaimed

the son of Galen, with an enthusiasm worthy a
poet.

The two are now one. The,lady is called
Mrs. Doctor . What would you give me
now?.

"Won't you writo some lines on mo ?" said a
scoffer to a roguish young poet. "Certainly,
sir," answered the othp'r with a polite bow.—<
As soon as the other's back was turned, he
chalked the word "sheep-stealei" between bis.
sbpulders. _ __

Absenoe of 3Zi>tf.-A tall man having held a
conversation wtth another person of inferior du
mansions, mifcde a low bow to his cane which,
stood in one corner, and seizing his frjqud ty
j l w j k 4 $ \lh toi
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Lake Horicon.—This is the Indian name for
Lake George, and signifies, THE LAKE OF BIL.
*•* WATERS. It is proposed, and we think with
propriety, to restore it whenever speaking of
that beautiful sheet of water. The Buffalo
Journal proposes also that the sonorous Indi-
an pronunciation be restored—the word "Ni-a.
ga.ra," instead of the short pronunciation of the
whites.

The Indian name is far the best. The French
were the first to change it. The purity of its
waters was BO remarkable, that they procured
it for the church service, as holy water—for
wbieh porpoBe it was conveyed to France- The
name they gave it was Lac Saint Sacrement.
After the accession of the house of Brunswick
to the British throne, the name was changed
by the English to Lake George. Henceforward,
then, let it be called "HORICON."

Eclipse of the Sun.—There will be almost a
totakeclipse of the sun on the 18th September
next in the United States. It will be the last
centra} eclipse of the sun visible in the United
States, until that of May 26th, 1854; which
will be also annular. The next total eclipse of
the son will be August 7th 1864.

Extra Pianos.—Our friend WARREN, over the
way. haB some of the richest finished, and finest
toned Pianos, ever brought to our market.—
When Orpheus made dame Nature dance he had
nOBueh music as these emit.

BZF The only indigenous fruits at the Cape of
Good Hope, are the wild plumb, the chesnut, and
the wild almond. All the others have been in-
troduced at different times by different per.
sons.

Cincinnati is without any public library. It
«thought such an agreeable and instructive

lounge, would drtw off from the Coffee houses
(read tipling shops) so much complained of in
that city.

KT" Secret Instructions of the Society of
Jesuits," is very curious, and we have reason
to suppose, an authentic little work, which
protestants, every where, will read with avidi-
ty. It is for sale by NICHOLS & WILSON.

The same gentlemen have an exceedingly
choice variety of music. Some of the newer
pieces are exquisite—as our ladies will acknowl-
edge when they have consulted their pianos.

MATHEMATICAL.
The following Problem was recently sent to

Mies SEWARD'S School for solution, and was ad.
mirably worked out and proved, by one of the
young ladies. It has been examined by a num.
ber of persons, but I have never seen a solution
of it betore. It will doubtless interest some of
yonr readers, especially those who have a taste
for Mathematics, and would like to try their
skill upon H—and for that purpose I submit it
to you for publication.

Three circles are drawn touching each other,
the curvilinear triangle included contains one
acre—required, the diameter of the circles.

An aged woman, on crutches, slopped in front
of Brandretb's office in this city, to read the
sign, and, presto change ! was immediately con-
verted into " a blooming girl of sixteen."—
Spirit of the Times.

The Times tells but half the story ; as we are
informed that the blooming damsel afterwards
unwittingly purchased some of the conterfeil
pills, and. lamentable to relate, upon taking the
first dose, was immediately metamorphosed
" bock gen," crutches and a]J.—Ledger.

EDUCATION.

Absorbed as this nation has been for years in
the feverish excitement of leaping at once into
the possesion of wealth, it is not strange, but
only a matter of mortification to the philanthro.
pist, that so distinguished for energy of charac.
ter, we should have so lamentably neglected the
proper moral, intellectual and physical educa-
tion of the great body of the American people.
There are a few among the better order of spir-
its who deeply reflect upon the inevitable con-
sequences of the wide-spread ignorance which
so fearfully prevails among nearly nineteen,
twentieths of our countrymen, and they sin.
cerely lament that s« much bitter political
wrangling, so many unfortunate religious dia.
pensions, and so much crime, misery and
wretchedness should be the natural offspring of
the beggarly education of the great body of our
people. Perhaps we may be -met here by the
assertion, that very often, even among the class
we call the better educated, there are found the
same vicious indulgences as among the unen.
lightened. We can only reply to this, that edu-
cation in its proper sense is even now but im-
perfectly enjoyed by the thousands who profess
to be educated, utterly withheld from the multi-
tude, and not yet systematized either in princi-
ple or plan. Detached portions of the sciences
and arts have been taught to but few individu-
als, comparatively speaking, when we consider
the whole human family. And what design has
this small number had in this superficial cultiva-
tion but to acquire wealth and fame ? The sci-
ences have no where been taught with direct
reference to the promotion of human enjoyment,
and in no instance has the intellect been espe-
cially directed to the natural laws as the great
sources of happiness and misery to the human
race, and- trained to observe and obey them as
the institutions of the Creator. Millions are
annually expended in different portions of the
Union for the promotion of general'education.
Converse with whom you please on this subject,
and there seems but one opinion—that universal
intelligence is the corner stone of our Republic,
and that unless an enlightened suffrage be exer-
cised by the mass, and they better understand
their own rights and common duties to their
country and fellow men, we cannot reasonably
expect to see the noble shaft which sustains the
proud American eagle long withstand the rude
shocks of mobs and popular violence. Large
suras of money, it is true, have been expended
both by the different Stales and by individuals
to diffuse knowledge through the different class-
es; but as is well known, much of it has been
utterly thrown away. Persons totally unquali.
fied in intellectual and moral attainments are
too frequently employed as teachers, and as a
consequence our children early acquire a disrel-
ish for mental improvement, and only associate
the school with ideas of lassitude, uneasiness
and anxiety, and a thousand evils arising from
infringement of institutions which, when ob-
served and obeyed, lead to delight and happi-
ness. But, enough of this.

Amidst the almost universal apathy on the
subject of making our schools what they should
be, happily there are some who feel the impor-
tance, nay, the absolute necessity of making our
elementary schools efficient seminaries of sound
and thorough mental, moral and physical in-
struction. A tribute of public notice and re-
spect is eminently due those who are benefac-
tors of their race, and more particularly those
who have assiduously toiled in the morning and
noon of life to acquire wealth, that they may
spend the evening of their days in bettering the

condition of our youth by spreading the benefit*
of education. A conspicuous example of the
latter character is exhibited in the person of
ISAAC MOORE, of Brighton, to whose goodneM

in this matter, we are most happy to bear testi.
mony, however anxious he may be to avoid it .
The writer of this became acquainted with him
in the fall of 1836, at the time an effort wag
making in this county to elevate the character
of common schools. He cordially united in the
undertaking, and rendered very efficient aid in
getting together an audience of his townsmen*
As is common in many of our common school
districts, there was a want of unanimity of feel,
ing in the one to which he belonged. This dt4
not deter him from making a vigorous effort to
establish and sustain a good school in his neigh,
borhood. He rallied his friends on the subject,
and ultimately accomplished his object by mak.
ing himself responsible to the teacher for his
salary and board. During the winter a propo.
sal was made by the teacher to establish a " Dis»
trict School Library," agreeably to an act of the
Legislature of 1835. This he readily embraced
and gave it his influence and support most cheer.
fully. He also advanced the money for the pur.
chase of books. The good effects of this Libra,
ry will be readily observed by any person visit,
ing the young people in the vicinity. At the
close of this school, finding it impossible longer
to sustain a good, thorough school, he was com.
pelled . to sustain one bv his individual bounty
and enterprise. This he has accomplished most
admirably the past year. He has recently erect.,
cd in a most eligible sj>ot, an elegant building
for a school house, where I aver without fear o f
contradiction, that he has one of the best schools
in the county of Monroe. May God speed his
efforts to do good, and when his last earthly
summons shall come,

" Mav he. go not Jike the quarry slave at'night.
Scourged to his dungeon—but soothed by
An unfaltering trust, approach his grave—
Wrap the drapery of his couch about him.
And lay down to pleasant dreams."—Bryant.

-.- ' ' C.
Sussex ahead of Kent.—Mr. Thomas Cole,

man. of Lewiston, has a bull calf which, at five
months old, weighed 545 pounds ! This goes
ahead of Mr. Raymond's young Durham at
Smyrna, of which we copied a notice from the
Gazette, on the 5th instant, and which at one
year old, weighed 720 pounds. This is a spe-
cies of competition which, of all things, we
are pleased to see going on in our state.—Dele-
ware State Journal.

We learn from the National Gazette of Phil-
adelphia, that ."a large and elegant fountain
has been erected in Franklin Square, at a cost
it is mentioned of ten thousand dollars. The
•basin seems some sixty feet in diameter. It has
forty jets, which cast the water to a consider,
able height. Such things are not only luxuri-
ous, but healthful, and Philadelphia, not bless,
ed with a sea breeze, should possess a fountain
in every public square. The children by all
means should be suffered to sport in the water,
and Ho*grim gardener, acting under orders of
council, should prevent them."

O" Mr. Clayton made his fifteenth baloon
ascension, from Cincinnati, on tho 13th inst.
with entire success. There being no wind stir-
ring, he remained twenty minutes hovering over
the city, when he descended, and landed safoly
in the suburbs of the town.

The city of Lowell proposes to have a large
reservoir on a high part of the town plot, and
supply themselves with water by pumping it
up from works to be erected at the Pawlucket
Falls, after the manner of Fair Mount at Phila.
delphia.
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An interesting work entitled "Evenings at
Home,'* contains the following beautiful apo.
logue t

_ A gentleman and his son were walking in a
village one Sunday, as the church bells were
ringing. The various societies of worshippers
were going to their respective houses of worship.
"Father,1' said the little boy, "why do not all
those people worship God in the same manner ?"
"And why should they agree?—They were not
made to agree in this, 1 suppose," said his father.
Just then a poor man fell down in the street in
a fit. Numbers instantly hastened to aid him.—
A Presbyterian eat down and made his lap a
pillow for the sick man's head ; a Baptist cha-
fed his temples; a Roman Catholic lady held
her smelling botile to his nose; a Unitarian un-
tied his neck.clolh, and unbuttened his colar. to
let him breathe more freely; a Methodist ran
for a doctor ; an Episcopalian soothed the poor
man's crying children; and a Quaker held his
wide umbrella over him to keep off the burning
sun. "Arthur," said the gentleman,pointing to
the8cene, "this is what men were made to a-
gree in.*'

A Self-Made Man.—A. Mr. M'Bowall.a na-
live ef Scotland, who has resided several years
in Liberia, gives the following description of
a self-taught inhabitant of that Colony :

Among the entirely uneducated men, there is
one who deserves special notice. He was, be-
fore emigrating, a barber in Norfolk, Virginia,
and has been in the Colony some years. Dur-
ing more prosperous days, when commercial
speculation were very profitable, he carried on
at the same time the trades of blacksmith, ba-
ker, merchant and holel keeper. But more
than all these, he practises as an attorney, and
although he can neither read nor write, there
are few of his more learned brethren of the
faculty, who like to enter the lists against him.
He carefully ani accurately commits to memory
those clauses in bis books bearing on the case
of his client, by having them read over to him
by his clerk—so that in the course of his plead-
ing, when called for his authority, h_e at once
refers the honorable court to the page, chapter,
section, &c. of Blackstone, or the Revised
Statutes of Virginia, opens the book at the place
marked, and appears to read accurately the quo.
tations referred to. His eloquence, although
•etting all the rules of grammer and rhetoric,
(as might be expected) at defiance, still being
characterized by strong good sense and shrewd
legic, adding to these a portly figure, somewhat
digniged mien, and a pair of green spectacles,
makes him no despicable opponent. He is, to
boot a staunch friend of the oppressed, and has
often rescued their rights from within the grasp
of the learned sophistry of his feljow practition-
ers—and is always to be found a strong advocate
in favor of the government. Those who have
been in the habit of visiting Monrovia, will at
once recognize the individual alluded to.

To prevent Tooth Ache, Ague and Sore
Throat*—Wash the back part of your head and
neck every morning in cold water—the colder
the better, and afterwards rub them dry with a
towel, and you will seldom, perhaps never, be
troubled with a painful affection of the teeth or
throat.

[What would be the effect upon the system,
if the washing and rubbing process should be
extended over the whole body ? Try it.]

A Newspaper is a bill of fare, containing a
variety of dishes, suited to the different tastes
and appetites of those who si. down to the en-
tertainment.

Politics are beef stakes., palatable to almost
everyone. Congress and Legislative news are
stufftd meats. Electioneering is venison. Es-
says, humorous, speculative, moral and divine,
area fine boiled dish, which, by a happy com-
mixture in the use of meat and vegetables, a
diet is obtained, nutritious, agreeable and
healthy. Poetry is custard. Marriages are
sweet meats. Ballads and love ditties are plum
puddings. Ancedotes, conundrums and epi.
grams, are spice mustard. Sometimes there
comes along a printer's dun—that, is sour erout
and cranberry tart.

Dry Times.—"John, go to the pump and get
me a can of water—I am as dry as a fish."

"80 is the pump, father,"

From the U, 8. Gazette.
The English travellers complain that there

are no longer any women in the United States—
they hare all come to be ladies. We are afraid
that this is t o much the case, and the evil is
increasing. Our friend Holbrook, one of the
plainest men in the world, and one, moreover,
who goes about doing good, has addressed a let.
ter to the editors of the New York Journal of
Commerce, in whiah he says :—

"Junior, and even juvenile members of fam-
ilies, both misses and lads, provided for in these
domestic schools of science, sound morals and
elevated enjoyment."

Now, if there had been any women for mo-
thers, the "juvenile members of families"
would have b^en boys and girls inBtead of mis-
sea and lads.

A Singular Accident.—On the 20th of May,
a child three years old, residing in this city,
swallowed an open tortoise-shell handled pen-
knife, with a steel blade—in the whole mea-
suring two inches and five eights in length,
which passed safely through the intestinal tube
in fifty.one hours. The child was not, to the
knowledge of the family, in the least degree
disturbed by the presence of the instrument,
nor is there any reason for supposing that the
stomach or bowels have been injured in any
manner whatever, by the rapid progress of an
open blade through a track of eight times the
length of the child's body.—Boston Med. $•
Surg. Joui nnl.

An Ensign Elected.—The Chauncy Place
Guards yesterday elected Geo. R. Wells, Esq..
Ensign. A committee was appointed to notify
him of his election, and he immediately return,
ed to the scene of action, and delivered the fol-
lowing sensible and patriotic address :—

"Gentlemen—tlie honor which you have just
conferred on me is so unexpected, that I can.
not, on the sudden emergency, find words ade-
quate for the expression of my gratitude—but
one thing I can say, and that is, I accept the
office, and if YOU have a mind to treat, we'll
all go up to Mr. Meyer's French Coffee House,
and take a drink."—Boston Post.

Something New.—A writer m the United
States Gazette says, that Cayenne Pepper, mixed
with Indian meal, is excellent food for turkies.
The Turkies raised bv this procees are more
hardy, less liable to perish from the cold storms
and wet weather, and acquire their growth at
an earlier period,than those that are reared upon
the ordinary food.

"Molly," said a lady to her servant, who
was not remarkable for her quick conception
or general industry, " I think you'll never set
the river on fire." " No, ma'am," was'the re.
ply; " I would be sorry to do any thing so
wicked."

A "Prolific" Hen.—John W. Riley, constable
of this city, has a hen which at one sitting,
brought forth twenty.four little 'responsibilities;*
This hen beats all t he hens we ever heard of.—
Poultry will be very cheap next Christmas.—Cin-
cinatian.

Great Egg.—We have in our office a hen's
egg, brought in by a citizen of this township,
measuring lengthwise in circumference 8£
inches and round 6 5 8 inches; weighing 4$
ounces..—Huron Reflector.

Temperance Secieties have certainly effected
some good in Boston. The quantity of wine
and ardent spirits imported there in 1827, was
near a million and a half of gallons, but in 1837,
only 675,140 galls.

The Silk Mulberry.—It is slated that silk from
mulberrv trees grown in a light airy soil, in much
finer and more glossy than silk from mulberries
grown in a rich soil.

A man in Gnef—A man in grief is like a
wood piler in a cellar—mind how you chuck,
or you'l crack his calabash.—Nearl's Charcoal
Sketches.

The number of children in the United States
is estimated at4,000,000—of this number, it is
stated that 1,000,000 are growing up without
being instructed in reading or writing.

A Climber.—There is a youth living1 down
East who is said to be so tall that he is obliged
to ascend a ladder to scratch- his head.

A Man of enlarged Ideas—'Mister,, where
your house?" asked a curious traveller of a
'half horse half alligator'squatter.

'House 1 eh 1 do yon think I'm one of them
sort ? stranger ? I sleep in the Government
purchase—I eat raw bear and buffalo, and
drinks out of the Mississippi/

Shakespeare Modernized.—Two loafers were
spouting' the other day, in front of " the Bank,"
when one drew a wallet from his pocket, and_
said : " He who steals my purse, steals trash*1*"
" Yes," replied the other, "and he who filches
from you your good name, takes from yon what
you never had /"

The Dutchman's Horse.—.Dere's te horse
vrow ! He'll travel te hill up, an te road down
better as any oder horse never did. Oder day_J
was riding been, and haf come to Rip V»tt
Winkle's house up; my watch wasyous t4on
te clock—when I was come to Hans Van Wag-
glance's it \ras vaunting 2 minutes to 4—Mein
Gott! he beat de time dat much.

Speech oj a Prosecuting Attorney in Indi-
ana.—" Now, gentlemen of the jury, this are a
case.. But I'll first tell you one thing. Ever
since I have been prosecuting attorney, there is
certain big bugs of the law that has tried te ride
over me roughshod; but, thank heaven, I have
risen triumphantly over the rights and liberties
of the law! yes, I rise indignantly above the
jurisdiction of civility, in a blaze of glory."

Anecdote.—4 Friend Franklin,' said Elijah
Tate, a celebrated Quaker Lawyer, of Philadel-
phia, one day, ' thee knows almost every thing ;
can thee tell me how I am to preserve my small
beer in the back yard ? my neighbors are often
tapping it of nights.* • Put a barrel of old Ma-
deira by the side of it,' replied the Doctor ; ' let
them but get a taste of the Maderia, and I'll en-
gage they never will trouble thy small beer anjr
more.'

A Soliloquising Judge.—A learned Judge,
whose religious bias is notoriously strong, was
presiding in the trial of a man charged with
stealing a "faggot." Tbe case was as clear as
day; more than one witness had seen the pris-
oner enter certain premises and carry therefrom
certain property that was not his own; but
this » as not enough for lawyers. They must
of course bring forward a faggot, and call
upon the witness to prove its identity. The
faggot was unscrupulously identified, u îon
which the learned Judge, wqile making his note
of the circumstance, said (as he thought txt
himself—bat he has a habit occasionally of soli-
loquising in rather too loud a key) "Why, how
can he swear that's the same faggot—one fag-
got's as much like another as one egg's like a.
nother."

This was heard by Mr. C. P , the coun.
sel for the prisoner, who was seated just below
his lordship; he instantly started up, and, re-
calling the witness said, "You have sworn that
this is the same faggot you saw the prisoner
take. Why how can you swear that it's the
same ? One faggot'a aa much like another as
one egg's like another."

The learned Judge dropped his pen, andflxed
riis eyes expressively upon the counsel. Mr.
P. I see the finger of Goo in this case; that
very rtfljetion, in the very form of words you
employed, was passing through my mind at
the moment it occurred to yours, I certainly
shall net let this case go to the Jury upon such
evidence ;" and the case, as our informant saith,
was stopped.

M V R R I H D . *~
On the morning of the i<l instant, fry tbe Rev. E.

Tu ker, Mr. J HKNItY TUCKI3.R, to Miss JANH A.
1) AUK Bit, <l,tu«hter of P Uarker, t:sfi. nil of this city.

On t«un<lav evening, the I7tli inst., by the Kev. Mr.
PARKER, Mr". CHA.UI,Ea Ii- KELT, to Misa MAR-
GARKT UARSH, all of this city.

On the I8ih instant, by the lit v. Mr. Edwards-Wfir.
Daniel fl. Wilder, of Singapore, Mich., to Mies
Mary Eliza, daughter of the lute Harvy Goodman,
Keq., of ihis city. „ . . _, .

On the 18th mst, by the Kev. Elisha Tucker, w m ,
Carey Crane, of Georgia, to IWi-e Alcuata Flora
Galiiaha, dauulu'er of Martin Galnslia. Esq , of this city,

Ontlie.l7tli inst, by C. 1). flagainan, Ksq. Mr. Ho-
ratio I'. Norton, to Miss Sariah A. Pearsall, all of

In Riga, on the 14th instant, by the Rev. P . N. Mer-
ritt, Mr. Julius Adama, to Miss E. C. Sheldon, all of
Riga. _ _ _

O*New subscribers can be furnished with
the back numbeM of this volume. A few copies
of previous volumes, bound, for sale.
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Written for the Gem.

STANZAS.—SUMMER MORNING.
The stars are fading on the veil of night,

With their last gleam, the blooming day is born ;
Far in the shining blue, their melting light,

Has kiss'd away the rosy tears of morn.
Still faintly glittering in the blush of day,

They sink amid the azure depths afar ;
Thus may life's moments sweetly fade away,

And die in brightness, like the fading star.

The stars are fading, and the morning hours,
Are flying in the light, and singing, gale :—

AH fragrant with the early breath of flowers—
Flinging their brightness over bill, and vale.

The last pale stars of lingering night are gone,
The aky is spangled with the sun's first rays ;

And merry birds are greeting the fair dawn,
And singing—" welcome to the summer days."

They come in beauty—the bright summer days.
Leading a throng of gay, and happy hours ;—

Flushing the soft, blue skies with rosy rays,
And weaving verdure o'er the woods and bowers.

They come in beauty, and awaken hours
That long have slumber'd with departed years ;—

O'er which sad memory casts a pall of flowers,—
Kept green and sparkling by her falling tears,

Bright summer days! With them my dearest dreams
. Of hope, and pleasure, faded like the light
That hung around their fainting sunset gleams,

To die away in sorrow's gloomy night.
Like them my dreams of happiness are o'er—

Like them hope's sweet illusions pass away ;
Their cheerful moments may return no more—

Their pleasures vanish with the summer day.

Yet like blighted rose's wither'd leaf-
Still shedding odor tho' its bloom has fled ;—

There lonely beauty charms the mourner's grief,
Tho' all their early hopes and joys are (Lad.

They come like angel-spirits of the past,
And point where Hope's unfading splendors dawn ;

O'er which no dark, despairing cloud is cast—
Still shining on when Time and Death are gone.

And when the summer hours have pass'd away,
And all their brightness sinks in winter's gloom ;

When wither'd flowers are drooping in decay.
And sad winds murmur o'er their dreary tomb;—

Ob ! then may memory—tho' their charms depart,
Still keep them sacred in her bosom-shrine ;—

Leaving their brighter traces on the heart.
Along life's darker hours to live and shine.

W.
W ritten f or t h e G em .

THE DOOMED ONE.
BY C. THERESA CLARK.

They tell roe that mine eye is bright,
That youth's fresh roses deck my cheek,

That hope, and love, with young delight,
To see me smile await, and speak

Of pleasures which surround my path,
Of odorous wreaths of summer flowers.

Of joys which radiant Flora hath
To crown her favorite's laughing hours.

But none do tell of stern decay,
Of lights which glimmer o'er the dead,

Of midnight meteors streaming gay,
Of "Beauty when the soul hath fled"!

Save one Old Seer who knows me well,
Who marks the lustre of mine eye,

Who notes the plague-spot and doth tell
My fonde3t friends that I must die.

Yes, die! It is a fearful doom;
I feel it so, for few my years:

Oh! holy resignation, come,
To calm my woes and dry my tears:

" Earth is a wilderness," they say,
" Through which her children sadly roam,

While wrapt in sin and suffering clay,
They're exil'tl from a happy home."

It may be so—but I have loved
This lovely earth, her frnits and flowers,

When filled with gratitude I roved,
And sang, with birds in woodland bowers-,

And I may live to prove how vain
The Aged Prophet—but, Mah! me!"

I feel again, the fata) pain,
That gnaws my heart-strings,—agony I

It is Consumption! (withering word!)
Which saps my life, and .shows how near

Eternity—the unexplored-'
VaXo her victims doth appear:

Sing me some soft and soothing strain,
Sweet friends; and wherefore do ye weep?

I long have sought for rest in vain.
There, close the curtains,—" Let me sleep!'*

Springfield, Mots., June 16, 1838.

Written for the (Pen.

TO SADNESS.
badness ! how strangely doth tby spirit steal
In upon the frail human heart, and seal
Up its many bright, pearly founts of bliss,
And darkly shade its hoped-for happiness.

O, I have felt thy desolating power—
Thou hast been near me in Joy's sunny hour;
And like the passing cloud before the sun,
Thy shadowings and gloom have sat upon
My heart—my thoughts, feelings, affections, all
Have bowed beneath thy mysterious thrall,
And tby lungic wand relentlessly swayed,
Angel Hope's genial current hath stayed.

O, how long shall man's heart thy presence merit?
Wben will thy sick'ning visits cease, dim spirit?
Never, while Joy and Love together roam
Upon the changing earth, a fragile home;
Not while Death and the Tomb are closely by
To call thee forth on thy sad ininiitry.

But Tar away from thia shadowy sphere,
There Learns a country which thou canst not sear;
And that land is all pure, cloudless and fair,
And Joy e'er reigns unmingled with thee there.

ALOAP.
Rochester, June, 1638.

DIKD At Beebe's Grove, Will ccunty, HI., April 28,
of consumption, SARAH B. KILE, youngest daughter of
the late John Kile, Esq. formerly of Greece, Monroe
county, N. Y., aged 18 years.

Farewell, beloved sister,
Above thy youthful grave

Feeling's deep fount is broken up,
And our cheeks its torrents lave!

How all in vain is proffered,-
The sympathy of friends—

.Reason in vain in such an Jiour,
Her soothing hand extends.

Thou'rt called before existence
Has proved a path of pain—

Before tby young and spotless soul
Imbibed an earthly stain.

Care had not set upon thy brow
Its deep and blighting seal.

Nor affection unrequited
Hadst thou been doomed to feel.

We trust that thou art happy,
Arrayed as angels are—

That glory crowns thy youthful brow,
Which here it might not wear—

That sickness, pain and sorrow,
No more shall dim ihine eye—

Thou'lt weep no more tit friendship's bier,
Nor heave the parting sigh.

But though we know thou'rt happier
Than we who linger here.

The rending of such tender ties,
Oil! how can nature bear 7

Farewell, farewell, beloved,
We may ne'er see THEE again ;

But the. loss thai rends our bleeding hearts-
Is thine eternal gain ! H.

Juliit, III., May 15, 1838.

From the Madisonian.
A Massachusetts vessel from Charleston, bound to

Norfolk, when a short time out, was capsized; but up-
on cutting the lanyards, the masts went by the board,
and she righted. Six days afterwards she was fallen in
with by a Russian vessel, the crew tad en off and carried
to Europe. The friends of the crew had long given
them up as lost, when lo! a letter arrived informing
them of their safety.

The Poet has seiaetl the moment when the supposed
widow in her weeds, while telling her Bon the cause of
her grief, receives the joyful news of her long mourned
husband's safety.

THE WRECKED MARINER RESTORED.
" Mother, oh, tell me why you weep-
Why watch you when nil others sleep—
Why turn your eye tow'rds yonder sea,
When tempests shroud the rocky lea—
Why start you at the postman's bell—
Why heave that sigh ? Dear mother, tell."

" I weep for one you never knew 5
For one whose love wus great for you—
For one who mid the ocean wave,
Uncoffin'd found an early grave:
And when the tempest whistles wild,
I think I hear him shriek, my child.
" 'Twas on a lovely eve, when high
The moon rode up the star-gemm'd sky,
While all around was calm and still,
Save the love-making whip-poor-will;
He kissed us both, my darling son.
And bade farewell, and swift was gone.

•' Soon to the breeze his sail he spread,
And seaward turn'd his vessel's head i
I ienk'd. «nd lo, a speck of white

Gemm'd the far verge of human sight;
I look'd again, and n w , my child,
Nought but a waste of waters wild.
" Long have I watch'd with aching breaat
Yon heaving ocean's foaming create-
Long has my midnight taper gleam'd;
And when morn's earliest brightness oeam'd,
I've stood alone in anguish wild,
And watch'd, and wept in vain, my child.

"Deep wrapt within his sea-weed shroud,
In ocean's caves he coldly sleeps;

Above him tempests thunder loud,
Aud round him many a monster leaps—

Th« fierce wind's wail and sea bird's scream
Chant sadly his wild requiem."
" But, mother, do not weep so now;

He may have 'scap'd the ocean's foam.
Health may be beaming from bis brow,

And he may now be wending home.
Oh, wait, dear mother, till you bear;
You're not alone, for I am near."
" YPS, you are left, my lovely boy—

Oh, how he lov'd to press thy form—
How bright his dark eye beam'd with joy,

When nestling in his bosom warm,
Thou lislen'd to the tempest wild,
And Iaugh'd in infant glee, my child5.
" But ah! vain hope—What's that I hear!
Is it the postman's bell, my dear 7
It is! itisJ. go down, my boy—
He comes—a letter! grief? or joy!"
She breaks the seal—one look she gives:—
" God's name be prais'd!—be lives '.—he lives I"

J. E. D.
Washington. May, 1838.

From the New York Commercial Advertiser.
THE LOSS OF THE PULASKI.

In the lone hush of midnight, when the seal
Of slumber pressed on every wearied eye,
And none were conscious of the dangerous flood
Which railed beneath there:—many human hearts,
Beating just now with jojfpqsness and hope,
Were stilled forever. «» i

How the mind recoils
From contemplation of the awful scene!
Calm was the deep below, -the heaven above.'
Blithely and safely moved the fragile bark-
As unresisted by the wafting waves
As the liKlft gull that skims along their tops.
Propelled by that great force, which skillful man
Has conquered aud subdued to serve his will,
She speeded on her way—while from her prow
The foam fell dazzling like a rain of genuH-
And in the track, through which her uiHired wheels
Had whirled and dashed, the tumbling billows played.
It seemed the time for sleep—such quiet reigned
Between the ocean and the favoiing sky—
—What means that dreadful clang ? Why throngh the
Hurte those scattered fragments? No swiftflash [air
Leaped from theupper void—no swoid of flame
Clove the blue heavens in twain,—and yet the noise
Of crashing thunder boomed upon mine ears
Across these waves, whereon I now behold
JV~asses in motion, and dark, struggling shapes,
Like living creatures in the coils of death.
Oh, sound and sight of horror ! How she heaves
And wrestles with the billows—that torn bark !
Where,-now, her mighty power, her noble mien.
Her pride, her matchless speed? Unstirred she lies,
Save by the swell of the perturbed sea.
Lo ' how she bends and writhes, as if in tortnre—
She breaks—she severs—down she sinks! A moan
Floats o'er the waters; then shrill cries succeed,
And voices in the acony of fuar
And supplication : there is none to help :

The wail has ceased ; the winds again resume
Their concert with tho waves, so rudely broken.
Naught-is seen, save the dismantled wreck—
Yes ! look once more—a boat is on the sea;
It nears the-coast, and human shapes, though few,
Attain the rocky strand—saved! they are saved!
Oh, joy for those to whom the rescued ones
Arc dear! Oh, sorrow for the expectant Ijearts
Of those whose best beloved are gone forever !
Amid the spared ones, see the tender forms
Of women and of children—spared, when'strong
And manly beings perished, like the trees • •
Swept by a tempest from their steadfast homes.,

Oh God! Preserver! hear our prayerftil thanks
That thou did'st from the dire destruction save
More than we dared to hope—that thou did'st keep
Safe in the hollow of thy hand the lives {\
Of some, who, clinging to the shattered wreck,
Looked only unto 'ht-e! And oh, incline,
God of the dnsolate! thy gracious ear,
And hear us while we pray, that, to the lambs
Shorn of thy blessings, thou will tempei well
This gale of eold affliction, and diffuse
The rainbow hues of resignation o'er
The clouds of sorrow, so that peace once more,
The peace of Heaven, may glow within their souls.

June 24 _ _ _ _ _ _ !*• B.
O ! ROSY TWILIGHT STAR.

BY RICHARD HOWITT.
O! rosy twilight star,
I behold thee shine afar.

Now clouds near the sun are crimson and yettow:
Ami the golden autumn light
With the shadows of the night,

Is blent, and with the sounds of eve soA and m< Uow.
O ! bliss diffusing star,
O! memory-hallowed bar,

•Twixt the night and the day sweet division !
Thou art purpling all about,
Thou art wooing lovers out •,

And the world, in thy smile, grows Elysian.

Now quiet, with spread wings,
Is descending on all things,.

And dews, blent with Bleep, are wept from th^wUNrw;
And the sun has bade " good night,"
With a trail of glorious fight,

Aa he sank from the eight lo ileep in the billow.
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FIRST PRESBYTERIAN CHURCH.
This is the oldest religious society in Roch.

ester. It was organized in August, 1815, with
sixteen members, by a committee of the Pres-
bytery of Geneva, when Oliver Gibbs, Daniel
West, Warren Brown, and Henry Donnelly
were chosen elders, and Elisha Ely clerk.

In January, 1816, the Rev. Comfort Williams
was installed as bishop and pastor of the church
by the Presbytery of Geneva, and retired from
the station in June, 1821.

In April, J822, the Rev, Joseph Penney, D.
D., was installed as the successor of Mr. Wil-
liams by the Presbytery of Rochester, which
presbytery was organized in 1819. Dr. Penney
resigned the charge of this church in April*
1833 ; and, after having spent two years as pas-
tor of the First Congregational Church in
Northampton, Mass., was elected to his pre-
sent station of President of Hamilton College.
It may be here mentioned, that the first organ,
wed efFortrin the causo of temperance in Ire-
land, if not in Great Britain, was made through
the instrumentality of Mr. Penney, while on ft
visit to hi? Dative land on leave of absence from
this church. It may be also mentioned, as e-
q.u»lly creditable to the- afttaen* of Rochester*
and to the objta ..»f tliiir partiality, that a sum

equal to the interest of $20,000 is annually paid
by some liberal residents of Rochester to sus-
tain Hamilton College in supporting the presi-
dent.

In 1834, the Rev. Tryon Edwards was or-
dained and installed as bishop and pastor of
this church.

The progress of improvement in this quarter
may be inferred from some facts mentioned by
the Rev. Mr. Edwards in his thanksgiving
discourse. "In 1815, whent his congregation was
organized, it was the only church in a tract of
about 400 square miles ! the second meeting of
its session was held on Brighton Ridge ; and no
church meeting was legally called, unless no.
tiee had been sent to the settlements on the
Ridge in Gates, and in the east part of the
town of Brighton!"

It is worthy of note, that, in the year 1828,
no one of the members of this congregation
died at Rochester, though their number was be-
tween 400 and 500."

Tlie church edifice, of which a representa-
tion is herewith presented, is a massive struc.
ture of stone, with buttresses rising between
the windows and above the eaveB, surmaunted
with spires, giving to the building an unique
appearance. These buttresses were added to
strengthen the walls, after an alarm occasioned
by some imaginary insecurity of the building',
owing, to the large concurse which t h r o n g • -
bsar «.he Hev. Mr.Finncy during a revival» few
years ago. Although ttw chw<9*» edifice is om« >;

of the largest in the city, the
might occasion a contrary belie*"
that, owing to a desire to have a
session.room included, the main ediflcOiy'ivr TIP
cessarily drawn upon a smaller scale-Shan tU*t
allowed for other representations. ,.._,

[From Bently'8 Miscellany']

THE WIDOW CURED, OR MORE TEAIf
THE DOCTOR AT FAULT;

It was in the year—, but no matter, I fis x
the most treacherous memory imaginable f«flr
dates ; when Quarz was at Berlin,—you of e^urste
know who Quarz was,—if you do not, V\\ te;l
you. He was the celebrated muF,:al comj>c?r
and musician at the Court of Frederick tbo
Great, and, by the way, taught ! ni In flute-
Quarz was the pupil of the fanous ebU'i/^,
pointist, Gasperina. Quarz, in short, wi
the man, who, as he was leaving the or
chestra one night, heard a ball 7?Vistle in h^
ear, ticketed for him by the Spanish AnYba3«tf
dor, who was in love with a certain nmcuicnestf,
I can assure you the aim was a g:>o>' one, am.
the maestro might well bob his h::vJ, and v»]n'£
his eyes.

At the time of which I was speaking before
I got into these parentheses, Qucu? was tcrtyT
one; tall, and well made in his person, and ot
a noble and characteristic counte nnce, v hich,
joined to a talent, whose superiority no one
could dispute, gave him free access to all focie.
ties, and caused him to be well Kchived every
where. He was, among others- particularly
intimate with one Schindler, a friend of hie
youth, who had followed the same studies—al-
most with the same success-what a blessing was
such a friend ! In his house, after the fatigues
and adulations that every coming day brougl-.t
with it, Quarz passed his evenings. At Sohit -
dler's he saughtfor a balm to the wounds of ei,
vy and jealousy, fortified his mind as-ainst th.-.
caprices of the great, and, above dl, from
Schindler-he was sure to meet with -,, tribute
due to his genius, and praises that came from
his heart.

But death laid his cold and pitiless hand on
Schinrtler, and with his terrible scythe cut that
knot, which only he could sever.

No record of the time remains to tell ua wheth-
er Madame Schindler "lamented him scor-j."—
There are some sorrows over which we are
forced to throw a veil. Perhaps she did, per.
haps she did not shed a tear-—perhaps a flood
of tears. Habit and long intimacy arc mighty
and powerful things.

Yet though Schindler was no more, '^uarx
still continued his visits : whether from ionjj
custom, or particular affection for his lost frit mP,
does not appear,ancl the young widow continued
to receive him with her accustomed t\ 'Icomo.

For a considerable time no particu.r occar.
rence happened to interrupt their i-.tervi^w.̂
the motive of which seemed to be a m iiu.i] con.
solation. It is only by looking closely and ex
aming events with attention, that wn can dis,
cover any diminution of their affeciions for
poor Schindler, but by degreeB he faded from
their momory. They now and, th-.» *-roU-;
him of him, it is true, but less aqd 1<,.8, till at
last they ceased to speak of him at all. 8, um
dler was allowed to slumber peaceably in his
case of wood, was quietly illumed, "r.-.,••ime.
bet in pace."

For myself, I can perfectly understand ull
JLte* I can see no necessity for rema n<* in*
'cotj^olable at an iTnpar.ibic IOJS, and • •f>n,.

themselves to eternal regr'eta,
the Uitjp barns, if eter gc Uw^x.
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THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.
noudsh the flame by all means; but when once
,t ia extinguished, it is a waste of time and
niiunmon aenae to trim it or «upply it with oil.—
""here is an old French song that runs thus :—

"Quand on «st mort, c'eet pour long temps."
•^us as I said, Madame Schindler had given

up we^jng, and as every one should have soma
occupation or other, she bethought herself of
getting a new husband in lieu of the old. The
idea was not a bad one. Is it not so ! With
this view ahe employed herself in repairing the
disorder of her toilet—in smiling on her visi-
tors—in coqueting with them a little. And
who can blame her ? If you know mankind as
well as I do, you must be aware that these
things, much as we may despise them, go a
*reat way in the world. Depend on it, that if
a woman is simple in her manners, and plain
,)ia her dress, and without what most people
l̂ .trm affectation or coquetry no one will take

*> AfiuUfe oF looking at her twice.
Madame Schindler's house underwent a simi-

;*r metamorphosis to her own. The Venetians,
*fcat had for a whole year been carefully closed,
began to let in the day, and were draperied
with more care and elegance than ever. The
very furniture seemed to assume a, new life.
Her doors opened almost of themselves to her
former friends or new acquaintences.^and more
than one guest at a time took his seat at her din-
ner table.
K. Quarz was, as maybe supposed, always wel-
come ; and he had this advantage, that come
when he might, she was at home to him.

Nothing less could be expected from so old a
Friend, and no one could possibly find fault with
*j|r for that, you will allow.
^-""tk-Vtiay, in the midst of an animated con-
/trsation with her amiable favorite, Madame
pch,indler all at once burst into tears, complain.
?ng of a pain in her side, and a violent headache.
Quarz was "aux petit soins" and did and said
y,\ that might have been expected of him in
iach a case.

Madame Schindler went to bed and sent for a
physician.

Well, you will say what is there extraordina-
ry in that 1 Yesterday I had a stitch in my side
'iCTd a headache, and what can they have to do
with your anecdote ?

Don't be impatient—much—as you shall hear.
Quarz was seated by her bedside when the

doctor entered. He felt her pulse, and his lips
oppressed by a slight but significant contraction,
that he entertained no very favorable opinion of
J»er symptoms ; whilst Quarz kept his eye con-
stantly fixed on her pale countenance, where the
linger of death Beemed to have set his fatal
seal. He was sad and moiionless, and awaited
in silence the stern decrees of Heaven. But
the patient had perceived the evil augury of th&
physician's eye.

'1 see,* said she with a feeble voice, 'I see,
aias I that I am doomed to die. I had rather
know the worst than flatter myself with a vain
aelosion.'

'Well,' said he, 'since I must—since all the
aid of medicine is vain, I leave you madame.'
He cast a melancholy glance at Quarz, who was
now really affected.

The patient expressed a wish to be alone,
rind Quarz and the doctor retired to an adjoin-
ing chamber.

.Some minnles afterword they were again sum.
iwoned.

.loachim,' said the dying lady, addressing
Quarz : 'you perceive that I am about to leave
you. But befere I guit this world—before I
take ray eternal rest," I have one favor to beg of
you—one only—say, will you refuse it on my
death-bed ?"

You may imagine the reply; Quaiz did
what you or I would have done in his place.—
)fe promised, whatever it might be, to comply
with it.

'I hope you will do so,' said the widow, with
a voice still feebler; 'but dared not rely on it.
It is—that before I die, you should make me
yours. Call me but your wife. I shall then be
the happiest of women, tnd have nothing fur-
ther to wish for.'

The request was a singular one, but Quarz
had promised, and really the engagement bound
to nothing, for, in a few moments, the tie
would be broken by the divorce of death.

He therefore consented with, a good gngs,
and sent for a notary public. The deed ;)aB
drawn in due form. He signed it. Thedoctpr

it at a witnesi*. The widow with a
bftng hand, affixed bee signature ta the jVfar,

d ft over.

•Doctor!' cried Mrs. Quarz, jumping nimbly
and completely dressed, out of bed ; 'I am not
so near the point of death as you imagine, and
haveevery inclination to live long for my hus.
band.1

Now look upon the tableau. The astonish-
ment of the two witnesses—the notary wiping
Iris spectacles, thinking hits eyes deceived him
—the doct©r biting his nails at being dece ived
as well as the rest. Only think of a doctor be-
ing taken in!

Quarz, who was well pleased with the adven.
ture, and said smilingly aside, 'a good actress,
faith ! If I were an author I would write a
part for her.'

The curtain fell. Madame Schindler was
young and pretty and rich besides.

From the Boston Post.

• I met a Veteran.'—Crossing the Common the
other morning at sunrise, I met an old gentle-
man 'whose head was silvered o'er with age,*
pacing slowly along with the aid of a huge
hickory stick, aad thus speaking aloud his
thoughts : 'How changed ! how changed ! This
old train-field where the cattle, the sheep and
the horses used to feed in common, is now a
Paradise. These great trunks were little sap
lings then. This spot was not so much as
'yarded in.' On the spot where stands that row
of splendid dwellings, then stood a little lone
shantee with one window in front—from which
I have many and many a time brought away my
canteen full of 'ihe: courage." In this stage of
the old man's colloquy with his younger self, I
quickened my step, approached him, and bade
him 'good morning.'

'How dee—how dee, youth,' said he, 'there
don't seem to be many a-stirring yet. They don't
gel up so early here as we do in the country.'

'Nor do they enjoy that degree of health, my
dear sir, that you do in the country,'

'Right, young man, right. Early rising is
the price of health. I was eighty-nine years
old last May. I have never had a sick day in
the course of my eventful life—.nor have I al-
lowed the sun of the morning to rise before me,
except when I was in the army, and then only
when I was taking relief-rest from guard duty.'

'Indeed, sir! And have I the pleasure of con-
versing with one of the few surviving patriots
of the American Revolution ?'

'Ay—I was in the revolutionary war. I am
a resident of Berkshire. I have come to this
town to spend the last Fourth of July I ever
expect to see. I have come to spend it on the
hallowed spots where, when I was of your age,
I fought for my country. I have come to take
a last farewell of Bunker Hill. I visited it yes-
terday—to-day I shall visit it again—and to-mor.
row, I shall go and hear Mr. Everett's Oration,
at the Odeon.'

'Did you recognize any of the landmarks of
olden time on Bunker Hill?'

'Few—very few. Almost every thing has
changed. There were but few houses in that
neighborhood, then—and where all was pasture
there are now streets and stores ; and where no-
body lived then, a thick population are now con-
stantly moving about their business. * * * *
Speaking of landmarks, (continued (he old man
with a slight blush,) there is one new landmark
there of which I fee! both proud and ashamed.
It is the unfinished monument. Proud that
there was enough of the old spirit to commence
it—but ashamed that there is not enough left
to finish it. Yes that was a hard battle'

'You were in that engagement, my venerable
friend, were you ?'

'I was—and a bloody one it was too. I was
dressed in a suit of leather that I made on pur.
pose to fight in. I raised the cow, tanned the
hide, and m^de the suit, all with my own hands.
That was a hot battle. I stood within six feet
of the brave Warren when he fell. I remem.
ber the moment a good deal better than I do
any thing that took place the day before yester-
day. Yes—I saw Warren fall—God bless him.'

And as the old gentleman wiped away a tear
that trickled in the furrow of his cheek, I offer,
ed him my arm by way of supporting his walk.
Discovering this to be a painful point of reflec
tion, I endeavored to turn the conversation, and
said—

•Since that time there have been great chang.
e» in men and things throughout the world.'

•O yep—boy—you've no idea of it. When
you overtook me I was going down to the foot
of tbjft old train.field to sec if there remained any
traajsflf the division line, run along by the Brit-

ish when they had possesion here. I s'pose it's
all gone.'

•Gone—all. Nothing of the kind remains.—
Do you intend to visit the old fortification at
South Boston V

'South Boston—where's that V
•Away yonder upon the hill.'
•Dorchester Heights, you mean, young man,

don't you ?' «•
'The same—now within the Iimit9 of Boston.'
'Yes—I must go there—I helped throw up

that fortification. It came up like Jonah's
gourd, in one night. I worked till morning—
part of the night I went with a team after
screwed hay to cross the marshes on, and part
of the time filled casks of dirt with which to
break the enemy's legs in case they undertook to
ascend the hill. Yes, I must go there, before I
return ; but then I suppose that ev&ry thing is
so changed that I shall be unable to persuade
myself it is the same place.

'You walk as if you were tired, my good
friend.'

'I am tired—I've walked three or four miles
this morning, and am very leg weary. I don't
know as I shall be able to reach my son's
house.'

'What's the street and number, sir ?'
•B st. No. .'
'Be seated on this bench a moment, my old

veteran, and I will call a carriage.'
[The old man sat down. The coach arrived

—I aided him in, gave him my blessing—put a
few shillings into the driver's hand, and direct-
ed him where to drop his venerable passenger.
The current of that day's reflection was retro-
spective.] A YOUNG MAN.

Hail Columbia.—This popular song was as
we learn from the Journal of Belles Lettres,
written hastily during an evening in the year
1798, by Judge Hopkinson, of Pennsylvania, to
help out the benefit of a theatrical friend, who
was rather low spirited, having been unsuccess-
ful in his engagement. It was announced the
next morning that a new patriotic song would
be sung, and the theatre was crowded ; the song
was sung and received with rapture ; it was re-
peated eight times, and again encored, and when
sung the whole audience stood up and joined in
the chorus. Night after night Hail Columbia
cheered the visiters of the theatre, and in a
very few days it was the universal song of the
boys in the streets from one end of the city to
the other. Nor was the distinguished author of
this truly national song—a song which met the
entire approbation of all parties of the d
forgotton. The street in which he resided was
at one time crowded, and Hail Columbia broke
on the stillness of midnight from five hundred
patriotic voices.—Ncwburyport Herald.

Bathing.—Dr. Combe, in his work on health,
shows that perspiration leaves saline and mine,
ral matter on the surface of the body ; and, this,
unless regularly removed by ablution, chokes
up the pores, and induces disease. We know,
says the reader, that frequent washings promote
one's comfort as well as health: yet when he
thus says, he alludes only to the daily ablution
of the face and hands. But this is doing things
by halves. The whole body requires the cleans,
ing process. Dr. C. remarks :—

"For general use the tepid or warm bath
seems to me much more suitable than the cold
bath : especially in winter, and for those who
are not robust and full of animal heat. Where
the health is good and the bodily powers are suf-
ficiently vigorous, the cold bath during the sum-
mer and the shower bath in winter, may servo
every purpose required from them. Many ima-
gine the tepid or warm bath too weakening, but
exporience shows that it is only so when abused.
When not too warm, and not pjolonged beyond
fifteen or twenty, minutes, the tepid bath may
be employed daily with perfect safety and ad-
vantage by persons in health: while invalids,
whose condition requires its use, are often
strengthened by a much longer and equally fre.
quent immersion. If the bath cannot be ob-
tained at all places, soap and water may be ob-
tained every where. A rough towel is very a use.
ful auxiliary in such abductions. If one tenth of
the persevering attention and labor bestowed to
so much purpose in rubbing down and currying
the skinof horses, was bestowed by the hu-
man race in keeping- themselves in good condi-
tion, and a little attention paid to diet-and cloth,
ing, colds, nervous diseases, and stomach com-
plaints would cease|to form s" Urge an item in.
the catalogue of human miset J .
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Worth makes the Man .'—An eloquent writer
«n the Knickerbocker, upon the M Power of the
Mind," has the following remarks in relation to
the strength which the mind acquires from im-
pediments :

Reserved for the last of the means by which
strength of mind may be increased, is a conso*
ling consideration, though it may appear a para-
dox.—The mind is strengthened by impedi-
ments. Too often is it found inactive, while
surrounded by advantages, and needing to be
awakened by its fears. It has indeed been
said,

" Slow rises worth by poverty distressed "
Still faots would lead us to conclude that poverty
is more propitious to the first expansion of the
mind than affluence. Necessity will best prompt
to those first efforts, many times painful, which
the mind, in order to become vigorous, must
exert. Such is the love of ease and indulgence,
that most men would doubtless choose to recline,
if possible, upon the lap of wealth. Had such
men as Clay, Ewing, and Webster, been
cradled in opulence, they probably would never
have called into exercise that mental power
which has so raised them tothat proud^minence
where they now fill the eyes of so many millions
of freemen. Franklin might never have arisen
from the drudgery of mechanical labor, to the
courts of the most illustrious nations, if the
severity of an elder brother had not early alien,
eted him from the paternal roof. Rittenhouse
might not have left following the plough, to
walk among the stars, nor Fulton, a poor un-
friended youth, have revolved and applied a new
magnificent power, which will hereafter mark
an era in the world, had not each of them strug-
gled with difficulties in the outset, and over-
came them, thereby straining confidence for
leftier attempts. Defects in personal appear-
ance have often led to superior mental attain-
ments. Pope probably strove, to gain advanta-
ges from his mind, which the plainness and in-
feriority of .his person denied him ; and to the
deformity of his figure we may be, in some
measure, indebted for the surpassing: beauty and
grace of his poetical- numbers. The coldness
of neglect, the frown of superiority, the oppo-
sition of rivals and enemies, endeavoring tode.
press the mind, have, in many instances, only
demonstfated most clearly-its elasticity and re-
action. It is the effect of such obstacles, to
raise the stream they are intended to impede.—
Such defects and obstructions, while they pro-
duce "diffidence, also inspire resolution, and that
mysterious combination of humility to distrust,
and confidence to attempt which are at once
the characteristics, and most effectual aid of
genius.

If any youthful mind thirsting for improve-
ment, yet depressed and almost desponding
from want of leisure and other facilities, will
procure the first part of the ' Pursuit of Knowl-
edge under Difficulties,' one of the publications
of the British .Society for Diffusing Useful
Knowledge, or • Edward's Biography of Self-

iade Men,' he will in the perusal, find his heart
fted up, and his way cheered by the compan-

onship of a goodly number of choice spirits
vho have travelled the same path, and whose
uccess will not fail to kindle in his bosom a

:nore intense ardor in the same pursuit.

Family Affection.—A short Sermon.—In some
families there appears to exist but little natural
feelings among members for one another. We
often see a brother successful in business, sur.
rounded by every comfort and luxury, while a
sister who may have married injudiciously, is
pining unnoticed in suffering and want. The
brother's name may often be found heading a
subscription list for some splendid charity ; and
yet he'has no dollar to spare for the playmate
of his early years who has been overtaken by
poverty. And sisters whose lots in life were
cast BO unequally—how often do they forget the
sweet intercourse of childhood, and meet as un-
sympatbizingly as strangers. The one, per.
chance who was the fondest and most beloved in
early days, is ehe whose lot is cast in the low
vale of want in after life, and whom the most
fortunate sisters regard with indifference, or
ahun from motives of false pride.—Baltimore

Vititor.
Granite.—A. block of granite, of the best

quality was last week split from the Big Ber.
rrajuarry. at Fall River, which measured 56
feet in length, 14 in width, and 19 feet in
depth.

Insanity brought on persona in the water from
cannon being fired over them.—At an early hour
on the morning of the 4th of July, two young
men went into the river at Castle Garden, to
swim, and at the very moment they leaped in
the water, a salute was fired from some heavy
pieces of cannon, which were contiguous.
When the two young men leaped in, they re-
mained under the water for some seconds, and
on rising to the surface, were observed by some
bystanders to act in so fantastic a manner, that
it was evident something of an unusual nature
had occurred to them. A boat was therefore
immediately procured, and the two young men
taken out of the water and brought to the shore,
when it was found that both of them had lost
their senses ; and so totally and entirely, as to
be unable to give any explanation how they had
been affected, or what sensations they felt at the
moment. Their insanity was not of a violent
kind, but rather what may be termed idiotic; or
a total prostration of every intellectual attribute.

In this melancholy condition they were con.
veyed home to their friends, and remained near,
ly in the same state for two days, at the end of
which, one of them partially recovered his rea-
son, but the other still remains without any
symptoms of amendments.

This fatal result of cannon being fired over
persons in the water, will cease to appear very
extraordinary to any person who has, when a
boy, experienced the almost terrific sensation
produced on him when under water in a narrow
stream, by a common trick, practised by boys,
of taking two large stones and striking them
forcibly together on the water's edge, immedi-
ately over where the swimmer has dived down.
A gentleman who witnessed the present occur-
rence, told us that on one occasion he himself
suffered a sort of electric shock, which almost
deprived him momentarily of his reason, from a
common musket being fired over him while he
was under the water.—Journal of Commerce.

The Jewesses.—Fontanes asked Chautabriand
if he could assign a reason why the women of
the Jewish race were so much handsomer than
the men ? To which Chautabriand gave the fol-
lowing truly poetical and Christain one: "The
Jewesses," he said, "have escaped the curses
which alighted upon their fathers, husbands and
sons. . Not a Jewess was to be seen among the
crowd of priests and rabble who insulted the
Son of God, scourged him, crowned him with
thorns and subjected him to the ignominy and
the agony of the cross. The women of Judea
believed in the Savior ; they assisted and sooth-
ed him under his afflictions. A woman of Be.
thany poured on his head the precious oint-
ment which she kept in a vase of alabaster ; the
sinner anointed his feet with perfumed oil, and
wiped them with her hair. Christ on his part,
extended his meicy to the Jewesses; he raised
from the dead the son of the widow of Nain,
and Martha's brother, Lazarus ; he cured Si.
mon's mother-in-law, and the woman who
touched his garment. To the Samaritan wo.
man he was a spring of living water, and a
compassionate Judge to the woman in adultery.
The daughters of Jerusalem wept over him ; the
holy women accompanied him to Calvary,
brought balm and spices, and weeping sought
him at the sepulchre. 'Woman, why weepest
thou ?' His first appearance after his resurrec-
tion was to Mary Magdalene. He said to her,
'Mary V At the sound of his voice Mary Mag.
dalene's eyes were opened, and she answered,
'Mas'er.' The reflection of some very beauti.
ful ray must have rested on the brow of the Jew.
esses."

Cheese from Potatoes.—Cheese^ it is said of
extremely fine quality, is made from potatoes,
in Thuringia and part of Saxony, in the follow-
ing manner :—After having selected a quantity
of potatoes of good quality, giving the prefer,
ence to the large white kind, they are boiled in
a large cauldron, and after becoming cool, they
are pulled and reduced to a pulp either by means
of a grate or mortar. To five pounds of this
pulp, which oughi to be as equal as possible, is
added a pound of sour milk, and the necessary
quantity of salt. The whole is kneaded togeth.
er and the mixture covered up and allowed to
remain for three or four hours (days?) accord,
ing to the season. At the end of this time it in
kneaded anew, and the cheeses are placed in lit.
tie baskets, where the superfluous moisture is
allowed to evaporate.

What mother's heart, however cold to others,
does not warm to ber child's praises ?

Newspaper Borrower*.---Within a very short
time we have lost two subscribers who gave up
the paper unwillingly, not because it did net
meet their views', but because them were so pes-
tered by newspaper borrowers, that they were
obliged to abridge their means of information
for the benefit of their comfort, or in other
words, to get rid of the annoyance and its cause
by a single motion. "The truth is," said one
gentleman, " I like the Pennsylvanian very
much—its sentiments are generally such as meet
my cordial approbation, and I look for it as reg-
ularly as I do for my breakfast; but the continu-
ed interruptions of my neighbors, with their
eternal " please to lend me your paper," have
become such a nuisance, that I must give it up.
Not content with obtaining the paper for them-
selves, they frequently pass it from one to ano-
ther, and it is therefore a mere chance if i t re-
turns to the starting place."

The troubles of our friend in this instance,
no doubt, are shared to a certain extent by every
one who takes a newspaper ; but we cannot say
that the remedy which he adopted is one that
should be generally followed. To do so is to
punish yourself for the faults of others. The
true cure is to be found in having recourse to
the fortiter intre, and to put an end to all such
solicitations as those referred to above, by a di-
rect refusal. There are guns'that won't gooff
—why should there not be "newspapers that
won't lend V—Pennsylvanian.

Pownal, Vermont.—There is a curious anec-
dote told about the first settling of Pownal and
some of the adjoining towns, which is worth re-
lating, as it goes to show how the character of
^ place is often formed by its first settlers. It
is as follows: Mr. Robertson, who superintend,
ed the settling of the country, was a Presbyte-
rian, and resided in Bennington. He was al-
ways sure to ascertain of what religion his pur-
chaser was. If a Presbyterian he would show
him a farm in Bennington, if a Baptist, in
Shaftsbury, if an Episcopalian, in Arlington ;
but if no religion, Pownal was his place. These
towns have now been settled from sixty to sev-
enty, five years, and yet the general character of
each shows most clearly the original stamp fixed
upon it by Mr. Robertson, the land holder.—Au-
burn Banner.

The Curse of Ignorance.—The town of Taun-
ton, Mass, was indicted at the last term of their
court of Common Pleas, -for not supporting a
high school within its limits, agreeably to the
provisions of the statute. The town is liable to
a heavy fine, which it must pay, and establish
the school in question or be liable to anothei in-
dictment. This is an expose not very creditable
to Old Taunton. Everyone of her numerous
sons now scattered over the broad West, will
blush for her degeneracy.—Alb. Adv.

^Singular CAT<astrophe.—We witnessed this '
morning a singular sight at the west part of the
city. A hen having hatched out a part of her
eggs, was sitting upon the remainder. A cat
belonging to the house, of her own accord and
free-will, took charge of the chickens, and
brooded them with all the tenderness of a moth,
er. One of them having fallen down from its
resting place, the cat jumped down also, took it
in her mouth and replaced it. Let no one after
this, say that cats have no hearts.—Bost. Exam.

Home Scenes.—All men come home gome-
times. Many men find their chief delight there
—even those who do not lead the most regular
lives, still seek for repose and refuge, under
their own roof; and if they find intelligence,
good temper, and graceful demeanor, adorning
the home-scenes of existence, they will gradu-
ally be drawn to their firesides, not merely aa a
refuge from trouble and care, but as a delight-
ful arena for the enjoyment of those virtuous
pleasures which at once embellish and sweeten
life.

Sphere of Women.—There is a peculiar beau,
ty and fitness in women's applying themselves
to lend a charm to all the common comforts of
life. They know not what power they lose by
despising these offices of homespun texture, but
which may, nevertheless, be wove into a web
of beauty, and of priceless value to their own
best interests.

Erskine, in 1786, the height of his career,
told Wilberforee that he had then had thirty,
six retainers of his circuit at thrM h«ndr«4
guineas e*ah.--Engli§k p«fHr.
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Hospitality of the Mayor.—Hospitality is be-
ooming the order of the day; and every good
uitisen should rejoice ; because hospitality is the
key to friendship, and friendship is the bond of
social enjoyment. Hence we love to Bee men
of different nations reciprocating civilities—cit-
izens of different towns, commingling in con.
vivialities—and neighbors of the same cities
gathering together for purposes of sociality.—
It is good to do so. The God of Nature con
stituted us Bocial beings for that object. It
makes a brotherhood of society, and touches a
spring tenfold more powerful than treaties, con.
ventions, forms or compacts. It is the mill en -
ial angel which will hush the. din of war, and
make the discordant elements of the human
passions, slumber in each others embrace. But
we are moralising.

Our object, just now, is to notice a most a.
greeableentertainment furnished by the Mayor
to the Firemen on Monday evening. Hia Hon-
or took them by surprise. The invitation was
unexpected, but, as are all calls upon the Fire-
men, whether to feast or to labor, it was prompt,
ly answered. Nearly every member of the De-
partment—with their "better halfs" in fact,
and in expectancy—called upon his Honor, and
spent a most agreeable evening in the beautiful
bowers of the Garden attached to the Mayor's
mansion.

The Garden was tastefully illuminated—a
fine Band was in attendance—and sparkling
soda danced from different fountains in most
gorgeous splendor. It was a fairy scene, and it
only required a amall spice of the poetic, to
fancy yourself among the Nymphs and Niads of
the enchanted groves of romance.

We hope his Honor enjoyed the scene—aay,
we know he did; for he appeared the happiest
of the gay. It appears part of his nature to re-
joice in the enjoyments of others, and to seek
the double blessing of THE GIVER. His fair
'daughters, too, by their fine, rich voices, and
their full toned pianos, contributed greatly to
the hilarity of the pleasant interview. May
they never be less happy, or have leas occasion
to be satisfied with the world !

Long life to his Honor, as the Hibernian
would say, for this most agreeable soiree ! May
it prove but the opening of a custom, which we
are ready to hail as a golden link in the great
chain of the social compact.

Common Schools.—Than these intellectual
nurseries of future generations, there is no sub-
ject of deeper interest .to the American or the
Christian. They are to mould the minds of
those to whom will very soon be entrusted the
destinies of this Republic, and, so far as human
tegency is concerned, the destinies of the
Church. It is no marvel, therefore, that so
many are deeply interested in every question
agitated which has a bearing upon Common
Schools. The only wonder is that no more feel
interested—that every citizen in every state—
does not throw his whole influence, zealously
and vigorously, into the cause; and, by a mighty
combination of effort, place the institution of
Common Schools in this state and country, upon
an elevated, firm, immutable basis.

Frequent efforts have been made to attract
public attention to this cause; but uniform su-
pineaejs h»s too frequently followed those ef-
fort*, and in that way retrograded rather than
advanced the work. Aa •Sort, however, is now

making, which, we think, cannot fail to be at.
tended with success.

In 1836, an Association called the Society
for the Diffusion of Useful knowledge, wan or.
ganized in New York, at the head of which
stands General STEPHEN VAN RENSSELAER, of Al-
bany. The object of this Society is to collect
and print a series of useful books, at a eheap
rate, for the benefit of the young. Fifty vol-
umes have been already printed, and they are of
a character so excellent—so well adapted to the
accomplishment of the end designed—that, by
the efforts of the Agents of the Society, the zeal
of a few in each county, and the munificence of
our State Legislature, there is but little doubt
that, before the expiration of many months,
these fifty volumes, at least, will be placed in
every school district in the state. And what a
glorious achievement this would be ! How
worthy the labors of an enlightened community!
How emphatically would it tell upon the future
happiness of our People !

But the influence which will secure this de,-
sirable result, will not cease with its accom.
plishment. It will be but the stepping-stone to
ten fold more extensive achievements—the
opening of a window through which an ocean
of light will be poured.

It is true, the object of this society is not to
directly promote the cause of Common Schools ;
but it will as most assuredly do so, as that
Christianity will promote temperance, or tem-
perance virtue. Disseminate cheap intelligence
among the mass of mankind, and a desice for
knowledge, and a sense of the importance of it,
will follow as certainly as that vegetation will
succeed the sun-shine and showers of summer.
, Hence we connect the two causes, and hail
the budding prosperity of the one, as the pre-
curser of the success of the other. If one
flourishes, both must. They are twin-sisters.

It is known to our citizens generally, that
the Agent of the Society (Mr. PAGE) is now in
the cily. On Thursday evening he addressed a
meeting of our citizens, and stated a number of
facts, which dissipated any doubts which might
have existed in the minds of any, as to the uti'l.
ity and importance of the Society.

The result of his address, was the organiza-
tion ofa meeting, of which Dr. MALTBY STRONG,
was appointed Chairman, and ELIHU F. MAR-
SHALL, Secretary. After some preliminary re.
marks,

The Rev. T. EDWARDS offered the following
resolution, which, after some pertinent remarks
from the mover, the Rev. P, CHURCH, E. D.
SMITH and others, was unanimously adopted :—

Resolved, That we cordially approve the ob-
jects of the Society which has been, this even,
ing, brought before us, and that we feel bound,
as Republicans, Citizens, Philanthropists and
Chrislains, to further the great endB which it
aims to compass.

After some further diasultory business, the
meeting adjourned to the Court Houc the next
(last) evening. The result of that meeting we
shall give hereafter.

Hot Weather.—The thermometer has stood
in New York as high as 92. In Albany 97.—
In New Bedford 92. In Troy 95. In Phila.
delphia 101. In New Orleans 108 ; and here at
97. The political thermometer ranges at 110
During the next three iwonths it-will vary from
ISO to 150—the greatest height it has been
known to reach for a great many years.

QZT One hundred.deaths were reported in New
York, in four days, last week, from the e*ces-
«ive heat of the weather. July, thus far. js
said to bo the warmest we hava had/or 14 year*.

Rochester Female Academy.—There is no ci-
ty in the State, we venture to assert, where
there are better Common Schools or better A-
cademies than in Rochester. And among them
all, none are more deserving of the support of
the public—none more creditable to its Trusi
tees and, Teachers—than the Female Academy,
in Fitzhugh street, under the supervision of
Miss J. H. JONES, and the Misses DOOLITTLE.

The examination, which came on last week,
gave abundant and most satisfactory evidence
of the abilities of the teachers, and of the pro-
ficiency of the scholars. The exercises were,
profoundly interesting, and exhibited aivefficien-
cy of discipline, a depth of thought, and a clear
comprehension of the studies engaged in, which
could not fail to leave most favorable impres-
sions upon the minds of the numerous auditory
who attended the examination.

The auppices of the Institution, we are happy
to learn, are good. The locality, edifice and
teachers, are well calculated to attract pupils,
and we trust it will be long before any of our ex-
cellent schools will be obliged to complain of the
want of support.

lt Parker's Exploring Tour beyond the Rocky
Mountains, with a Map."—It is characteristic of
our countrymen to seize, with avidity, every
thing which opens new sources of enterprise, or
marks- out the path by which wealth or fame
maybe most certainly secured. Hence the ra-
pidity with which every work which treats o f
new discoveries has been disposed of. They
are bought up, and made charts of, to lead the
adventurer to the hidden treasures of hidden
worlds.

The work befdre us, is partially of this char-
acter. For while we are aware that the " Rocky
Mouutains" have formed the theme of several
interesting works, none have been so full or so
minute as this. Its author, Mr. PARKER, devoted
three years to the exploration of the interesting
Regions which skirt these mighty Mountains of
the West, and the facts which he records aie
many of them new, and all of them novel gand
interesting.

In addition to the mere record of facts, .the
work is interspersed with very many philosoph-
ic and scientific reflections, upon Geology,
&c., which cannot fail to amuse and instruct
every one.

The Book is for sale at NICHOLS & WILMON'S,*

to whom we are indebted for a copy. It may al-
so be had, of Messrs. STANWOOD & Co. We

hope it will meet with the very prompt sale
which its merits deserve.

O ° The REV. HOWARD MALOOM, of Boston, is

about publishing his recent Travels in the East.
It will be recollected that Mr. Malcom, under
the direction of the Baptist Board of Foreign
Missions, visited Burmah, and the neighboring
countries, three or four years since ; and as he
had every opportnnity to procure the essentials
of an interesting work, his well known talent
is a sufficientt guarantee that the work will be
interesting.

Sudden Death.—Tobias Cook, of Claikson,
aged 23, while mowing, on the 11th inst , fell
down and died instantly, and witnout a Btrug.
gle. Appoplexy, or the bursting of a blood
vessel, is supposed to have been the cause. He
was recently from Bellville, U. C.

O"The Journal of Commerce has the names
of 11 persons who died from heat and drinking
cold water, in that city, in the two days {

,p* A thermometer ranged ,as high *s-<-tbe
third atoiy window, in this city, yesterday J
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An infidel paper at Cleavoland advertiesa

lor an apprentice, and remarks that it does not
want an irresponsible one, as it has had "irrc
sponsible ones enough." There is no doubt of
thn». But the worst of it is, that you will nev
cr have any other than "irresponsible ones" so
long HB you imbue the*ir minds with the corrupt
and soul-destoying doctrines whiohyou promul-
gate. Infidelity is the prime minister of dis-
honesty, fraud and licentiousness; and if its
doctrines were generally adopted, all mankind
would be "irresponsible." A contempt for the
Religion of Jesus Christ, and a disposition to
ridicule the pure and holy morality of the Word
of God, is generally an index of a corrupt and
dishonest mind. If the publisher of the paper
in question really wishes to obtain an honest
bo/, he may accomplish his end by going into
the bosom of some, pious family, or selecting
from among the flowers cultured in those nur-
series of piety, the Sabbath School; but he will
never find one in the bacchanalian haunts which
infidelity create and sanction.

(HP We are wont to boast of the general dis-
semination of intelligence among our citizens,
and perhaps not a few of us would deem it
an insult to be told that there were any Ameri.
cans within the borders of our city who could
not read. But there are; and let the confession
incite us to greater zeal in the cause of Educa-
tion. The Rev. Mr. EDWARDS remarked, the
other evening, that there was a school district
in the city, which not only had no school
house, but which contained a family of ten per.
sons, the youngest of whom was seven years
old, >*ho could not read—and they were Ameri-
icans 1 Ought not something te be done ?

{CTThere are over 4,000 children in this city,
between the ages of 4 and 16. The Legisla-
ture have appropriated 110,000 per annum to
the purchase of School District libraries. This
is about 20 cents for every child in the State.
So that the annual appropriation to this city
will not be far from $800 ! .What an immense
mass of useful matter can be purchased for $8,-
.00! Fellow citizens, it is'your solemn duty
to attend to this business.

The Rochester House.—We are right glad
to find that the exertions of our worthy friend
MORTON, of the Rochester House, are appreci-
ated by our citizens at home, and by strangers
abroad. He is a King among "Hosts,"
and, what with the excellencies of his house,
and the delicacies, luxuries and substantiate of
his table, it would be difficult, aye, impossible,
to find a more comfortable retreat from a burn-
ixg sum or a craving appetite.

The Vernon Courier states, that Mr. Owen,
State Geologist, has recently discovered in Po-
scy county, Indiana, an extensive bed of excel-
lent marble, handsomely shaded with beautiful
variegated v*>inb running through it. It i« said
to be fully equal to that used in the Eastern
States for mantel*.

Is it true?—We have been assured, by emi-
nent professional gentlemen, that they never
knew a person who abstained entirely from the
use of ardent spirits, die from drinking cold
water. If this l» true, it ie an important fact.
Will some persq/i qualified give us their opin-
ion, and their reasons for it ?

ip* Torp, the wretch who atsaulted a young
gitl in his store in Broadway, New York, has
been punished under a civil suit, and is now
threatened with a criminal prosecution. He
d tobe-vkited with the utmost rigor of
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O 3 We were unable to attend Mr. and Miss

BROWN'S Concert, but believing it to be true
we cheerfully admit the following well written
communication:—

MR. & MISS BROWN'S SOIREE MUSI.
CALE.

To the Editor of the Democrat :—
Has our musical taste retrograded ? Surely

to this cause and no other is to be attributed the
mere sprinkling at Concert Hall last evening.
Rochester, so celebrated for its love of the •• di-
vine science," showed not its usual alacrity in
support of an estimable young lady, the frequent
contributor to the pleasures of previous evenings.
The expenses of the night, we are confident,
were barely covered by the receipts.

The Overture by Getry, (a Duett by the
Misses BROWN) with violin accompaniment,
was well worth listening to, and would have
done honor to far larger cities than ours. But
the prime attractions of the evening were the
Quartetts. Of these, Calcot's Glee of •' Once
upon my Cheek," was most smoothly and skil-
fully executed. Miss BROWN sang also, •• I'll
be no Submissive Wife," with great spirit, as
well as the concluding Duett with her Father,
" When a Little Farm we keep,"—both were
deservedly encored.

There are no methods of passing the evening
so calmly and soothingly as those offered by
such occasions. And in this weather, when the
"dolcefar niante" necessarily prevails too, to
win it with smiling faces around, and lullaby of
sweet sounds throbbing on the ears, is a pleas,
ure to be desired above all others. Listlessness
becomes piquant—if we maybe allowed the ex-
pression—under such happy influences, and
harmonizes with the spirit of the hour.

The Sonnet below, exemplifies the idea we
entertain of these celestial breathings :—

SONNET ON MUSIC.

Sweet art! -sweet mocker of the silver tones
In which our common motbw, Nature speaks;
The passing breezerihat fans our fever'd cheeks,

The falling rain, the brook amid the stones
Chafed into foam, ihe river, the deep sea

Have voices—earth's pure melodies;
And these have been as studies onto thee;

And there, the mystery of thy power Hes.
Thy breathings are but echoes—a mere part

Of that pervading hurmony, which fills
All space—the poetry of sound that thrills ;

The accents, of the Eternal—its veil'd heart,
And thee I love—all love thee—since thy flow
Is in that language which all feel and know.

Miss ABBOTT 6ung with her usual good taste.
Mr. WARREN was absent on account of sickness.
Take this Concert entire, it was unusually in-
teresting, and we hope it may be repeated to a
larger audience upon some future occasion.

FLORIO.

U* Madam Caradori Allen, whose vocal powers
are so highly and deservedly spoken of, propo-
ses, we are happy to learn, a tour to Canada
and the western cities of this and the neighbor,
ing States. She must not forget Rochester in
her tour* She would be appreciated here, for
we are a wonderful People for music.

huge tusk of a mastodon was found
Monroeville, Ohio, a week or two since. It
was five feet beneath the surface. Some bones
were near it.

EPA bell has been cast, in Springfield,
Mass., for the City Hall, New-York, weighing
8,000 lbs. This is the largest bell, by 3,000 lbs.
ever cast in this country.

ID* Clayton, the ceronaut, made a successful
ascension, with a lady, from Cincinnati, some

Gallantry.—While the Brady Guards were
encamped at Buffalo, a gentleman and two la-
dies approached one of the sentinels on duty.—
I have not the countersign, said he, and pre-
sume I cannot pass. You have a countersign
upon each arm, was the gallant reply, and the
gentlemen and ladies v/ese permku.il to pass.—
JXetroit Adv.

From Dr. Alcott's Library of Wealth.
THOUGHTS FOR JULY.

As fruit becomes plenty, children hecorne yic-
tims of diseases of the bowels—but not so fre-
quently in consequence of using it too liberally,
as from being permitted to indulge their appe-
tites with it when in a crude state. Ripe fruit
seldom injures anybody ; it was made for man,
and a kind Providence has bestowed it upon us
at that peculiar season, when, in fact, it is not
only necessary, but when it is in its greatest
perfection ; and those who use it freely—if on.
ly ripened well—will generally .enjoy the best
health. Eastern nations have no such errone.
ous notions about fruit, as have crept into the
pericraniums of our mothers and nurses ; nor
is there any evidence of its injurious effects on
the health of individuals of any grade, in the
West Indies, where the inhabitants could not
subsist without it.

Apples, pears, peaches, melons, &c., should
be served up on the table every day, while they
are good ; and whenever, in our climate, they
are no longer suitable, and would prove detri-
mental to the he alth be interrupting the ordina-
ry functions of the system, nature invariably
admonishes us of the danger, not only by les-
sening the abundance, but also by the diseases
which are resulting from a continued use of
them at improper times.

The sub-acid fruits, during the present and
the ensuing months, are the real sanativee of
health, and no prejudice should prevent their
use. They should not be denied to children,
when their appetite craves and their nature re-
quires that which nature ordained for their con-
sumption. EAT OR BE EATEN is one of the first
laws of animal life;—eat those things which
were designed for food—but be temperate ; and
health will be promoted, strength will be accu-
mulated, and a long and comfortable life may
reasonably be anticipated.

Pulmonary consumption, that insidious dis-
ease, which is continually sweeping from ex-
istence the fairest flowers of earth, those inter-
esting objects of our care, those solaces of man
in weal and wo—women—and often in the v«-
ry morning of their days, when yoath and
beauty heighten all their innate charms, has of.
ten had an origin in some false management in
diet. To be well, eat well—but still remember
TEMPERANCE.

We have said "to be well, eat well;" and al-
so, "eat those things which were designated for
f6od." But there is another injunction which
should be coupled with these. It is, eat the
best things, so far as you know what the best
things are. To aid you in settling this question
is one object of this journal i hence the reason
why so many rules, maxims and hints on that
subject, are scattered up and down its pages.

The Height of Impertinence.—Telling a man
to keep cool when the thermometer stands at 94.

Leigh Hunt was asked by a lady, at dessert,
if he would venture on an orange ? •'Madam,
I should be happv to do so, but I am afraid I
should tumble off."

"Lost, Lost, Lost!"—We are told that it is so
hot in New Orleans, that standing at any corner
you can see whole suits of clothes walking along
the occupants having melted away. What a
country!— N. Y. Whig.

Rats.—It is said that tar put in and around a
rat hole, so that the gentleman cant get in or
out without soiling his best coat, will soon
make him seek better quarters ; as nothing is
more dreaded by a rat, or any other rogue, than
a coat of tar. Tiiis is a little singular if true
—the three letters that compose either words
are the same.—Del. Gaz.

MARRIED,
In Brockport. on the 25th June, by the Rev. Mr.

Goodwin, Mr. M. O. RanJall, to Miss Lucy Malviua
Kingsbury, all of Brockport.

In Geneva, on the 3rd in«t., by the Rev. P. C. Hay,
William Janes, Esq.. of Burlington city, Wisconsin,
(formerly of Plttsford, Monroe co.,) to Miss Experience
O. Warner, of the former place.

At AHegan, Michigan, June 27th, by the Rev. L.
Lyons, Mr. Eiisha D. Ely, to Miss LydiU B. Weaver,
all of AHegan.

In Chittenaneo, on tfie 5th inst.. by the Rev. Mr.
Abell. Mr. HENRY T. HOOKER, of tho fltm of
Hooker & Bunnell. of this city, t o Miss MARY B.
OOBB, of the former place

In this city on the morning ©f the 18th.instant,.at the
house of Mr. George A. Hollister, by the Rev. lur.
Beecher. Professor Samuel N. tiwoet, and Miss Eme-
ine McKee, daughter of FMMQU McKee, £&;., of OUa~

wo, IUiliOis.
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Mr. Walter.—We regret to learn that ill health

has compelled Mr. WALKER to resign the Pro-
fesaonhip in the Academy of Sacred Music in
this city. During the brief period he has been
with us, he has earned a most excellent reputa-
tion, and attached to him a large circle of
friends, who admire him not less for his gentle-
manly deportment and his attractive disposition,
than for his refined musical taste and accom-
plished talents. His absence will be felt and
deprecated. A void will be left in the musical
circle of this city, which, we fear, will not soon
be filled. We have this consolation, however,
that ill health alone could have induced him to
leave a city where he has formed so many agree-
able connections, and where he has had so ma-
ny evidences of personal and collective attach-
ments. Happiness and health attend him
wherever he journeys!

The following deserved tribute was paid Mr.
WALKER by those who know him best, and best
appreciated his excellent qualities as a man and
a musician :—

At a meeting of the Board of Directors of
the Rochester Academy of Sacred Music, held
on the 29th June, the following preamble and
resolutions were unanimously adopted :—

Whereas this Board deeply regret the cause
which requires Mr. E. L. WALKER to retire from
the Professorship of the Rochester Academy of
Sacred Music, and his removal from the city,
thereby depriving its members of the advanta-
ges of further instruction from him, and this
community of a valuable citizen, and a gentle-
man of whose talents we entertain the highest
regard; therefore,

Resolved, That the thanks of this Board be
presented to him for his indefatigable exertions
in promoting the objects of the Academy, and
for the able manner in which he has discharged
his duty 38 Professor, and that, as a trifling tes-
timonial of personal friendship and regard, a
copy of the foregoing preamble and resolutions
be furnished him, signed by the President and
Secretary and entered upon the minutes.

FREDERICK F. "BACKUS,
President.

C. T. AMSDEN, Secretary.

from the Boston Pearl and Galaxy.

THE BROKEN PITCHER.
THE ENVOY.

Before Jacques had gone many paces, he was
met by his master, Squire Hauptmartin, who
called out—

'Hey! Jacques, what have you there ?'
'A box for Mistress Manon ; but I dare not

tell you from whom.'
•Why not V
'Oh, because Colin would never forgive me

for it.'
'Ha ! it's a fine thing you can keep so still,

but it is no. w late—give me the box ; I am go-
ing to Mistress Manon's ; I will convey it and
not mention that it comes from Colin. It
will spare you some steps, and me a good ex-
cuse.'

Jacques immediately acceded to his master's
proposition—-never in his life having dreamed
of opposing him. The squire carried the box
to his room ; approached the light with the
greatest curiosity. On the cover was written
'for the lovely and beloved Mariette.' Squire
Hauptmartin was well aware that this was
some piece of roguery Colin intended ; there-
upon he very carefully opened the box, to see if
there was not some rat or mouse in i t ; but no-
thing could exceed his surprise when he beheld
the same beautiful piteher which had attracted
ed nruch attention at the fair. And it was from
Colin, his heart died within him. But Squire
Hauptmartin was a man well versed in wrong
and right; he knew well the treachery of men's
hearts, he saw clearly that Colin wished to
bring Mariette in trouble with his pitcher. It
might appear as a present from some favored
lover in the city; and coming in such a manner,
would oblige all the good people to slight her.
Thereupon Squire Hauptmartin kindly deter- •
mined to bring this treacheryHo naught, by be.
coming himself the donor of this beautiful
piUber. Besides, he loved Mimetic, and wish,
ed to see if she obeyed the command of father

Jerome, •Little children, love one another.'—
To be sure, Squire Hauptmartin Was a child
of fifty years old, and Mariette had made up
her mind that the text did not apply to him.—
On the contrary, Mother Manon found the
Squire to be a judicious, fine child, with gold
reputation, and first in La Napoulc ; and when
he spoke of marriage, the trembling'Mariette
left the room ; but Mother Manon remained
sitting—fearing nothing from the tall, decent
man.

Though we say of Colin, that in his whole
person, there was no fault, still the equire had
the advantage of him in two things—namely ;
in yearp, and in a grea t nose. This nose the
squire always bore before him like a herald to
announce his coming. He was a true elephant
behind his trunk of a nose.

With his famous p.'oboscis, his good inten-
tions, and the pitcher, he repaired the next mor-
ning to the house among the olive trees and Af-
rican acacias.

'For the beautiful Mariette !' said he, 'it is not
too costly for me. You admired the pitcher
yesterday ; permit me, charmin^lMarieftewto
lay it and my heart at your feet.' ^ 1

Mandn and Mariette were delighted and s -
tonished when they saw the pitcher. Manor! s
eye sparkled with joy; but Mariette's couTTte-
nance fell, and she replied—

'I cannot accept neither your pitcher nor
your heart.'

Then rushed the blood to Mother Manon's
pale cheek, and she cried out—

'But I accept both heart and pitcher. Oh,
you fool! how long will you spoil your own
good luck? Hey ! and what do you want? Do
you expect the Count of Provence to come and
ask you in marriage, that you refuse the squire
of La Napoule ? I know much better than you
what is for your own good. Squire, I admire
your worth ; depend upon me, I shall soon call
you son-in-law.'

Mariette went out, weeping bitterly, and she
hated the pitcher from the bottom of her heart.

However, the squire, clapping his finger on
his nose, said, 'Dont trouble yourself, Mother
Manon, the dove will yield as soon as she knows
me a little better. I am not rash. I under,
stand women very well, and before three months
shall have passed, I will find the way into Mari-
ette's heart.'

THE FLOWERS.

During this three months, Mariette's,pilcher
gave her a world of trouble and vexation. For
a fortnight nothing else was spoken of in La
Napoule but the pitch e>; and everyone said,
—'It is a present from the squire, and the wed-
ding is soon to take place.' But Mariette had
declared to her friends that she would sooner lie
down in the sea than wed with Squire Haupt-
martin. The girls, however, winked at each
other, and said, 'How haupily she will rest in
the shade of his nose !' This was her first vexa-
tion.

Then Manon had made the cruel rule that
Mariette should go every day to the spring,
rinse the pitcher and fill it with fresh flowers*—
Thus she hoped to win Mariette's heart to the
donor-^but it only increased her hatred to gift
and giver ; and the duty at the spring was only
a punishment. Second vexation.

But twice a week, when she went to the
spring, she found on the rock, a bouquet of the
most beautiful flowers, arranged with the great-
est taste, just the size of the*pitcher, and round
the stems was rolled a paper, bearing these
words, "Beloved Mariette!" Now, Mariette
was not a strong believer in enchanters or fai-
ries ; and she naturally supposed that the flow,
ers and papers came from squire Hauptmartin'—
and she would not even smell them, lest she
should encounter the breath of the old man.—
She tore the paper-to shreds, but kept the flow,
ers as they were handsomer than those she
could find in the fields. In the meantime, the
squire was unremitting in his attentions—his
love was as great, in his kind, as his nose.—
Third vexation,

But, at la^l, she discovered, in conversation,
that the squire was not the giver of the flowers.
Who thin could it be? Mariette was surprised
as well as pleased at this unhoped-for discove-
ry—and from that time, she took the flowers
more willirigly from the rock. But who laid
them there ? Mariette was, like some few of
her sex, somewhat curious. She guessed every
man in La Napoule; but none were ever disco,
vcred. She watched late and early; she watch,
ed in vain. Still twice a week there lay the

flowers, and the paper, breathing the soft sigh,
"Beloved Mariette.'' This was enough to ex-
cite the curiosity of the moat indifferent; but
unsatisfied curiosity gives paia. Fourth pain.

MISCHIEF UPON MISCHIEF.

Father Jerome had preached from the text
"The Piovidenceqf Heaven is wonderful;" and
Mariette thought it might be, that by some un-
foreseen circumstance, the flower sender might
be discovered. Father Jerome was right. Oa
one summer night, when the weather was too
warm for sleep, Mariette arose and waiting on-
ly for the first ray of dawn to steal over the
charming little islet, and thence to her cham-
ber window. She went out stealthily to bathe
her arms and face in the clear stream behind
the cliff—for there she could be perfectly retir-
ed. She took her hat, and tripped softly over
the green to the palm grove—it was impossible
to reach the spot without passing these trees.
Under one of these {trees she was surprised to
find a young man, who appeared to be lying in a
quiet sleep. Near him lay a bouquet of match-
less flowers ; and, also, she'could, see a paper !
What could be more welcome to Mariette ?

She remained standing trembling, with fright
in all her limbs. Then she turned toward the
house* Hardly had she gone two steps, when
she again found herself nearer the sleeper—she
stood still. His face was turned from her—how
could she lose the opportunity 1 She stepped
nearer the tree—but- he appeared to move, and
she again retreated towards the cottage. But
now Mariette's motion had lost much of its ter-
ror. She approached the.tree. 'Perhaps he
only feigned sleep. But how foolish to fly from
imaginary danger. What is he to me ? My
way happens to lie near him—sleeping or awake,
I shall pass.'

So thought Manon's daughter; but she re-
mained standing. Now she was certain to look
full in the face of the flower sender. He slept
as if he had not closed his eyes before in four
weeks; and who was it? Who could it be but
that arrant villain, Colin !

He it was who had ever seemed most inter-
ested in the business of Squire Hauptmartin;
and he had delighted to send flowers to her for
the hated pitcher, merely to excite curiosity1.
And wherefore ? He detested Mariette. He
took pleasure in thwarting the poor child in
every undertaking. Toward every other maiden
in La Napoule he was friendly and pleasant.
He had never once asked her to dance, though
she danced so charmingly !-

Now, there he lay—betrayed ! caught! Re-
venge was kindled in Mariette's breast. What
trick might she play on him ? She untied the
flowers, and scattered them over the sleeper;
the paper however she put in her bosom, that
the hand writing might be witness against him.
Mariette was cunning. Her revenge was not
yet satisfied. She could not leave the place
without punishing Colin in some more signal
manner. She tore from her hat the violet rib-
band, and, passing it softly around his arm, tied
him to the tree. When he wakes how aston-
ished he will be ! Who will satisfy his curiosi-
ty as to the author of this cunning trick ? This
he could never guess—so much the better; it
served him right. Mariette still was merciful
toward him. No sooner was her work finished,
than she aeemed to repent. Her bosom heaved;
and, I believe, tears came in her eyos. She was
a long time returning home,. She lingered near
the cliff, until the voice of Mother Manon called
her away.

THE HATBAND.

Who would believe it ? That same day Colin
practised a new trick. He wished to shame
Mariette, openly. He little thought that the
whole of La Napoule would recognize her violet
hatband. He wore it in his hat—showing it,
before the whole world, as a trophy: and every
one cried out, " He has it from Mariette ;" and
every maiden cried, ' The villain' and every
young man turned contemptuously from her.,
and said 'thejade !'

• How !' Mother Manon, exclaimed Squire
Hauptmartin, and he spoke s^ loud that his
nose echoed his words, • how do you suffer this,
my bride, to present the young farmer, Colin,
with her hatband ? It is high time that our
nuptials be celebrated. It is all settled, and I
have,a right to speak !'

' You nave a right,' answered Mother Manon;
• when the case so stands, the wedding should
Immediately take place. Certainly, it is set-
tled—all settled.1
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REMARKABLE CASE OF MONOMANIA.
I was alone in the shop one day when a beau-

tiful female dressed in the richest manner, came
in, accompanied by a couple of small boys, her
sons, for each of whom she wanted to get a
suit of clothes. I was now old enough to take
charge of the shop, and sell in Mr- Williams'
absence, and therefore threw down several pie.
ces of fine cloth for her to examine, naming to
her enquiries, the price of suits for her sons
from either. With her white, taper fingers,
sparkling with jewels, she tried the texture of
various pieces of goods, finding in each some
objection, until I threw down for her examina-
tion a roll of fine, blue cloth, of light body, and
remarkably soft and glossy surface. It was a
new style of cloth then, and was finished in the
richest manner.

•Beautiful!—beautiful!' said she, as I dis-
played it, in the soft light that came through a
shaded window, 'what will each suit cost of
this?'

'We could not make suits from this cloth for
less than $25 apiece.'

'That seems high,1 she remarked, musingly.
•Twenty-five dollars apiece V

'It may seem high, madam—but that cloth is
worth twelve dollars a yard, and we should
loose on the clothes if we made them for less.1

'Wont you make the suits for $45 V she said,
after a moment's thought, turning upon me a
pair of the brightest eyes I ever saw in wo-
man's head, a sweet smile playing about her
lips and just disclosing glimpses of a set of
teeth white as the mountain snow.

•Indeed, madam,' said I, half subdued, 'I
cannot possibly say less than fifty dollars. It
is a beautiful piece of cloth, and very costly.'

'Oh, I am sure you can say forty-five—come,
now, just say forty-five, and as soon as they
are done, send your bill down to Mr. —, and
you will have the money in hand.1 And she
looked at me with sacb a coaxing and winning
smile, that to resist were next to impossible,
even though my master Bhould cut his cloth
without profit.

•Well, madam,' said I, 'as long as the terms
are to he cash, and Mr.— is to pay the bill, (he
was one of the wealthiest and. most punctual
men in the city) I will say forty-five dollars,
but we shall make nothing on the clothes.'

She now wanted a choice of buttons, and I
placed a box before her containing a great va-
riety. She looked them over and over again,
and after choosing and refusing half a dozen
patterns, seemed as far from meeting with any
thing to suit her taste as at first. Meanwhile a
customer came in, whom she requested I should

isait upon while she made her selection. I did
m>, and was occupied some ten minutes, during
which time she was looking over the buttons-
amusing herself with examining the many beau-
tiful patterns. As soon as the last customer
went out, she made the choice, and also left the
shop. _ . . . . n

When Mr. Williams came in, I told him ot
the sale which I bad made, and the reasons,
which were odd enough, for my selling the
suits at such a reduction. He laughed at my
susceptibility to beauty and winningc grace,
and said that the clothes could barely be afford,
ed at forty.five dollars, but as the terms were
cash, and he wanted money the next week, bad-
ly, he should have consented to make them at
that price himself.

The clothes were cut out and made,—sent
home and the cash paid oj» the presentation of
the bill to Mr.—.

We had a boy whoie grejrt propensity to

steal every thing he could lay his hands on, was
a source of much vexation to Mr. Williams.
Several times he had been detected in carrying
off and selling trifles from the shop, and had as
frequently been severely punished. A few days
after Mrs.— had been at the shop, a package of
buttons of a peculiar and choice pattern were
missed, and search made for them in every
box and drawer. Tom, the boy alluded to, was
finally called up and charged with having taken
them. He looked much confused on the accu-
sation, but stoutly denied the charge. But as
the buttons were certainly gone, and as they
could not go, as Mr. Williams alleged, without
hands, and as Tom was the only one about the
place who had ever been known to take what
was not his own, he must produce the*, buttons
or be flogged. Poor Tom cried bitterly, pro-
testing his innocence, but Mr. Williams had
suffered himself to get into a passion, and
would listen to none of his earnest denials.—
He was hurried off into the garret, and cowhi-
ded severely. The poor fellow's cries were
heard down in the shop, and for once we could
not help thinking him punished unjustly. He
continued, after his punishment, to deny hav-
ing had any thing to do with the buttons, and
even Mr. Williams began to regret that he had
whipped him so severely.

Nothing more was heard of the buttons, un-
til about four months after, when the two little
suits of clothes we had made for Mrs. — were
sent back for repair, with setts of beautiful but-
tons to replace the old ones, which Mr. Will,
jams at once recognized as precisely similar to
those lost. I mentioned to him the fact of Mrs.

having handled our buttons, but he repudia-
ted the inference my allusion drew, and said
that others had buttons of the same pattern as
well as he. The confidence seemed to me a
little strange, and, considering her peculiar
manner, I could not divert my mind of the
idea that Mrs — had carried off the package of
buttons. In a few minutes after the servant
had left the clothes, Mrs. — herself came in to
give some directions about them. Her sweet
face, winning and amiable manners, and per-
feet selfTpossession, at once dispelled the foul
suspicion I had entertained almost involuntari-
ly, and I censured myself for the singular ha-
lucination that but a moment before possessed

'These are the most beautiful buttons, Mr.
Williams, I have ever seen,' said she, picking
up one ftom the counter, where they lay in the
open paper.

'Wont they look charming on the children s
clothes. They are far prettier than the old
ones. Really, Mr. Williams, I dont think you
displayed much taste in your selection.'

'Why, madam, I put on the ones you chose.'
'Did you, indeed ? then I must have been in

one of my absent moods, for surely if I had
been in my right Benses I never would have
chosen these ugly things. Let me look at
some of yours, and see if you have any that I
might be tempted to buy, for I have a singular
passion for beautiful buttons.'

The box of choice buttons was instantly
thrown open for her inspection,',and after admi-
ring some of the neatest patterns, she concluded
that none were so pretty as the ones she had,
and went out.

In a day or two after in poking for a pecu
liar pattern of buttons for a gentleman's coat,
they were missed from the box. 'This is strange,1

muttered my master to himself, 'can it be possi.
ble that Mrs. — took them ! Certainly not_•—
What on earth could she want with them ? one
is uiyler no Mecessity to steal.1

 # #

The mero entertainment of suspicion gives
it strength, and soon the qv^tion of Mrs, — e

honesty began to trouble the mind of Mr. Wu J
iams. He could not dismiss the subject, riTnc'i
as he felt inclined to do so. One day a neigh-
bor happened in the shop, and Mr. Williams
from some cause alluded to the subject of the
lost buttons, and mentioned the singular co^
incidence in relation to them and the visits of
Mrs. —.

'I suppose then;' was his reply, 'that the
madam has got at some of her slipery tricks a-
gain.'

'What do you mean V said Mr. Williams.
'Mean ? why have you not heard that Mrs.

— is naturally light fingered V
'No, indeed, I have never heard of any eucii

thing.'
'Then you have never Ifeard half of the

strange things that happen iu this world. Why
there are more than twenty dry goods stors
keepers in Market street, who have their in-
structions from her husband to Bay nothing a-
bout any goods she may be seen carrying ofT
from their stores, but to send in their bills tr
him and get the money. He has tried almost
every means to break her of her strange pro-
pensity to steal, but sA\ to no purpose. He ie
said to have kept her on bread and water for
weeks and weeks at a time. To have confined
her to the house for months together, but all to
no purpose. The very first time she could get,
out, she would pick up cheap or costly things,
as they came in her way—as it seemed for the
excitement of stealing. She'qnce stole a dia-
mond breast pin worth a hundred dollars from
a jeweller's store on Market etreet, when no
one was in attendance but a clerk\ who did not
detect her, and was not aware of heV propensity.
The pin was missed by the owner V r̂y shortly
after and learning who had been in \the store,
immediately suspected the truth. \Hc went
forthwith to her husband, and apologizing for
the nature of his visit, told him hie loss and his
suspicions. Mr.— leaned his head upon his
hands at the desk where he sat for some mo.
ments, and then heaving a long sigh, mildly
requested the jeweller to take a seat, and wait a
few moments. He left his rounting-room, and
was gone nearly half an hour. When he re-
turned he made no remark, but drew a check for
a hundred dollars, and handing it to the jeweller,
politely bowed him out.'

'Can this be possible V
'Indeed, it is true every word. And Mrs. —

is not the only person in high life in Baltimore
who is addicted to such things. It is a strange
kind of monomania, so it is called when tho
wealthy engage in it; but a poor woman caught
in such acts would be sent to the Penitentiary.
In the case of the beautiful and accomplished
Mrs. — I am at a loss to understand its, nature
She has as much money as she wants for every
thing, and yet she is said to set no value upon
any thing which she does not steal. At fash
ionable parties she will steal dessertspoons, an( |
silver knives, and from her friend's dressing

j rooms carry off fine laces, or collars, or any lit
tie trifle that comes in her way.'

I certainly was never more astonished in my
life than I was at the relation of the moral ob.
liquity of this lady. I had never heard of an
instance of the kind then, though many have
come to my knowledge since, It was melan-
choly indeed to think that one so beautiful, so
amiable in all her social relations, so intelligent
and so accomplished, Bhould by some perversion
of tho moral powers of her mind, be utterly
incapable of appreciating the spirit of that
commandment, which says, 'Thou shalt not
steal.'

I have thus far introduced this lady to the
reader for the purpose of relating a circum.
stance which may still be remembered by some
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of the older inhabitants of this city—a circum-
stance which thrilled with astonishment all
"lasses of society, and awoke an interest and
excitement which was not allayed for years.

Unfortunately for Mrs. —,'she attempted to
practice these unlawful acts on a low bred, vin-
dictive follow, who kept a dry goods Btoro in
Ward street. He saw the theft and pointed it
out to his clerk, that he might be a witness a-
gainst her. The article stolen was a rniall
piece of fine thread lace, worth, probably, ten
dollars.

The moment Mrs. — left the store ho went
to a magistrate's and made oath of the theft.—
An officer was immediately despatched with a
warrant, and the distressed lady torn by force
from her family and confronted wilh her accu
ser at the Police Office. Unable to deny the
charge, for the officer had found the piece of
lace*on her table and brought it with him, she
begged, with tears, the merchant to pass by the
offence- But,hard of heart, he would listen to
no palliation and requested the magistrate to
make out a commitment unless bail were ob-
tained, as he was determined that the whole
affair should be made the subject of legal inves.
tigation.

An officer was depatched to the counting-
room of Mr. —who appeared at the magis.
trate's office, greatly agitated. The meeting be-
tween himself and his guilty wife was affecting
in the extreme. She flung herself, trembling
ajid weeping into his arms, and hiding her head
in his bosom, begged him to save her from per.
«ecutors. With sf\ the tenderness of a parent
fnr his child, he soothed and comforted her, as-
suring her that he would satisfy all demands
against her and save her from the consequences
of her indiscretion. The security offered was
of course accepted. He entered into recogni-
zance in the sum of one thousand dollars, for
her appearance at the June term of the crimi-
nal court, which would set in about six weeks.
A carriage was then called, and the beautiful,
accomplished, and intelligent, but unhappy
lady, was driven off to the house whence but
a short time before she had been torn from amid
her children, and brought to the bar of justice
as a felon.

Supposing that all proceedings could be easi-
ly stayed, Mr. — waited immediately upon the
store keeper who had caused her to be arrested.
Bat he positively refused to stop the course of
justice.

'But, my dear sir,' urged the heart-stricken
man, 'no possible good can grow out of this
prosecution.. I will willingly make you resti-
tution ten, twenty, an hundred fold. Mrs. —
labbrcs under a strange and painful monomania.
She has money for whatever she desires, and
yet the'sets no value upon any thing that she
does not ta e secretly. At all times I am wil-
jing, and hold myself in readiness to pay for
whatever she may take. Name the amount that
will satisfy you.'

'There is no use in your talking to me any
further on the subject,' said the unfeeling and
evil minded dealer, 'you rich people call steal-
ing 'monomania' when the thief is among
yourselves. But I know no distinctions, and
wilt make none. Mrs. — must stand her trial,
atid take the penitentiary for her abiding place
if there is any justice to be had in this city. I
have heard of her tricks before, and in charily
will put a stop to her light fingered pleasant.
rie#.'

*Bttti my dear sir—'
'But me no bute/sai 1 the wietch, and turned

abruptly from the pleading husband.
The long dreaded blow had at length fallen

o n Mr, —, and he felt stunned and sick at
heart. In liiflr wife to whom he was sincerely
attached, he found every thing amiable, forbear-
Ing and intelligent, but there was one dreadful
inlatuation which he could not break. There
was one dim spot in her moral perceptions,
which cast a •hadow upon every other virtue-
He had remonstrated and pleaded with her time
after time about her unaccountable propensity.
But all in vain. Sometimes she would confess
with tears of grief at her own, conduct; and at
ĉ her limes manifest the coldest indifference.—
To all her friends her conduct was a painful
mystery. No article that she purchased seemed
ta please her fancy. But one that she adroitly
purloined would be exhibited as that with which
tfbore alt others she wu most delighted. She
was never known to secrete any article after she
had brought it home—nor did the appear con.

of the fact that »ho had obtained it unlaw-

fully. Her husband undur all the circumstan-
ces, could come to no other conclusion than
that she was a monomaniac on that particular
subject. Sha was never known to be guilty of
any similar indiscretion until after she was
married—nor then, until she had been at death's
donr for days wilh a severe attack of typhus fe-
ver. As she slowly r.c^vcrcd from this illness
there was evidence that some change had taken
place in her mind. She did not appear perfect,
ly rational until some months after her conva-
lescence—then she suddenly recovered her viva-
city and wit, and was intelligent as before.—
The only change that had been wrought was
the strange obliquity before mentioned.

As a parent loves more tenderly a wayward
child, that by its disobedience o:- errors causes
him frequent and anxious concern, so did Mr.

•— love wilh an increasing and tender re-
gard the wife of his bosom, who occupied his
thoughts through the day, and his dreams at
night. He had long feared some afflicting ter-
mination of her indiscretion, and often when
looking at his sweet, innocent children, and
their beatiful mother, would he turn away to
hide the tear that started to his eye. To have
those children publicly disgraced, and by that
mother—oh, the thought wa3 agony.

After many ineffectual attempts both by him-
self and her friends to obtain a compromise, he
was reluctantly compelled to get able counsel
and prepare for the coming trial. On the part
of the prosecution, every nerve was strained
to procure the most extensive and explicit testi-
mony, in order to prove that she was known as
a "common thief" Very many from whom she
had at different times taken articles, and for
which her husband had paid, wnre summoned
to bear reluctant testimony to facts which they
never had the most distant idea of exposing—
facts which had transpired through the indiscre-
tion of clerks, or probably the principals them-
selves.

As the day of trial approached great anxiety
prevailed in all classes of society—and opinions
as to the nature of her guilt, and moral relpon.
sibilily, were many and various. Among the
lower and middle classes, there was but little
difference of opinion. They estimated guilt by
action alone—nor stopped a moment (having no
sympathies with the more weathy portion of so-
ciety) to draw nice distinctions between monom-
ania and moral action. They knew that theft
was punished by imprisonment in the peniten-
tiary whenever it occurred among themselves
—and they always considered the penalty a just
one. Now that a lady in high life was caught
in the same guilt, they saw no reason why she
should be saved from the prison. As her hus-
band was very wealthy, they hesitaled not to
affirm, that she would be cleared—and that in
consequence of liberal bribes to Judges and Ju-
rymen.

A dense crowd filled all the avenues to the
court house on the morning of the trial, and the
court room was at an early hour crowded al-
most to suffocation. Feeling a strong interest
in the case, I obtained permission from my
master to be present, and was so fortunate as to
get a position in which I could both see and
hear all the proceedings. I waited nearly an
hour before the opening of the court, with an
anxious and beating heart, I dreaded the mo-
ment when I should first set my eyes upon tho
beautiful prisoner. I knew that the first sight
of her, in all her shame and misery, would
cause a shock of feeling that I by no means de-
sired to experience. Among thoee present,
were many ladies belonging to the highest cir-
cles—such as had boon on terms of the closest
intimacy with the culprit. There was concern
and sorrow upon each fair face.

The court opened, and just as her name was
called a slight movement near the door indicat.
ed her entranee, and in a mpment after Mrs.

appeared closely veiled, and leaning up.
on the arm of her huBband, who looked pale and
haggard. She took her seat a little to the left
of the Bench, and half drew aside her veil, ev-
idently for the purpose of getting a little air,
which exposed her face enough for me to get a
perfect view of ita^predominant expression and
character from where I stood. Oh, how pale
and wan, and wretched she looked. She seem-
ed older by twenty years, than she did when
I last saw her in my master's stoop. Her eyes
were red with weeping, and her whole frame
trembled with half subdued, but strong agita.
tion.

After th» witftwace woro^ll ivoro, tho prin-

cipal witnesses, being the retailer and his clerk,
gave in their testimony. It w;m clear and ex-
plicit a« regarded the stealing of the lace, the
testimony of the one not varying in a sing'r*
shade from the other. When the first, and
principal of the two witnesses took the stand,
the judge regarded him with a look half con-
temptuous and half forbidding, but when both
master and man had closed their evidence, a
cloud fell upon his countenance, that showed
how much he regretted and feared the consequen-
ces of this distinct and unvarying testimony.—
The lace was produced, as found by the offieer,
and was sworn to before the court, by the re-
tailer and his clerk.

Other witnesses were now brought forward by
the prosecution, who, though with evident re-
luctanec, testified distinctly to the fact of Mrs.

having frequently taken things from
their stores in an improper manner. An exam-
ination of two eminent physicians then took
place who were summoned by the defence in or-
der, if possible, to break the force of strong
testimony against Mrs. by the witnesses
on the part of the State. The fact was stated
to the court, that Mrs. — before her mar-
riage, or rather before having suffered with a
violent attack of typhus fever, was never known
to have been guilty of theft. From the time of
her recovery froni that sickness she has shown
a strange propensity to lake what was not her
own. In reference to this fact, both physicians
stated, that, although no instance had come
under their notice before, yet in reports of med-
ical cases many remarkable instances were re-
corded of persons having become addicted to
stealing en recovery from typhus fever,*who
were, previous to their sickness, never known
to purloin the smallest article. They had not
thc-slightest doubt but that the case now under
consideration by the court was a B-imiiar one
and called for particular leniency.

The prosecuting attorney now made a short
but distinct and weighty speech on the question,
which sent the blood from many a fair cheek.
Mrs. listened to it with lips apart, and
eiger eyes, and when he sat down shuddered as
with an. ague fit. Her husband who sat by her
side, covered his face with his hands and leaned
his head on the bench befoie him, as if sick at
heart. And I doubt not but thai he was.

The argument on the defence was a noble ef-
fort. Every point in the testimony of the phy-
sicians was brought out so favorable to the
prisoners, that hops sat on every countenance.
The witness for the slate, was handled with:
a severity that made him cringe where he sat,
and shrink into himself, as if he felt that he
was utterly contemptible. The trial lasted
through the whole day, and late in the after-
noon the Judge summed up the evidence, and
gave an able charge to the Jury, leaning evi-
dently in favor of the prisoner. The twelve
men who were lo utterly destroy or restore, by
their decision, hope to a stricken family, retired
at six o'clock to deliberate upon the agitating
question of the day. An hour passed away in
fearful suspense, but they had come to no de-
cision, and at last those most deeply interested
retired to their homes to wait in an agony of
suspense for the light of another day.

It was nearly twelve o'clock on the follow,
ing day, when the jury came into court, pre-
pared to render a verdict. Mrs. was of
course present, together with her friends. The
foreman in a husky voice, and with evident re-
luctance read a verdict of "Guilty" to the in-
dictment, which was for larceny. Poor Mrs.

fainted away to all appearance, dead, at
the fearful annunciation, so different from wha£
almost every one present expected. Mr. ™
clasped his hands together, and lifting his eyeB
above, exclaimed half audibly, 'My poor wife!
my poor children !' It was fully an hour before
Mrs.- • wa9 sufficiently rocsvered to hear
her sentence, which was finally read. It was
imprisonment, at hard labor, in the Peniten-
tiary for two years ! My feeble powers of de-
scription are utterly inadequate to the task of
presenting vividly the picture of desolation of
heart, and deep agony that were exhibited by
the principal ac'ors in this scene of woe. Eve a
the Judge on his bench was moved to tears.

Sueh a sentence is speedily executed. The
half Benseless prisoner was soon in the custody
of an officer, and accompanied by her husband
was conveyed to that receptacle of erirae and
misery where the sentence had consigned ueiw

My heart beats quick, and I pause oppressed
and with a fooling of suffocation as memory T*¥»
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idly recalls this harrowing scene, and with the
memory is awakened old sensations that have
long been at rest. Can imagination picture a
deeper domestic sorrow—combining disgrace
with separation ?

A petition was instantly drawn up, and be-
fore three days had elapsed, Mr. • was at
Annapolis with an appeal to the Governor, sign-
ed by two thousand of the most respectable and
wealthy ladies and gentlemen of Baltimore. It
required no great stretch of the pardoning pow-
er to reach this case, and before a wet k had e.
lapsed, Mrs. was at liberty and restored
to her family. But she never held up her head
again. Deep melancholy settled upon her heart,
nor could all the affectionate attempts of her
husband or innocent prattle of her sweet chil-
dren rouse her from her- settled gloom. Site
went no more into society. Within the
chambers of her own dwelling she retired and
shut out the world. No friend, not even the
most intimate, was admitted, and besides her
husband and children, but a single old servant
was allowed to come into her presence.

About one year after the melancholy trial,
Mr. removed from this city with his
family, and 6ince I have heard nothing of them.
Perhaps in some pleasant village, far retired
from the bustle and agitation of a city life, his
unfortunate wife, found that repose of mind
which with any touches of sensibility, she
could never have experienced in Baltimore.

Then, every transaction in private life was
not, as now hurried into the newspapers, to
gratify a putrid desire for scandal. Every
conductor of a paper in Baltimore respected the
lacerated feeling of the husband arid father, and
refused to expose to public gaze what was al-
ready too notorious. The prosecutor, who had
then a brother in the Slate's prison, was short.
ly after detected in unlawful practices. He es-
caped jusliceby flight.—Baltimore Viseter.

LONDON AND PARIS FASHIONS, FOR
JUNE.

Flounces and full sleeves are in the majori-
ty ; this fact is obvious,. For long sleeves no
ether form is seen than the taanchi jardiniore.—

THe .only variety observable consists in the
style of the ornaments on the shoulder, and the
greater or lesser degree of fulness at the lower
part of the arm. Some have the narrow bands,
others have abroad flat cuff. Manchettes of
lace »r embroidered muslin are universally worn;
they are fastened by a ribbon of a color harmo-
nising- with the dress.

Bonnets of silk and paiUe de-riz have now.
shrunk to such moderate dimensions, that they
rriay be said to be decidedly small, in compari-
son with those worn last summer. Leghorn
hats, however.continue to'be worn large, and are
turned up behind in two or even three folds.

The passion for lace was perhaps never car-
ried to a greater extreme than il is at the pres-
ent moment in Paris. A profusion of costly
lace is an indispensable- adjunct to dresses of
white muslin, which the Parisian ladies have
taken into especial farvor for . demi-toilette.—
Lace is worn in double mantillas, fichus ruffle.6,
flounces, scarfs, &c. Muslin scarfs and mante-
lets, tiimmed with lace, are likewise in great
favor. Dresses of clear white muslin, over
colored slips, are beginning to show themselves
in considerable numbers.

The hair continues to be dressed very low at
the back of the head ; the plait, or chou, some-
times almost touching the nape of the neck.—
Bows of ribbon are frequently placed on either
side, with 1 mg flowing ends. Amidst, the curls
of hair on each temple, a single cameija is oc-
casionally placed, a red oue on the one side, and
a white one on the other. The sanre arrange-
ment of colors may be observed with regard to
roses. Small demi-caps of blonde or lace are
much worn, even in. evening cos'ume. They
are cut in the form of a half.handkercbief,
merely covering the top of the head, and show-
ing the plate of hair at the back. They are
trimmed with ribbon or bouquets of flowers on
eaeh temple, and descending very low on the
sbeeks. _________

The twenty-four letters of the alphabet may
be transposed 620,448,401,733,439,360,000
lime*. AH the inhabitants of the globe, on a
rough calculation, could not, in a thousand
millions of years, writ out all the transpositions
of the twenty.four letters, even supposing that
««ch wrote 40 pages daily, each of which pages
contained 40 different transpositions of the l«t-

W
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EF A company has been formed in London
for the purpose of supplying the IT. S. with a
paving stone called the Mastic of Scssel, It
is procured from the district of Piedmont, in
Switzerland, and is said to he very valuable for
the object proposed. It is said that the average
price of pavement in American cities is 3s. 6d.
per foot. This company can afford to reduce
the price to Is. 4d. This will be quite a sa-
ving.

The cultivation of tobacco in China, has
been checked by royal edict, on the plea that it
is not necessary to human life.—Boston Pearl.

Who, hereafter, will accuse the Chinese of
the want of sound common sense ? This "roy-
al edict" of the Emperor evinces a wisdom
which should make Kings, Princes, Congress-
men and tobacco uiiewers blush.

Cold Water.—We remarked, the other day,
that a gentleman of extensive experience, had
assured us that he never knew of an instance
where a strictly temperate person had received
injury from drinking cold water, in either the
hotest or coldest of wcathfr. Eight years of
close observation and enquiry, has satisfied us,
personally, of the truth of this remark ; but in
repeating it, men, whose profession and expe-
rience entitle their opinions to great weight,
have sometimes, unequivocally denied its truth.
During the extreme heat of the past and pre-
sent months, we have taken particular pains to
ascertain, more satisfactorily, the truth of this
theory, and have, in every instance in which
we have been able to obtain minute information,
found it fully substantiated.

And our opinion, we are happy to find, is
most fully confirmed by "o Physician/' in the
New York Journal of Commerce. In reprobat-
ing the vulgar opinion that ardent spirits mixed
with-water is the only safoty-in hot weather, he
says:—'

All who are acquainted with the subject,
know that children and females, and multitudes
of men are in the daily habit of drinking large-
ly of cold anu even iced water, when over-heat-
ed by exercise or labor, not only with impunity,
but with advantage. And facts will show that
this is the case with all who abstain entirely
from intoxicating drinks. NOR CAN AN INSTANCE
BE PRODUCED OF EITHER DANGEROUS -OH FATAL
SYMPTOMS FOLLOWING THE USE OF COLD "WATER
IN WARM WEATHER, IN PERSONS OF " SOUND CON-
STITUTION AND TEMPERATE HABITS. T h e S t o m a c h
may indeed be impaired in its vitality by dis-
ease, to an extent analagous to the.morbid con-
dition resulting from habitual intemperance, but
in such examples, only, docs drinking cold wa-
ter in warm weather produce either disease or
death.

The reoent Roman Catholic Clergymen in Al-
banv, once assured us of Ihc same facts, and
remarked positively, that of the thirty or forty
whose death-beds he had attended, and who

*were brought there by tlit too abundant use of
cold water while excessively heated, not one of
them but had been in the habit'df drinking ar-
dent spirits.

If these are factt-, they are important facts,
and should be understood by every one—and by
no one sooner than by the unfortunate tippler,
whose habits produce an unnatural thirst, the
gratification of which so often leads to an un-
timely and sudden death.

Conundrum.—Why is a newspaper like a tooth
brush? D'ye give it up ? Because every body
should bare one of hit own, and not borrow his
neighbor's.

ICTSomo of the New York daily journals jus.
tify the publication of Sunday Newspapers.—
This is a matter of regret. The tendency of
Sunday newspapers, however unexceptionable
may be their contents, id exceedingly demoral-
izing. They engender a disrespect and con-
tempt for that portion of time which the Al-
mighty has fallowed, and which it is but rea.
sonable mankind should devote to his praise
and worship. Annihilate a reverence for the Sab.
bath, and a primary pillar in the temple of so-
cial happiness and rational freedom, would be
destroyed.

"A young gentleman of respectability" adver-
tises for a wife in the Newark Standard. - The
fellow says she "must not be under 16 nor above
22 years of age." He-says he possesses a com.
pelency, and is at present in "the pursuit of
professional business." We hope his effort to
get a wife is not a "professional business," and
we hope, further, that the editor is not himself
the "longing swain"

ffjT Married, in Porking. Ohio, on the 27th
ult. by the Rev. Mr. Shoat, Mr. Hog, to Miea
Bacon.

A momument is to be raised over the remains
of Curran, ip Glasnevin Cemetery, Dublin
Cost £300.

A monument is to be erected at Rockawav,
to the memory of the crew and passengerfr-lost
on board the Mexico.

Naples is to be entirely lighted with gas.
The contractor is M. Bodin, of Paris, who pro-
cures the gas from olives, leaving a combustible
material as the residuum.

Snake Story.—A rattle snake was killed in
Perry county, Alabama, which measured thir-
teen feet five inches in-length, three feet ten
and a half inches in circumferance, and weigh-
ed seventy-three pounds.

Mary.—^Is a name which is as common as a
while Tiolet, 'and one that has something sweet
and simple, and fit for all wear, high or low,
suits the cottage or the palace, the garden-or the
field, the pretty or the ugly, the old or the young.

One gloomy day in the month of December,
a .good humored Irishman applied to a merchant
to discount a bill of exchange for him at rather
a long, though not unusual date ;-and the mer-
chant having casually remarked that the bill
had a great many days to run, " That's true."
replied he, •• but then, my honey, you don't
consider how short ths dayYare at this time of
the year."

The River of Intemperance.—An English pa-
per calculates that4fce quantity of liquor, alias
poison, drank in England and Ireland every
year would be sufficient to form a river GO feet
wide, 3 feet deep, and 8 miles long. A «or?
frightful calculation would be one showing tho
miseries that are occasioned by intemperance ;
the number of men whom the waves" of. thiJ
modern Styx bfar into prisons, madhouses and
the grave—of children who perish of hunger
while their parents wallow in drunkenness, and
of wives who pass their nights in anguish la-
menting the intemperance of their husbands.

A cure for the sting of a Wasp or Bee—A
Liverpool paper states as follows:

A few days ago happening to be in the coun.
try, we witnessed the efficacy of the remedy for
the sting ef a wa9p mentioned in one of our
late papers. A little boy was stung severelv
and was in great torture, until an onion was ap-
plied to the part affected; when the cure was
instantaneous. This important arid simple
remedy cannot bo too generally known, and vru
pledge ourselves to the fact above stated.

MAlt l t lED.
On the morning of the 18th in*t., t»y Rev. P. Ctrarcb

Mr." JAM KB P. BICKPOKO. of the firm of Billinn *
Bickford, to Miss JULIA E. SHERMAN. AlaoVby
the same and at the »nme time Mr. SAMUEL M
SHERMAN, to Miis ZERUIAH L. BIQKFOKD, H»
ol this city.

On ths 14th inet., by Rev. P. Church, Mr. G e w n
Green, of Michigan, to Miss Nancy McCain, of tfcu
•ity.
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THE DIAMOND RING.
In a populous town, in one of the midland

counties in England, a stranger of agreeable
manners and fashionable exterior, frequently
made his appearance. Ho gradually obtained
the acquaintance of some of the most respecta-
ble inhabitants; among the rest, of a jeweller, a
man of considerable wealth,.and reputed to be
very knowing in his profession.

One day, while sitting after dinner over a bot-
tle of wine, our friend of the precious stone de-
partment, whose eye6 were never idle in the way
of business, espied, on the little fiuger of his
new acquaintance, a richly chased gold ring,
set (apparently) with a brilliant of great size
and of the first water. He begged to be permit-
ted a nearer view, which was accorded with
much politeness by the stranger.

' A magnificent "stone, sir,' said the jeweller,
returning the ring; 'it is but seldom we see a
brilliant of that size so perfectly fue from
flaw or blemish.'

' You mistake, sir,' said the stranger, smiling.
' It is but an imitation stone ; yet so excellent
a one, that the best judges have been deceived
by its appearance.'

* How 1' returned the other ; * a false brilliant ?
It cannot be. I have followed my profession for
thirty years, and I never yet have been so de-
ceived. Permit me a second Inspection.'

But this only served to confirm his first im.
pression. ' It cannot be,' he repeated to him-
self. ' I know a good stone when I see it, as
well as any man in England ; and if that be not
one, may I never sell watch or diamond again !'
Then aloud to the stranger: ' May I ask if you
are inclined to dispose of this ring ?'

' No. It was the gift of a valued friend to
me on his death bed. I esteem it almost as
highly as if it were, as you suppose, a genuine
brilliant. And in truth,' he added, with a smile,
* as such articles obtain their artificial value,
merely from their appearance, this ring, being
BO admirable an imitation as to deceive even a
connoisseur, answers the same purpose as the
purest diamond ring in the world.'

'Admirable indeed!' echoed be of the silver
trade. ' I t is a treasure. Why, Rundell him-
self might swear to its being a true stone.'

•The best judges,' said the stranger, 'are at
times deceived. I can have no possible motive to
mislead you in this matter ; and I assure you, on
ray word of honor, that this is a false brilliant.'

The jeweller knew not what to make of it.
There seemed, indeed, no possible mo'ive to de-
ceive him. He looked first at the stranger and
then at his ring; but the former only smiled
£ood.ternperedly at the jeweller's incredulity ;
and, as for the ring, it still gave the-lie to its
owner's words.

I will stake my life on it,1 thought the mer-
chant of precious stones—'I will stake my life
on it, that he is himself deceived as to the value
of the stone, or else that, for some reason or oth-
er, he does not wish others to know it.'

Some days past, and the stranger did not re-
cur to the subject. But the lapidary's thoughts
ran continually on the brilliant, and every time
they met, the temptation became stronger. At
last he summoned courage, and asked him of
the ring if he were willing to entrust it to his
care for a Bingle day, that he might test its pu-
rity to his owa satisfaction. To this request the
stranger at once assented, and the ring was
placed in the jeweller's bands.

But all the usual tests only strengthened his
original opinion. He showed it to several of his
brother lapidaries, and they were in ecstacies at
the sight; declaring it one of the most perfect
brilliants they had ever seen.

4 Well,' thought he at last, ' even if it be not
a diamond, the best judges think it is ; and/it'is
the same to me as if it were. I can sell it as a
diamond, and that is enough.'

In returning it, therefore, next day, be asked
its owner what sum would tempt him to part
with it.

' I have told you,' he replied, ' that I value
the ring much above ite real value. I do not
wish to part with it.'

' I will give much more than its value as a
i*lse brilliant,' said the jeweller. ' I will give
you two thousand five hundred pounds for it.'

1 That is ten times its value,' said the other,
' but I cannot part with it, I cannot sell the gift
of a departed friend.'

*1 may venture another offer,' thought the
merchant; ' I can sell it for five thousand;'
then aloud: * I will give three thousand pounds
tor it, and that is my last offer.*

11 will tell you, candidly,1 rejoined the other,
after a pause, playing with the ring and draw,
ing it several times off and on his finger : • I do
not think it right to sell it ; but you seem so ve-
ry anxious to possess it, that I knoiv not how to
refuse you. And yet—to take three thousand
pounds for what is not worth three hundred—I
can hardly reconcile it to my conscience. Will
you give me,1 he added at last, ' a certificate
from under your hand that you purchase this
stone from me, not as a diamond, but (as in truth
it is) as a false brilliant?'

• With pleasure,' said the other, eager to close
the bargain.

4 Then the ring is yours.1
The merchant immediately wrote out the cer-

tificate, and a check on his banker of three
thousand pounds ; and the stranger, drawing his
ring from his finger, presented it, and received
the papers.

The same evening the jeweller took out his
treasure from one of the innermost drawers of
his secret cabinet, to admire its lustre at his
leisure. It seemed to him less bright than be-
fore. He rubbed first the stone and then his
eyes. Could he have been deceived ? It cer-
tainly teas less bright. He held it in a stronger
light—his suspicions increased—he applied his
highest magnifier—alas! alas ! the fraud was too
evident. This was not the ring he had so much
admired. The stranger had adroitly substituted
another at the moment the bargain was closed ;
and the lapidary had given three thousand
pounds for a bit of paste.

But remedy there was none. There were
witnesses enough to prove the stranger's repeat-
ed assertion that the diamond was a false one,
and even his own certificate would testify to the
same effect.

So he smothered his bitter disappointment as
well as he might, tossed the treacherons bauble
into a corner, and never again boasted to bis.
brother lapidaries of his bargain in purchasing
the diamond ring.

ESCAPE OF A CONVICT.
An accomplished rascal named Underwood,

escaped from the Louisiana Penitentiary, at
Baton Rouge, on the 24th ult. He was impris-
oned for highway robbery, and sentenced for
fourteen years, two of which had expired. He
had made preparations some time previous for
his departure on the first favorable opportunity,
by filing off his chains and so fastening them
as to avoid detection—fabricating also a pair of
whiskers for the purpose of disguise. At the
hour of dinner for the convicts, on the day
above mentioned, and while the wardens were
engaged in attending to several visiters, think-
ing the proper moment had arrived, he deter-
mined to execute his long devised scheme of
escape. The Baton Rouge Gazette thus humor-
ously gives the particulars :

In walking to his cell, scheming and resolv-
ing, he accidentally e•"mbled over a trunk in
his way. "D—n tht ..ik I" said he, grasping
his toe and dancing with pain. But a bright
ideaadawned upon his mind and a triumphant
smile lighted up his countenance. He caught
the trunk in his arms and carefully peering a-
long the dark passages, he carried it into one of
the back cells. There he opened it and extract-
ed an elegant suit of new clothes, a pair of
green spectacles, a polished pair of boots, a fash-
ionable black hat, a pair of soft kid gloves, a
bundle of cigars, and a pocket book containing
money."

He had no water to make his ablutions, but
he found a substitute, or perhaps, thought the
matter beneath his notice. In a few minutes
l;c had conned his apparel, whiskers and all,
and taking a coquetish peep in a pocket glass,
he surveyed—a real dandy. With a smirk of
vanity on his countenance, he sat down and
indited an affectionate valedictory letter to his
comrades. He then sallied forth into .the yard
and most foppishly swaggered round, combing
his whiskers and contemplating the building
with marks of astonishment in his countenance.
After showing off for a while, he thought it
was time to snuff tho free breeze, and placing
a cigar in his mouth, he swung himself most
languidly into a blacksmith's shop and asked
permission to get a light. His fellow convicts
bowed politely to the dashing dandy, who drew
the manuscript of an old song from his coat
pocket (left there accidentally by the former
owner ojf the garment) and used it to light his
cigari 'Poor Betsey!' said he, sighing as lie
nut it in the fire—'how cruel I am to burn yourput it in the

letter—but necessity orders it—'there is nothing
else clean at hand*

He walked leisurely te the gate and entered
into conversation with one of the guards."
"How many miserable guilty mortals hare you
in this gloomy retreat of crime 1"

•There arc about 120 convicts here now sir.'
'How my blood thrills when I think of the

degraded state of mankind,when I view so much
wretchedness and suffering. Have they no
chance of escape V

The guard clashed his arms significantly.
•Ah! you keep a strict watch !—well—but I

can't couccive how you can endure the sight of
so much suffering. I have always disliked to be
where crimes are punished—my nerves are weak:
I feel for my fellow creatures however abandon,
ed. Good evening sir.' And he extended a
paw wrapped up in glove leather, which the
guard respectfully touched.

The gate wrs opened, he entered the passage
that leads to the street, met the Warden, touch-
ed his hat and made a polite bow, which was no
less courteously returned—and behold Under-
wood in the street chuekling at his success and
free as the wind.

The whiskers were instantly removed, the
barber received a visit, and Underwood, now
alias Selville, was shaved, brushed, perfumed
and completely Adonized. He then visited a
store, bought a suit of new clothes and a cane,
changed his appearance once more, and like a
perfect loafer, commenced to lounge round the
corners and discuss politics.

' What a handsome man !' whispered a pretty
young lady passing.

' Yes,' said her companion.—«'Tis a pity his
hair is shaved so close—it makes him look as if
he had just come out from the Penitentiary.1

• O fie ! don't you know that it is the fashion?'
Mr. Selville smiled graciously at the fluttering

notice of the beautiful ladies. At length he got
into a quarrel about the election, received a
challenge, agreed to meet his antagonist the
next morning, got a second, and, matters being
thus arranged, he invited the company into a
coffee-house and treated like a gentleman. A
few minutes after he departed—whither—none,
can tell.

Dr. Charming on Music.—This distinguished
writer lately delivered an address on the subject
of intemperance, in which he .maintains, that
if sources of pure and ennobling enjoyment
were every where made free of access, the
temptations to evil would be less frequent and
less powerful. The following beautiful extract
on the enjoyment derived from music, we re-
commend to our readers :

I have said, a people should be guarded against
temptation to unlawful pleasures by furnishing
the means of innocent ones. By innocent plea-
sures I mean such as excite moderately ; such
as produce a cheerful frame of mind, not bois,
terous mirth ; such as recur frequently, rather
than continue long ; such as send us back to
our daily duties refreshed in body and in spirit ;
such as we can partake in the presence and so
ciety of respectable friends; such as consist with
and are favorable to a grateful piety; such as are
chastened by self-respect and are accompanied
with the consciousness, that life has a higher
end than to be amused. In every community
there must be pleasures, relaxations, and means
of agreeable excitement; if innocent ones are
not furnished, resort will be had to criminal.
Man was made to enjoy as well as to labor ; and
the state of society should be adequate to this
principle of human nature.

France, especially before the Revolution, has
been represented as a singularly temperate coun-
try : a fact to be explained, at least in part, by
the constitutional cheerfulness of that people,
andfcy the prevalence of simple and innocent
gratifications, especially among the peasantry.
Men drink to excess very often to shake off
depression, or to satisfy the restless thirst for
agreeable excitement, and these motives are
excluded in a cheerful community.

A gloomy state of society, in which there are
few innocent recreations, may be expected to
abound in drunkenness, if opportunities are af-
forded. The savage drinks to excess, because
his hours of sobriety are dull and unvaried—
because, in losing the consciousness of his con-
dition and existence, he loses little which he
wishes to retain. The laboring classes are most
exposed to iateraperanoe, because they have al
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few*th«r pleasurable excitements. A

<fHan« who, after toil, has resources of blameless
ncreation, is less tempted than other men to
seek self-oblivion. He has, to many of the
pleasures of a man, to take up with those of a
brute. Thus, the encouragement of simple, in.
noccnt enjoyments, is an important mean of
temperance.

These remarks show the importance of en.
couraging the efforts, which have commenced
among us, for spreading the accomplishment of
music through our whole community. It is
now proposed that this shall be made a regular
branch in our Bchools; and every friend of the
people must wish success to the experiment. I
am not now called to speak of all the good in.
flucnecs of music, particularly of the strength
which it may and ought to give to the religous
6entiment, and to all pure and generous emo-
tions. Regarded merely as a refined pleasure,
it has a favorable bearing on public morals.—
Let taste and skill in this beautiful art be spread
among us, and every family will have a new
resource. Home will gain anew attraction.—
Social intercourse will be more cheerful, and
innocent public amusement will be furnished to
the community.

Public amusements, bringing multitudes to-
gether to kindle with one emotion, to share the
same innocen. joy, having a humanizing influ-
ence—and among these bonds of society, per-
haps no one produces so much unmixed good as
music. What a fulness of enjoyments has our
Creator placed in our reach, by surrounding us
with an atmosphere which may be shaped into
sweet sounds ? And yet this goodness is al-
most lost upon us, through want of culture of
the organ by which this provision is to be en-
joyed."

From the Philadelphia Gazelt.
A SAD INCIDENT

The subject of the coroner's inquest, mention,
ed yesterday, was a young woman in the em-
ploy of Mr. Levy, a merchant, jn Chestnut,
street. She was of English parentage, we learn,
and crossed the Atlantic to this city, about eigh.
teen months or two years ago. Pleasant in dis-
position and ways, and attractive in person, she
was addressed by the mate of the vessel in which
she came, and a mutual engagement of marri-
age followed. The mate was to return to Eng-
land, and then re-cross the ocean, to add another
claim to his companionable. The character the
young woman sustained to her death, was irre-
proachable and pure in everyrespect. Industrious
and prudent, she had saved a considerable a-
mount of money from her honest earnings,
which had been deposited for her in a Savings
Fund Institution. When the appointed period
some time since arrived, for the return of her
affianced husband, he came not. Week after
%veek passed by—but HO tidings of the mate ar-
rived.

At last, sickened at heart with hopes deferred,
and darkened in spirit with unfilled expectancy,
she sank under her disappointment, and settled
into a subdued but fatal melancholy. The ob-
servation of the family for several days before
her death, led them to experience many appre-
hensions ; but nothing could be done in mitiga-
tion of her sorrows, and her purposes of self-
destruction could of course be known only to
herself.

On the day of the suicide, late in the after-
noon, she asked for a pen and ink, after which
it is believed she wrote a letter, though it has
not since been found. The rest is known. The
poor girl, unable to bear the heavy burden of
life, destroyed herself in the Delaware—leaving
behind her the memory of her certain innocence,
and pitiable misfortunes—proving too truly tho
force of the tuneful adage :
" Parting from those we love is but sweet sorrow,

When some few weeks may bring the wanderer home;
How different, wtren to morrow,

Steals slowly onward, and they never come!

A backwoodsman, in undertaking to describe
'he habits of the gentry, said :—

'They eat so late that they must always be
hungry. They have their dinner at 8 o'clock
in the evening, and don't eat their supper
till after breakfast in the morning.'

Never marry a widow, unless her first husband
wa3 hung, or she will always be drawing un-
pleasant comparisons.

Why are ladies like Stage Coaches ? D'ye
give it up ? Because they transport the mails.

THE CASHMERE.
BY DR. RUSCHENBURGER.

At our request the shawl merchants and ven.
ders of Persian rugs were sent for, and in a
few minutes twenty coolies, bearing on their
heads great bundles done up in white muslin,
passed into an adjoining room, followed by half
a dozen brokers, or appraisers. The bundles
were speedily untied, and a thousand shawls
from Cashmere were revealed to our inspection,
each merchant drawing forth and exhibiting his
goods, lauding their beauties and qualities in
the Hindoostance, no matter whether under,
stood or not. The scene is an exciting one, for
they all talk at once. One throws a splendid
shawl over his shoulders, and struts to the light
to show it off, at the same time looking back-
wards, and calling attention to its merits; while
another, holding a shawl upon his outstreatched
hands, leans forward over his pack, looking
you in the face, beseeching you to feel how soft
its texture, to examine the border and the beau-
ty ot its colors. One is bewildered with such
a display, and I can imagine that a young lady
might be crazed at the sight. Here were long
shawls, square shawls, large and small, of pure
white, green, blue, yellow, orange, red, and
black, some having four colors so nieely quar-
tered, that, by care in folding, they might be
made to show for many different shawls. All
were brilliant in color, and beautifully embroid-
ered.

The prices of the shawls vary from one hun.
dred to six thousand repees, and of the scarfs,
three yards long by a quarter wide, from six to
twenty rupees, according to quality. The mer-
chants always demand two or three times these
prices, but to adjust all differences on this sub-
ject, it is referred to a broker or appraiser,
whose opinion is received as final. When the
matter is about being decided, the merchant and
broker take each other by the hand, beneath the
shawl under consideration, and for a few mo-
ments look each other in the face, the former
with an inquiring gaze, the latter with an air of
indifference. In this manner intelligence is
mutually conveyed in silence. Sometimes the
broker ends the communication by tossing the
Bhawl to the merchant with a gesture of con-
temptuous derision ; or, by literally forcing it
into your hands, announcing the. price to be
paid, while the merchant, as if unwilling to
part with it on such terms, still retains his hold
upon it, but almost always yielding to the ap-
praisers' decision in the course of a few mo-
ments. In our case, Monockjee, whose word,
seemed to be law, very kindly told us to select
whatever suited our fancies, and he "would set-
tie the price."

Cashmere shawls are manufactured in the val-
ley of Cashmere alone, whence they are sent to
Surat, Bengal or other parts of India, and find
their way through these channels all over the
world. The manufacture gives employment to
50,000 men, and ac'"".Vib 16,000 looms. The
wool of which is riof "produced in the coun-
try, but is brought from Thibet, where it is an
article of extensive traffic, regulated with great
jealousy ; it is originally of a dark gray color,
and bleached in Cashmere. The yarn of this
wool is stained with such colors as may be deem,
ed best suited for sale ; after being woven the
piece is once washed. The borders, which usu-
ally display a variety of figures and colors, are
attached to the shawls after fabrication, but in
so nice a manner that the junction is not discern,
able. The shawls usually consist of three sizes,
two of which, the long and small square, which
are in common use in India, are the sorts usually
sent to England ; the other, long and very nar-
now, with a large mixture of black in them, are
worn as a girdle by many of the Asiatics.—
Thev are generally sold in pairs ; the price va-
ries according to the quality, and is considera-
bly enhanced by the introduction of flower,
work. For the English market, those with
colored grounds and handsome rich borders and
flowers are most esteemed; the plain white
shavls being closely imitated in England, are
seldom in demand. According to Mr. Starchey,
not more than 80,000 shawls are made, on an
average, at Cashmere, in one year. From the
1st of January to the 17th of Qotober, 1835, the
number exported from Bombay was 3419.

Realities.—A person being asked what was
meant by the "realities of life," answered—
real estate, real money, and a real good dinner,
none of which could be realized without real
hard work.

That was a beautiful picture, which we re*
cently heard painted by an eloquent clergyman,
of the revelation of God in childhood. 'Look,
said he, in substance, 'at that revelation, in the
first opening form of humanity; at that infant
being—that child-angel, all innocency, gladness*,
loveliness. There it is, quite helpless, and al-
most unconscious ; and yet it filleth the whole
dwelling, to the very roof-tree, with music and
joy. No toy for childhood like that; no treas-
ure for parental affection—no treasure of wish-
es like that. There it lies, in the narrow space
of an infant's cradle, and yet it filleth the whole
house with its presence. There is resort to it
from time to time, as if it were something en-
shrined. Childhood and age, and manly hope,
and matronly beauty, bend over it. I could al.
most fancy,' added the speaker, 'it were in wor-
ship at that fair, pure shrine of the all-creating
goodness.' We could not but think, as we
heard these admirable and touching sentences,
and saw the warm tear start to the eye of the be-
reaved young mother who sat near us, of the
Roman line, 'Quam deus amat, moritur adolea-
cens;' and of that kindred thought of Bulwer :
•Why mourn for the young ? Better that the
light cloud should fade away in the morning's
breath, than travel through the weary day, to
gather in darkness and end in storm.' Who
sjxmld lament, when 'child-angels' are taken
from the evil to come,' and translated from their
infant cradles to heaven ?

'Where, with day-dreams round them playing,
They their Father's face shall see,

And shall hear him gently saying,
'Little children, come to me.'

The toils, the trials, the pains, of a long life,
often find their end only in a larger coffin—that
cradle in which our second childhoood are rock,
ed to sleep. How much truth is conveyed in
that simple stanza, carved by a fond parent up-
on the humble headstone of his child's grave :

•He tasted of life's bitter cup,
Refused to drink the portion up;
But turned its little head aside,
Disgusted with the taste, and died.'

Origin of the Glour.—Lord Byron's well
known poem, by this title, was suggested by a
romantic incident, of which the following, as
gathered from Moore's Life of the noble poet, is
the substance. When he was in Athens, as he
was one day returning from bathing in the Pir-
JEUS, he met a procession going down to execute
the cruel sentence of the Mahommedan law on
a Turkish female who had violated one of its
precepis—which sentence was, that she should
be sewed up in a sack, and thrown alive into
the sea. He interfered to prevent its execution
—and as some hesitated at obeying his orders,
he drew a pistol and threatened to shoot the lea.
der of the escort, unless he suspended his cruel
purpose and went with him immediately to the
house of the Aga. On this the man complied,
and Lord Byron succeeded, partly by bribery
and entreaty, in procuring the girl's pardon, on
condition of" her leaving Athens. He then con-
veyed her in safety to the convent, and despatch-
ed her off at night to Thebes, where she found
a safe asylum.

Tender mercies of War.—At the battle of
Austerlitz, a division of the Russian army which
fought in alliance with the Austrians, in retreat-
ing mistook its way, and was gradually forced
by Soult's advance, on a large extent of smooth
space covered with snow. The space was found
to be a frozen lake. The French halted at its
edge, and commenced a heavy fire of cannon,
not on the unfortunate Russians, but on the
lake. The ice, loaded with men, horses, and
guns, at last gave way under the cannon balls,
and in another moment the whole division was
engulphed. ^ ^

Electricity.—Why is tho fireside an unsafe
place in a thunder storm ? Because the carbo-
naceous matter, or soot, with which the chim-
ney is lined, acts as a conductor for the light-
ning. Why is the middle of an apartment the
safest place during a thunder storm ? Because,
should a flash of lightning strike a building, or
enter at any of the windows, it will take its di.
rection along the walls, without injuring the
centre of the room.

A writer in the Logansport, Indiana, Tele-
graph, concludes a "fatal battle" thus :

"She kicked my shins with her pretty foot,
And she likewise bunged my eye,

And she tore my hair by the handful out,
And I thought it wua time to die."
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A FEW HINTS ON AMUSEMENTS AT

PARTIES.
IT is difficult to define the exact character of

amusements which are common at parties, but
k is enough to Bay, that they are very silly. It
is really, disgusting, to a man of sense, to sit in
ihc company of a party of pleasure, and care*
fully notice the conduct and conversation of
those who are called most agreeable and intelli-
gent. But who are these very agreeable and
intelligent ladies and Gentlemen, and why are
they BO called ? Why, Mr. Vf ****** can very
agreeably entertain Borne eight or ten Ladies
and Gentlemen, or perhaps the whole company,
for the space of half an hour, m relating his
misfortunes. Misfortunes! what misfortunes ?
He, at the instance of Miss M*****, took from
tho waiter a heart, and now, for the gratification
of the company, orders it tobefpassed around,
that each may examine it. However, it now falls
into the hands of Miss H***** who is BO cruel
as to break it. Oh horror! The thought ren-
ders him desperate. Yes, now he weeps. He
charges Miss H***** before the whole compa-
ny, with having broken his heart. Miss H*****
thinks it now her turn and time, and denies it
rooBt- resolutely. Mr. Vf ****** supposes he
has offended Miss H***** and must retract
what he has said. He commences by pronounc-
ing a beautiful eulogy on MISB-H*****. in the
course of which he calls her his angel, his fair,
&c. This is an age of improvement, and of.
refinement also. Every Gentleman and Lady,
at the present day, who moves in the first circle
or society-, is supposed to be well educated ; ia-
deed, it is indispensably nesessary that they
should be-lilterally educated. But again, I ask,
who are these very agreeable and intelligent
Gentlemen and Ladies, and why are they so
called? Is it because they show their own
nothingness, in discussing that admirable sub
jetet, of nothing itself? Is it because they can
agreeably entertain their hearers in descanting
upon the merits of a pin ? Yes, reader, they
will perhaps give you a beautiful de6ertation
upon the utility of a pin, (or something equally
trivial,) or4o they throw the whole company
into shouts of laughter, by relating stale anec
dotes, or as Byron says—

Take hackney'd jokes Irom Miller, got by rote.
With jafet enough of learning to misquote.

If we examine these chatterers and babblers I
think we shall find the majority of them are far
from being intelligent or agreeable, upon many
of the useful and necessary branches of educa-
tion.

Some birds there are who, prone to noise,
ATe hir'd to silence wisdom's voice;
And, skili'd to chatter out. the hour,
Rise by their emptiness to power.

Would it not be infinitely better, for young
people who assemble at parties to spend an
evening, to select some instructive topic, and
converse rationally upon the subject. What is
more amusing to an intelligent mind, than to
hear a number of abL persons discussing an
important subject with energy ; where each ad.
vances some new ideas, and builds upon the
previous remarks, if any are dissatisfied with
tuese remarks. I have only to say, that the
#atiefaction of such, and for their amusement,
X should like to place before such persons a true
piemoranduii of all the expressions, actions,
»nd gestures, of the whole company, at any
party. Would they not blush to see such a
memorandum in your paper, Mr. Editor ?

WHEAT-LAMP, E. C. H.

FaU.—Yield to fate to-day, and you may
grasp her proudest awards to.morrow. To sue
comb is not to be subdued.

From the Keepsake.

THE SHOOTING STAR.
BV LORD NUGENT.

It was my meaning to return, late as it was,
across the bog, over by • Phelim's Rest,' and so
reach home before my mother should wake.—
And what was • Phelim's Rest,' and who was I,
and my mother at home and alone, and I out
still and so late ?—And is there another bog in
the whole south, be it where it may, from Wex
ford and the golden vale of Kilkenny, to the
westernmost extremity of If eland and of Eu-
ropo entirely, that it wouldn't be better crossing
on a dark November's night, than exactly that
which lay convenient to my poor mother's bit of
a farm ? And « Phelim's Rest,' in the middle
of it, had been, many's the long day since, the
strong place of some old chieftain, (or worse
may be,) where he U3ed to hold himself secure
from all comers, save and except them he'd like,
by reason there was only one path, none of the
w'idest, and not much of a path neither, leading
from the • Rest' both ways out to the edge of the
bog. The path was crooked and broke, with
big stones here and there, a sort of causeway
like ; and you'J sometimes seem to yo/urself to
be rather going backward than forward, seeing
the turns of it, and each side brown 'shaking
bog, and big holes of water; and worse Ttrck-'-s-
his who would get into them. It's my opinion
that, in his day, and before the stone causeway
was there, it was all brown together, only
patches of green or of water, and that none but
he and his men would know the firm ground at
all to go across. And the ; Rest'- is but a small
little place, on which once stood a grand tower,
or such as that, the old stone wall of which is
still irf parts five or six feet above th<; heap, arid
on ono side a little gable for his bell; and the
stones of the upper part of the tower, such as
hadn't gone to make the causeway, had tumbled
round the foot, and made it almost a sort of
island of natural rock, to look at it, standing,
up gray in the dark and watery fiat. And there
it was, as a boy, I'd be mightily given to sit of a
morning,,and through the day too, and a good
bit of the evening, by reason it was the shortest
way to the town, when I'd go for .my mother ot
an errand. And there I'd lie in the sun on the
stones and soft moss, or sit dabbling my heels,
in the squares of pools that the turf-cuiters
made, with my bit of whatever it was'that I'd to
eat; and I'd glory in a throw at the wild fowl,
who'd come (bold birds as they were) to quarrel
with me for my seat and bit: and it was by my
staying out so late, (and because when the water
lay high on the bog, and the evenings were
rlark and dirty, and seeing it was not alw ays a
sure thing to find the path rightly,) that ray poor
mother would be uneasy, and feomelimes when
I'd come home, wet and cold, she'd be very mad
with me, poor spul ! God rest her!—for she
loved me greatly. And often, when sh&'d fault
me for leaving her to go sit alone among the
stones and the wild birds, she'd talk ot my fath-
er, who had left her alone with me in the1 world,
and shn'd cry over me, graceless as I was. For
I was the only son of my mother—arid she was
a widow ! Oh, my poor mother ! and I loved
you too ! And I believe attimesyou knew it !—
And, oh that I had you with me now, old as you
would be, and helpless, but for me,, and all-the
dearer too for that, and I would tell you that
inleed I loved you all along, and that yojjr care
of me should never make a sore heart between
us again; and I'd never cause you uneasiness,
but sit by you, and comfort and cherish you.—
But that is past and gone now.

Well, and I grew up to be a clean proper fel-
low, and it was rny own birthday, arid there was
a wedding in the town, and I wished greatly to
be there, and my poor mother knew it rrght
well; and, the why I didn't know, but she was
more than ever eager with me that night to stay
with her, though I told her I'd pass my birth-
day night with her until she'd be going to bed ;
but that the boys would be wanting me at the
town, and thatthere'd be grand doingslong after
that. And true for me it was : the bridegroom
had been, many's the day, my fishing compan-
ion, and, besides, the bride's mother was her
own gossip, and the piper was her own foster
brother ; and why wouldn't she let me go ?—
And there was Anty Dooley too—and I knew
she'd be there, the creature—and I'd be making
sweet eyes at Anty. But it was all one ! my
poor mother, besides a wish expressed faintly
and mildly enough, when she went to bed left
her command and her blessing on me that I

wouldn't go. But how could my going hurt my
poor mother ? So I sees her to bed, and the
light well out, and off I slinks out of the win-
dow, not to be heard like a bold undutiful black-
guard, and across the bog by the sweet moon,
meaning to be back before my mother was up.—
Well, all this was very well, and though the
rains had made the water lie high in places on
the turf, and over some parts of tho causeway
too, I knew the track, and tho sky was bright
altogether ; and I spent my hour or Vwo just an
I'd wish, and no much harm neither; only I
was disobeying and deceiving my poor mother.

It was a good two in the morning when I pnt
forward to ome'back. Alone I was ; for no-
body's way but mine lay over the bog. The
morning had set irt cloudy and dark, and not a
blink in the whole heavens, but a small rain m
my face; and I was thinking more of Anty
than should be, seeing the danger was all before
me, and nothing to be discerned at the nose's
length of me, anymore than if I had been stark
natural blind. I missed the track that led to
the causeway. Young I was, and because noth-
ing could hurt the like of me, I pushed on over
the quaking" scraw-lugger, thinking sure e-
nough, I should, by and by, come to the hard.
Every step took me deeper into the mischief:
and out of my knowledge, and among appear-
ances new and strange to me. I was bothered
among bog lioles, I tumbled over turf-clamps,
till at last all grew soft, and it was enough for
me to keep this eide smothering depth, by rea-
son, I was fairly bogged. I sunk if I stood
still; I was more lost if I tried to get on : I
knew no more than the dead where I was, or
how to return. My limbs ached with the labor,
and I cried pitsously—the wind blustered and
howled mournfully round me—the green plo-
vers, blown from the roost, were borne before
it off their wings, gibbering and squeaking
aeress my very face—and the black clouds were
driving, as it seemed to me, close over my head.
A few moments more and I was throat deep in
v ater. I thought of my mother !—of her strong
love for me—and a mischief on me—and the
many proofs I'd be daily, receiving of it',%. knew
her agony if I'd never return, or be again heard
of—and, oh ! I hated myself, and was in de-
spair, I looked wildlyiip to heaven, and prayed:
"Oh Lord, [ know I am a sinner ! But my
mother, my poor mother !" I paused, holding
on by my hands to the edge of the hole where I
was, and a shooting star darted across; avid, oh!
its ever blessed gleam lighted up for a moment
one big white stone, which I could not mistake;
it was not above twenty good paces from me-r-I
struggled towards it—the ground grew firmer,
long life to it—it was one of the causeway—and
I reached. ' Phelim's Rest.' But the clouds
were as dark again as ever ! and here I could
but sit till first day-dawn, two, three, cold
wretched hours, giving God thanks ; but my
heart breaking to think if my mother should
wake and call me.

I reached home, oh j strongly hoping that she
had been spared all. But I was soon sensible
the house-door was open, and a light in the bit
of a kitchen. I saw through the window my
mother up and drest, sure enough, and boiling
the milk, at that unreasonable hour, and a suit
of my clothes warming at the fire. Her eye
was often turned towards the door, and then up-
wards ; arid then she'd droop her head again,
and turn my clothes ; and then bend her eyes to
the firs, and clasp her hands for me. Hard
enough it was to bear to see that! I was soon
with my arms round her neck : " My child
my pet—my darling " she paused, " be com-
forted, all's right now—I'.e been very anxious
I guessed where you were, and how it would be ;
it was very dark for you, and, helple.'s as I am,
I once thought to go out to you : but I did a
better part—I pjrayed ; for without Him there
is no help, and with Him there is no danger. I
watched at the door till near three, and the wind
blew dold upon my heart, and I could see noth-
i ig, and hear nothing, but the blast and 'dash-
ing rain; and it was that night, sixteen years
ago, you first drew breath, and God knows how
it might then be with you. I knelt on the
ground in. my. agony, and said, " Lord, who
gaved'st him life, spare him, and he will be thy
servant!» Oh, my boy, I am not presumptuous!
but just then a bright shooting star streamed
across, and it almost seemed to tell me that there
was hope, and that heaven was not shut to my
prayers, or to my child !"

I'll not take it on me to say whether rayseir
\ grew better or wiser for that, but I am sure I
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ought to;-—or whether I wa« more dutiful to
my mother ;—alas! I hope so, for a sadder
ii'gnt it wat» mine to see within three yearis af-
ler. But that night her eon never can deBcribe
no, nur think of—except to my own self.

Shortly after my poor mother's death I had
uftcM from a commercial house in Cork to which
my father had W n well known ; and before the
year eamc round it wa9 determined to send me
out on business to their correspondents at Lisbon.
I took my passage in a small merchant brig thai
had been built for privateering on the Spanish
Main, go:ng out in ballast, ill appointed enough,
and mighty short-handed—the captain, three
men, and a boy, over and above myself. But
what of that? Fresh to the world, and more:
over proud, to be sure, and thinking greatly of
wl>at I'd got on hand, and I so young, what
could a wild Irish boy feel but a bounding heart,
on the bold wide ocean for the first time? I
set to work to take my place in the ship—I took
my watch, and went aloft, and kept a dead rcc
homing, and took daily a bit of an observation
too for my own self. Well, all went mighty
well, aud we made the Rock, and were well off
the Tagus before sun-down on the fourteenth
day. The wind being fair, and plenty of it, the
captain was anxious "to save his tide up that
night: but not knowing, the river, and wanting
a pilot in, we borne up to a sail that was coming
clesehauled from the southward, and apparently
etanding hi. The 6trangcr, a Portuguese ship's
heavy laden, seemed not to like our cut, and
went about, carrying on, and putting herself
before the wind. Well, we knew we could go
two to her one ; and it was taking us mighty
little out of our course, and we could not get in
without a pilot at any rate, and so we only luff-
ed a point or two, not to fall to leward of our
chase, and hand over hand we were coming up
with her. In less then two hours we were with-
in hail, and so near into the land too, and it be-
ing a shoal coast, and the wind coming^ strong
from the north-west, and it growing verv dar4i,
it was only having her—and a large ship'she
was too—within as, that gave us confidence to
stand on. Suddenly she luffed up, nearly acrost
nur bows, as if going about; but she merely
braced her head.yards round, then took in lop-
gallant sails, and, keeping her main topsail back
to the mast, lay at our mercy. We hailed her
as we passed, but no answer we got but a dead
silence. So, bringing the brig up to the wind
ap soon as we ciuld, to heave her to, convenient
to the Portugree. we held a council what was to
be done. We had but one boat, and ehe was on
deck, and a nasty, little, round, short, crazy
jolly-boat *he was as you'd wish to see. So we
lowered her, and by reason we were short-hand-
ed and it blowing strong, the captain wouldn't
ppare only a man,' and the small boy and me
that wasn't good for much. So shoving off I
ste red for the Portuguese, whom we could now
fice but mighty little of, for the distance had in-
creased greatly between the two vessels since
we first hove to. Well, we. had got a musket
in the bottom of the boat for a signal in case of
accidenl, and then the brig was to hoist a light.
By the time we had pulled fairly out of sight of
her, and the night now pitch dark, it was our
opinion v/c could not catch a wink of the other,
and it was a bare chance where she might be.—
Then, for t!:e first time, spoke the small boy.
" And may be," said he, " the Portuguee gues-
sed we were lowering away our boat, and think.
i g. afler vrs had 6hoved off, that the captain
wi'.h his boat adrift could haTdly do ]&>s lha 1 to
wait to pick her up, may be the Portuguese has
mad'all sail again." And faith this sounded
rfasmable too. And, furthermore, and besides
that, it being at best beyond our knowledge
where the Portuguese was, we thought we might
as well pull back. At this time, I fcJt llie cold
g really about the legs of me, and putting my
hand down, oh murder! if the boat, wa-in't half
va an to the thwarts it) water. "Why, what
on earth is ihis T cried I. " May be," *a/s the
iina.ll boy, "your honor, and the captain, and
Vat, and pliun, and myself, and Ben that's here,
orgot to «hip the plug and may be it's out."

And *ure enough it was. And, because I was
sensible of a hole as big as my thump through
the boat's bottom, it stood to reason that she
*kould bo filling. " Short time for thinking,"
Mid I ; " it's my opinion it's a good season for
making a bit of a signal. But, worse and
worse, tliore was the muekef where we'd put i#
over head and care, lock and all, poor things,
m good blue water on the boat's floor; Noth-
mg renwinod but to pull for bare life; and what

if I'd bale with my hat, and may be they's be
thinking on board something's wrong, and they'll
show a light, and then,"says I, ° I'll see them."
Well, by the very reason of the boat'6 pulling
heavy, and a swell, and Ben catching a crab too,
crack goes the grummet his oar pulled against,
short off in the mortice ! and there we were,
one oar, and we spinning around, and filling,
and nothing else ! Now, to be sure, all seemed
as over with us at any rate. And is there any
one, with only nineteen years upon him, with
death, inevitable, imminent, death, staring him
in the face, every moment nearer and more
grim, but would feel it hard to have lived to be
thus lost in his youth, with all his hopes before
him ? So thought the poor small boy in the
bows, for he wept aloud, and called on his moth,
er. Poor boy! she was far awa". But had
nobody a mother but he ? Oh yes ! Though
mine was dead and gone, she'd be with me still:
often in my joy, when I'd wish for her to share
it; and always in pain and sorrow, for they
were a-kin to the thoughts of having lost her.
And, oh ! that night, when I was alone on the
wide, tumbling, unrllenting swell, in a round,
short, crazy jolly-boat, with one oar, and no
plug to bless oirselves, and two poor wretches
whose company would be no comfort in drown-
ing, and the more I bailed the more I couldn't
keep her from filling—it was just that night
twelvemonth—but why did I remember that it
was just a year ago that night that I lost her,
when I thought to be sure we were Boon to meet
again ? Ob, it was that I was thankful she was
dead and gone, not to mourn forme ! But t said
nothing, for I would not have considered that
handsome by any means to the rest of us; but
I looked once around before I'd give all up.—
Was that the brig's light ? Oh no ! it was a
shooting star ! and I dont know what it was, or
why, but I felt something glance warm across
my heart. It was but a-foolish shooting-star,
afler all ; but I set the spot where it fell. And,
hurrah • if Ben, who Tiad been working all
along with his knife, like a heathen who never
thought of death, hadn't got the mortice-hole
clear and new shipped the grummet. So we
cheered to keep our hearts up, and got someth-
ing like steerag«-way o>\ the boat once more.
But seeing it was all one; which way we put
her head, I steered her a stri-ght course for where
the star had Bhot into the wave—I don't know
why—and baled double tides. And, poor com-
fort though til is was, I tho't I'd see what would
come of it, and hurrahed them to give way
stoutly, for wo might at least be pulling in to-
wards shore.

Two dreary hours more, and still working
hard, when a streak of gray morning light be-
gan to dawn narrow and cheerless on the hori-
zon. Was it cheerless, I said ? Oh no, bles-
sings on it! for as the dark curtain drew up
whice for hours had been closed on the very
souls of us, I thought 1 could see a sail on the
Wack heaving horizon, against the opening sky,
right a-head. My eyes ached, being fixed so
long ; I closed them for a wink, and then, clear
and plain, there was the brig, hove to as we had
left her, and not a lantern had the thief shown
all the time. Well, we cheered again, loud and
lustily. And now it was indeed I wept amain ;
and the poor boy shrieked like a yoking thing
patching life apain. Even Bon, the creature,
dropped his head as if he,fell more than he'd be
speaking of.

It was long, long before we could be seen pul-
ling over the swell, though^ often I'd wave my
handkerchief high. But, at last, oh glory! we
saw her fill her sails and come right down to us.

And she picked us up just as the jolly boat's
ugly gunnel was down to the water's edge.

And here T am. five years after. 1 have led
a rough life «ince, and am like to do—for I'm
captain's clerk to a WsBt.Indiarnan. But nev-
er, nev r fromjthat hour, have I seen a shooting,
star hut I'm the better for it, for then I bices
heaven for my life, and my poor mother for her
prayer when I wan struggling in the bog.hole
near " Phelim's Rest." Am I superstitious?—
I believe not.

To kiss ladirifl' fiamls al'wr their hps as some
do, i» like little boys, who, after they eat the
apple, fall to the paring, out of love they have
to the apple.

From the Philadelphia Commercial Herald,

" The man who takes no paper*,
Or taking, puys not when they're read,

Would tell hi* corn to tuiy a 'bora,'
AaJ live on borrows1.! broad."

Happiness—That all who are happy are e-
qually happy, is not trne. A peasant and a
philosopher may be equally satisfied, but not
equally happy. Happiness consists in the mul-
tiplicity of agreeable consciousness. A peas-
ant has not capacity for having equal happiness
with a philesopher. This question was very
happ'ly illustrated by the Rev. Robert Brown :
—"A small drinking glass and a large one may
be equally full, but the large one Holds more
than the small." ^

The Irreligious Lawyer.—If it is true that
an "undevout astronomer is mad," the lawyer
who docs not love and advocate the religion of
the Bible, is utterly at variance with his own
science. However imperfect and unjust is hu-
man legislation, in many respects, yet the great
principles of human law are intimately con.
nected with the fundamental truths of Divine
government. A lawyer well learned in his own
science, will scarcely ever be found denying, a
future state of rewards and punishments.

Farewell!—How many of the dark and sol-
emn scenes of life arises with that word. The
tearful eye, the bloodless cheek, the nerveless
arm, and throbbing heart, are all linked around
it. " Father Farewell" has closed full many a
scene where youth with spirits buoyant and
with hearts of hope, bade adieu to home, to
kindred and to friends, to seek his fortune in a
strange land ; has left the scenes -where every
pang of sorrow, found respondent grief, to sick-
en, to die amid another race, who knew him
not. " Mother, fare thee well!" with joyous
face, but watery eye—speaks the young, the
bright, the beautiful, as she leaves her parents'
hearts, to be for lifetime a dweller, in a foreign
land, to yield and trust her all in the hands of
fiim who but one year ago was naught to her—
bids farewell to every scene enlinked to memo.
ry's strongest links, affection's dearest ties, per.
chance to dwell alone, to pine neglected in ano.
therms halls, with naught to fill the dreary voids
of life, save thoughts of home, of that once
parting scene, the last and solemn words • Fare.
well,' till death shall still the heart that has long
been broken. Sisters, brethren, wife, and chil-
dren, fare ye well : so says the world.worn suf-
ferer, as he yields his breath to Him who gave
it and leaves his kindred circle here below, a
void that here will never again be filled." How
awful that magic word " FAREWELL ?"

Working Dress for Farmers.-^Every person
should be clad in a dress adapted to his occupa-
tion or calling; this indieutes saund judgment
and good taste, and enables a family to save a
good many stray dollars in the course of the
year. In our country but little attention has
been paid to tins important matter, and much
unnecessary expense is annually incurred for
want of adopting a cheap and simple costume
for a working dress, which we should not be
afraid of having dirtied or injured by the busu
ness we are engaged in, and which can be quick.
ly put on or off, as occasion naay require. In
France, where convenience and economy has
been studied by the agriculturist,, there is a
particular dress worn, which contributes much
to comfort, and has a very neat and pleasing ap-
pearance. It much resembles what is called
the " hunting s'lirt" in this country, is made
for summer wear of unbleached linen, comes
half way down to the knees, has a breastpocket
on each side with buttons, and an open slit in

' the scam on each side of the pantaloon pockets,
| to give ready access to them ; the collar fastens
I with a hook and eye, and two buttons close the

bosom slit. Around the w aist is a belt either of
the same mater;al or of leather, buckled in
front.

This dress, which in Franco is called 'Bfouse.'
is cheap, light, cool, convenient, tidy, good look-
ing and tasty, and consequently every way ad-
apted to the every day business of the farmer
gardener, and ought to be worn by men and bays
when engaged in their daily work, to the ex.
elusion of the inappropriate and inconvenient
drosses with which many are attired.

Singular Death.—In Nortliport very suddenly
on .Vlniiday morning last, Mess Betsey Lear,
aged 27. A physician was called to make a.
poet inortein examination, when he found the
heart badly lacerated, against the point of a
darning-needle sticking between the ribs. She
had a playful scuffle with a small boy about
twenty-four hours before her death, when the
needle was probably forqeti into her siiio,—4fak
/flat DeinflcraU
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Written for the Gem.
GENEVIEVE.

I love the gentle violet
The best of all the flowers,

Or kissed to blushes by the morn,
Or weeping midst night showers;

For still she seems the maiden queen
Of morn or spicy eve ; ^

Yet brighter than her tear jmd blush,

Are tear and blush of Geneyieve.

Of all fresh leaves, her downy cheek
Is freshest far to see,

When idling winds are wooing her
Their fairy queen to be;

A witching mood is that of hers,
A smile that shine to gr ieve-

Yet lovelier are the mood and smile
That flit the cheek of Genevieve.

There's beauty in her tiny bell
When star-lit dews are out,

And nimble odors trimly float
Her velvet dome about:

The sweetness of that breath, that heart,
With wiles may well deceive,

Yet sweeter is the breath that leaves
The dimpling lips of Genevieve.

And when the primest airs of day
With bloom and warmth are rife

Pure are her bursting leaflets then
That mantle into life,

Those infant leaves as maid'nliest thoughts
Nealh her soft bosom heave,

Yet purer are the thoughts that swell
The love-warm breast of Genevieve.

Olrthen I love the violet
The best of all the flowers,

Or kissed to blushes by the morn
Or weeping midst night-showers !

Her hues, her bloom around my heart]
A winsoire spell may weave,

Yet more than all her hues and bloom
I love that witch—sweet Genevieve.

Elizabethtown, N. J. B . —

Written for the Gem.
THINK OF ME.

What hour belov'd one shall I name,
When this fond heart of mine,

Can urge its dearest gentle claim,
Upon that life of thine.

'Tis at the calm and languid night
Sweet mem'ry rests with thee—

Oh! in that lone and mystic hour,
Wilt thoa not think of me?

Think of me, when the sunset s k y -
Is melting into ev'n

When all around bespeaks the peace,
Of your celestial Heav'n.

'Tis in that hush'd and holy hour,
My sweetest mem'ries blend—

For then before my heartis brought,
My dearest earthly friend.

When the rose hues are on the sky,
And nature bids thee smile,

Tn that sweet hour, so fair and gay—
Oh ! think of me, the while

Give me but one, one brief sweet thought—
Amid each hour of care,

And let my heart be ever brought
With all thy fears to share.

When thy rich, silver chorded lute.
Sends forth its thrilling lays—

And each deep tone wafts thy full heart,
To scenes of other days.

Ah ! yes at such an hour as this,
With spirit wing'd and free,

Then turn them to thy heart's first love,
And give one thought to me,

Hudson, May, 1836. IKOZ.

From the Providence Journal.
BE1MNINGT0N.

When I about those Vineyards girls
Breathed forth a simple strain,

Last summer you may recollect
You made me sing again.

I take the harp—it is not mine
To " build the lofty rime;"

But I would tell, in simple phrase,
A tale of olden time.

Up through a cloudy sky, the sun
W a s buffeting his way,

On such a morn as ushers in
A sultry August day.

Hot was the air, and hotter yet
Men's hearts within them grew :

They Britons, Hessjana, Tories saw—
They saw their homesteads too.

They thought of all their country's wrongs,
-They thought of noble lives,

Poured out in battle with her foes,
They thought upon their wives,

Their children and their aged sires—
Their firesides,—churches,—God;

And the deep thought made hallowed ground,
Each foot of soil they trod.

Their leader was n brave, bold man,—
A man of earnest will,—

His very presence was a host,
He'd fought at Bunker Hill.

A living monument he stood
Of stirring deeds of fame—

Of deeds that shed a fadeless night
On his own deathless name.

Of Charlestown's flames—of Warren's blood,
His presence told the tale,—

It made the heroes' heart beat high
Though lips and cheeks grew pale.

It spoke of Princeton, Morristown—
Told Trenton's noble story ;

It lit futurity with hope
And on the past shed glory.

Who were those men—their leaders, who ?
Where stood they on that morn 1

The men were Berkshire yeomanry,
Brave men as e'er were born ;

Who in the reapers' merry row,
Or warrior rank could stand;

Right worthy such a gallant troop,
John Stark led on the band.

Wollamsac wanders by the spot
Where they that morning stood ;

Then rolled the war-cloud o'er the stream,
The waves were tinged with blood;

And the near hills that dark cloud girt,
And fires like lightning flashed ; -

And shrieks and groans, like howling blasts,
Rose as the bayonets clashed.

The night before the Yankee host
Came gathering from afar,

And in each belted bosom glowed
The spirit of the war •,

All full of fight, through rainy storm,
Night cloudy, starless, dark,

They came, and gathered as they came
Around the valiant Stark.

There was a Berkshire parson—he
And all his flock was there,

And like true churchmen militant
The arm of flesh made bare.

Out Spake the Dominie and said,
" For battle have we come,

These many times, and after this
We mean to stay at home."

" If we are come in vain -,"—said Stark,'
What! will you go to night.

To battle it with yonder troops ?
God send us morning.light,

And we will give you work enough ;
Let but the morning come,

And, if you hear no voice of war,
Go back and stay at home.

The morning came,—there stood the foe,—
Stark eyed them as they stood;

Few words he spoke, 'twas not a time
For moralising mood.

See there the enemy, my boys!
Now, strong in valor's might,

Beat them, or Molly Stark must sleep _
In widowhood to-night.

Each soldier there bad-left a home
A sweetheart, wife or mother,

A blooming sister, or perchance
A fair-haired, blue-eyed brother.

Each from a fireside came, ana thoughts
Those simple words awoke;

That nerved up every hero's arm
And guided every stroke.

Oh! fearful wantonness of war !
It mocks at widows' tears,

Frowns on the orphaned infant's wail
And mocks at mortal fears.

It is the tyrant's minister—
The robbers of the world

Have done their deeds of darkness where
The war-cloud thickest curled.

But, where the invader's tramp is heard
When, rushing on the gale,

The slogan of defiance comes,
Shall freemen's spirits quail ?

No,—rank to rank, and hand to hand,
Quick let them meet the foe,

And to the God of battles trust
Their country's weal and woe.

Thus did the Berkshire men that day;
Scarce had he spoke the words,

When burst the muskets' rattling pea),
Out leaped the flashing swords;

And when brave Stark in after time,
Told the proud tale of wonder,

He said the battle-din was " one
Continual clap of thunder."*

Two hours they strove;—then victory crowned
The gallant Yankee boys ;

Nought but the memory of the dead
Bedimmed their glorious joys.

Aye! " there's the rub"—the hour of strife,
Though follow years of fame,

Is still in mournful memory linked
With some death-hallowed name.

The cypress with the laurel twines,
The pcean sounds a knell.

The trophied column marks the spot
Where friends and brothers (ell.

Fame's mantle, a funereal pall,
Seems to the grief dimmed eye,—

For. ever, where the bravest fall,
The best loved die.

* * • * * »

* I have taken the words of the Parson, and the words
of Stark in the other parts of the story, with scarcely any
variation, from Sparks' Biography.

Wollamsac'8 waves are bloodless now,
The hills no war cloud girds,

No death shriek now the echo wakes,
But screams ot startled birds

Break on the sportsman's ear,—the sights.
The sounds are all of peace -.

Soon may her gentle reign o'er earth
Extend and never cease.

Providence, January 10, 1839.

THE DYING MOTHER TO HER INFANT.
BY MISS CAROLINE BOWLES.

My babe ! my poor little one i—thou'et come, a winter
flower,

A pale and tender blossom, in a cold, unkiadly hour ;
Thou com'st with the snowdrop,—and like that pretty

thing,
The power that eall'd my bud to life, will shield its

blossoming,

The snowdrop hath no guardian leaves, to fold her safe
i and warm ;

Yet well she bears the bitter blast, and weathers out the
storm :

I shall not, long, enfold thee thus—not long, but well I
know

The Everlasting Arms, my babe, will never let thee go!

The snowdrop—how it haunts me still—hangs down
her fair young head,

line may droop, in daysSo thine may droop, in days to come, when I have long
been dead!

And yet the little snowdrop safe—from her instruction
seek,

For who would crush the motherless, the lowly, and
the meek?

Yet motherless thou'It not be, long—not long, in name,
my life;

Thy father soon will bring him home another fairer wife,
Be loving, dutiful, to her ; find favor in her sight:
But never, oh, my child! forget thine own poor mother

quite!

But who will speak to thee of her ?—the grave stone at
her head,

Will only tejl the name.and age,and lineage, of the dead:
But not one word of all the love—the mighty love of thee.
That crowded years into an hour of brief maternity.

Thej'll put my picture from its place, to fix another
there—

That picture which was eall'd so like, and yet BO passing
fair!

Some chamber in thy father's house they'll let thee call
thine own,

Oh, take it there, to look upon, when thou art all alone,—

To breathe thine early griefs unto, if such assail my
child; "

To turn to from less loving looks—from faces not so
mild-.

Alas ! unconscious little one, thou'It never know that
best,

That holiest home of all the earth—a living mother's
breast!

I do repent me now, too late, of each impatient thought,
That Would not let me tarry out God's leisure, as I

ought:
I've been too hasty, peevish, proud—I long'd to go aWay,
And now I'd fain live on, for thee, God will not let me

stay.

Oh 1 when I think of what I was, and what I might have
been;

A bride last year—and now to die—and I am scarce
nineteen—

And just, just op'ning in my heart, a fount of love so
new,

So deep!—could that have run to waste—could that have
failed me, too ?

The bliss it would have been to see my "daughter at my
side,

My pride of life scarce overblown, and her's in all its
pride !

To deck her with my fairest things—with all I'v rich OT
rare,

To hear it said, " How beautiful! and good as she is
fair !"

And th'en to place the marriage crown upon that bright,
young brow!

Oh, no! not that—'tis full of thorns—alas! I'm wan-
dering now!

This weak, weak head! this foolish heart!—they'll
cheat me to the last—

I've been dreaming all my life, and now that life is past!

Thou'It have thy father's eyes, my child. Oh! once
how kind they were!

His long black lashes—his own smile, and iust such ra-
ven, hair;

But here's a mark, poor innocent, he'll love thee for't
the less—

Like that upon thy mother's cheek, his lips were wont
to press.

And yet, perhaps, I do him wrong—perhaps when all's
forgot

But our young loves, in memory's mood, he'll kiss this
very spot.

Oh ! then, my dearest! clasp thine arms about his neck
full fast,

And whisper that I blessed him now, and loved him to
the last.

I've heard that little infants converse, by smiles and
signs,

With the guardian band of angels, that round about
them shines, -

Unseen by the grosser senses ; beloved one, dost thou
Smile so upon thy heavenly friends, and commune with

them now ?
And hast thou not one look for me ? Those restless

little eyes,
Are wandoring, wondering every where, the while thy

mother dies!
A n d ymi' p e r h a ? B > t n o u ' r t seeking me, expecting me,
Come Death! and make me to my child, at least in

spirit, known!
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THE CONSCRIPT BROTHERS.

It was in the dark and smoky room of an ale-
house, the walls stained by the dirt of yars , that
three young men were seated at a table. Their
coarse and scanty meal stood untasted before
them. Their muskets rested against the wall
a«d their knapsacks lay on the floor. The storm
beat furiously against the window. The rain
had penetrated through the dilapidated building,
and gave a still more desolate appearance to the
miserable apartment.

It was the evening before the battle of Water-
loo. A terrible conflict was expected. Many
a soldier of Bonaparte's army was fired by the
prospect, and waiting with all the impatience
of military ardor for morning to arrive.

Not so our young conscripts. They had been
torn by the imperial mandate from the bosom of
their family, from the culture of the sunny vine-
yard, from the tranquil and simple pleasures
that the pay sans of France enjoy, and forced
into military"duty. There was no struggle for
freedom to animate them; no anticipation of
better days. Their little village had been deso-
lated by their own countrymen, and their father
robbed of his three sons by the most cruel des-
potism. They could not join in the shout of
' Vive 1'Emperear V for they felt only the effects
of his blasting and selfish-ambition.

• Our poor father!' 6aid Conrad, striking his
hand on the table.

•Our poor sister!' said Philip, while Edward,
the youngest, who yet retained the slight form
and fair complexion of boyhood, uttered a con-
vulsive sob.

•Cheer up, my boy,' said Conrad. * if we must
fight, let us fight like men, and die like Chris-
tians.'

At that moment the landlord entered, con-
ducting a soldier/"™

* Who talks of dy?pg?' exclaimed he, as, full
of animation andigajety, he seated himself at
the table; then easting his eyes around, 'for
shame, landlord,* said he, ' can you give the de-
fenders of y*ur country no better rations than
these ? Do you not blast of your generous
wines? Bring them forth ! Don't stint us of
Burgundy and Champaigne. Well may these
poor fellows talk of dying, when famine and
thirst stare them in the face.'

The landlord, who had long graaned under
the heavy demands of ihose who had been qnar.
lered upon him, muttered his dissatisfaction.

1 Away!' exclaimed the soldier, • do you not
know you have the honor of entertaining For-
tunatus himself? Now look! whenever I take
off my cap and shake it thus, wealth pours from
it;' and several pieces of money actually fell
•pon the table.

' God bless your honor,' exclaimed the land.
lord ; • may you often take it off in my house.'
• 'Go, then, poor devil,' said thesolJier, throw

ing him a few francs, 'and bring us the best
you can find.'

The landlord bowed low and disappeared. f
' I do in my veiy soul pity these poor fellows,'

•aid the soldier, turning to his comrades; 'they
are oppressed by the soldiery, and obliged to en
tertain and feed them without recompense, and
get nothing but curtes in return, which it must
be acknowledged,' said be, again surveying the
table, ' such fare dsserves.'

It was not long before things wore a differ-
•ttt aspect. The bright and sunny hue ot the
stranger's mind began to illumine even the dis-
nal hue of the ale-house. The landlord spread
• much better repast upon the table, and* in
honor of Fortunatus, placed a second smoky

irectly before him. As the light glared

upon his youthful and manly countenance, Ed-
ward suddenly rose and seized his hand.

' Brothers,' said he, ' this is the very soldier
who saved me from disgrace ye&terday, when
the dragoon stood over me.'

1 Ah ! is it you, my brave fellow V exclaimed
his protector; ' it was your mettle that saved
you, for if you had not shown that honor was
dearer than life, you might have been thrashed
like a poltroon for all me. But come 1' added he,
filling the glasses round, and not forgetting the
obsequious landloi J, ' we are all a peg too low !'

Glass aftrr glass exhilarated the company,
and the eyes of the young Conscripts began to
sparkle. *

' I wish,' said Conrad, as he felt his blood
warm, 'that I went heart and hand in this
cause'

' Poh !' said the new comer, ' it is not for us
to reason. We have nothing to do but fight.
Lot us drink "Vive PEmpereur!"'

' I cannot,* said Conrad ; ' my father is a roy-
alist.'

' Well, then,' exclaimed the good natured sol-
dier, 'let us. drink to the jirl we love best!
Come!' said he to Edward,' who had filled his
glass, • give us her name.'

' My sister Alice,' replied Edward, with ani-
mation.

A shout of laughter from the soldier abashed
the youth. ' I don't care for any other girl,'
said he, coloring deeply.

' I t is true,' said Conrad; ' he is a mere boy.
He has always been brought up with his twin
sister Alice.'

' But come, Philip,' said he, turning with an
arch expression to his second brothur, 'you can
help us out.'

The blushes of Philip were of a still deeper
hue than Edward's. At length, however, in a
low voice he said, ' Lucile.1

The soldier had narrowly observed him. • By
my soul,' exclaimed he. ' I believe j'ou have all
lived upon mother's milk, and just escaped from
the nursery.'

' I hope,' said Conrad, proudly, 'you will see
that we do not shrink from our duty to-morrow.'

' Iu the mean time,' said the soldier, 'let as
all drink a bumper to our sister Alice.'

The brothers smiled. There was something
in the light-hearted, fearless gaiety of the new
comer that animated their own spirits. They
soon lost the reserve and awkwardness of stran-
gers, and conversed with case and freedom.

The father of the Conscripts, Jean de Castel-
Ion, inhabited a cottage that had descended from
sire to son on the mother's side. It was one of
those luxuriant spots cultured by the breath of
heaven. Yat Jean's labor was not spared. All
that patient industry requires to give affluence
and utility to natural beauty, he had done. His
barns opened their vast folding doors to receive
the harvest of autumn : his agricultural utensils
were of the best kind, awl in the finest order,
and no traveller passed without remarking on
the tasto ami neatness of his dwelling.

Thu death of Jean's wife was the first calami-
ty he had expiricnocd. He was several years
older than she, and had been avhusband rather
after the patriarchal order than that of modern
French gallantry. But though he required great
deference, it was willingly paid, and nothing
disturbed the harmony of their union. At her
death Jean had exercised the paternal care of
father and mother in an exemplary manner.
His two oldest boys were already able to assist
his labors, and Edward and Alice were his con-
stant companions

Years had passed in this tranquil state, and
the father daily felt his cares lightened by the
aid of his sons,.,. It was at this period that a de-
tachment of soldiers entered the village for Con.
scripts. Their short stay was marked by plun-

der, and they bore away in triumph Jean's eldest
born, Conrad. The succeeding year Philip was
marked out and enlisted ae a soldier. Edward
still remained, nor did it enter the old man's
head that they could rob him of all; but when
the decisive battle was to be fought, when the
best blood of France was to be spilt like water,
and Napoleon gleaned, foij the last desperate ef-
fort of his ambition, the h6pe of the nation, then
the father was deprived of all. Yet still some
form was preserved. No youth under sixteen
was to be forced into the service—Edward had
passed that age a few days before. The kind-
hearted villagers exhorted Jean to make use of
evasion. They promised to stand by him; but
when he was put upon oath, he not only told the
day, but the very hour of his son's birth, and the
only favor he could obtain, was, that his two
boys might fight side by side.

Such was the history of the Conscripts, nor
was it uncommon. A late historian says, 'no
distinction was made. The son of the widow,
the child of the decrepit and helpless, had no
right to claim exemption. Three sons might be
carried off in three successive years from the
same desolate parents. There wa& no allow,
ance made for having already supplied a re-
cruit.'

Fortunatus, now the companion of the broth.
ers, was no Conscript. He had voluntarily
enlisted in the French army, and 1 e believed
their arms invincible. He was full of amusing
anecdotes, and assured them that he had fought
in several battles.

• I don't know how it is,' said he, 4 1 don't
like to fight in cool blood; but when I hear the
sound of the trumpet and the drum, and the mu-
sic of the cannon, it is a different thing. I have
never yet lost life or limb. From my childhood
I was called Fortunatus, because I have been
remarkable for my good luck ; but my real name
is Frederick de Lancey.'

' I wish/ said Philip, thoughtfully, ' I felt as
secure as you do, that only one of us would es-
cape to-morrow with life: but when I think of
our poor father and sister Alice, my heart dies
within me.'

' If that is all, my dear boy,' said the soldier,
* give yourself no uneasiness. I never knew
more than two of a family shot in one battle;
and the other may return to comfort his aged
father.'

A sudden thought seemed to strike Conra>i.
' Have you a father?' 6aid he to the soldier.

' No,' replied he, the expression of his coun-
tenance suddenly changing ; • my father died in
my arms, and left me without a relative in the
world.1

'And yetyou call yourself Fortunatus.5" said
Edward.

' Aad why not?1 replied he; • was I not on
the spot when my dear father breathed his last ?
Oh, it was the most fortunate moment of mv
life. I have no one now to mourn for me, and
if I die to-morrow I shall not draw a tear from
a human eye. I am without kindred, a citiien
of the world, and may, possibly, as I pa98 along,
administer to the enjoyment of my fellow be.
ings, but I cannot diminish their happiness.1

' I am thinking,' said Conrad, * if we three
should fall, you might be a son to oar father.'

•And a brother to Alice,' added Edward.
•Most willingly would I,' said the soldier;

•but would^hey receive me? Who will voueh
•for my character?'

I will,' said Edward, with animation ; 'you
stood my friend because I waB oppressed. I
had no other claim upon you. I will write an
account of the whole affair to my father. He »§
ge/icroua and will confide in you.1

' And I,' said Conrad, ' have a eommission
that v«ill prove you are no impostor. Look,'

jd h«, «U if the pigturotf nay author. 1 &L
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ways wear it next my heart. She was as good
as an angel, and I feel as if no evil could come
where she is. You shall deliver this to Alice
and tell her I sent it.'

' Be it BO !' exclaimed De Lancey. ' If I sur.
vive you, I will Beek out your father and offer my
services. If I die, I bequeath to the survivors
my knapsack and its contenta. You will find a
hundred Napoleons in it. It is all I am worth,
and now let's to bed and sleep till morning.'

1 Not yet,* said Conrad ; l we must do all that
ia to be done this evening-. Good landlord !
bring me pen and ink, and you shall be our wit-
ness. He then wrote—

'Dear and Tonored Father!—When you re-
eeive this letter, your three sons will be no
more. Frederick De Lancey is the bearer of it.
He has done our dear Edward a signal service,
and I have thought him trustworthy to convey
to Alice the piciure of my mother. My heart
bleeds when I think of YOU, without one prop
for your old age, 6avc our innocent and helpless
sister. We are all satiffi.'l De Lancey would
be a faithful son to you if you will permit him to
be. In case of his death to-morrow—and the
ehances of war are alike to all—he has be.
queathed to us all he is worth, and it is the ear.
nest wish of my brothers as well as myself, that
if he Bhould be the only survivor, you would
adopt him ; and if he and sister Alice should
fancy each other, that he may become a son in
reality.

= In case he is the sole survivor, I bequeath
him all my part of the inheritance, and my
brothers do the same—always in deference to
you—entreating you will consider this as our
last will and testament.

CONRAD DP. CASTELLON,
PHILIP DE CASTELLON,
EDWARD DE CASTELLON.

Witness, JEAN FIPON,
Landlord of the Plucked Hen.'

The letter was sealed and directed to the fa
ther. Then Conrad taking the miniature, which
was fastened to his neck by a black ribbon,
pressed it to his lips, and his brothers did the
same.

De Lancey was lodged in the room with the
Conscripts. In a few moments his breathing
denoted that he bad Piink into that calm and
tranquil sleep that be'onps to health of body and
mind. Philip and Edward, loo, forgot for a
while their gloomy presentiments, and slept qui-
etly. But not BO Conrad. He felt a responible-
ness pressing upon him that he could neither
avert or control. The rain continued to pour in
torrents, and the wind sHook the miserable dwel-
ling to its foundation. Amid the tumult of the
elements, the clattering of horses' hoofs, the
shrill notes of the trumpet, and the heavy roll of
the drum, might be distinguished. New compa-
nies were entering the village, and shouts of
•Vive l'Empereur !' still resounded in his ear.
Conrad gazed upon his sleeping biothers, and
his soul melted as be thought of them on the
field of battle.

The morning dawned upon his un«loscd eyes,
when, with that weariness, which seems almost
like perver8encs8, nature could resist no lunger,
and he fell into a slumber. He was awakened
by the voice or* hin brothers, and, starling up,
found De Laneey already gone. The brothers
gave each either a long and close embrace, and
hastened to their ranks.

The weather was yet unsettled. A thick mibt
enveloped the country around, and as the armies
approached each other, neither friends nor foes
could be distinguished. It was not till late in
the morning \frat the clouds dispersed, and the
sun broke forth in all its pplendnr. The dense
and heavy vapors .separated, and the char blue
sky was seen in distant perspective. At length
even the fleecy clouds rolled away, and all was
calm and tranquil in tho hcavns, forming a
striking contrast to the scene below.* The once
fertile valley and vine-covered hills lay blended
by the smoke of the cannon, and confusejj shouts
rent the air.

How many mothers, widows, and orphans,
have wept fur that day ! [low many beheld the
' bravo and beautiful' go forth to battle ! Yoars#
have pasred away, and mempry "till asks—
• Where aso they V Amidst lhe*tumult of war
one scene >f privato distress was passing. Seat-
ed on a little hillock, and supporting his young.
est brother's head upon hit* lap, sat Conrad de
Cantellon. His n:»l<- face and knit brow discov-
ered the agony of his feelings. Nor was it
wholly mental. Hisjcg had been, shattered by

a cannon ball, but it was only of Edward he
thought.

1 Oh, for a drop of water,' be exclaimed, • one
draught might save him !' But who would stop
in the full career of victory to adininisti r to the
wants of one dying man, when thousands lay
around !

The French army were in the full career of
victory. *On, on, to Brussels!' rung on every
side.

1 Is there no human aid ?' said Conrad, and ho
rested his brother's head against a prostrate sol-
dier, and strove to rise; but it was impossible,
and he fell back with a groan and fainted.

He was roused by the voice of De Lancey.
' Up, comrade !' said he, * the horse are advanc-
ing ; you will be trampled under foot.'

Conrad pointed to his disabled leg, and the
lifeless boy that lay before him. He was in-
deed lifeless. The spirit had passed away, and
the stiffness of death had succeeded to the last
pressure of his brother's hand.

' We can do nothing for him,' said Pe Lan-
cey ; * he is gone. But I mav save you,' and,
taking the soldier in his arms, he bore him to a
place of safety, and laid him on the turf.

1 My brother ! my poor Edward!' exclaimed
Conrad, • must he be trampled under foot ?,
Once more De Lancey rushed back, seized the
slight form of the Conscript, and placed it by
the side of his brother, then joining in the shout
of 'On to Brussels! Vive i'Fmpereur!' mingled
in the battle.

It was late at night when the soldier cautious-
ly sought the spot where he had left Conrad.
He found him still watching by his brother.

• I have secured a place for you in a wagon,'
said De Lancey. 'You must go to the Hospi-
tal of St. Catharine. You will be taken good
care of.1

• I cannot leave him,' said Conrad, still cling.
ing to his brother; ' my pror Edward !'

' He is better off than we are,* said the soldier,
'for he does not live to see the disgrace of our
army. All is lost! And well it might be.' con-
tinued he, indignantly, ' when they forced boy's
like this from the arms of their mothers;' and
he parted the curls of his hair, and the moon
shone on his white forehead. ' I pledge you my
honor,' he continued, 'that I will see him buried
where vultures cannot reach him. I will con.
vey you to the wagon, and return to this spot
again. To-morrow I will see you at the hospi-
tal, where I hope to find you doing well.'

Faithful to his promise, De Lancey joined
him in the morning. The surgeon had already
passed judgment on the wounded soldier. A
violent fever harl set in, and amputation of the
limb, which would have been his only chance,
would now Flatten his end—he must die

' Let it be so,' said Conrad, ' my father will
yet have a staff for his age if Philip lives ; if not
remember your promise.'

De Lancey staid with his friend until he
breathed his last, and then took every means to
ascertain whether Philip had survived the battle.
His inquiries proved fruitless, but from several
circumstances he felt confirmed in the belief
that he was not among the slain, and naturally
concluded he must have returned to his father.
He regretted that he could not have restored the
picture to him. It will cost me a journey,
now,' said he, 'but I will wait till Philip has
been at home a few weeks.*

As time weakened his impresFions, his reso-
lution grew fainter; for, it must be confessed,
Fortunatus was not one of those that thought it
good to go to ' the house of mourning.' He had
from his you h upward, been the subject of per.
peiual change, and had seen death in too many
forms to bo startled at it—but the tears of a fa.
tlnr and a sister he knew not how to encounter.
A cloud had obscured his brow for a few days
after this event, but it was soon dissipated, and
ho again became the happy, light.hearted For-
tunatus.

With the gay and thoughtless, time passes un-
marked. It was nearly a year after the battle
of Waterloo, when Do Laricev was travelling
through the lililc village in which he had been
introduced to tho Landlord of 'The Plucked
Hen.' He stopped to pay him a visit, but the
host was changed. The room, the table, the
seats, all remained the Fame, and so forcibly
called up the recollection of his promise to tho
brothers, that his conscience smote him for the
delay. He went immediately to visit the grave
of Edward. He had taken the precaution to
identify it by two Lombardy.poplars which he
had planted opposite, and twisted into an arch

over, the grave. Tuey were twigs that he had
cut from a neighboring tree, but they had take*
root, and were now covered with foliage. The
grass had grown over the grave with a luxuri-
ance that made tlte spot striking, from the deao.
lation that still remained nround it.

By*Kunrise De Lancey had proceeded many
miles on his way to Patierc, where Jean de Cas-
tellon resided. It would have been a long and
weary foot journey fjr one with less health and
muscular strength ; but it was his favorite way
of travelling, and, he was fully of opinion,
much less fatiguing than riding. And then too,
he could stop when he pleased, and converse
with aU the good humored peasant people he
met, and make acquaintances where hfe thought
they were worth making. Nothing, in iact,
could be pleasanter than De Lancey's mode of
travelling. He was too much accustomed to
his knapsack to find it any burthen, and he had
provident virtue enough to secure himself mean*
tor every comfort a foot traveller might desire.
His liitle modicum had increased during the past
year, and though in the thoughtless benevolenco
of his heart, he sometimes gave a few francs in*
judicious-ly, yet he had always said, in some way
or other, they brought back their full iBterest.

When he entered Patiere, he enquired for tbo
house of Castellon, and was directed to a white-
washed cottage, surrounded by venerable trees.
It was in the month of June, and every shrub
and flower was in its first fragrance. An old
man was sitting on a bench before the door. De
Lancey approached him with a respectful air,
and, taking off his hat, said,' Monsieur de Cas-
tellon V

' The same,' he replied.
' I would ask,1 said tho soldier, hesitatingly,

•for Philip.'
1 And why for Philip ?'said the old man, stern-

Iv, ' why not for Conrad, my eldest born, and
Edward, my younger ?'

He Lancey made no reply.
' Come,' t aid ihe old man, ' with me, and I

will show you-all I know of them.'
He arose from his seat and walked slowly to

a little wicket (jate He entered it, and proceed,
ed by a footpath to a hillock planted with trees.
The soldier followed in silence. It was the
family burying.ground. Three simple grave-
stones, with the names of the brothers inscri-
bed on each, were placed sido by side. Do Lan-
eey's question was answered. Philip had never
returned from the memorable battle of Water-
loo.

1 I knew,' said he with emotion, ' Ihe fate of
Conrad and Edward, but I had hoped-Philip had
escaped.' «.

' Not one,' said the father, clasping his hands,
' not a remnant was left.'

' 1 was a follow soldier,' sajd De Lancey. ' I
wa« quartered with them thatavening before the
battle.' * .

' A soldier in Bonaparte's army ?' eaid the old
man, extending his hand. ' Then you too, are a
Conscript?1

1 No,' said De Lircc%. • I was no Conscript.
I enlisted voluntarily.'

The father withdrew his hand and turned
coldly away.

' I have a commission from your eon Conrad,*
said De Lancey, ' but it is to your daughter, and
I must deliver it to her.'

As they approached the house Alice met them
at the door. The sight of a soldier revived
painful recollections, and a cloud came over her
bright and blooming counienance.

De Lancey slatted at tho strong resemblance
she bore to her twin brother. There was the
same tranquil expression of sweetness and inno-
cence that had lingered on his face, even after
death.

He put his hand into his bosom and withdrew
the miniature. • This,' said he, ' I promised
your brother Conrad to deliver to you if I was »
suPVivor.1

Alice took it, gazed upon it a moment, and
rusl<ed into the house.

The father with an air of authority, desired
De Lancey to come in. The soldier proceeded
to inform him of all the circumstances which
related to \\\Q death of his two eons.

' Of Philip,' said he, • I know nothing.—
When I last saw him ho had received no inju.
ry, but he was in the- heat of the battle and-
fighting with a bravery worthy of Napoleon
himself.'

' No more of that,1 said the old man with bit.
torness. « You say,' contiuued he, ' Conrad died
in your arm* ?'
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ll« HH\—ant! tin had every comfort, and the

beat of medical advice ; and as for attendance,
it wouU'. not bo bt oining for me to Bay much
•bout that, but I n*>ver left him night nor day as
long at he lived. 1 could not have done more
for him had it heen the Emperor himself.'

The last word a were uttered in a low voice,
•nd seemed to have escaped him without his
eonaent. The father, however, did not remark
them.

* I hope,v said he, ' my son died like a good
Protestant.'

' I don't know any thing about that,' replied
De Lancey, * but I am sure he died like a Chris.
tian.'

' This is a Popish country,' said the old man ;
' I hope he had no father confessors about his
bed.'

" Not one—not a limb of them,' said the young
soldier.

De Castellon was a Swiss, and entertained a
horror of the Roman Catli-lic religion.

" You say,' said he, ' that tny poor Conrad
died like a Christian. Then he confessed his
sins to his Maker, and died in the fear of his
God ?'

' I don't know.' said De Lancey, ' what he
might confess, for that was an affair between
his Maker and himself; but as to fear, I saw
nothing that looked like it, for when he was
dying, he said, ' I did not ex pec I to meet my.
dear Edward so soon, but I am going home after
all."

'You must stay with us a few days,'said the
old man, his heart inciting at tlie thoughts of his
•on s.

'Most willingly,' said De Lancey, ' if you
will give me some employment. I don't love
idleness, and about a place like this, a pair of
hands can never come amiss.'

It was amusing to sve with what facility the
*oidier adopted the habits and employments of
the farmer. His f-er\ i<;of; grew every day more
and more important to De Caslell n. A treaty
of amity seemed to be formed between them,
and Bonaparte was never alluded to on cither
•ide.

A sentiment of delicacy had prevented De
Lancey from delivering the-letter of the-broth-
er«, for he knew their contents, and they rela-
ted wholly to himself.

The intercourse between Alice and the soldier
wa9 friendly and confiding. And when he felt
for the first time the power of woman, her inno-
cent and affectonate smile, the sanctity of her
virtue, her habitual sacrifices in the arrange-
ments of domestic life, and her habits of tem-
perance, of order, and of purity, he shrunk
from the recollection of past scenes. This
feeling he expressed to Alice, whom he sport-
ively called his pet lamb, with his usual frank-
ness.

' What a forlorn creature,'said he, ' I have
hitherto been ! I have had nothing to love or
to watch over—I can but just remember my
mother—and yet, when my head has been throb.
bing with pain, I have sometimes wished I

, could lay it in her lap, as I used to do when
I was a child. But this was only the thought
of a moment, and I banished it as unmanly, for
I only considered myself ennobled by the fero-
ciousness with which I fought for my country.'

' Well,' said Alice, smiling, ' I suppose that
you would fight again if you conld find a lead.
er.'

" No,'replied he, 'not if I can find employ-
ment any other way. My views are changed.
I have a thousand associations which are new
to me. I think I am going back to childhood
again The flowers have the eame fragramc
that they used to have, when I was a boy, and
the world seems to me to be just created. I de-
eire no greater happiness than to live with you
and vour father as I do now, and you have only
to nay the word, and I will turn my sword into
• pruning hook.'

It wan by such language, uttered almost with-
out thought, that the young couple began to
promise endless faith to each other.

* But I am afraid,'said Alice, after on impas-
•toned burst of feeling from her lover, ' that
toy father would never consent to our being
married.'

* And why not ?' said the sanguine Fortunatus.
* Where can he find a more devoted son-in-law,
one that will do a harder day's work, or raise a
finer crop of wheat ? Besides, Alice,' said he,
•wiling affectionately,' you have been bequeath.
«d te me. I never would have told you about
tk» thing, if you bad aol voJauUriJy given 100

your heart, but now you shall know the whole.1

It was the first time that he alluded lo the letter.
Alice listened to the explanation, without par.
ticipating in his sanguine expectations. She
knew her father was tenacious of his projects,
and that he favored the suit'of her cousin Pierre

With the confidence of a warm and generous
heart, De Lancey repaired to De Castellon with
the sealed letter in has hand. Me took it and
rend it through, then turned a steady eye on the
soldier.

1 Why have you not delivered it before ?'
«My motives may not have justified this delay,

but I knew the contents of the letter, and 1
knew, also, that I had no right to expect from
you the same confidence in a stranger that your
sons had felt.'

I And what now has altered the case V Baid
the father.

The soldier blushed deeply; ' I don't know
why I should hesitate to speak,' said he. * It is
the confidence your daughter has placed in me.
She has permitted me to ask your consent to our
union. I have something to begin the world
with. I have health and activity. I will serve
you with the fidelity and affection of a son, and
if, as it may be the common rourse of nature,
Alice should be left alone with me, I will shield
her from every evil.

The eagerness with which he spoke had pre-
vented him from attending the emotions that
were struggling in the old man's countenance.

'At length he exclaimed, ' I see it all. I am
no longer dope. My poor boys werp victims
to this fatal legacy. Out of my sight! Away,
wretch !'

' What does all this mean V exclaimed the
soldier with astonishment.

' Ask your own heart !' replied De Ca?te]lon.
It seemed beyond the usual chances of war that
three sons should fall in one battle. But you
could tell us how it was; you could describe
their last agonies, and have now come to reap
the reward of your .base treachery.*

De Lancey stood for a moment petrified. It
was hut a moment.

• Old man,' said he, ' were you my eqnal in
age, or were you any other than you are—but I
do wrong to reply. Farewell! we meet no
more.'

Alice had repaired to a little arbor that her
lover had reared for her, and that was already
covered with the quick springing vines of a
lvxuriant cZimate, to wait the success of his
communication. Many a foreboding doubt as-
sailed her mind, when she cast her eye on his
agitated countenance.

• I come,' said he, • to take leave of you for
ever.'

II was in vain that Alice entreated him to de-
lay his departure from the village.

• My father 11,ay relent,' said she. But he
was resolute.

• Had it been common reluctance,' he replied,
' I would have borne with it. I would have
crouched like a slave for your pake ; but to be
suspected of the basest of crimes!—Alice I
wish not to shock you by repeating what has
passed. If your father tells you, I shall be jus.
tified in your opinion. Farewell! dearest and
best;—hencforth this world is a wilderness to
me. I care not which way I eteer my course.
With anguish I speak it—we can meet 110
more.'

Bitter, indeed was the parting. For the first
time\ the hitherto happy Fortunatus felt the true
pang of sorrow. The tenderness of friendship
had lehned and softened his heart, and given it
an unwonted susceptibility. Till now, he had
met the ills of Lfe with an unsubdued spirit.—
He had faced clanger and death in every form ;
but the tears that ho drew from Alice, and the
affection he had awakened in her bosom were
spells that changed the life current of his heart.

• * * * * # *
It was a cold evening in November that Alice

and her father were seated by the fire. There
was an air of comfort in the little apartment
that female ingenuity knowB well how to give.
The floor was covered with a earpet of her own
manufacture ; and her father's arm chair had
been stuffed and rendered commodious by her
own contrivance. There was the debility of
age and sickness in his appearance, and a crutch
lay beside him. Alice read aloud or worked,
alternately, as bent suited her father. She had
just taken her book when the sound of wheels
stopping at the door arrested their attention. A
man hastily entered, and stiod for a momentga.
zing at the inhabitants ; then rushing foiwardV

he knelt before the old man, exclaiming, * My
father! ray father!'

De Castellon was bewildered, but not so Alice,
• It is my brother!' she exclaimed, and hung
upon his neck. When the father began to com.
prehend the scene—that it was, indeed, Philip
restored to him, he enquired for Conrad and Ed.
ward.

The countenance of Philip changed, and h«
said, ' I am alone left to tell you.'

In the same expressive language the father re.
plied * Now, then, let me die, since I have seen
the face of my son !'

Providence had wisely decreed that the sensi.
bflities of life should be blunted by age, and the
effervescence of feeling pass away. The old
man became calm, and at his usual hour desired
Alice to read a chapter in the Bible. Amid tears
and sobs she read aloud, but every word called
forth the bursting emotions of her heart, and
her soul was kindled by living fire from the altar.
When she ceased, a low, fervent prayer from the
lips of the father followed; and then Alice per.
formed her usual office of putting him to bed,
and was again at liberty to throw herself Into
the anns of her brother. Their conversation
was long and deeply interesting1. He told her
that after the battle of Waterloo he was con. ;
veyed, among the woundtd, lo a small farm
house, and found that his life was considered
word, preserving by the E ig-lish. among whom
he no1/ was ; that when sufficiently recovered,
he was put on board a small vessel bound for the*
West Indies; that they were taken by Spanish
piratus, and himself with three others put ashore
on the coast of South America; that he had
earned, by daily labor, a pittance that kept him
from starving, but he had still to contend with
weakness and depression. ' But now,'continued
he, ' Alice, comes the best part of my story. I
was one day working nn the wharf, when a ves-
sel arrived, a young man sprung on shore that I
immediately recognized as a fellow.soldier at
the battle of Waterloo.1

He stopped and looked earnestly at hei—the
blood rushed to her cheeks.

1 Yes, sister,' said hp, fully comprending her
emotion, • it was our friend Fortunatus. I
learnt from him all that had passed. From this
moment I felt new energy ; my whole nature
was changed. He loaded me with kindnrse.—
You know his happy faculty of making friends.
Several of the officers, who had quitted France
and repaired to this country, recognized the
brave and warm hearted soldipr. Fortune
showered her gifts upon him, and at the end of
three years after our first meeting, we have
returned once rroro; I, wiih little moie than I
carried away with me; but my companion
rich enough to buy our whole estate, which, as
it has proved, we unfortunately bequeathed to
him.'

• Then he is in Fiance?' said Alice, faintly.'
" He is,' replied Philip, • and he loves you as

well as I can see you do him ; but he will not
come here. He cannot forgive my father'for
his horrible suspicion.'

1 Then he does not love as I do,' said Aliee,
ingeniously, • or all would be forgiven.'

'No , Alice,' replied Philip, 'men never love
as women do. They have various motives which
operate ; but next to his country and his honor
a man may love his mistress.'

1 I am afraid you have forgotten peor Lucile,'
said Alice, reproachfully.

• Perhaps she has forgotten me,' replied Phil,
ip.

• Oh, no,' caid Alice, ' It was but the other
day she came u p here and 6at down by your grave
stone, and wept bitterly, and said she Bhould
never forget you.1 ,

' Well,'replied Philip, «I have returned the
visit* for I called to see heron my way here, and
informed her that I was alive and well.'

' I see,'said Alice, smiling, 'you were right.
A man may love his mistress next to his coun-
try, and his honor before father or sister. But
tell me, my dear brother, how could you remain
so long in a strange country, away from us, and
not send us word you were living.'

• As to remaining there,' said Piiilip, • there
WPS not much choico in the business. I was ta.
ken up on suspicion, and had to work with a
chain round my leg; and what good would it
have done you to know the miserable condition
of your brother ? After the arrival of Do Lan-
cey, his plan was best—that wo should return
together, as soon as he had accomplished the ob.
ject of hia voyage.1

It waa wtftiSiQuIl.fcr the young p«opl» to
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persuade the father, humbled ai ho was, by years,
infirmities and sorrows, how much ho had mis-
taken the character of the soldier. An ac-
knowledgement was all De Lancey asked, and
it was no sooner sent than he hastened to the
spot. There is a little more to add. He pur.
chased a neat cottage, about half a mile from
the family mansion. The same marriage cere-
mony united I.ucile and Philip, and De Lancey
and Alice ; but their residence was changed.—
Alice resigned her station to Lucile, and remo-
ved to the home her husband had prepared for
her.

The two cottages may yet be 6een embowered
in honeysuckle and grape vines. Before the
doors are often sporting rosy-faced children;
and Alice had given to her two oldest boys, Con-
rad and Edward, the names of her CoNsciur-T
BROTHERS.

The Motherless.—How interesting he appears
to every feeling mind ! A child robbed of his
mother excites universal commisseration and af-
fection from every human bosom—we look for-
ward with anxiety to every future period of his
Hfe, and our hopes attend every step of his jour-
ney. We mingle our tears with his on the grave
of her whose maternal heart has ceased to beat;
for we feel that he is bereaved of the friend and
guide of his youth. His father would, but can-
not supply the loss. In vain the whole circle of
his friends blend their efforts to alleviate his sor-
rows, and to fill the place occupied by departed
worth : a mother must be missed every moment,
by a child who has ever known and rightly val-
ued one, when she sleeps in the grave. No hand
feels so soft as hers—no voice sounds so sweet
—no smiles so pleasant! Never shall he find
again in this wilderness, such sympathy, such
fondness, such fidelity, such tenderness as he
received from his mother! The world is moved
with compassion for that motherless child, but
the world cannot supply her place to him.

Life too short, yet toasted.—Pliny makes a
striking computation in regard to the shortness
of life. 1 never recall it without being power,
fully impressed by its truth. " Consider," he
says, " the time spent in sleep, and-you will
find that a man actually lives only-half his
space. The other half passes in a state resem-
bling death. You do not take into the acconnt
the years of infancy, which are destitute of rea-
son, nor of longevity, which is second childish-
ness. The sense grows dull, the limbs are

'racked* the sight, the hearing, the power of
walking* the teeth also, die before us, and yet
all this time is reckoned in the period of life."
But, short as life is at the best, those who'com-
plain of its brevity let it slide by them without
wishing to seize and make the most of its gol-
den moments.

How much time do we waste in indecision,
in vain regrets, delusive hopes, and ungrounded
fears! What a vast portion of our precious ex-
istence is wasted in mere {waiting—" waiting
for something that seems necessary for our hap-
piness, and the want of which prevents us from
enjoying the present hour."

The Moral influence of Taste-—Every man
ought to have his house painted,—the door yard
fence kept in good repair,-:—a number of beauti-
ful trees set around it,—a few pleasant walks
laid out around his dwelling,—the lanes leading
from his house to distant fields, shaded with or.
namental and useful trees, and the general air of
neatness and comfort universally preserved.—
However small may be his farm he can have all
these. However poor, he can still have some-
thing like this. A little diligence, contrivance
and improvement of leisure hours, will give him
all these.

The moral effect of these things, on his wife
and children will be delightful. They will con.
tribute to make a contented and happy home.—
The child may be taught to love the young tree,
whope roots he has watered, and which is grow-
ing up by his side. The family will be pleased
with their home ; and the love of home, and its
pleaeant localities, will have a healthy influence
an the soul.

The library within, and the neatness and tasle
which surrounds, will be successful rivals to the
tavern, and to wild and ruinous companionships.
Who knows but that these few suggestions may
make some farm houses, which we have s*een,
look a little raon: comfortable and attractive.—
If they should—if they make one little tree
grow, we shall b« ymd well for writing them.

SATURDAY, AUGUST II, 1838.

Business Hours.—Regularity is the great con
servator of health. More of earthly comfort
than wo are wont to suppose, depends upon its
Btrictobservancc. Yet how veiy few ara regu-
lar. The professional man, eager for fame and
funds, wastes his health and his life, by dancing
perpetual attendance upon his thousand clients, -
who consider him equally obliged to answer his
calls whether made at the meredian of day, or
at the noon of night. And for this he has no
one to blame but himself. If (as we are glad
to learn they intend to do) the lawyers of this
city would define their business hours, their cli-
ents would soon learn to accommodate their
calls to those hours.

But itis different with the merchants' clerks.
They are obliged to sacrifice their health upon
the altar of pelf. They must hug the counter
from sunrise to the hour of slumber, or starve.
Their hours are regular, it is true, but it
is the regularity of the culprit, whose ma-
nacies are locked at every going down of the
sun. " Reform," in this particular, is demanded
equally by justice and philanthropy.

The editor and the printer are the only beings
on earth who may not have regular business
hours. It is not strange, therefore, that we
should think so highly of what it is impossible
for us to enjoy.

Education.—The Committee of thirty-five,
appointed at a late meeting to examine into the
condition of the Common Schools in this city,
are hard at work. A luminous and eloquent re-
port is being prepared, and we are sure that
the facts which it will develope, cannot fail to
astonish and arouse our citizens. It will con-
clusively prove, that after all our boastings, our
Common Schools are in a most beggerly condi-
tion, and that education among us, is iofinitely
below par. What will our citizens think if it
be shown that while there are over 4000 chil-
dren in the city, between the ages of 4 and 16
not 2000 attend school ? Yet they may prepare
for such developsments. The Report will very
soon be made to a public meeting—which every
man in the city should attend.

XThe Family Newspaper."—Mr. SOUTHWICK
is making this journal invaluable. It comes to
us every week, full of the very gems of moral
literature. Its merits will be properly appreci-
ated, when every Father in the land deems it,
as itis, a most efficient auxiliary in the proper
education of'his children. A portion of its pa-
ges are now occupied with "Luther's Familiar
Conversations," selected fram the original, a,nd
now first published. These papers, alone, to
those who admire the character and writings of
the eminent Reformer, (and who does not?) will
be atcn-fold remuneration for the very moderate
price of subscription.

O* The Geneva Gazette speaks very highly
of the Poem recently delivered before the Soci.
etics of Geneva College, by W H. C. HOSMER,
Esq., of Avon ; and a Cominitte of citizens, and
those connected with the Faculty, have solicited
a copy for publication. The high opinion en-
tertainod of it, is deserved. We have had the
pleasure of its perusal, and PO far as our poor
judgment is capable of deciding, we think it
contains very many passages which would re-
flect honor upon the best Poets of the age.

I T The degree of D.D. was conferred upon
Professor DEWET, of this city, at the late Com.
ni»accmeHt of Union Cojlego.

Public Library at New York.--The
Daily Advertiser stat s upon authority, "that
Mr. John Jacob Astor, with an enlightened ao<i
liberal spirit, which doe* him immortal honor,
has made to the corporation of the city of New-
York, a donation amounting to <£350V000, fe-r
the establishment of a Public Library, inchi-
ding alol of land, most eligibly situated, for
the erection of a building for the accommoda-
tion of the institution. We could state some
other particulars, but we deem it proper to wait,
until they shall reach ue from some other
source." .

Mechanic Industry in the Bay State.—;The
Boston Mercantile says, one hundred thousand
axes, besides hammers and other articles, arc
annually manufactured in the little village of
East Douglas, Massachusetts,

O" Energy of character is the canvasB which
propels the individual jwho possesses it, onward
and onward, to undefinable triumphs. Without
it, a man is like a ship sailing under bare poles.

Caution.—A fly entered the ear of a harvest
hand while at work in a field in Miama^counly,
and although the insect was soon extracted, the
ear continued painful for several days. The per.
son called upon a physicain, who on an exami-
nation found the fly had left some of her pro-
geny in his ear, which were grown to medium
size, from J to £ ineh. The physician succee-
ded in dislodging 35, whicjh proved to be all
that were in the ear.— Columbus (O) Register.

The best application is at once to fill the car
with laudanum or brandy, and let it remain in
for a short time. It kills the insect nearly as
soon as oil, but what ia better allays the spas-
modic excitement of the tympaumn or drum of
the ear, which seems to the patient like the flut-
tering of the insect, and is worse than the in-
sect's motion itself.—S7ar.

The rapidity of traveling to which we mod-
erns have attianed, is well illustrated by the fact
that a gentleman whoarrived at New York in
the Royal William, steamship, left Trieste on
the loth June, arid after passing through Italy,
Switzerland, France and England, visiting four
of the European capitals, and spending twelve
complete days at different places on his route,
reached New York on the 24th July, making 39
days in all, 27 days actual traveling.

Yet our posterity who may chance to flourish
in the year 1999 will doubtless recur back to
the ancient records of these days, and marvel at
the snail's pace of our crach steamboats, and
our whizzing locomotives.

'Mrs. Graham's Ascent in the Balloon—Sud-
den Remedy for Excessive Heat.—Mrs. Gra-
ham went up on Coronation day in a magnifi-
cent balloon of great size from Green Park, at
the request of the government: The thermo-
meter was 84, but in a few moments, while sail-
ing round and round over London, that wa«
sweltering in heat, she was in a temperature of
63 degrees, in a fur tippit to kuep her cmnforta,
blc. The gas was so condensed by the cold
that the augmented specific gravity of the hal-
loon prevented hor going higher. She came
down in the street, and the multitude in their
curiosity trampled on the silk and much injur-
ed it.

Mr. Zotell, a Frenchman by birth, .who re-
sides in Denmark, in this county, wassuppo.
sed to'be dead on Sunday morning last ; and his
neighbors, a.« all good men should do when a
a neighbor dies, performed the duty incumbent
upon them, of shaving and dressing him in his
grave-clothes, when he was left in a room by
himself. But what was their surprise, on re-
entering the room, to find that the corpse had
taken upon iteolf the responsibility of leaving
its station, and had gone into the room above.
We have the above fact,, from a gentleman of
Denmark, who is entitled to credit.—LouisviU*
Jour. '

•' Why, Tom, my dear fellow, how old yo»
look t" " Dare say, Bob, for the fa«t ia, I
w,a« so old in all my lift ••
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I'.XPRESIDENT ADAMS.
Ftw inou in this, or any other country, poa-

»t"is tho same n<>b!e traits of character which
•4i 'tuiiruish this extraordinary man. Blest with
<-'••ii.il health, a sound constitution, a vigorous,
«>H ui IOUK, and highly cultivated mind, stored
with an immense amount of knowledge, which
has been acquired by experience, and unexam-
pled industry, during nearly three-fourths of a
century—still he makes no display in equipage,
or attire, l>ut moves from place to place, with
as much simplicity and unoRtiMitalion as the
plainest cultivator of the soil. From youth to
the present period, his whole life has been de-
voted to the service of his country. Although
elevated to the highest post of honor known
to the Constitution, with his great intellect,
and vast acquirements, yet this man readily at-
tends to the smallest matters, with the utmost
precision, regardlessof his own comfort or con.
vinience.

A few days ago, a gentleman fr°m t»e South,
travelling to the Eastward, on entering the cars
at the lower depot in Baltimore, missed his
pocketbook, containing money and valuable pa-
pers. Subsequently the pocket.book was found
—the facts were stated to ex President Adams,
who happened to be in the following train of
cars (which left three hours later) who kindly
offered to lake possession of the package, and
endeavor to find the owner. v

Punctual to his engagement, on his arrival in
Philadelphia, without a moment'* loss of time,
he left the cars, and under the rays of a burn-
ing and withering sun, with the thermometer
at 95, he sought and found the owner, and de-
livered the package without seeking lodging for
himself. Such acts of pure benevolence and
kindness, are small indeed, but they are char,
acteristic of one of the greatest among living
men.—Baltimore Pat.

Power of resistance in the Living Skull.—
A boy five years old, a son of Mr. Marston, a
farmer on Long Island, in the harbor of Bos.
ion, fell accidently in following his father by
the aide of an ox team, with his head exactly
in the rut of the forward part of the wheel. Be-
fore Mr. Marston could snatch the child from
the dreadfully impending danger, a heavy hay
eart wheel, having a thick, broad iron tire rolled
directly over his child's head—rifling up over
the space between the crown and the ear, and
down to the ground again from the temple.
The agonized father ran with the supposed mu-
tilated, if not dead, body to the house. On ex-
amination by the mother, the scalp was found
to be cut by the edge of the tire, as though a
knife had been drawn over it, yet little or no
blood flowed—showing the white bone below.
As no injury of the skull could be detected, she
closed the external wound with a simple dres-
sing, which kept the edges in juxtaposition.
The boy exhibited considerable confusion, but
it could hardly be called a delirium, and occa-
sionally vomited blood for aUout a week. He
also bled at the mouth and nose. It is plain
therefore, that the blood thrown from the atom,
ache, was swallowed from time to time. At
the end of six days the little fellow was quite
restored, and we rarely sec a finer specimen of
robust, juvenile health and happiness, than in
the person of this hard-headed boy. A whqel
of half the weight, rooled over a dry skull,
would have ground it to powder. To the ad mi.
rable carpentry of the bones of the head, pre-
senting inimitable strength in every direction,
together with the resistance of the living prin-
ciple, vitality, which is only known by its
name, are we to look for the preservation of
this child.—Boston Med. <$• Surgical Journal.

National Characteristics.—" England," the
Temps (Paris paper) observes, " is a vast man-
ufactory, a great laboratory, universal counting
bouse. France is a rich farm, tending to turn
itself to a manufactory. Germany is an uncul-
t valed field, because they arc philosophers and
not peasant* who till it. Southern Italy is a
village in ruins. Belgium is a forge. Holland
i» a canal. Sweden and Denmark are car pen.
ters'yards. Poland is a sand heath. Russia is
an ice bouse. Switzerland is a chalet. Greece
is a field in the state of nature. Turkey is a
field fallow. India is a gold mine. Egypt is a
Workshop for app: entices- Africa is a furnace,
Algiers is a nursery-ground. South America is
• store. North America it a till full. Spain is
• ft£U empty.

A Royal Example.—A noble lord not particu-
larly remarkable for his observance of holy ordi-
nances, arrived at Windsor, not a month ago,
late one Saturday night. 'I have brought down
for your Majesty's inspection,' he said, some pa
pcrs of importance, but as they must be gone
into at length, I will not trouble your majesty
with them to night—but request your attention
to them to.morrow morning.' 'To morrow
morning!' repeated the Queen.to-morrow is Sun-
day, my Lord!'—'But business of state, please
your majesty!'—'Must be attended to, I know,'
replied the Queen : ' and as of course you could
not conic down earlier to-night, I will, if those
papers are of such vital importance, attend to
them after we come from church to-morrow
morning.'

To church went the Royal party ; to church
went the noble Lord—and, much to his surprise
the sermon was on 'the duties of the Sabbath !'—
'How did your Lordship like the sermon V in-
quired the young Queen. 'Very much, your
majesty,' replied the nobleman, with the best
grace he could. 'I will not conceal from you,'
said the Queen,' that last night I sent the cler-
gyman the text from which he preached. I hope
we all shall be the better for it. The day passed
without a single word 'on the subject of the'pa-
pers of importance'—'which must ba gone into
at length.' His Lordship was—as he always is
—graceful and entertaining, and at night, when
her majesty was about to withdraw, 'To-morrow
morning, my Lord,' jshe said, at any hour you
please—as early as seven if you like—we will
go into these papers. His Lordship could not
think of intruding at so early an hour on her
Majesty—'nine would be quite time enough.'—
'As they are of importance,' said the Queen,
'my Lord, I would have attended to them earlier,
but at nine be it.' And at nine her Majesty was
seated to receive the nobleman, who had been
taught a lesson on the duties of the Sabbath, it
is to be hoped, he will not quickly forget.—
Court Journal.

Religion-—We pity the man who has no re-
ligion in his heart—no high arid irresistible
yearning after a better and holier existence--
who is contented with the sensuality and gross-
ness of earth—whose spirit never revolts at the
darkness of its prison house, nor exults at the
thought of its final emancipation. We pity him
because he affords no evidence of his high origin
no manifestation of that prerogative, which ren-
der him the delegate lord of the visible creation.
He can rank no higher than a limal nature—
the spi) tiual could never stoop so low. To seek
for beastly excitements—to minister with a
bountiful hand to depraved and strange appe-
tites—are the attributes of the animal alone.—
To limit our hopes and aspirations to this life,
and the world, is like remaining forever in the
place of our birth without ever lifting the veil of
the visible horiz >n which bent over our infancy.

There is religion in every thing around us ; a
calm and holy religion in the unbreathing things
of nature, which man would do well to imitate.
It is a meek and blessed influence stealing in
as it were, upon the heart. It comes quietly
and without excitement. It has no terror—no
gloom in its approaches. It does not rouse up
the passions; it is untrainmcled by the creeds
and unshadowed by the superstitions of men.
It is from the hands of the Author, and growing
from the immediate presence of the great spirit
which pervades and quickens it. It is written
on the arched sky. It looks out from every
star. It is on the sailing clouds and in the in-
visible wind. It is among the hills and valleys
of the earth—where the shrubless mountain
pierces the thin atmosphere of eternal winter—
or where the mighty forest fluctuates before the
strong wind, with its dajk waves of green fo
liagc It is spread out like a legible language
upon the broad face of the unsleeping ocean.
It is the poetry of nature. It is this which lifts
the spirit within us, until it is tall enough to
overlook the shadows of our place of proba-
tion—which breaks, link after link, the chains
which bind to materiality, and opens to our im.
agination a world of spirtual beauty and holi
ness.—J, G. Whittien

Communication oj Contagion from the Brute
to the Human Race.—A pour man at Franklin,
Ky.. lost a cow with a tumor in the throat, skin,
ned it and toobtit on his horse to the tanner.—
The horse died of the same disease and the dogs
that ate of the carcase, finally the poor roan
huQislf from as Kl*«r rewivsd in his band.

A Toper's Idea of Temperance.—Temperance
is a great virtue, therefore always be moderate
in the use of ardent spirits. Six glasses of sling
before breakfast are as good as a thousand.

To Housekeepers.—Dip your pudding, as soon
aa it comes out of the pot, into cold water, and
it will not adhere to the bag. It is so stated in
one of our exchange papers.

A negro being asked how late it was by his
watch, replied, "Sixty-three minits pass hal'f
arter twelve; why you no keep a watch you'-
•i If ?"

A Prodogy.—An honest Hibernian, recorn.
mending an excellent milch cow, said that she
would give milk year after year without having
calves ; because it run in the breed, aa she came
of a cow that never had a calf.'

Reading.—Give a man this taste, and the
means of gratifying it, and yoa can hardly fait
of making him a happy man. You place him
in contrrct with the best society in every period
of history. You make him a denizen of all na-
tions—a contemporary of all ages*—Sir J. Her-
schell.

Tight Lacing.—Mrs. Sigourney thus speaks
Of the practice—" Our sons hold themselves
erect without busk, or corset, or frame work of
whale bone. Why should not our daughters-
also?—Did not God make them equally upright?
Yes.—But they have ' sought out many new in-
ventions.'"

Black Marble.—The Utica Observer says some
specimens of black marble, bearing a fine polish,
and appearing to be quite equal to the beet Irish
marble, have been found at Oriekany Falls, on
the Chenango canal. It is not yet ascertained
whether the quarry is extensive, but appearances
are favorable.

Black and Blue.—A pretty little brunette of
14, was passing along the streets a few days
since, when she was accosted by a strange man,
rather worse for liquor, who inquired if her
mother was as black as she was. " I believe
not,' was the reply : " but pray tell me if your
father is as blue as yon are."

A county apothecary being out for a days
shooting, took his errand-boy to carry the gamn
bag. Entering a field of turnips, the dog poin-
ted, and the boy, overjoyed at the prospect of
his master's success, exclaimed, "Lor, master,
there's a covey; if you get near 'era, won't you
physic em?" "Physic them ! you young rascal,
what do you mean ?" said the doctor. "Why,
kill 'em. to be sure," replied the lad.

Scarcity of Birds.—It has been remarked by
those who live in the country and observe the-
signs of the times, that never in any season
have so few birds been about. We have remark
the same fact ourselves in riding within a dozen
miles of the city, and the probable cause of the
decrease is owing to the death.searching spirit
of the sportsman who spares neither chipbird
nor robin redbreast. The orchard birds are of
great value to the farmers,in destroying insects,
but are of little or no use to the sportsman and
to kill a bird for mere idle sport is indeed cruel.
—Boston Post.

The Gazette of Arch, of the 15lh of June,
published the following singular fact, which
may interests our students in Physiology:—
"Dommic Balas, an unfortunate inmato of the
Alms House, has neither drunk nor eaten for
seventy days. He received yesterday the visit
of all the physicians of the town. He does naj-
spcak, but answers properly, by gestures, all
the questions put to him. His pulae in very
weak, but ho walks with a steady pace, and
there is every reason to suppose, that, even if
he should continue his absolute abstinence,
he may yet live a long time."—Amide la Reti.
gion.

MARRIED, ~~~~
At Panley, Renhew Shire, Scotland, on the 4th Jun»

last, by the Rev. J. McNaughtan, Mr. Andrew Wpddell,
ofGovard, to Martha, second daughter of Mr. Jumea
Hope, Paisley.

In this ei.y, on ttie evening of the 30th ult., t>y fh«
Rev. Mr. O'Reilly, Mr. Edward Jftnnings, to Miss Ho-
sanna, eldent daughter of James O'Reilly, «U of thistity.

In Mention, on Thursday, the 3d imt., by the Rev,
Mr. Stone, MR. GEVROB B. MOB&IDK, U MUB £U*A A.
BuiiT, all of Meiidon.

In Pentied.on the 7th. instant, by Rev. H. R. Car-
penter, Mr. William Sboger, to Mia* Mury Leonard, all
of 1'enttald. ^

In this city, on Thwmday Morning, ly^he Uvr. Mr.
P«rk«r, Mr. Hear/ Button, to MUM guano Wa*«r, :
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TRUTH MORE STARTLING THAN F i C

TION.
In Now Orleans crime has stalked abroad un.

punished) more than in most cities of our Un-
ion. Cool murder committed in duels.of course
is never enquired after, and assassinations have
been repeated, and with peculiar impudence and
carelessness of detection, for detection has sel.
dom terminated in merited punishment. There
are two classes of pers >ns who may more espe-
ciaTly get wisdom from the following story, and
the general history of cri-ne in New Orleans.
First, the advocates of duelling, who say that
duelling is the only preventive of assassination.
It seems here that the rule fails, and it fails cv.
ery where, for duelling and assassination will
always flourish together, and neither of them
can bo effectually suppressed without suppress.
ing both. The other class is those who think
that life is never to be taken for life. Who con.
eidar the declaration of the author of life as su-
perannuated from its great age, or from its hav-
ing been altered without the ben: fit of modern
discoveries in moral philosophy, and that now
it should read, whoso sheddeth man'o blood, by
man his blood shall not be shed. What code
of kindness can soften such hearts as are de-
scribed below T It is the hope of immunity
from the halter which emboldens anrl congre-
gates them m New Orleans.—Jour. Com,

From the N. O. Bee, July 21.
MURDER OF GESPI BARBA.

A few days since, a crime as atrocious in its
conception as i*. was revolting in its execution,
was perpetrated in the parish of St. Bernard.
The mere outlines of this horrible murder have
been previously given, but diligent enquiry hav.
ing since put us in possession of all the circum.
stances connected with the affair, we hasten to
lay them before our readers.

Fifteen days before the commission of the
murder, one of the accused, named John O'Niell,
repaired to the house of one Welsh, who is like,
wise an accomplice, and asked for lodgings.—
Same days after, he returned to Welsh's accom-
panied by Michael Tolls, who had arrived re-
cently from Mobile, and requested Welsh to ac.
commodate him. Two days subsequently To-
bin, one of the accused, passed opposite Welsh's
house, in which O'Niell, Welsh and Tolls were
at the time. Oae of them exclaimed " here is
Tobiu," and Tolls crossed the street and follow,
ed him.

Soon after this occurrence, Tobin presented
himself to Welsh, and after taking a glass of
grog, requested him alsn to furnish him wiih
lodgings, declaring that he difl not wish to live
any longer with O'Niell. Welsh wished to
know the reason. Tobin replied that O'Neill
had purchased twenty-five calves' heads from a
man whom he had induced to bring them to the
Port of Orleans, and that he after selling them,
liad run away without paying fur them. He,
Tobin, did not wish to be implicated iu this
business.

In fine, Tobin, O'NuiU and Tolls resided to-
gsther at the deponent's during some days O'-
Neill tnd Tolls went out every evening. One
night Welsh taw them enter with a white jack-
et, hat and other articles of clothing. He ask.
eil them how they had been obtained ? The re.
ply was, that they had lost $300 by their negli-
gence, but that meeting an individual on the
road, they had vented their anger on him and
hid fluxed him. Tobin, it must be observed, nev-
er hft the house without a bar of iron, which he
carefully hid within his sleeve.

Eight days before the murder, Welsh, Tobin,
O'Neill and Tolls were seated on the staircase
ia the house. They complained of business,
and O'Neill observed that times were so hard
that he was then worth less than on his arrival
in New Orleans. He thorj continuecf as follows:

"Some time ago, I went with Adams to a
Spaniard's houeo ; the negro who waited on us
with something to drink, informed u» that there
was a trunk under his master'n bed, so heavy
that it required throe men like himself to raise
it, when the floor was ocoured. Adams told
me that UJ8 knew the negro, as ho had concealed
h in Ml houae at one time during throe «uc>

" The best means of doing tho business," con-
tinued O'Neill, •' will be to visit the spot in a
carriage, and there to tako all the necessary
steps."

After some deliberation, it was decided that
O'Neill should go and hire a carriage. This
was done. Ha returned to Welsh's house at 8
o'clock in the morning, and the four accompli,
ces repaired to Barba's. Welsh and Tolls left
the carriage and went into the Spaniard's house,
while O'Neill and Tobin entered the neighbor,
ing plantation, and interrogated the inhabitants
as to whether they were acquainted with a cer-
tain Wilkinson, who, as they piutonded, owed
them money. On the return of the others, they
declared that they had not been enabled to find
the individual whom they sought. They then
began drinking, and asked the clerk if he could
provide dinner for them.—This was done ;
Welsh paid for their repast. O'Neill then asked
for the old man. The reply was that he was in
bod. " I ask you this question." said O'Neill,
"because I have lately arrived on board a flat
boat, and have some whiskey for sale." " How
do you sell it?" "Forty-five cents a gallon.'1
••' I have some cheaper than that," was the
answer and there the affiir ended. They offer-
ed a dollar io the coachman to drive them to the
English Turn, but he replied that his horses
were too much fatigued. They therefore enter-
ed the carriage, and returned immediately to
Welsh's.—It was then that they commet'ced
elaborating their infernal'project. One of them
asured the other that the night '"was most propi-
tious"pcrio'd for its execution. O'Nea'l observed,
however, thai he had already been twice at Bar-
ba's, in company with Adams, in a yawl which
they had stolen from a ship in New Orleans, but
they had invariably found too many people there
to enable them to strike the blow. A discussion
arose on the subject between the four. O'Neill
then proposed a game of cards, saying that the
winner would determine whether night or day
should be selected. This singular proposal was
accepted. Tolls was O'Neill's associate, while
Welsh was Tobin's partner. O'Neill was the
winner, and the expedition was fixed for the
next day; but this time il failed, as the wretch-
es had not yet completed all their preparations,
and had not obtained fire arms and other wea-
pons.

Oil Thursday they, had arranged their schemes
somewhat better : arms were procured and dis-
tributed among them, with the exception of
Tolls, who had left them in the morning after
an aliercation which had occurred between him
and O'Neill. The expedition then was com-
posed of five men, to wit, O'Neill, Welsh, To-
bin, Adams, and an individual named James
Waters The day preceding the perpetration
of the crime, Welsh repaired to a stable situated
in Girod street between Carondelet and Baronne,
and hired a wagon and a saddle horse for the
following day.

The next morning Tobin rose at an early
hour, purchased some brandy, and declared that
it was time to prepare every thing. Six o'clock
had just struck. O'Neill next made his appear,
ancc, went in search of Adams, and soon re-
turned with him. Tc/bin was sent for the wag-
on, but it was refused without previous payment.
Welsh gave him 4 dollars, and the wagon was
finally obtained. When they had breakfasted,
the arms being wrapped up in a cloth, wore de-
posited in the wagon. Welsh alone entered the
wagon and drove to the establishment called the
Union House in Camp street. The others were
already there with a person who proved to be the
mm called Waters. Welsh was invited to de-
scend and lake a drink, after which he re-entered
the wagon, and repaired to a stable in St. Charles
street. The band were there already. Two
horses more were hired, and Welsh left in com.
piny with Tobin as far "as the rail road. _They
all nut once more at the cotton press, and
s'.o^pod again near the Barracks to drink. At
about half a mile from Barba'a house, they once
more halted and divided iho arms. They left
one horseman's,pistol in the wagon which was
too large for convenience. They tlien started,
loiving Tobin and Welsh onlv in the wagon.
At a small distance from Barbi'a luuso, Tobin
descended.

Having arrived opposite the Spaniard's dwel-
ling, Tobin, Adams, Waters and O'Neill en-
tercd immediately. Welsh dismounted from
the wagon at about the distance pf a quarter of
a mile, and went towards the house. He or.
dered the negro to bring him something to drinki
wont and' lay down awliile beneath, the sli&du of

some trees, then arose and drank aidcond tim«'
At this moment O'Neill entered Barba's room :
Welsh heard the report of a fire arm, while at
the same time Adams pushed the negro by the
shoulders towards Welsh, crying ouf, " do you
take care of him." Welsh, however, refused,
and Adams replied that the death of two persont
only was necessary. (He probably alluded to
Barba and the young man, as they could havo
felt but little anxioty with regard to the negro
man and woman, knowing their testimony to bo
valueless.) Waters was ihen appointed to tak»
care of the negro. The latter, however,- ci-
caped almost immediately, and was pursued by
Welsh as far as the spot where stood the wagon ;
Welsh fired at him with a pistol, but missed hi*
aim.

During these events, the clerk, who was be-
hind the counter, attempted to escape, but stum.
bled and fell near the door. One of the aesas-
6ins seized him, passed one hand round his
throat, and with the other adjusted the muzzle
of the pistol on his temples so as lo be certain of
his aim. At the very instant that he was about
to fire, the negro woman, who, hearing the noise,
had run forward, armed with an axe, or a shovel,
pushed the door violently, which, on opening,
struck the villain, and made him stagger back.
The young man, who had already escaped one
shot, and who was spared so fortunately a second
lime, profited by the momentary confusion, and
fled to the dwelling house of Mr. Ducros. Ad.
ams fired at the negro woman, and wounded
her slightly.

In the meanwhile the murderers commenced
the work of plunder, and secured the trunk,
which was the object of their cupidity, and the
inducement to their crime. They forced it open,
but found to their inexpressible disappointment,
that it was divided into two compartments, one
containing clothing, two dollars, and various
objects of little value ; the other was carefully
closed. They had no time to lose in opening it.
The negro and young man had probably given
the alarm, and their immediate departure was-
necessary. They accordingly took to the wag.
on, but after proceeding some distance, the horsa
fell from fatigue, and they were obliged to aban-
don it. Having encountered a negro man who
was driving a carriage, they entered it, and were
conducted into town as far as the second muni-
cipality. But they were not ihus destined to
evade the stern retribution of offended justice—
the police had already received notice of their
misdeed, and were on the track of the assassins.

The Captain of the Guard of the Third Muni-
cipality, having been informed that the wagon
had been left on the road, caused it to be re-
moved and restored to the proprietor, Mr. Hill.
The latter, assisted by the guard, repaired the
next morning to Welsh's house, and there ar.
rested Tobin. It is somewhat curious that Mr.
Hill was ignorant of the murder, antf of the sup.
posed connexion of Tobin with its commission.
The Captain of the Guard had deemed it more
prudent to say nothing on the subject, and Mr.
Hill while apprehending an assassin, thought
only that he was arresting a debtor. The next
day, the Captain of the Guard being told that
O'Neill was at Welsh's, went there immediately
and had him seized. Welsh himself had been
taken previously. A few days after, traces of
Adams were discovered, and by dint of constant
and active pursuit, this miscreant was arrested
in a Btreet in the Livver FaUbourg, between
Morales and Urquhart.

Waters alone escaped. lie had obtained pos-
session of two watches, the only articles of
wdich Barba's house was .rifled. The sale of
these objects will, doubtless, procure him the
means ofievasion. Such is a simple statement
of facts in this atrocious affair. The sangfroid
and habitual ferocity of the assassins were such,
that on the very evening of their abortive attempt
at robbery and too successful murder, they con-
templated the assassination of the Part Warden,
who resides at Like Pontcharlrain. Some days
before this, they had conceived the design of de-
stroying the Toll keeper, of the Shell road, that
leads to the Lake. The citizens are eternally
indebted to tho sleepless vigilance of the police,
which has at length been rewarded by the
successful capture of four out of five of these
detestable villains. Chance certainly effected
much in unveiling misdeeds, for had their horso
not fallen through fatigue, they might probably
have escaped. They would have returned the
horae and wagon to the owner, and the firs*
great link in the chain of circumstantial evi»
denco by which the crime has been 4rA«e4 $•
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their dot r-, tvnuld have been wanting. Is this,
h<>Wl.T.,r ehanc« ? We think not. It i« rather
tl>e vpreial contrivance of an overruling and all.
wise Providence, by whose decrees it happens,
that guilt, however crafty it may be, usually
perpetrates blunders, and exposes itself to de-
tection by its clumsy attrmpts to escape suspi.
cion. Let no one be fool hardy and impious
enough to imagine that the resources of mere
human ingenuity will baffle the Divine determi-
nation to unmask and punish crime. The his-
tory of guilt is but the uninterrupted record of
the impotence of all efforts permanently to con.
eeal a violation of that great human and divine
enactment—" Thou shall not kill."

In the present instance facts are encountered
which denote a degree of cool audacity and har-
dened indifference truly demoniacal. The crimi-
nals tranquilly make the hour of their victim's
assassination depend upon the turn of the card.
Their preparations were made with the most
wonderful calmness, foresight and premedita-
tion; and on the very evening of the crime,
while jet red and reeking with the blood of
Barba, they project another scheme of murder,
and gloat over the prospect of another victim.
Their career of infamy will now, however, be
cut short, and sickened humanity will, we trust,
•oon be rid of the monsters.

We understand the criminals have been
claimed by the parish of St. Bernard, that they
may be tried in the parish in which the deed was
committed.

ANECDOTES OF REV. ZABDIEL
ADAMS.

He had attended a funeral one afternoon, and
was following the corpse, in rear of the pro-
cession to the grave.yard. All of a Eudden the
procession came to a stand. After a considera-
ble panse, Mr. Adams got impatient, and walk.
ed to the bier to know the cause thereof. The
pall bearers informed him that a Sheriff from
Leominster had attached the body for debt.—
This practice was legal at this period. "At-
tached the body ?" exclaimed Mr. A. thumping
his cane down with vehemence. "Move on,"
eaid he, "and bury the man. I hava made a
prayer at a funeral, and somebody must be bu-
ried. If the sheriff objects, take him up and
bury him." The bier was raised without delay,
the proeession moved on, and the sheriff thought
best to molest them no farther ; or, in vulgar
parlance, made himself scarce.

A parishioner brought a child to him to be
baptised. The old parson leaned forward and
aeksd him the name. "Ichabod," says he.—
Now Mr. A. had a strong prejudice against
this name. "Poh—poh !" saya he, "John you
mean. John, I baptize thee in the name of,"

One Sabbath afternoon, his people were ex-
pecting a stranger to preach, whom they were
all anxious to hear, and a much more numerous
congregation than usual had assembled. The
stranger did not come, aud of course the people
were disappointed. Mr. Adams found himself
obliged to officiate, and in the course of his de-
votional exercise he spoke to this effeet. "We
beseech thee, oh Lord ! for this people, who
have come up'with itching ears to the sanctua-
ry, that their severe affliction may be sanctified
to them for thrir moral and spiritual good, and
that the humble efforts of thy servant may be
made, through thy grace, in some measure effee-
tual to their edification," &c.

A parishioner—one who did not eitdown and
counj^fce cost—undertook to build a house, and
invited his friends and neighbors to have a fro.
lie with him in digging the cellar. After the
work w u finished, Mr. Adams happened to
pass by, and stopping addressed him thus :—
"Mr. Rilter, you have had a frolic, and digged
your cellar. You had better have another frolic,
and fill it up again." Had he heeded the old
man'* advice, he would have escaped the mise-
ry of pursuit from hungry creditors, and the
necessity of resort to a more humble dwelling.

A neighboring minister—a mild, inoffensive
roan—*ith whom he was about to exchange,
said to him, knowing the peculiar bluntness of
his character—"You will find some panes of
glass broken in the pulpit window, and possibly
you may suffer from the cold. The cushion,
too is in a bad condition ; but I beg of you not
t» say any thing to my people on the subject :
they axe poor," toe. *'Oh no !—oh no i" said
Mr. Adams. But ere he left home ho filled a
bag with rags, and took it with him. When he
bad b««n in the pulpit a short time, feeling

somewhat incommoded by the too free 'circula-
tion of air, he deliberately took from the b»g a
handful or two of rags, and stuffed them into
the window. Towards tho close of the dis-
course, which was more or less upon the duties
of a people toward their clergyman, ho became
very animated, and purposely brought down both
fists with a tremendous frrce upon the pulpit
cushion. The feathers flew in all directions,
and the cushion was pretty much used up. He
instantly checked the current of his thought,
an<| simply exclaiming—"Why, how these fea-
thers fly!"—proceeded. He had fulfilled his
premise of not addressing the society on the
subject, but had taught them a losson not to be
misunderstood. On the next Sabbath the win-
dow and cushion were found in excellent re-
pair.

The foregoing anecdotes illustrate the re-
markable independence and fearlessness of Mr.
Adams and the degree of influence which the
clergy exerted in his day. The following an.
ecdote is characteristic of the man, but is of a
different stamp :

One-night he put up at the house of Mr. Em.
erson, the minister of Hollis. Now his host,
as was the general custom, took a glass of bit-
ters every morning ; and it so happened that
they were in the closet of the chamber where
Mr. Adams slept. With the morning came his
craving for his bitters. He did not wish to riis.
turb Mr. A., but he was very anxious to get his
bitters, and try he must—so he opened the door
snfily, and crept slyly to the said closet. Mr.
Adams heard him, but wishing to know what he
would be at, pretended to be asleep. As soon
as he had secured the prize and was about ma-
king his escape, Mr. A. broke the' profound si-
lence of the apartment with this exclamation :
"Brother Emerson, I have always heard you
was a very pious man—much given to your
closet devotions—but I never caught you at
them before." "Pshaw—pshaw !" replied his
friend, who made for the door and shut it as
soon as he cleverly could.—Christian Register.

MOST EXCELLENT.
We lately came across, says the Boston Jour-

nal, the following account, in an old paper, of a
"domestic celebration" of the 4lh of July.

My Celebration.—Conformably to the cus'nm
of the country, we celebrated the Fourth of July
at our house with every possible demonstration
of joy ; an account of which Ibeg you to pub-
lish in the following words :

At 12 o'cloGk at noon my wife and I assem.
bled in the drawing room, and she commenced
the ceremonies of the day by reading the "Decla-
ration of Independence," which was allowed by
all present to have been done with due " empha-
sis and discretion." I then, agreeably to appoint-
ment, proceeded to deliver " an oration," suited
to the occasion, which, a]tho' my wife did not,
as is usual in euch cases, request a copy for the
p ress, I will send you for publication, as soon as
I nan prepare a copy. After tho oration, we
moved in procession to the dining room, where
we set down to a dinner served up by our cook
in the handsomest style. 1 took the head of
tho table, as president, and was assisted by my
wife as vice president, where mid the luxuries
of the season and flowing cups, we enjoyed "the
feast of reason and the flow of soul," in tho fol-
lowing sentiments, while "the scene was enliv-
ened by the music" of my wife's tongue.

1. Our Union—esto prepetua respuhlica mat.
rirnoniae—and my it never be embittered by
" party spirit." Music—Begone dull care.

2. The State we live in—may it be blessed
with a numerous and virtuous population.—
Mime—Lullaby.

3. Domestic Manufactures—music—song,
•' My spinning wheel."

4. The HEROI-a who died—for love. Music—
Yankee Doodle*

VOLUNTEERS.

By me.—Good memories to all married ladies.
By my wife.—Good manners to all married

gentlemen. Music—song—" Come, come, a
truce to jealousness."

By me.—Our honey-moon—a boisterous morn,
ing is often succeeded by a .pleasant evening.—
Music—' Smiles.and tears.'

By my wife.—A health to all indulgent hus-
bands—(to which I added) and obedient wives.
Music—song—" Was ever such vexations."

After ray wife had withdrawn, I gave:—My
Wife—the"fairest of the ' American fair." Music
—«ong—• Tho home of my heart.'

Duration of the Life of Man.—The Time*
gives the following translation of an article on
this subject, taken by Le Courier, dee Etata
Unis, from the Revue Britannique;

In the many articles that We have devoted l o
this interesting question, we have demonstrated
that the mean life of man is greater now than
formerly. In France, it is 32 years ; in Eng;-
land it is 32 for the men and 34 for the women ;
in Belgium it is 32; but tkui number varies
greatly according to loealily. In cities or larg«
towns the mean life of man i« from 29 to 2 4 ;
whilst in the country, this number reaches to 31,
97. The life of women is subject to the same
accident?.

In cities or towns, the mean term 20 to 28,
whilst in the country, this number reaches to
32, 95. Long life in man depends as will be
seen, in part upon the nature of the places that
he inhabits ; it also depends upon the nature of
their professions or business. An individual
whose profession, business or employment is
painful or fatiguing to excess, will sooner ar-
rive at the last term than he who does not abuse
his constilulion. Thus, the mortality of the
negroes of the English eolonies, relatively to
the negroes who serve in the English army, is
in the proportion of 5 or 6 black slaves over-
every one free man. But let us see by the fol.
low ing table what are the professions most prop*
er to conduce longevity in man :

Number of persons, 100 of
Professions. whom attained their 70th year

in the professions opposite.
42
40
36
32

Theologians
Agriculturists
Traders, Manufacturer*
Soldiers
Clerks 32
Lawyers 29
Artists 28
Professors 27
Doctors 24

According to this table it will be seen that the
most favorable profession "to longevity is a se-
dentary life, which is not exposed to any ex-
cess.

Another writer prepared a European table, m
which is found the names of 1,000 individuals,
men and women, who lived from 100 to 110
years.

227 from 110 to 120 years
H •
36 •
7 '
3 •
2 '
2 •
1 •

' 120 •1 130 •
1 140 •
• 150
• 163 '
• 170 •

• 130
• 140
• 150
• 160
1 179
• 175
• 180

do
do
do
do
do
do
do

These examples of longevity are not confined
to Europe. Tho Cenobities of Mount Sinai
frequently attain the age of 110 to 120 years.*
In Syria, in Barbary, in Arabia and Persia, we
find that a great number of the natives have ex.
oeeded their 100th year. At Philadelphia, M.
C Colloret died at the age of 120, leaving a
widow acred 115, with whom he had lived 99
years. In South Carolina, M. Solomon Scrioel,
who emigrated thither in 1596, at the as;e of 18,
died at the age of 143. Mrs. Judith Crawford
died at Jamaica, at the age of 150, in the moat
perfect possession of her intellectual faculties !
and at St. Helena, under a horning tropical sun,
Mrs. Elizabeth Honorio Frances Lamb, died
lately at the ape of 110, leaving 160 children
and grand children—she had been married 3
times.

* They live almost entirely upon plainly cooked vege-
tables.

Boasting.—A man boasting of-his honesty,
is generally a rogue—of his courage, generally
a coward—of his riches, generally not wealthy
—of his democracy, generally an aristocrat—
of his intimacy with great men, generally des.
pi-ed by those who may chance to know him—
of his wit, popularity and high standing, alwayu
a fool. ___

The Widows of Sailors.—The number of wo.
men now living, left widows by sailors in
Bamstable. Mass, is 941. Such are the dan-
gers of those who go upon the "deep, deep, sea,"
for a living.

Elder Isaac M. Walter, of this city, has in tho
last three years, united in the holy bauds of mat.
rimony, six hundred end thirty five couple!
T h i s iB d o i n g m u c h f o r t h e h w u f ^ a t t
N. Y, Whig.
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Written for tkt Ocm.

EVENING MUSINGS.

" Blind fortune you know is a niggardly dame,
Except where site just takes a notion."

Why should we complain of dame fortune's decrees,
And murmur and fret and repine?

I'll not be unhappy nor murmur in vain.
While health, peace and plenty, are mine.

What though I'm not blest with profusion of wealth,
Nor am ranked by the vain, with the great,

Though I wear not the warrior's laureate crown,
If at share in the honors of state 1

Is wealth the kind giver of happiness pure,
The Alchymist's stone so long sought ?

Are peace and contentment, and freedom from care,
By silver and gold to be bought 1

Can riches, or honors protect us from ill.
From envy, from calumny's blight 1

P o always the wealthy misfortunes pass by,
And all things but give them delight 7

If I've but enough of the goods of this life,
To secure me with prudence from want.

Why should I repine or admit discontent.
And Bay that my pleasures are scant ?

If honor is mine, and puie virtue of heart,
And innocence dwells in my breast;

Why should not content make my bosom her home,
And freedom from care give ""me rest 3

If I can but share the esteem of the good,
Who surround me, and best can bestow,

The tribute of praise, if I merit the boon.
Or soften the moments of wo.

Why should I e'er strive for the trumpet of fame,
A bubble which bursts and is gone ?

Or suppose we retain the applause of the crowd,
It ceases to please ua anon.

I'll seek my contentment from goodness above.
The Auction of friends to possess

(I'll strive to obtain it) shall be my delight,
These only can give us true bliss.

And those who may eeek it in wealth or renown,
Can never their wishes obtain.

Then let desire to have happiness ours,
And seek it no longer in vain.

And since on ourselves our whole fortune depends.
To make our life happy or not;

Let peace, love, -and virtue, be ever our aim,
Contentment will then be our lot.

RINALDO.

Written for the Cem.

THE DESERTED BRIDE.

I knew her in her early youth.
The bright, the beautiful, the gay,

With heart all love, and hope, and truth,
And cheek like blooming flow tr^ of May,

When happy bosoms gaily met,
And sported in youth's sunny bour,

That blooming cheek, that eye of j e t -
Could ought resist their matchless power ?

I saw her in the bridal hall,
Fresh roses wreath'd upon her brow,

And murm'ring came glad sounds from all.
" She will—she will be happy now '."

And hearts were plighted, vow* were given,
And hope sat smiling on each mien,

And streaming eyes looked up to Heaven,
And prayed for that young bride, Ailecn !

But think you when short years were flown,
He could forget that gentle bride,

That truth and feeling all were gone.
And thrown those solemn vows aside ?

Go mark her in her lonely cot,
Where sorrow broods, and pleasure flies,

Go ask her of her hapless lot,
And bear the answer in her sighs.

Co toll her of her brighter days,
When joy with flowerets strewed her way,

And see the tears each other chase,
On cheeks that shall no more be gay.

She had not wrong'd in word or thought,
Norbreath'd complaint against him e v e n -

But mourned alone her widow'd lot,
And ceas'dto love him never—never !

]«(here in man a faith like this f
IJ ought so pure below, above*

In hours of sadness or of blisa,
As woman's heart, and woman's love 7

No—when deserted, sad, and drear,
When starts unask'd the deep drawn sigh,

When all are false and faithless here,
Her task is yet to love—and die!

E5. W. H. E.

Written for tht Gem.

SONG FOR CUPID.
Oh Cupid's the waywardest boy below t—
Sweet maiden why rushes
That softest of blushes
To dance o'er that cheek aud :hat brow of snow 7
I know—I know.
But Cupid—young Cupid has a prank to play—
Thy lover shall whisper another—to-day
Who shall list to his wild
With an answering smile,
So blush no more maiden, blush no more so
For Cupid's the waywardest boy below.

Oh Cupid's the waywardest boy below t
Say, minstrel, why chanting,
That happy load ranting
To the rocks ever wearied with love long ago ?
I know—I know.
But Cupid, young Cupid shall play thee a trick,
Thy love for another lies now fancy Bick,
And cares not a wit
For thy verse moving fit.
So chant no more, minstrel, chant no more ao,
For Cupid's the waywardest boy below.

H. L. B.
Elizabethtown, 1838.

THE DAUGHTER'S REQUEST.

My father, thou hast not the tale denied—
They say that ere noon to-morrow,

Thou wilt bring back a radiant and smiling bride
To our lonely house of sorrow.

I should wish thee joy of thy coming bliss,
But tears are iny words suppressing*,

I think on my mother's dying kiss,
And my mother's parting blessing.

Yet to-morrow I hope to hide my care,
I will still my bosom's beating,

And strive to give to thy chosen fair
A kind and courteous greeting.

She will heed me not, in the joyous pride;
Of her pomp, and friends, anil beauty ;

Ah ! little need has a new-made bride
Of a daughter's quiet duty.

Thou gavest her costly gems, they say,
When thy heart first tondly sought her ;

Dear father, one nuptial gift I pray,
Bestow on thy weeping daughter,

Mv eye even now on the treasure falls,
I covet and ask no other.

It has hung for years on our ancient walls—
T i s the portrait of my mother.

To-morrow, when all is in festal guise,
And the guests our rooms are filling,

The calm meek gaze of those hazel eyes
Alight thy soul with grief be thrilling,

And a gloom on thy marriage banquet cast,
Sad thoughts of their owner given,

For a fleeting twelve-month scarce has passed,
Since she mingled with the living.

If thy bride should weary or offend,
That portrait might awaken feelings

Of the love of thy fond departed friend,
And its sweet and kind revealings ;

Of her mind's commanding force .unchecked
By feeble or selfish weakness,

Of her speech, where dazzling intellect
Was softened by Christian meekness.

Then, father, grant that at once to-night,
Ere the bridal crowd's intrusion,

I remove this portrait from thy sight
To my chamber's still seclusion ;

It will nerve me to-morrow's dawn to bear,
It will beam on me protection,

When I ask of Heaven, in my faltering prayer,
To hallow thy new connexion.

Thou wilt waken, father, in pride and glee,
To renaw the ties once broken,

But naught upon earth remains to me,
Save this sad and silent token.

4 The husband's tears may be few and brief,
• " " He may woo and win another,

Bit tho daughter clinas, in unchanging griof,
To the image of her mother !

From the Baltimore Transcript.
CITY LYRICS.

A I R — " Some love to Roam."
Some love strong rum or the ale's white foam,

When the bung-hole whistles free;
And for right good cheer some tipple beer,

But the limped stream for me.
To theiprest ah ado or the mountain glade,

So cheerily forth I go,
To drink my nil at the gurgling rill,

Whon the sun is sinking low.

In the stream I dip my glowing lip,
And the cooling draught pours in ;

I ask no spring of brandy sling,
Or toddy made of gin.

For what Nature gave I only crave,
The fount that gurglos free ;

The greenwood trees, a cooling broezc,
And a limped stream for me.

BBMBDICV.

A sTKINU UP PKAKL8.
The following lined to " Memory" are exquisite.—

They are by Alias Lumiuu :
Oh, Memory ! thou inurniur»r

Within J o y s broken- shell -.
Why have 1 not, In losing all,

Lust thee aa weil 1

Pinckney, the American poet, speaking of the never-
forgotten iniuge of his mistress, says :

Still sweet it looks, as when the hour*
Went by liku flights of singing birds.

Or i hat soft chain of spoken-flowers
And airy-gems, thy words !„

Some lines are going th/j rounds of the newspaper*,
addressed " To a lovely false woman," wbien at* *«ry
pretty :

A woman, with a beaming face,
Bui. with a heart untrue,

Though beautiful, is valueless
As diamonds form'd of dew t

Halieck hns spoken very sweetly of Burns, in the an-
nexed linen:

Praise to the bard—his words are driven
I ike flower-seeds by the far wind sown.

Where'er beneath the sky of hjaven
The birds of Fame have flown !

In tho beauiiful "Song of Time," may be found tue
four lines that follow. They are full of meaning s

Where commenced my wanderings ?
Memory cannot say i

Where shall rest my weary wings 1
Science turns away.

McDonald Clarke has four lines of great beauty tfait
are well worth remembering. They* run thug •.

And then her little pouting lips,
Two roses on a maiden stem ;

How many sad and secret trips
Will memory take to visit them 7

We shall condule this little string of pearla by seleet-
icg one more, not exceeded in bi-auiy by any of the fore-
going. It is us delicate a compliment as ever was paid
" to" a poet:"

A nameless grace is round thee,
A something, too refined

To he described, yet must be felt
By all of human kind.

Thine is the rninbow of the heart
That cannot be defined.

THE DANCING'GIRL REPOSING-.
On one of three Statues of Dancing Girls, by Canovra.

BY T . K. HEKVEY, ESQ.
From the Forget Me Not, for 1836.

There is a shadow in her eye,
A languor on her frame :

The spirit that, so bright and high,
Shot upward—like the flame

Which withers in its wild caress,
And dies amid its own excess -
Has wearied with its full delight.
And fallen from its fiery flight;
And she is still a bird-like thing—
A bird, but with a broken wing !

And thus—oh! thus it still must be
With human hopes and wings,

That leave too far and soaringly j
Their own allotted sprinss—

That—like the boy of Greece—lure o»
The trusting hearts that wear them,

And melt before the very sun
To which their feathers bear them !

Oh ! thus with human feelinss all !—
The song that saddens while we sing,*

The censers in the festive hall—
That darken, from the light they fling,

That waste the more, the more they warm,
And perish of their perfumed charm
Are types of earth's each fru.il delight,—
That cast their feathers in their flight—
Or on their own sweet substance prey,
And burn their preciqus selves away!

* No singer need be. told how surely—if the chord be
struck, before commencing a song, for the purpose of
pitching the voice, and again touched^it the close—the
voice, will be found to have drooped ; or, at all events,
how difficult it is to keep it up to the same pitch for any
length of time.

SONG.—BY A DIFFIDENT MAN.
Oh, 'tis a fact, I'm a diffident man,

For I start at the sight o» a belt or a curl,
And l stammer as badly as any one can

When I try to conver.se with a g—g—g—
Give me a sight of a damsel afar,

And I wish that I could just handle her gtbve.
But when I come near so bewitching girls are,

I never can talk about—1—1—1—
Love I would talk, the next time we should meet.

And a thousand most excellent things I have planned^
But my awe-stricken eye would drop down to her feet,

And I dared not touch her lovely white h—h—h—
Honest I was and most ardent no doubt,

And my face miist Have imaged it well;
For somehow or other she found it all out,

The thing which I never could t—t—t—1
CHORUS—Then here's to our diffident friend who hns

*» And let every suitor, moreover, l»u"g.
Put as much of a clog on his t—t—t—

Twil l make him a fortunate lover.

LINES TO MISS ELLEN T R E E .
BY J. Q. ADAMS.

'Tis Nature's witchery attracts the smile t,
'Tis her so ft sorrows that our tears beguile \
Nature to thee her fairest gift imparts.:
She bids thee facinate, to win all hearts—-
The wife, the queen, the way wauUhtld we sec*
And fair perfection, all abide with UfM.

Washington, 22d June, 1838.
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CHARLOTTE MARGUERITTE DE
MONTMORENC1,

Princess of Conde, and sister of the Great Condc.

A TALK OP THE FRENCH CHRONICLES, POUNDED ON FACT.
BY MISS AGNES STRICKLAND.

' I fear,' said he, in a low voice, • that you
have been compelled to do violence to your
feelings in signing that contract.'

These were the first words that Conde had
ever addressed to his beautiful fiancee, and there
was a deep and tender melody in the rich but
melancholy tones of of his voice, that thrilled
to her heart not less strangely than the pene-
trating glances of his fine dark eyes had pre-
viously done.

• I shall not hate him quite sa much as I
thought I should,' was her mental response to
this considerate question', but instead of an-
swering the prince with reciprocal frankness,
she replied with some hauteur,

' I am not accustomed to do any thing on
compulsion, Monsieur.'

It was now Conde's turn to sigh—he did. so
from the bottom of his heart; and Charlotte felt
angry with herself for the perverseness which
had prompted her to repel his first advances to-
wards a confidential understanding.

A ball succeeded the banquet. The Prince de
Conde did not dance, though reminded that
courtly etiquette required that he should at least
tread one measure with his bride elect? and-
Charlotte found a more gallant if not a more
suitable partner, in her admiring sovereign, with
whom she once more danced the graceful pavon,
and bounded, with flying feet, through the light
courant, heedless of the grave looks of disap-
probation with which her vivacious enjoyment
of her favorite amusement was regarded by him
to whom her hand was now plighted.

An early day had been fixed by the king for
the nuptials of Bassompiere and* Mademoiselle
d'Aumale. Charlotte expressed a wish that her
marriage should precede theirs, and. in the
mean time, the Prince de Conde availed himself
of the privilege of a betrothed lover, in passing
much of his time at the hotel de Montmorenci ;
but when there, his attention appeared more en-
grossed by the parents and the youthful brother
of his fiancee, than by herself. In conversation
with them, the *sby reserved boy of Conde,'' as
Henri Quatre was accustomed to call his studi-
eus cousin, could be eloquent, graceful, and even
witty. Hs possessed talents of the finest order ;
bis mind had been highly cultivated, and there
was sound sense and beautiful morality in every
thing he said. Charlotte, seated at her tapes-
try frame, beside her mother, could not help lis-
tening, at first with girlish curiosity, but, by de-
greep, with profound attention, to the obscrva-
tions which Jie addressed to her brother on the
course of history he was reading.; and when she
saw his pale cheek kindling with the bloom of
virtuous and heroic feeling, and his dark pene-
trating eyca beaming with intellectual bright-
ness, she blushed at the thought that those eyes
should have witnessed so much vanity and fri-
volity in herself.

Sometimes she felt mortified that he addressed
eo little of his conversation to her; and then
without reflecting that she had chilled and re-
pelled him in the first instance, she was piqued
into haughty imitation of his reserve, when
alone with him; and when surrounded by the
gay crowd of her courtly admirers, she endeav.
ored, by the exercise of coquetry, to shake his
equanimity, and provoke him either into a quar-
rel, or an acknowledgment of love.

She was convinced that he had ceased to re-
gard her with indifference; for she had more

than once detected his lustrous dark eyes fixed
upon her with that intense expression of pas.
sionate feeling, which can never be mistaken by
its object: yet he had resolutely refrained from
giving to thit feeling words; and it seemed
hard to the most beautiful girl in France, that
she should be wedded, unwooed by him of all
others, from whom she most desired to hear the
language of love.

* If I could but once see this youthful stoic at
my feet, I should feel prouder of that triumph,
than of all the homage that has been offered to
me this night by "him of the white plume,"
and his gallant peers,' sighed Charlotte to her-
self, as she was returning from the last ball at
the Louvre at which she was to appear as Made-
moiselle de Montmorenci, It was the naostjjril.
liant she had ever attended, and though on the
eve of her bridal, Charlotte ventured on the haz-
ardous experiment of exciting the jealousy of
her betrothed, She succeeded only too well,
and Conde, unable to conceal his emotion, quit,
ted the royal saloon at an early hour. All the
interest that the beautiful and admired Made-
moiselle de Montmorenci had taken in the gay
scene, fleparted.with the pale agitated stripling,
whom every one present suspected of being the
object of her aversion ; and pleading a headach
to excuse her from fulfilling her engagement of
dancing a second time with the king, she retired
almost immediately afterward.

On entering her own apartment her - " indaht
presented her with a billet. I t was from the
Prince de Conde—the first he had ever addressed
to her.

To every woman of sensibility it is delightful
to see her name traced, for the first time* by the
object of her secret regard. Who can describe
the sweet suspense of that agitating moment
which must intervene ere the seal can be broken,
and the thrilling mystery unfolded ? Alas J for
Charlotte de'Montmorenci! Her recent con-
duct rendered her feelings on this occasion the
very reverse of those blissful emotions. Her
color faded, he<* knees shook, and it was with
difficulty that her agitated hand could open the
letter. It contained only these words ;—

• CHARLOTTE DE MONTMORENCI, ^
1 Late as it may be when you receive this, I

must see you before you retire to rest. You
will find me in the east saloon.

1 HENRI DE CONDE.'

'Not even the common forms, unmeaning
though they be. which courtesy requires, ob-
served in this his first, his only communication
to me'' thought Mademoiselle de Montmorenci,
as she-crushed the paper together in her hand.
She turned her eyes upon the dial that surmount-
ed her tall dressing glass—it still wanted five
minutes to midnight. Those five minutes de-
cided her destiny. She took the silver lamp
from the toilet, and dismissing her damsel, re-
paired to the appointed trysting-place; then
unclosing tRe door with a tremulous hand, she
stood before Conde so pale, that when he caught
the first glimpse of her deeply-shadowed reflec.
tion in the cold glossy surface of the mirrored
panel, opposite to which he was standing, he
absolutely started;' so different did she look
from the sparkling animated beauty whom he
had left, scarcely an hour ago, leading off the
dance with royalty in the glittering saloons of
the Louvre. Conde had, in fact, neither anti-
cipated her early return home, nor the prompt
attention she had paid to his somewhat uncour-
teous summons; far less was he prepared for
indications of softness and sensibility, whore
he had expected to encounter only coldness and
pride, He advanced a step—one step only—to
meet her*, then paused, and silently awaited
her approach, The glance which Charlotte

ventured to steal as she placed her JatnpVpn the
marble table at which he stood, revealed)t&4«*"
the air of stern resolve with which "nTs lofty
brow was compressed; the only trace of the
passionate emotion that had so recently shak-
en his firm spirit, was a slight redness about
his eyes.

'Charlotte de Montmorenci,' said he, address,
ing her in a low deep voice, ' I hold in my hand
the contract of our betrothment. That contract
was signed by you with evident reluctance, and
it will cost you no pain to cance! it.' He paused,
and fixed his dark penetrating eyes on her face
as if to demand an answer,

Charlotte tried to speak, but there was a con.
vulsive rising in her throat that prevented ar-
ticulation. The glittering carcanet that encir-
cled her fair neck appeared at that moment to
oppress her with an insufferable weight, and to
have suddenly tightened almost to suffocation.
She drew a deep inspiration, and raising her
trembling hands, essayed to unloose the clasp,
but in vain. It seetned to her that the hysteri-
cal emotion that oppressed her was occasioned
by the weight of this costly ornament and its
rich appendages, and that her life depended on
her instant release from their pressure; and af-
ter a second ineffectual attempt to unclasp the
jewelled circlet, she actually turned an implor-
ing glance for help upon the real cause of her
distress. Conde's assistance was promptly ac-
corded ; but either through thp intricacy of the
spring, or his inexperience in all matters rela-
ting to female decorations, or, it might be, that
he was at that moment not less agitated than
his pale and trembling fianeee, his attempts to
unclasp the carcanet were as unsuccessful as
her own. When thus employed, her silken
ringlets were unavoidably mingled with his dark
locks; and more than once his brow came in
contact with her polished cheek : and when at
last, by an effort of main strength, he succeeded
in bursting the fastening of the jewelled collar,
she sank with a convulsive sob into the arms
that were involuntarily extended to receive her.
For the first lime, Conde held that form of per-
fect loyeliness to his bosom, and forgetful of all
the stern resolves that had, for the last few
hours, determined him to part with her forev.
er-5-forgetful of pride, anger, jealousy, and rea.
son itself, he covered her cold forehead with
passionate kisses, and implored her, by every
title of fond endearment, to revive. Those
soothing words, those tender caresses, recalled
her to a sweet but agitating consciousness ; and
when she perceived on whose breast she was
supported, a burst of tears relieved her full
heart, and she sobbed with the vehemence of a
child that cannot cease to weep even when the
cause pf its distress has been removed.

'Speak but one word,' cried Conde. 'Have
I occasioned this emotion—these tears ?'

Charlotte could not speak, but her silence was
eloquent. *

• Nfty, I must be told, in explicit terms, that
you love me,' cried Conde; ' it is a point on
which I dare not suffer myself to be deceived.'

'Mighty fine}' said the fair Montmorenci,
suddenly recovering her vivacity, and smiling
through her tears; ' and so you have the vanity
to expecf that I am to reverse the order of things,
and play the wooer to you, for your more per-,
feet satisfaction, after you have informed me of
your obliging intention of cancelling our con-
tract of betrothment.1

• Ah, Charlotte !' if you did but know how
much I have suffered before I could resolve to
rebign the happiness of calling you mine!'

' Wei), if you are resolved. I have no more to
say,' rejoined Charlotte proudly, extricating
herself from his arms.

'But I have,' &aid Conde. taking her by both
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134 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.
her hands, which he retained in spite of one or
two perverse attempts to withdraw them. ' Fie,
this is ohildish petulance!' cried he, pressing
them to his lips; ' but my sweet Charlotte, the
moment is passed for trifling on either side.
These coquetries might have cost us both only
too dear.' His lip quivered with strong emotion
aa he spoke, and the large tears stole from un.
der the downcast lashes of Mademoiselle de
Montmorenci. «We have caused each other
much pain for the want of a little candor,' pur.
sued he.

'Why, then, did you not tell me that you
loved me ?' whispered Charlotte.

' Because I dared not resign my heart into
yeur keeping before I was assured that I might
trust you with my honor.'

' Oh,' heavens !' exclaimed Charlotte, becom-
ing very pale; ' and is it possible that you could

' Charlotte, I was too well acquainted with
the king's character to behold the undisguised
manifestations of his passion for my affianced
bride with indifference. The attentions of a
royal lover were flattering, I perceived, to the
vanity of a young and beautiful woman. The
complacency with which they were at times re-
ceived, and my knowledge of the motives which
induced the king to break your first engagement
with Bassompierre, were sufficient to alarm a
man of honor,' said Conde, with a darkening
brow.

4 You are talkng in enigmas, Henri de Conde,'
rejoined Mademoiselle de Montmorenci.

' If you are ignorant of the fact, that Henri of
France separated you from his handsome favor-
ite because he feared that such a husband would
be a formidable rival to himself, no one else ia;
for Bassompierre has made the particulars of
his sovereign's conversation with him on that
subject too public for it to remain a matter of
doubt. You look incredulous, Charlotte, but
you shall hear the very words in which the king
made this audacious declaration—" I am my-
self," said he to Bassompierre, " madly in love
with your beautiful Montmorenci.'"

1 Ha! did he, a married man, dare to make
such an acknowledgment?'

'Yes, Charlotte; and, moreover, impudently
added: " If she loves you, I shall detest you.
You must give up either her or me. You will
not of course risk the loss of my favor. I shall
marry her to my cousin Conde." Yes, Char-
lotte, the plain "shy boy of Conde," as he gen-
erally styles me, was designed for the honor of
being this husband of convenience; but had I
known his guileful project at the time when he
required me to sign the contract, not all the
power of France, nor even the influence of your
charms, should have bribed me to subscribe that
paper.'

' It is not now irrevocable,' said Charlotte,
proudly.

' I t is if you are willing to accede to the con-
ditions on which I am ready to join in its fulfil-
ment.'

'Name them.'
' You must see the king no more after our

marriage.'
'That will be no sacrifice; and after your

communication, I could not look upon him
without indignation. How little did I imagine
that such baseness could sully the glory of him
of whom fame has spoken such bright things !'

' Charlotte, it is his prevailing foible. The
Bin that was unchecked in his youth, gained
strength in middle age, and now amounts to
madness. There will be no security to our
wedded happiness if we remain in hia domin.
ions ; but ean I ask you to forsake friends and
country for me V said Conde.

•Shall I not find all these things and more
also, in the husband of my heart?' returned
Charlotte, tenderly.'

' Ah, Charlotte ! can you forgive my ungentle
doubts?1 throwing himself at her feet.

' Yes, for they are proofs of the sincerity of
your affection ; and had you been loss jealous of
my honor, I should not have loved you so well,'
said she. ' From this hour we are as one ; and
it will be the happiness of my life to resign my-
self to your guidance.'

'.Then, my sweet Charlotte, I must for the
sake of the fading roses on these fair cheeks,
dismiss you to your pillow, without further par-
lance,' returned Conde.

They exchanged a mute caress, and parted.
The marriage was celebrated with royal pomp
on the following day, at high noon, in the church
of Notre Dame. Conde received his lovely bride

from the hand of his royal rival; but the king's
exultation in the success of his deep-laid scheme,
by which he had separated the object of hi9 law-
less passion from her first lover, to unite her with
one from whom he vainly imagined he should
have little to fear, was of brief duration. The
nuptial festivities received a sudden interruption
on the following morning, in consequence of
the disappearance of both bride and bridegroom ;
and what was stranger still, it was soon discov-
ered that they had eloped together. The good
people of Paris were thrown into the most vi-
vacious amazement at an event so entirely
without parallel, either in history, poetry, or ro-
mance, as the first prince of the blood running
away with his own wife; and their astonish,
ment increased when the circumstances of this
lawful abduction transpired, by which it ap.
peared that the Prince de Conde, accompanied
by his illustrious bride, quitted their chamber
an hour before dawn, and that he had actually
carried her off, riding behind him on a pillion,
disguised in the gray frieze cloak and hood of a
farmer's wife.

The enamored king, transported with rage at
having been thus outwitted by the boy-bride-
groom, gave orders for an immediate pursuit.
The wedded lovers were, however, beyond his
reach. They had crossed the Spanish frontier
before their route was traced, and Philip III.
afforded them a refuge in his dominions.

The refusal of that monarch to give up these
illustrious fugitives produced a declaration of
war from Henri. He was, io fact, so pertina.
cious in his attempts to obtain possession of the
object of his lawless passion, that it was not till
after his death that Conde ventured to return
with his lovely wife, from the voluntary exile to
which they had devoted themselves as a refuge
from dishonor. The splendid talents and noble
qualities of Henri de Conde obtained for him so
distinguished a place in the annals of his coun-
try, that the title of the ' Great Conde' would
undoubtedly have pertained to him, if the re-
nown of his illustrious son, by Charlotte de
Montmorenci, had not, iu after years, transcend,
ed his own.

History has, with her usual partiality, passed
lightly over this dark spot in the character of
the gay, the gallant, the chivalric Henri Quatre,
and without bestowing a single comment on the
lofty spirit of honorable independence that char,
acterized the conduct of his youthful kinsman
on this trying occasion ; and has left wholly un.
noticed the virtue and conjugal heroism of the
high born beauty, who nobly preferred sharing
the poverty and exile of her husband to all the
pomp and distinctions that were in the gift of a
royal lover.

From the National Republican.

F E M A L E F I D E L I T Y .
A T A L E F O U N D E D ON F A C T -

"Being passages from the Diary of a Country
Physician."

' Twas on a Sabbath morning in the month
of June, 1828 ; I was summoned to visit a young
lady, residing about • miles distant from the
beautiful village of Port E******** in which
I then resided.

She was one I had known from infancy, and
had long been intimately acquainted with her
family.

She was her father's only child, the idol of*
his aged heart, and the hope and solace of his
latter days.

Just entering the seventeenth year, with a
mind highly cultivated, and a sensibility alivo
to every amiable impression; she became a fit
object to love and be beloved. Her youth had
been past in quietness and seclusion, in a cele-
brated female seminary at Burlington. Grief
and sorrow were unknown to her, and she knew
not of the troubles and trials of this weary
world of woe. Because Mary was innocent.

The communication I received strongly ex-
cited my apprehension ; that is without imme-
diate haste, my presence or services would be
entirely unavailible.

Accordingly without delay, I was soon ap
proachingthe object of my visit.

The light of another day had just begun to
dawn upon the world. The calm and qute
hour of morning twilight, when the dark Bhad
ows of night are fast mingling with the rays of
approaching day. It was that bewitching and
enchanting period of time, when all creation
seems to feel and acknowledge the supreme and
overwhelming power of Omnipotence. All

nature smiled in reanimated beauty, paying
homage and adoration to Him who is its Divine
Creator. Whether the high mountain peak that
mingles with the clouds, clothed with eternal
snows, or the low sequestered glen beneath car-
peted with the verdure of nature; whether the
tall sturdy towering oak that decks the forest,
or the tiny bird which warbles among it* branch,
es ; all eloquently proclaim the wisdom and
power of that hand, which has been the Author
of them all.

A thousand reflections hurried through my
mind, as I travelled along the lonely road,
which led to the abode of Mary and her aged
parents.

Can it be possible thougl t I again and again,
that she whom I had seen so recently, flushed
with health and beauty—the charm of cheerful.
ness upon her family, was now the victim of
disease, and probably of Death?

Relentless, cruel Spoiler ! how dost thou love
to revel and riot among the charms of female
loveliness, withering like an early blivht the
rose that blooms on beauty's cheek ; dashing at
one fell blow to the grave, all their hopes and
expectations here, there to lie, and fade, and
perish? How dost thou with thy sturdy foot,
love to trample over thej fragile forms of those
we once loved, but now we can love no more
forever.

Indulging in this sad train of melancholy mu-
sings, I found I had approached the house with,
out being conscious of the distance passed over.
I was soon ushered into the chamber of the
sick. There lay the wreck of one, who but a
short time since was glowing with health and
vigor, exulting in the buoyancy of youth, and
the consciousness of existence.' Death's dark
doings were depicted on her countenance. I
advanced to the bed,—she seized ray hand with
a convulsive grasp (which I nan never forget)
pressing it with a power as if all her expiring
energies at that moment, were concentrated in
her fingers; she exclaimed 'Doctor, am I not
dying?'

I have not sent for you professionally. I well
know it is now too late to derive any benefit
from your skill. I have sent for you as an ac.
quaintance, as a friend, and especially so as the
esteemed friend of frank Woodville.

You know him, Doctor?
Intimately well, Mary. He is now, I remark-

ed, absent on a visit to his friends in Massachu-
setts.

Yes, she replied, I know it, and immediately
after his return, we were to be united in mar-
riage. 'He is making preparatory arrangements
for that joyful event—and I, must make prepa-
tion for the sad solemnities of death and the
grave, with all their dreary appendages V

I endeavored to soothe her by stating she might
not be eo near her end as she apprehended. But
if she believed life to be so nearly at its close,
her mind and all her affections should be direct-
ed and fixed on Him only, who is able and wil-
ling to support and sustain you in the hour of
affliction and distress.

She bestowed on me an inexpressible look of
calmness and composure—a faint smile playing
round her mouth—remarking, Doctor, this have
I attended to, long before sickness brought my
head to this pillow. And I can now say with
the Psalmist of old, 'though I walk through the
shadow of death, I will fear no evil ; for thou
art with me, thy rod and thy staff thefeibrnfort
me.' " V .

Doctor, I have a few words to say to you, and
I feel by increasing weakness that they must be
said soon.

Listen carefully and attentively.
With an earnestness of expression which I

shall ever remember, she said, you will see
Frank Wondvillc again—I never shall ! Toll
him I love him dearly and sincerely. He has
made that avowal times without number, / n e -
ver have.—This has not arisen from a want of
affection—but from my youth and the natural
diffidence and timidity of my sex.

* * • • ' • * *
Doctor please to remove this lock of hair.
I immediately separated the large black ring,

let which she held in her hand, overshadowing
her brow and contrasting beautifully with the
marble whiteness ef its surface.

Give this to Frank Woodville* and tell him
•a gift from MaryL * * Tell him 1 love him! * •
Oh! could I only sound these few short words
in his hearing, I would leave the world con.
tentedly, yea, triumphantly. Tell him the last
words his dear Mary ever uttered—the last ac-

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



GEM AJND LADIESrXM'ULETi 135
cent that quivered upon the cold, puleeleBS lip
of Mary, waa the endeared name of Frank
Woodvllle !

My feelings had now completely overcome
me. IjBat beside her with my face concealed
with my handkerchief.

She seized my hand again and with a death
like grasp, uttered in a feeble indistinct tone,
tell F r a n k W o o d

A momentary pause ensued, I looked around
—one short suppressed spasmodic gasp, termi-
nated the struggles of the lovely Mary. All
was over. The spirit had fled, and in its flight
bad left impressed upon her face a beautiful se-
renity of countenance, a placidness of evpres.
ejoo, as if the soul had begun to taste the joys
of Heaven, before it had left the clay tenement
of earth. * * » *
f,Should this painful narrative ever meet the eye
of Frank Woodville, I fear it will open wounds
afresh, which have long been closed, by the soft
plastic band of time, but which never can be
cored.

Ip the course of a fortnight Frank returned,
but not to his Mary. His soul was congealed in
agony. The preparations for the nuptial knot
were thrown aside, for the sad "habiliments of
woe." All was sorrow, sadness and distress.—
The hand that was to unite him to one, whom
he regarded more than all the world beside, was
now motionless in the grave; that voice which
he had listened to with ecstacy and delight, was
now choked in dust. The glowing cheek on
which he had so lately imprinted the parting
kiss, was now mouldering and mingling with
its kindred dust.

Al l the sad memorial left him in this general
wreck of all—was the sacred lock of hair—a
mound of earth—and" a modest stone j which
told him where his Mary lay. L. F. F.

Camden, June, 1838.

MANAGEMENT.
A YANKEE LOVE STORY-

I've beam folks say that the witnin was coh-
trairy, well they is a leetle so, but if you manage
'em right, hawl in here, and let 'em out there,
you can drive 'em along without whip or spur,
jest in which way you want'em to go.

When I lived down at Elton, there was a good
many fust rate gals down there, but I didn't take
a likin to any on 'em, till squire Cummins eum
down there to live. The squire bad an almity
puty darter. I sed some of the gals was fust
rate, but Nancy Cummins was fust rate, and a
leetle more. There was many dressed finer and
looked grander, but there was somethin jam
about Nanee, that they couldn't hold a candle
to. If a feller seed her once, he couldn't look
at another gal for a week. I tuk a likin to her
right off, and we got as thick as thieves. We
used to go to the same meetin and sot in the
same pew. It tuk me to find the sarms and hims
for her, and we'd swell em ont in a manner
shockin to hardened sinners ; then we'd mosey
hum together, while the gals and fellers kept a
look in on as though they'd like to mix in. I'd
alwayB stay to supper, and the way she epod
makeinjun cakes, and the- way I wood slick
em over with molasses and put em away was
nuthin to nobody. She was dreadful civil tew,
always gettin sdfcethin nice for me. I was up

;-*o the hub in love, and was goin in for her like
a locomotive. Well, things went on in this
way for a spell, till she tbot she had metite enuf
—then «he begun to show off kinder independ.
ent like. When I'd go to meetin, there was no
room for me in the pew ; when she'd cum out
she'd streake off with another chap, an leave
roe euckin my fingers at the door. Insted of
sticken to me as she used to do, she got cutten
aroundwith the fellers jest as if she cared nuth-
in about me no more, none whatsurnever. I got
considerably riled, and thot I rnout as well cum
t o the end of it at wunce; so I went down to have
it out with her; bnt there was a hull grist of fel-
lers there. .
They seemed mity quiet till I went in, then she

got talkin all manner of nonsence, sed nothin
to me, and darned little of that. I tried to keep
my dander down, but it twarnt no use. I kept
movin about as if I had a pin in my trowsers.
I sweat as if I had been thrashin. My collar
hone down as if it had been hung over to dry.
I could'nt stand it, so cleared out as soon as I
cood, for I seed 'twas no use tryin to say noth.
in to her. I went strate to bed and thot the
matter over for a spell: thinks I that gal is jest
try in of me, taint noose of her playin possum :

I'll take the kink out of her: if I don't fetch her
out of that high grass use me for sassage meat.

I hearn tell of a boy wunce, that got to scewl
late one Sunday morning. The master Bes.you
tarnel sleepin critter, what kept you so late ?
why, ses the boy, its so everslastin slippy out, I
cood'nt get along no how—every step I took for.
ward, I went tew steps backward, and I cood'nt
have got here at all, if I had'nt turned back to
go tuther way. Now that's jest my case; I have
been puttin after that gal considerable time.—
Now thinks I, I'll go tuther way—she's been
slitin of me, now I'll elite her—what's sass for
the goose is sass for the gander. Well, I went
no more to Nanc's. Next Sabbath I slicked
myself up, and I dew say. when I got my fixins
on, I took the shirt tail clean off human natur
about our parts. About meetin time off I put
for Eltham Dodge's—Patience Dodge was as
nice a gal as you'd see twixt here and yonder
any more than she was'nt jest like Nancy Cum.
mins. Ephraim Massey had used to go to see
her ; he was a clever feller, but he was dreadful
jelus. Well I went to meetin with Patience
and sot right afore Nance; I did'nt set my eyes
on her till arter meetin—she had a feller with
her who had a blazin red hed, and legs like a
pair of compasses; she had a face as long as a
grace afore a thanksgivin dinner. I knowed
who she was thinkin about, and twarnt the chap
with the red head nuther. Well I kept bowing
Patience about a spell. Kept my eye on Nance,
seed how the cat was jumpin, she did'nt cut about
like she did, and looked rather solemnly; she'd
gin her tew eyes to kiss and make up. I kept
it up till I like to have got into a mess about
Patience. The crittei thought I was goin arter
her for good, and got as proud as a tame turkey.
Wun day Ephe come down to our place, look,
ing, as rathy as a ma,liehy ossifer on a trainin
day ; look here, says, he, Seth Stokes, as loud
as a small thunder clap,.I'll be darned
Hallo ! ses I, what's broke ? Why, ees he, I
cum down to have satisfaction. about Patience
Dodge. Here I've been a coretin her ever since
last grass a year, an she was just as good as*
mine till you cum a goin arter her, and now I
cant tuch her with a forty foot pole.

She aint like the same gal, and I'm darned if
. I'm goin for to stand it. Why, ses I, what on
airth air you talkin about,..! aint got nothin to
do with your gal, but sposel had, there's nothin
for you to get wolfy about. If.the gal has ta-
ken a likiirto me, taint my fault; if I've taken
to her taint her fault, and if we've taken a likin
to one another taint, your fault; but I aint so
almity taken with her, and you may have her
for all of me, so you had'nt ought to get savage
about nothing. Well says he, (rather cooled
down) l a m the unluckiest thing in creation. I
went tuther day to a place where there was an
Old woman died of the bots or some sich disease,
and they were sellin out her things. Well says
he, there was a thundering big chist of drawers
full of all sort of truck, so I bot it, thot I made
a speck, when I cum to look at em, there warnt
nothin in it worth a cent cept an old silver thim.
ble, and that was all busted up—so I sold the
conearn for less than I gin for i t ; Well then the
chap that hot it tuck it hum, heerd sumthin rat-
tle, broke the old chist up, and found lots of
gold and silver in it, in a false bottom I had'nt
seen. Now if I'd tuck that chist hum I'd never
found that munny, or if I did they'd been all
counlerfeit, and I'd been tuck up for passing on
em. Well I jest told Patience about it, when
she rite up and called me a darned fool. Well
ses I Ephe that is hard, but never you mind
that—jest go on, you can get her, and when you
dew get her, you can file the ruff edges off jest
as you please. That teekled him it did, and
away he went a leetle better pleased. Now
thinks I, its time to look after Nance. Next
day down I went. Nancy was all alone. I
axed her if the squire was in ; she sed he wnrnt.

.Cause see I (makin bleeve I wanted him) nur
colt sprained his foot, an I cum to see if the
squire wont lend me his mare to go to town.—
She sed she gessed he would—I'd better sit down
till the squire corned in.

Down I sot; she looked sort a strange, and
my heartfelt queer all round the edges. Arter
a wile ses I, are you goin down to Betsy Martin's
quiltin ? sed she didn't know for sartin, are you
a goin ? sed I recond I wood; see she, I epoee
you take Patience Dodge; Bed I mought, and
agin I inout not; ses she, I hearn youre a goin
to get married; I ahoodn't wonder a bit. Pa-
tience is a nice gal. I looked at her, I seed the
tears a cummin} says I, may be Bhe'U ax you to

be bridesmaid. She ris rite up, Bhe did, her face
as red as a biled beet; Seth Stokes! see she ;—
and she couldn't say any more, she was BO full.
Won't you be bridesmaid ses I ; no! ses she ;—
and she bust rite out. Well then, ses I, if you
won't be bridesmaid will you be the bride ? She
looked rite up at me ; I swan to man I never
seed anything so awful puty; I tuk right hold
of her hand, yes or no, sea I, right off. Yes
8es she ; that's your sort, ses I, as I gin her a
buss and a hug. I soon fixed matters with the
squire. We soon hitched traces to trot in dou-
ble harness for life, and I never had cause to re-
pent of my bargain.

From the Family Newspaper.
Miss Jane Howard was the daughter of a ve.

ry-wealthy merchant residing in the city of Bal-
timore.

Her personal appearance was truly prepos-
sessing ; but the graces of her mind, polished as
it was by a superior education, and the benevo-
lence of her naturally warm and virtuous heart,
rendered her an object of universal esteem and
admiration, among all with whom she was ac-
quainted. At a very early age she embraced
the Christian religion, and much of her time
was spent in promoting religious and benevolent
objects.

Inithe fall of 1828, Jane, with her elder tooth-
er, embarked on board a packet for Charleston,
South Carolina, for the purpose of visiting their
friends. The captain of the packet was a man
about twenty-five years of age. His person was
comely and his. manners agreeable, with the ex-
ception of one fault, too common among sai-
lors—he was profane. The modesty of Jane's
appearance attracted his attention ; he gained
an introduction to her by means of her brother,
and was still more charmed by the sweetness of
ber conversation than he had been by the gra-
ces of her person.

It was not long, however, before an oath es-
oaped his lips, which shocked the delicate sen-
sibility of Jane.

She politely requested that he would desist
from such language while she was on hoard ; to
which he immediately assented with a deep
blush of chagrin. During the remainder of the
voyage the captain's attentions to Jane were
rather increased than diminished.

He spent much pf his time in her company,
charmed and delighted with the modesty of her
deportment, and the fascinating spell of her in-
structive conversation ; but not another oath'
was he heard to utter, until they arrived at
Charleston. They were now about to part;
but Jane, feeling no small interest in the future
welfare of one, whose unremitted attentions
more than indicated his solicitude for her own,
ventured to ask if he would grant her one re.
quest. The captain, with all the enthusiasm of
an infatuated lover, replied that, whatever re-
quest she was pleased to make, if possibly with,
in his power, it certainly should be granted.

' Then,' said she, ' accept this Bible, and my
request is, that you will read a portion of it eve*
ry day.' '

' He felt surprised, (or if you please, taken
in,) but considering that he had given his prom.
ise, ho felt himself bound to fulfil it. In the fall
of 1833, Jane went to spend the winter with her
uncle who resided in New Orleans. The first
Sabbath after she arrived there she accompanied
her uncle and his famly to church, and heard a
sermon of uncommon interest, delivered with-
eloquence, and religious pathos.

The minister was evidently a man of superior
talents ; his manner was unaffected, but impres-
sive : his voice deep toned and agreeable. His
figures were applicable, though high wrought
and beautiful.

He possessed, in fine, the rare faculty of
chaining an audience in almost breathless silence
from the commencement to the clone of his dis.
course. But Jane, whose tender heart was so
exquisitely susceptible upon the subject of reli.
gion, entered so deeply into the spirit of the ser-
in on that she entirely forgot for the time, the
distance which separated her from her friends,
and all the circumstance by whice she WBB sur-
rounded, with the exception of the rolling sen.
tences as they flowed from the lips of the speak.
er. The meeting closed; and while Jane and
her friends were waiting in their pew fox the
asile to be cleared, the preacher came down
from the pulpit, advanced towards them, addres.
Bed Jane as follows; ' if I mistake not 1 am ad.
dressing Miss Howard." A confused succes-
sion of ideas flitted foe an instant across the
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mind of Jane:—But recollecting herself, she
politely replied ; ' That is my name, sir, but I
do not recollect to have had the pleasure of see-
ing you before.'

'Perhaps you recollect having sailed from
Baltimore to Charleston about five years ago in
the Packet Thomas Jefferson, and of having
given a Bible to the Captain.' • I do,' she re-
plied, • I recollect it weH,—and if I mistake
not, I recognise the Captain in the person be-
fore me ! But can it be possible ? ' It is possi-
ble,' he replied, • it is so—I am the man !—and
I shall ever feel the deepest gratitude to you,
Miss Howard, for the interest you manifested
for my welfare. That Bible and the reading of
it, has made me what I am !'

I will not attempt to describe the feelings
produced by this unexpected meeting. Suffice
it to say, that the minister was invited home
with them, and during the winter his visits were
neither few or far between. In the spring, he
married Miss Jane, and they are now on a mis.
Bionary tour among the dark benighted sons of
India, where the blessings of Heaven is attend-
ing their labors in a wonderful manner, and
many souls are brought to a saving knowledge
of the truth through their instrumentality.

F. F. E.

From the Cincinnati Chronicle.

A RUN-AWAY MATCH.

We chanced, two or three'weeks since, to be
descending the Miami Canal, from Dayton to
this city, in the packet 'Clarion,' Captain
Brockway, commander. The boat had over,
come 25 or 30 miles of this distance, when the
tramp of a horseman was heard upon the tow.
path. In a minute a gallant steed was beside
us, covered.with foam and panting with the heat.
On his hack was a surly looking Dutchman, in
years some forty five or fifty, of middle stature,
with short legs and still shorter stirrups, and
sitting in his saddle very much as Sir Monkey
fides his poney in the menagerie. His appear-
ance quickly attracted the eyes of the crew and
passengers especially as his throat well lined
with dust and dried by the hea.t, gave utterance
to sundry violent incoherent sounds, which
were ever and anon accompanied by a threaten-
ing flourish of a stout whip which he held in
his right hand. At length we caught the words,
' Mine dawter—Captain, give me back mine
dawter.* The passengers began to look at the
captain of the ' Clarion,' who by the way is a
modest looking, gentlemanly sort of a bachelor,
to know what all this meant. The captain pro-
tested he knew nothing of the Dutchman's 'daw.
ter." The old man kept bawling, most vehement,
ly, ' mine dawtcr, give me mine dawter.' The
captain now stopped his boat, and called to the
enraged horseman to come on board and take
his ' dawter.' In an instant, he had dismount-
ed, tied his jaded steed to the fence and was in
the cabin of the boat. With a quick step and
a hurried eye, he looked round—she was not
there. He passed on to the ladies cabin, search-
ed it, but with no better success. He returned
to the main cabin, and his eye rested upon a
young German, asleep on a settee, who had prob-
ably escaped his notice as he passed through.
' Love's young dream' was most unceremonious-
ly disturbed, for the old man sprang at him like
a tiger, caught him by the collar, and cried out,
•you dam rascal, where's mine dawter?' The
sleeping bridegroom stood upon his feet in utter
amazement and affright, and instantly pointed
to the ladies' cabin. The old man released him,
again rushed to the ladies cabin, searched it a
second time, but without success. By this time
the eaptain of the Clarion, having become im-
patient, ordered the boat to start, and the old
• dawter'-hunter jumped on shore, and mounting
hia horse, kept by the side of the boat, calling
out for his '^lawler,' and threatening to pursue
the captain to Cincinnati and there reclaim his
runaway child, when he would give her Gar.
many/ shaking his rod most significantly to-
wards the boat. We now learned that the fair
runaway, was a sober looking little Dutch girl,
in a pink dress, who had eat her dinner in si.
lence, and who, upon bearing her father's voice,
bad, by the aid of the ladies* concealed herself,
so effectually in the cabin, that her father, even
by the aid of the craven lover, could not find
her. We further learned that her parents were
ojppoaed to her marrying this young man, and
tfeat they had that morning eloped, from Day.
len ( tod having takenjlhe canal boat, for greater
j i « , vrcce o.i their way to some Gcetna Green,

in order to have the knot matrimonial* duly tied
Presently, the old man resolved upon a new
course of action, and set off full speed for
Hamilton to invoke the aid of the Sheriff in
searching the boat for 'mine dawter'.1 The
bridegroom, who had been ' mightily scared' by
the violence of the old man, now became more
composed. He asserted that theyoung lady was
nineteen years old, and enquired, with consid-
erable anxiety, whether her father could take her
back, even if he got the Sheriff. One of the
passengers observing that his nervous system
was a good deal disturbed, and desirous of hav-
ing some sport, remarked in a suppressed tone,
but so as to be heard by the groom, ' It's a pity
the old man has brought them big pistols with
him—1 fear there will be blood-shed.' ' Has he
pistols ?' inquired the groom in utter consterna.
tion, and passing quickly from the bow of the
boat to the ladies cabin, with his bundle of clothes
in his hand, proposed to his lady-love, that he
should jump on shore, escape to the woods arid
leave her to the tender mercies of her father, to
be taken back to Dayton. But his lady-love had
no idea of losing a husband and gaining the
parental rod. She quietly put her foot upon the
floor with much significancy and said, ' No, you
shall do no such thing.' Here was a pretty
quandary for a nervous lover to be in—pistols
on one side and a resolute young lady on the
other. Flight was impossible, death seemed al-
most certain. The groom stood motionless and
speechless. Some of the ladies in the cabin
proposed that they should both leave the boat
and take to the woods. This proposition suited
the young lady exactly, and her gallant lover
was ready for any expedient that would carry
him speedily from the aforesaid pistols. The
boat was stopped, the lovers jumped on shore,
the groom leading the way with one, the bride
following with two bundles, in which were no
doubt the bridal dress and its necessary appur-
tenances. They crossed a bridge in hot haste,
to get on the opposite side of the canal from the
pistol-bearer, and made for the woods at the top
of their speed, the groom leading the bride some
twenty paces. The passengers rushed to the
deck of the boat and make the welkin ring with,
their shouts. One of them called out, • You
craven loon ! carry your sweet-heart's bundles,
or we'll come and Lynch you.' The flying'lov-
er took the hint, ran back, seized the largest of
the young lady's brace of bundles, and again set
off, full speed, for the woods. The bride pursu-
ed with all becoming alacrity, and just as they
reached the edge of a copse, their speed was
very considerably quickened by one of the pas-
sengers crying but—• haste, haste, the old one
is coming.',

The boat had proceeded but a few hundred
yards before we met the old rran. The idea of
such a flight as we had just witnessed, had oc-
curred to him, and he had-turned round to watch
the packet down to Hamilton. Upon being as.
sured that his ' dawter' and her lover Had escap-
ed from the boat, he put whip to his horse and
set off in pursuit of them, tb the great amuse,
inent of the passengers, who united in opinion
that they had now seen a real runaway match.

As yet we have been unable to learn the re-
suit of this youthful and loving flight. It
proves once again, that the ' course of true love
never did run smooth,1 albeit, it now and then
runneth very fast.

INTERVIEW WITH A SHARK.
'Being in La Guayra during the month of

June, I was tempted by the heat of the lowland
to bathe in the sea : I swam out to some rocks,
which lay a quarter of a mile from the shore,
and there dived to pick up some beautiful shells.
As I got near the bottom, I balanced myself in
mid-water, to observe a most beautiful phenome-
non. It being noon, and the sun crossing the1

equator, near which stands La Guayra, his
beams were reflected with surpassing splendor
on the surface of the water, which was agitated
into rippling waves by the mid.day breeze—
these little waves were reflected on the sandy
bed of the sea, which reflection showed like a
waving and shifting net of burnished silver. I
6aw the net, with pleasure, stretched as far as my
eye could read), save where my own shadow, as
it were, intercepted it. Suddenly this was over,
shadowed by the most terrific object. I instant,
ly cast my eyes upwards, and gracious Heavens!
1 beheld right above me, one of the most terri.
ble monsters in nature, known to the English in
these seas under the appellation of shovel.noBed
shack (JSqpaliiti Tigriniui of Liameus.J I oa«t

a l e w glSIIUOB aiv i t , auu |#w. ww. TW_ ,-,

eyes, that looked at once stupidly dull and fright'
fully malignant. Their savage ken was direc
ted towards we. I cast a glance at my limbs
and over my body, and mentally asked my Cre.
ator, (may he forgive an involuntary thought) if
he intended that hit image into which he had
breathed the breath of life, should become the
prey of such a marine demon as floated above.
This singular idea passed through my mind with
the speed of reflection. I swam, still under
water, to another place; but I could observe by
the shadow of the monster that he still followed
me. Upwards I dared not look ; in vain I tried
to dodge rhy tormentor ; where I stopped, he
stopped; and, go where I would, still his shad,
ow fell upon me. What was to be done 1 My
strength and breath were fast going : to remain
much longer under water was impossible, and
to rise was to make for the jaws of perdition.—
I sank to the bed of the bay to arm myself with
some conch shells; these might have been of
some use, could I have gained the surface of the.
water unharmed, in which case I might have
hurled them at hi» enormous head. But no, the
shark seemed awafc that I could not remain
long below, and he determined to catch me as I
rose. Suddenly, a ray of blessed hope shot across
my benighted mind. I was beside a rock that
bad a small cleft through its centre; which near
the head of the bay had a horizotal passage ;
down this cleft I had often gone out of mere
boyish desire for adventure; and to this chasm
I swam, and in an instant darted in this hori-
zontal part of it. Ere I did this^ the hideous
fish became, too late, aware of my manoeuvre ;
and from the pressure of the water, I became
aware that he sunk down towards me', but the
love of life made me too quick for him even in
his own element. I passed through the hori-
zontal passage, and in an instant I was buoyed
up through the vertical cavity of the rock, and
rose to the surface of the water, all but suffoca-
ted, to inhale the blessed air. Still the perse-
yering sea devil followed ; it had also forced it-
self through the aperture of the rock, and wheth-
er this was too small to admit its enormous
head I know not—certain I am that the shark
did not pass the cleft for some minutes after
me. By this time I stood upright on the top of
the rock, on which there were two or three feet
of water, and a few rapid steps brought me out
of immediate danger. I had gained a part of
the rock which was out of the water, although
it afforded but bad footing, it being as sharp as
the blade of a boat oar. On this I however got,
as the monster emerged from the passage, still
pursuing me ; it made.a rush toward where I
stood, but I was out of its element;. it raised its
huge head, as if to ascertain where I was, and,
in this instant,! hurled one of the conch shells,
which I still held in my hand, .with such effect
as to stun the fish. I t now lay motionless for
some seconds, while I, to prevent the sharp
edges of the rocks from cutting my feel, was
obliged to kneel, and partly to support myself
with my hands. I now perceived the fish
splashing the waters upon the rocks till they
were in foam ; the fact was it was high tide
when we both came up, and as the water was
fast receding, it could not get off for want of
depth. Some minutes had elapsed-ere I per.
ceived its predicament, for my attention was di-
rected towards the shore, to which place I cal-
led for succor, using every exclamation of dis.
tress that I recollected ; at length the fish be-
came completely high and dry, and I perceived
the danger of my late mortal foe, but felt no pity'
for him. I now fearlessly changed my position,
and stood upright on the flat part of the rock.
I was too much exhausted by my late adventure
to essay swimming ashore, and saw with joy a
canoe approaching me ; one of the three men
in her proved to be my old friend Jose Garcia ;
who, being informed of my late escape, called
out, " Santa Maria ! it is the harbor master that

i's on the rock !" I must inform the reader that
had heard of a large and well known shovel,

nosed shark called the harbor master, who, in
the bay of La Guayra, was as well known as
Fort Royal Tom was in Jamaica. Whether my
late friend was the identical harbor master I can-
not take upon myself to say, but Jose and the
two men in the canoe treated him, with little
ceremony; they beat the helpless shark's head
with their paddles until he was again stunned,
and finished him by cutting off his tail and run.
ning a matoheti through his brain. W. A,

The way to live well, is,, to loara to live righlr
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SATURDAY, AUGUST £5, 1838.

ICT We give two very pretty paragraphs from
the Knickerbocker—one, a notice of •• Mount
Hope," the other, of the cily generally. He
of the Knickerbocker holds a poetic pen.

The Female Seminary.—We take the occasion
of the publication of the advertisement in ano-
ther column, to remark, that this institution is
becoming deservedly popular in Western New
York. The teachers are eminently qualified,
and the location of the school is very pleasant.
We commend to our readers the notice of the
Trustees.

T H E H I G H S C H O O L .
I had the pleasure, Mr. Editor, of attending

the exhibition of that flourishing institution, on
Thursday evening last, and of listening to the
specimens of oratory, both selected and origi-
nal, which were presented by the young gentle-
men, and the compositions from two of the
young'ladies. I cannot refrain from sending
you a few remarks upon the exercises of the
evening. They were, as a whole, of high order
for such an institution.

The style of delivery was more free and en.
ergetie and practical, than is often to be seen
in our collegiate institutions. In almost all re-
hearsals of selected speeches, there is so much
of the appearances of declamation, as to de-
stroy our interest in them ; but there was more
speaking as if the thoughts were their own,
more sincerity and earnestness of manners than
usual. The selection from Webster's speech in
answer to Calnoun, was most.admirably deliv-
ered. I have rarely ever heard a young speak-
er, who had more of the points of a finished or-
ator, than were exhibited in that speech. The
speech of Prentiss, of Mississippi, delivered in
Fannuiel Hall at the dinner given to Webster,
was pronounced with great energy, and a natu-
ral feeling that excited the whole audience, and
called forth the spontaneous expressions of ap-
probation.

The character of the original pieces was very
good, and were better adapted to public speak-
ing, than the productions of our college and
academy students generally. They were direct,
practical addresses to the audience, designed to
make them feel, and the speakers seemed to
consider that they had some object to accom-
plish in addressing them. It is one great obsta-
cle to public speaking in schools, that the speak-
ers have no definite object which they wish to
attain, and must speak merely for the sake of
speaking ; which has been hot inaptly compar-
ed to setting men to hoe dry bean poles instead
of corn. It is impossible for a speaker, under
such circumstances, to exhibit the sincerity and
earnestness of feeling.which give to oratory its
chief power. There was, however, in the ori-
ginal pieces spoken, more of that matter of fact
oratory, which it is desirable to cultivate in our
young men, than might have been expected.

. From the style of oratory, I was led to suppose
that there must have been long and careful dril-
ling, and was surprised to learn that little had
been done by the teachers in forming their man-
ner, though it had been made an object of more
attention during the last term. I understand
that the examination, which I had not the pleas,
are of attending, was equally creditable to the
teachers and pupil*. The citizens of Rochester
have great reason to congratulate themselves up.
«a possessing a school of such a character and

tefeberfl, wbo are disposed to elevate itf reputa-

tion to the highest point of excellenoe. It was
gratifying to see from the crowded audience in
attendance, that a deep interest is felt by the
citizens generally, in the prosperity of this
school. It^needs only their continued and in*
creasing interest and patronage, to raise it to
the highest elevation, as the high school at Ro.
Chester. I have forgotten to allude to the com.
positions read by two of the young ladies. The
first was a sprightly description of the various
criticisms usually made at public examinations.
The petty scandal often uttered on such occa-
sions, was hit off in a very pretty style of pleas,
ant humor. The second composition was foun-
ded on the interesting event which occurred
two or three years since, when three of the Nes
Perses tribe of Indians crossed the Rocky Moun-
tains and visited St. Louis, to learn the white
man's religion. The language was bold and
vigorous, and many of the descriptions very viv-
id and picturesque. It was scarcely proper to
call it poetry, though the style and the thoughts
were highly poetical and did credit to the wri-
ter. There was such a deficiency in the struc-
ture of the cadences as to give it more the sound
of elevated prose, than of the harmonious num-
bers of blank verse. On the whole the exhibi-
tion was 6uch as might well gratify the teach,
ers with the evidences of their success, in train-
ing minds up for practical usefulness in life.
One thing-is peculiarly gratifying in the pieces,
both original and select, was the high moral
character which they exhibited. It was evident
that the institution is under an elevated and
pure moral influence. This the most impor-
tant part of all systems of education, seems to
have been appreciated by the teachers, and to

-have exerted a salutary influence on the schol-
ars. May the tone of moral and religious feel-
ing, be more and more elevated, till the waters
of life shall flow- forth from this institution to
gladden the city of our God.

AMICUS SCIENTIAL.

Written far the Gem.
FROM A YOUNG RAMBLER'S JOURNAL.

SKETCHES OF WESTERVI SCEMERY, CHARAC-
TER, AMD MCIDEMT.--HO. 3.

Round scenes like-these, doth warm remembrance glide,
Where emigration rolls its ceaseless tide.—

Mrs. Sigourney.

There is a very perceptible sameness in the ap.
pearance of the country, bordering on the Mis-
sissippi, extending from New Orleans to Baton
Rouge, on the east side, a distance of a hundred
and forty miles, and on- the west to Point Cou-
pee, some fifteen miles above. At these respec-
tive places commence the eastern and western
shore Levees, which are artificial mounds of
earth, from twenty-five to thirty feet in treadth,
with an elevation of from six to eight feet, fur.
nishing a fine highway. These embankments
secure the cultivation of a beautiful and produc-
tive strip of country, each side of the river,
from one to two miles in width,—denominated
" the coast." Were it not 'for these artificial
preventions, this rich tract would be overflow-
ed no 6mall portion ef the year. When the riv-
er is swollen, or, as the phrase goes, is full, its
surface is four feet higher, than that of the sur.
rounding country. The embankments are sel-
dom known to break away; but when " creva.
ces" do occur, through which the waters rush
over the plantations, inundating the sugar fields,
cotton grounds, or rice lots, and winding their
way to tiie neighboring marshes ; the alarm
is quickly given by the plantation bells, and
but a short time is Buffered to elapse, before sev-
eral hundred negroes, with their masters, has-
tea to the spot and repair tbo breaeh; and tbe.

mighty ' Monarch of Rivers* being discomfited
rolls on in its sullen yet majestic course to the
ocean.

Without fear of contradiction, I may say that
there cannot probably be found on the face of
the globe, a richer tract of land of the same ex.
tent. Plantation touches plantation the whole
distance; and, indeed, each with its shaded
mansion, sugar houses, and negro cabins, is in
itself a village ; so that for one hundred and
fifty miles, one almost unbroken chain of little
rural villages, is presented to the view of the
admiring tourist. Among the noblest of these
plantations, is that of the late General Wade
Hampton; which in a single year, if my mem.
ery serves me right, has produced fifteen hun.
dred hogsheads of sugar. This gentleman, by.
the-way, whose decease occurred some three
years since, was one of the questionably heroes
of the late war. In the summer and autumn of
1813, an army of twelve thousand men was pla-
ced under the command of Generals Wilkinson
and Hampton, intended for the invasion of Ca-
nada ; but the expedition wholly failed, and
much censure was heaped upon the command-
ers, particularly the latter, who was charged
with making more frequent and successful at-
tacks upon the brandy.boltle, than upon the red-
coated enemies of his country;

At this season of the year, the close of May,
the fields present a beautiful aspect of the two
great staples of export, the BUgar cane and cot-
ton plant. Respecting the culture of the for-
mer, I may briefly remark, thatit is propagated
by placing cuttlings of slips of the cane in fur-
rows, about six feet apart, in much the same
way as grape cuttings at the north. This is
done the latter part of February, or early in
March. From the eyes or joints of these slips
start forth shoots. When fully grown, the cane
somewhat resembles rank broom-corn ; and cul-
tivated very similarly to northern maize. When
harvested for the mill, slips are cut off from the
top, some fifteen inches long, for planting the
following season. The saccharine matter is
pressed from the'cane, by being crushed between
two cylinders; the sap flowing into kettles, is
soon converted into sugar, by the simple pro-
cess of evaporation, by boiling, When proper-
ly tended, the common yield to the acre may be
estimated at a hogshead of twelve hundred
pounds, which will realize not far from six dol-
lars a hundred in the southern market. The
average crop raised annually, in Louisiana, ex-
ceeds one hundred thousand hogsheads of sugar,
and five million gallons of molasses, producing
a yearly income of near eight and a half mil-
lions of dollars. On the southern frontier of
Mississippi, the sugar cane has been success,
fully cultivated ; and attempts are making for
its introduction into Alabama, Georgia, and
Florida. Doubtless the experiment will prove
successful, as the Riband specie—so called from
its perpendicular and parallel stripes—can prob-
ably be raised at least one hundred and fifty
miles farther north than any other kind yet at.
tempted; and, moreover, it ripens some weeks
earlier than any other variety. The only dis.
advantage of the Riband cane seems to be, that
having a harder bark than the other kinds, roll,
ers driven by steam power are required for
grinding it.

When I saw it the latter part of May, the cot.
ton plant was about four inches high, very thrif.
ty, planted in rows from six to. eight feet apart,
and the stalks in those rows from ten to twenty
inches distant—the richer the soil, the, wider
the space between the stalks. On the low land
it frequently attains the height of »ia and eight

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



eet, so aa to interlock with the adjoining par-
allel rows. From June until October, the flow,
era exhibit a most gaudy and brilliant spectacle.
At first, they somewhat resemble the white hoi.
lyhock, though smaller; but the intense heat
of the sun changes their hue toward night to a

t delicate rose, and at the close of the second day
to a deep crimson, when they drop off. For
four months one crop of blossoms succeeds an-
other; thus, while one has about reached its
maturity, another has but just burst into bril-
liancy. These flowers are followed by pods con-
taining the cotton. The earliest of these pods
commence bursting open in August, which ren-
ders the cotton fit for picking. The gathering
season continues till about the first of Decem.
ber, and some years even a month later. Then
the cotton is ginned—that is, the seed separat-
ed from the lint; pressed into bales of four
or five hundred pounds each, and finally sent to
market. Good cotton lands may be said to pro.
duce from a bale to a bale and a half to the acre,
worth, perhaps in ordinary years, from fifty to
sixty dollars a bale.

Comparatively but a few are aware of the
wonderful increase of this great American sta-
ple. South Carolina is entitled to the credit of
the first introduction of cotton, as early as 1785
or '86 ; but Mr. Teake, of Savannah, was the
first planter who cultivated it upon a large scale,
as it was then called. In 1788 his crop was a-
bout twelve hundred pounds of clean cotton ;
which, valued at eighteen cents a pound, would
amount to two hundred and sixteen dollars.
The entire crop of 1836 was near five hundred
and] fifty millions of pounds—of which some-
thing over four hundred and twenty three mil-
lions were exported—which, estimated at the
average high price of that year, eighteen cents
a pound, would fall but a little short of the enor-
mous sum of one hundred millions of dollars !
All the cotton exported in 1790, '91, and '92—
perhaps fifteen or eighteen hundred bales—
would hardly suffice for the cargo of a single
ship of the size usually employed in this trade;
while, in 1836, the quantity exported added to
that used in our extensive domestic manufac-
ture*, would well nigh freight a thousand such
ships! Such an astonishing increase in the
culture of a single article, may be attributed to
the invention of the saw-gin in '93, by which the
fibres of cotton are so rapidly separated from the
seeds. For this invaluable discovery, our coun-
try,—aye, the whole world—is indebted to the
inventive genius of ELI WHITNEY, a young man
from Massachusetts, who was at that time en
gaged in Georgia, in the capacity of a family
tutor. L. C. D.

Alexander, N. Y.

Written for the Gem.

JULIET—Rut yesterday an infant—to-day a
dashing belle ! Fourth of July Toast.

Among the towns which have sprung up like
magic among the beautiful groves and fertile
prairies of the west, none have advanced with
a more rapid and healthy growth, thanthe love-
ly village whose name stands at the head of this
article. Situated on the river Des Plaines, and
on the route of the great Illinois River & Lake
Michigan Canal, and surrounded by one of the
most beautiful and fertile regions of the grea
valley, we look forward to no distant day, when
she will take an exalted station among theCIT
IES of the west.

But little more than three years have elapsed
since the first framed buildings were erected
and we now number nearly 1500 souls.

Nor is this population made up of speculators,

loafers and gamblers, as is often supposed at the
east, (though to use a Hooaier phrase, we have a
sprinkling of them, as what village has not?)
but I venture to assert that a more respectable,
intelligent and enterprising community can be
found in few villages in the Btate of New York,
than in this, or most villages and settlements
in this state. You need no other proof of our
enterprize, than the way we build up Cities. It
took about 20 years, with all her advantages, to
make one of Rochester ; while here, as has been
the case with Chicago, Alton, &c, 5 or 6 years
is ample time, and the advancement of the
state at large, in internal improvement, com.
merce and population has not been behind that
of Cities above named.

Indeed we knew nothing here of the snail
like pace, with which you advance at the east,
but our course, in comparison with yours, is like
the modern rail road car, compared with the firs t
steam-boat launched by Fulton. So much for
enterprize. Now for a more serious theme.
There are three Churches organized here—a
Presbyterian, a Methodist and Baptist. The
three have regular preaching every Sabbajlb,
with large and respectable congregations—the
latter is but lately established, but is in a flour,
ishing condition.

A Jail has been built here this season at an
expense of $5,000, and two bridges which cost
upwards of $3,060, and private improvements
have more than kept pace with those of a pub-
lic nature, notwithstanding the pressure of the
times. Our most pressing want now is a Print-
ing Office, as there is none in the county, nor
within 40 miles of us. And one would meet
here with most ample support, as aside from the
circulation of a paper and private advertiser
ments, those of a public nature, as this is the
county seat, would form no inconsiderable item
towards a support. I hope this will meet the
eye of some of your eastern printers, who are
sighing over a "beggarly" list of non-paying
subscribers, and turn his thoughts where,

"Westward the star" of fortune "points his way."

H,
Cricket.—This manly and interesting game

is fast obtaining favor in this country. A match
recently came off" between the players of Albany
and Schenectady and Troy. There were eleven
on each side. The eleven from Troy and Sche-
nectady, obtained, at two innings, 79 tallies.—
The eleven from Albany, were beaten, they
having obtained but 68.

Rochester.—Through a country of unsurpass-
sed fertility.past hundreds of wheat,fields of from
two to three hundred acres—green grain-prairies
without a solitary stump' or obstruction—to Ro-
chester. It was dim twilight, as we rolled over
the upper bridge that crossed the Genesee and en-
tered the city. The streets through which we
had already passed, and others stretching out-
ward around us the dimly descried steeples, the
lights moving across the acqueduct, and gleam-
ing from the bridge beyond, and the hum and
bustle on every hand, all conspired to impress

a stranger with the extent and importance
of the town. Yet did this, di obscure' view

awaken no expectations which the daylight was
to dissipate. As we stood on the roof of the
Eagle House on the following morning;, and sur-
veyed the town, with scores of noble stone mills
skirting the river on either hand ; its broad and
handsome streets, and the crowds who thronged
them : its beautiful churches and public build-
ings, we could scarcely realize that twenty
years ago, not a single building reared its head
within all this crowded metropolis ! Yet such
is the astonishing fact.—Knickerbocker.

A young spark, who is courting a respectable
young lady in Royal street, sat eo late a few
evenings since, that the servants were all the
forenoon of the next day in whitewashing his
shadow off the wall.—Vermont Mercury,

Extract from a letter Published in the Ex.
press:—From Utiea I will make a long jump to
ROCHESTER, and here end my first chapter. If
my harem scar em description of men and things
do not please you, reader, figures may. The
statistics of a country are no many eulogies to
its praise or to its disgrace. In almost every
noukjtnd corner of our own country a compari*
son of the past with the present, redounds taour
honor as a country. From a race of pigmies
we have become a nation of giants—from three
millions of people sixteen millions—from thir,
teen States twenty six States. In the age of
youth, we have reached the stature and strength
of manhood, and now inferior to none, we claim
at least an equality with the most favored nations
upon the earth, and but a just and expected
superiority over the mass.

Rochester, as well, perhaps, as every other
place in the Union, illustrates our present
strength, and our speedy advancement frem
nothingness to greatness.

Twenty-eight years gone by, the now City
was then a wilderness. Twelve years from the
time of her first settlement gave her more than
5,000 inhabitants, and twelve more increased
her population to more than 14,000, and at this
moment the population probably exceeds 18,000.
Abusier or happier multitude of men never walk-
ed the earth. The State improvements here are
many and stupendous. A single Aqueduct here
cost more than $80,000,—another, built of lime,
stone, $500,000! The Canal waters here
are raised five hundred feet above the level of
the Hudson. About 20 costly and beautiful
Churches have been erected, where the worship,
pers of God, of all denominations, may sit
under their own vine and fig tree. Banks* Ho-
tels, Museums, Seminaries, Public Buildings,
all are numerous!

You inay judge something.of the public busi-
ness, when told that the capital invested in Mills
alone, is $350,000, and the amount paid for
wheat here not less than $1,500,000 a year.—
The Canal business here amounts to a million a
year. The Manufacturing business to another
million. The Mercantilebusiness t$3,000j000.
More than a million of barrels of flour are manu*
factured here each year, and Rochester alone
has paid one sixth of all the tolls of the Erie
Canal. I read these statistics, which I have
taken some pains to have correct with wonder
and astonishment, especially where I am told in
addition that the water power of the Great Falls
in Rochester, in almost constant operation, are
equal to-1920 steam engines of 20 horse power
each, and which, according to the cost of steam
horse power in England, would amount to more
than $10,000,000 as an annual value or annual
cost. The wheat manufactured and sold here,
amounts to near ten millions a year! These
facts to the unacquainted, seem, as they actual,
ly are, astounding, and no men, therefore, will
wonder at any "thing he sees around him after
reading this simple record of the history, enter-
prize and industry of this city. The logic of
figures solves all problems,, and if we are left to
wonder at all, it is not at things as they are, but
to the more important questions—How came
they so, and to whom belongs the honor of first
discovering and making active and useful, the
means which have wrought such results'?

Yours &c., E. B.

"Mount Auburn" of the West.—"The Falls
of the Genesee, however, are not the only seen.

! ic attractions in the vicinity of Rochester.—
There is one, of such singular and various beau-
ty, as to warrant especial mention. We allude
to the suberban cemetery of 'Mount Hope,'
which has recently been purchased by the city
corporation, laid out and intersected with excel,
lent paths and carriage roads. It is -a succes-
sion of gracefully rounded hills, and gradual
hollows, raised and scooped by the hand of na-
ture, on a wood eminence some two or thrwj
niilee fsom the town. You wind along its aveu-
ues, more deeply impressed, at every turn, with
the manifold beauties of the the spot, andHhe
good taste which selected and appropriated it.
Here flashes upon the eye a glimpse of thexiv.
er, lapsing along its green shores, and there an
opening discloses a meadow.field below ; while
farther onward Bparkles a clear spring, that
will hereafter feed the brooks which will 'run
among the hills.' From the summit, you look,
on one hand, far over umbrageous woods, to
the blue Ontario; the city, with its steeples and
urrets, lies in the foreground, softened by die-
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tance, the blue vapor of the falls rising slowly
beyond, and like the 'vain shadow1 of human
life, soon vanishing away ; and on the other, a
kmg stretch of verdant landscape, terminating
in an undulating range of pale blue mountains,
bounds the view. One can imagine no lovelier
burial place than this must become, when gar.
nislied by the hand of taste and affection. Such
repositories of the dead exercise a benevolent
and salutary influence among the living; and
when
'Here the long concourse from the murmuring town,

With funeral pace and slow, shall enter in,
To lay the loved in tranquil silence down,

No mure to suffer and no more to sin."
it will beguile death of half its terrors, to reflect
that the beauties of nature are scattered with
such 1 iberal hand about the graves of the depart-
ed.— Knickerbocker.

OUR JAIL.
The following is the account of the Editor of

the Knickerbocker's visit to our jail:—
Jl Through the considerate attention of an

obliging friend, we visited the notorious Baron,
in the city prison, together with the spot where
his cold-blooded crime was perpetrated. It is a
singular coincidence, that at the time we are
transcribing these hurried memoranda, the mur-
derer is standing in the immediate conflux of
two eternities, and Time is shaking his almost
exhausted hour-glass before his startled eye.
He has not an hour to live I So young, and yet
already at the bottom of the down-hill of life!
We were admitted to the prison through the
courtesy of the jailer, and after passing the*low-
er ranges of cells, ascending a flight of stairs,
to another tier, in. which were confined Baron's
two accomplices, whose trials are • yet to take
place. Ascending still higher, we arrived at an
iron door, which opened to a large and well-
lighted apartment, in the centre 'of which
chained to the floor, sat the murderer, on a rude
bench, wUh another before him, on which lay a
few books. His countenance was youthful,
fresh and smiling; but his eye had the gleam
of a genuine devil in it, and sufficiently evinced,
that under the roses of youth may flourish the
thorns and briers of sin and crime, fle was
slowly notching his few days of life, yet he was
fully unconcerned. The bloom flourished on
his cheek, for there was as yet no canker at his
heart. Still, it was thought as he.gradually
drew near the gallows, a tree on which despe-
rate courage sometimes hideously blossoms, his
spirit would melt, and his demeanor undergo a
change.

*l As one of our party passed behind the vic-
tim, to see how the organs of his skull had been
tuned by the hand of Providence,, we glanced at
a volume be had laid down as we entered. It
was a light French work, in the original, and,
if we jemember rightly, a play of Moliere.
These evidences of his stolidity, in connection
with a manner and conversation, thoughtless,
indifferent, and even gay, prepared us for the
report of our phrenological amateur, who pro.
nounced him a perfect negation of all goodness.
He had never before encountered such hillocks
of iniquity. No wonder he has overleaped the
highest moral fences. His head would outrival
the cast of Fieschi, the infernal machine ma-
ker to his Majesty Louis Phillippe.

" We bade tbe murderer a last farewell, and
pausing a moment in the female department, a
perfect • harem scarem,' at times, if we may
judge from its two or three occupants on this
occasion, we descended to where minor offend,
ere against the pockets of society obtain their
boarding and lodging at the town's expense.
As we walked leisurely by a grated door, a
flushed countenance and unquiet eye flashed
suddenly upon us, through tlie iron bars. It
was a face to be remembered, for it had 'a
smack of Tartarus and the souls in bale.' It
was a man in confinement for shooting his wife,
in cold blood. She was still lingering upon the
borders of the grave, and, woman-like, refused
to criminate, by her testimony, her brutal hus-
band. AB we were emerging from the prison,
a representative from those conclaves of miscre-
ancy in which crime is concocted, accumula-
tions of humanity which ferment and reek like
compost, in all large cities, was pointed out,
leisurely engaged in carrying out the plan of
Mr. McAdam, with a long handled hammer.
He was a bit of a wag, we were informed, whoee
wit had often stood him in good stead. He had
been repeatedly before the city authorities, for
divers misdemeanors, and each time promised

well for the future $ but although he always kept
his countenance, he never kept his word. On
one occasion, he was just about to be sentenced,
with other sanculottists, as a common vagrant,
when with the most imperturbable sang froid,
having suddenly harpooned a good idea, he
pulled from a capacious pocket of his tattered
coal a loaf of bread, and,half of a dried codfish,
and holding them up, with triumphant look and
gesture, to the magistrate, exclaimed: 'You
don't ketch him thatwiyl I'm no wagrant.
An't them • wisible means of support,' I should
like to know ?' The argument waa a non sequi.
ter."

Statistics of Education.—The Portland Trans,
cript contains the following interesting statis.
tics of the means of education throughout the
United States :

About one-third of the population of the coun-
try are between the ages of 3 and 16 and 18 ;
and of course are the proper subjects for school
education.

In the United States more than four millions
of children ought to be under the influence of
schools.

In Maine, the law requires that the inhabi-
tants of every town pay anually for the support
of schools a sum equal at least to every person
living in it. That amount to about $120,000.
Their expenditures are more than $140,000.

In New Hampshire, a separate tax of $90,000
is raised for schools, besides an annual appro,
priation from a tax on bank stock of $10,000.

In Vermont, more than $50,000 are raised for
schools from a third per cent tax on the grand
list, and as much more from district taxes, be-
Bides an income of nearly $1000 from banks.

In Massachusetts, there are nearly 3000
schools surported by public taxes and private
subscriptions.

In Boston, the schools contain more than 12,
000 children at an expense of $200,000.

In Rhode Island are about seven hundred
schools, supported by a legislative appropria-
tion of $10,000 annually, by taxes and private
subscriptions.

The Connecticut fund is about $2,000,000,
but fails of its desired object. Children in the*
state 85,000—schools about 1500%

In New York are more than 9,000 schools,
and over 500,000 children taught in them—
School fund $l,7O0700Q. Distributed annually,
$.100,000, but on the condition that each town
raise by tax or .otherwise, as much as they re-
ceive from the fund.

New Jersey has a fund of $'253,000, and an
annual income of 22,000.

In Pennsylvania, during the last year more,
than 250,000 children out of-4000,000, were
destitute of school instruction.

Delaware has a school fund of 70,000.
Maryland has a fund of $75,000 and an in.

come for schools from the banks, which is divi-
ded between the several counties.

Virginia has a fund of $1,633,000, the in-
come divided among the counties according to
the white population, and appropriated to pay.
ing the tuition of poor children attending
private schools.

North Carolina has a fund of $70,000, de-
signed for common schools.

South Carolina appropriates $44,000 annual.
Hy to free schools.

Alabama and most of all the western and
south-western states, are divided into townships,
six miles square, and each town into sections
one mile square, with one section, the sixteenth
appropriated to education.

Mississippi has a fund of 28.000 but it is not
available until it amounts to $500,000.

The Legislature of Louisiana grants to each
parish or county, in that'state, $2 G2£ for each
voter.

Maxims for Boys.—Be vicious and you can.
not be happy; be virtuous and you cannot be
miserable.

All good and great men in the world have
been boys, and why should not all boys become
good and great men ?

Never go to bed till you are wiser than when
you arose, for observation, experience and reflec.
tion, the elements of wisdom, are the property
of all who like to enjoy them.

Read good books, seek out good companions,
attend to good couusel, and imitate good exam.
P The man depends on the boy ; the peace of
to-morrow on the>etions to-day.

A Keen Retort.*-" You had better ask f«r

manners than money," said a finely dressed gen"
tleman to a beggar boy who asked him for alms •
" I asked for what I thought y^U had the most
of," was the reply of the little mendicant;

A Inner Iris.—The Easton (Pa.) sentinel of
the 10th instant says:

On Monday evening last, our citizens were
attracted by the very rare and singular phenom-
enon of a splended rainbow by moonlight.—
The moon had just fairly risen above the east-
ern horizon, which was, free from clouds, whilef
the west was heavily overcast with dark clouds
and a coming shower, and the bow extended
from north-east to south-west, and contrasted
brilliantly with the gloom against which it was
thrown, and towards tbe North-east, showing
strongly the prismatic colors, except when the
fierce gleams of the vivid lightning destroyed
for a moment its milder light. It was a rare
and beautiful sight.

Anecdote.—The Mount Vernon Watchman
relates an odd incident which happened not long
since in Western Virginia. An old lady from
the country purchased several articles in a dry
goods shop, and at last seeing a neatly painted
and varnished bellows hanging by a post, inquir-
ed the name and use of the article. The clerk
told her that it was a new fashioned fan, and re-
galed her with several puffs of the bellows in
her face, at which she expressed her satisfaction,
and purchased the new invention. The Mount
Vernon print thus proceeds with the story:

" On the next day our informant, the minister,
had an appointment to preach at a school-hoiise
in a neighboring county. The congregation
being assembled, while the minister was in the
act of reading the hymn, who should pop in but
the old woman with her new fashioned fan, and,
haying taken her seat, immediately commenced
puffing away in good earnest. The congrega-
tion knew not what to make of it; some smiled
and some looked astonished, but the Ludicrous
prevailed over every thing else, and to such an
extent, that the minister himself was obliged to
stop reading, and to hand the book to his broth-
er in the desk. After the usual preliminary
services he rose to preach, but there sat con-
picuously the old lady with the bellows in front,
a hand hold of each handle, the nose turned up'
towards her face, and, with much self com.
placehcy, puffing the gentle breeze into her face.
What to-do or how to proceed he knew-not, for
he could not cast his eyes over the congregation
without meeting with the old lady. At length,
summoning resolution, and trying to feel the
solemnity of the duty imposed upon him, he
proceeded. He finished his discourse, but it
cost him more effort than any before or since."

Religion essential to Liberty.—As a preserva-
tive of our freedom, I recommend the gospel
of out Lord Jesus Christ. In its purity, I urge
it upon the attention of our countrymen. Not
for the connecting of church and state, not for
the building up of one sect, not for the crush-
ing of free thought, not for the increase of intol.
erance, bigotry and fanaticism ; but for the pre.
vention of these and of other evils. -I com-
mend it, that its mild and benevolent spirit may
pervade the hearts of the people ; that its wis-
dom may direct our statesmen, our legislators,
and all to whom are entrusted the destinies of
our country; that its loveliness and its power
may be known in all the extent of our vast ter.
xitory : that the fountains of principle may be
purified by it, and all our actions correspond to
its precepts; that surrounded with the atmo.
sphere of moral purity, which it is able to im-
part, our land may shine forth to the nations,
beautiful and fadeless,
"While the earth bears a plant, or the sea rolls in

waves."
The darkest realms of earth are those where

the gospel is not. How they succeed who re.
jert and trample it, read in the history of the
French people. The contemned itsy authority,
invoked Liberty, and Anarchy came. In storm,
and darkness, and blood it came ! Yes, it was
Anarchy that obeyed the call, for they had con.
temned and thrust by the very dignity of Liber-
ty ! With this chart of history before our eyes,
let us avoid the rock upon which they Bplit!
Guided by the biassed light of heavenly truth
and obeying the dictates of unerring wisdom,
we will bope for the preservation of our freedom.
God was with our fathers in the hour of peril;
let Him be OAK stay and worship in the hour of
prosperity !—GJri
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TO NIAGARA.
Written at the first sight of its Falls—August 13, 1838.

BY J . S . BUCKINGHAM.

Hail, Sovereign of the World of Floods! whose majes-
ty and might

FirSt dazzles—then enraptures—then o'erawes the ach-
ing sight:

The pomp ef Kings and Emperors, in every clime and
zone.

Grow dim beneath the splendor of thy glorious watery
throne.

No fleets can stop thy progress-no armies bid thee stay—
But onward—onward—onward—thy march still holds

its w a y ;
The rising mist that veils thee, as thy herald goes be-

fore,
And the music that proclaims thee is the thundering

Cataract's roar.

Thy diadem is an emerald green—of the clearest, purest
hue,

Set around with waves of snowy foam, in spray of fea-
thery dew -,

While tresses of the brightest pearls float o'er thine
ample sheet,

And the rainbow lays its gorgeous gems in tribute at
thy feet.

Thy reign is of the ancient days—thy sceptre from on
high—

Thy birth was when the distant stars first lit the glow-
ing sky:

The sun, the moon, and all the orbs that shine upon
thee now,

Behrfd the wreavh of glory that first bound thy infant
brow.

And from that hour to this in which I gaze upon thy
stream,

From age to age, in winter's frost, or summer's sultry
beam,

By day, by night, without a pause, thy waves, with
loud acclaim,

In ceaseless sounds have still proclaimed the GREAT
ETERNAL'S name!

For whether, on thy forest banks, the Indian of the
wood,

Or since his day, the Red Man's foe, on his Father land
' hath stood ;

Whoe'er has seen thine incense rise or heard thy tor-
rent's roar, _, .

Must have knelt before the GOD OF ALL, to worship and
adore.

Accept, then, O Supremely Great! O Infinite! O God!
From this primeval altar, the green and virgin sod,
The humble homage that my soul in gratitude would

pay
To THEB, whose shield has guarded me in all my wan-

dering way.

For if the Ocean be as nought in the hollow of thine
hand,

And all the Rivers of the globe fn thy balance but a
sand;

If Niagara's mighty flood seem great, to us who lowly

o CTeat Creator of the Whole! how passing great art
TUou!

Yet, though thy power is far more vast than finite mind
can scan,

Thy Mercy is e'en greater still, to weak dependent
man:

For him thou fill'st the teeming earth with abundanee-
yielding seed—

For him the woods, the lakes, the seas, supply his hour-
ly need.

Around—on high—or far or near—the Universal Whole.
Proclaims thy glory, as the orbs in their fixed courses

roll;
And from Creation's grateful voice, the Hymn ascends

above.
While Heaven re-echoes back to Earth, this truth, that

" GOD is LOVE."

From the National Gazette.

LINES TO POESY.
Beautiful vision ! I kneel no more

At thy radiant throne—
The dreams of a world I loved are o'er,

And I am alone—
Alone : for the world of beautiful things,
Where fancy flutters on rainbow wings,
Aud Hope with her lute of silver wings,

Her warbling song,
Is passed away like a pleasing thought;
Or a midnight dream that come unsought,

And soon is gone !

Beautiful vision! when scarce a boy,
Untamed and free,

One day I wandered with heedless joy
In search of thee:

I well remember the time—'twas spring—
The new-born winds were abroad on the wing,
And the azure of heaven did tremble and ring,

With the lark's sweet note ;
I followed him upwards with straining eyes,
And panted for pinions with him to rise,

And heavenward float!

Beautiful vision ! I wandered on
By a soft toned stream,

That leaped with joy and laughed at the snn,
As it drank his beam ;

And soon, like a child fatigued from play
Who wanders from blossom to blossom all day,
1 laid me down in the noon-tide ray

And snfily slept—
When a spirit in form and shape like thine,
Kissed me in sleep with her lips divine—

I woke and wept!

Beautiful vision ! full many a day
S rice that sweet dream,

I've seen thy form of glory play
In blossom and beam,—

At morn, when glittered the diamond dew—
At noon, when the soft winds warmly blew—
At eve, when the mountains their tall shades threw

Away irom the sun—
At night, when the young moon rose from the main,
And far over forest and fountain her chain

Of silver span.

Beautiful vision! a change comes o'er
My dreams of thee—

I turn, to commune with thee no more,
Loved Poesy!

With tears I abandon my own sweet lute,
My heart is sick, and my lips are mute.
As I yield up to silence the friend of my youth

Whose warblingi brought
Sendows of beauty to whisper with me—
Love, Hope, Feeling and Fantasy,

From the realms of thought!

THE GREAT FIRST CAUSE.—John Mason Goode, arv
thor of the .Studies of Nature, and the Translation or
the Book of Jobe, has, in four stanzas, stated the argu-
ment' in favor of an intelligent first cause—the wise
contriver of all the arrangements of this material world,
as strikingly as it could be stated in a whole volume.

THE DAISY.
Not worlds on worlds, in phalanx deep.

Need'we to teel a Godis Jiere :
The daisy, fresh from winter's sleep,

Tells of his hand in lines as clear.

What power, but his who aicbed the skies,
And poured the day spring's purple flood,

Wondrous alike in ad it tries,
Could rear the daisy's curious bud ;

MouJd its green cup, its wiry stem,
Its fringed border nieely spin.

And cut the gold embossed gem,
That set in silver gleams within -,

And fling it with a hand so free,
O'er hill anddale and desert sod,

That man, where'er he walks, may see,
In every step, the stamp of God?

Tears shed for the departed, seem to relieve
the heart: thus widows, like frogs, are most
lively after a shower.—Boston Post.

'Tom, do you know French?' 'Yes, verj
well, by sight—but have no speaking acquain-
tance with it.'

Extract.—He builds too low, who builds his
hopes beneath the skies. Let us then be chiefly
anxious respecting the present that we may
know how to profit best by it, and respecting the
future only as it is connected with our interest
in another world. Behold the various exquisite
scenes which open before our eyes as we pro-
ceed in our walk. Look at that path which
winds before us until it is lost in .shade. See
how beautiful its borders are diversified with
plants of every tint and every form. Mark how
the light breaks in from above, and how it trem-
bles among the leaves. Listen to the note of
the wood pigeon, the distant lowing of the cat-
tle, and the barking of the watch dog. How
beautiful, how delightful is this scene and all
its attendant circumstances.

Yet all on earth is changeable. The yellow
tints of Autumn have already begun to discolor
the leaves; the winds will speedily lay those
leaves in the dust; and the whole face of nature
will soon be veiled in the snowy mantle of win-
ter. All these circumstances, therefore, even
to the falling of a leaf, ought to be received hy
us as BO many warnings not to rest in present
scenes, but to press forward towards those which
are eternal. And although there is nothing in
this sentiment which has not been repeated a
thousand times, yet I believe it cannot be too
often repeated or too deeply felt. *

Central Library of Rochester and Monroe County · Historic Serials Collection 



By Shepard, Strong & Pawson. ftl mail, 81.50 city, in advance.

A S E M I M O N T H L Y J O U R N A L OF L I T E R A T U R E , SCIENCE, TALES, AND MISCELLANY.

Vol.. X. ROCHESTER, N. Y.—SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 8, I8S8. No. 18.

DANGEROUS ADVENTURE.
The annexed extract is taken from a paper

in Blackwood's Edinburg Magazine, entitled
" Adventure in the North.West Territory." It
is a graphic description of a most thrilling
scene :—

After residing nearly a year in one of the most
distant posts of the North-West Company, and
conductiug the trade there, I began to look for.
ward to my return to Montreal. I waited with
the greatest impatience for the arrival of that
period which was to teJfninate banishment and.
restore me to society. I was nearly three thous.
and miles distant from any settlements, and my
only companions were two young men, clerks in
the establishment, whose characters and limited
acquirements rendered them very uninteresting
associates. This lake discharged itself by
means of a river into another of much greater
dimensions, and thick forests covered every part
of the neighboring country.

One afternoon, I took my gun, and strolled
out in search of game. Though it was now in
the beginning of spring, the lake was complete-
ly frozen across, the cold of the preceding win-
ter having been very intense. I soon fell in
with a flock of wild ducks, but before I got a
shot at them, they began to fly towards the mid-
dle of the lake ;- however, I followed them fear,
lessly over the ice, in the expectation that they

..would soon alight. The weather was mild,
though rather blowy. Detached black clouds
moved rapidly along the face of Heaven in im-
mense masses, and the sun blazed forth inunob.
scured splendor at one moment, and was com.
pletely shrouded from my view the next. I was
so intent on the pursuit of my game, that I has-
tened forwards almost unconsciously, my pro.
gress being much facilitated by a thin layer of
Bnow, which covered the ice and rendered the
footing tolerably secure. At last I fired at t.be
ducks, and killed one and wounded another. I
immediately picked up the first, but its com pan-
ion having only been winged,-began'to leap
away before I caught hold of it. I followed,
but had not advanced more than twenty yards,
when to my astonishment, I found that, the ice
was in many places covered with water to the
depth of several inches. I stopped short, full
of alarm, and irresolute what to do. It was
evident that a thaw had commenced, and as I
well knew with what rapidity the ice broke up
when once affected by a change of temperature,
became alive to the changers of my situation and
almost lost thought of moving from the spot on

• which I stood.
The weather had grown calm and hazy, and

the sky was very black and lowering. Large
flakes of snow soon began to fall languidly and
perpendicularly through the air : and in a little
time, these were accompanied by a thick show-
er of sleety rain, which gradually became so
dense that I eould nut discern the shore. I
strained my eyes to catch a glimpse of some
living object, bat a dreary and motionless ex-
panse stretched on every side, and the appalling
silence that prevailed was sometimes interrupted
by the receding cries of the wounded bird. All
nature seemed to be fearfully awaiting some ter.
rible event. I listened in fearful suspense to
her. I soon distinguished a distant thundering
troise, which gradually became stronger, and
appeared to approach the place where I stood,
Repeated explosions and hollow murmurs ot jr.
regular loud ness, were succeded by a tremendu-
ens sound like that of rocka bursting asunder.
The ice trembled beneath my feet, and the next
moment it was disunited by a vast chasm, which

opened itself w ithin a few yards of me. The
water of the lake rushed upwards through the
gap with foaming fury, and began to flood the
surface of all around.

I started backwards, and ran, as I conceived,
. towards the shore ; but my progress was stopped
by one of those weak parts of the ice called air.
holes. While walking cautiously around it,
my mind grew somewhat composed, and I re-
solved not to advance any farther, until I had
fixed upon some way of regulating my course,
but I found this to be impossible. I vainly en.
deavoured to discern Jand, and the moaning of
the wind among the distant forests alone indi.
cated that there was any at all near me. Strong
and irregular blasts, loaded with snow anil sleet,
swept wild alotfg, involving every thing in ob-
scurity, and bewildering"my steps with malig-
nant influence. I sometimes fancied I saw the
spot where our post was situated, and even the
trees and houses upon i t ; but the next moment
a gust of wind would whirl away the fantastic
shaped fogs that had produced the agreeable il-
lusion, and reduce me to actionless despair. I
fired my gun repeatedly, in the hope that the re-
port would bring some one to my assistance ;
however, the shores-alone acknowledged, by
feeble echoes, that the sound had reached them.

The storm increased in violenee, and at inter,
vals the sound of the ice breaking up, rolled
upon my ear like distant thunder, and seemed
to mutter appalling threats. 'Alarm and fa-
tigue made me dizzy, and I threw down my gun,
and rushing forwards in the face of the drifting
showers, which were now so thick as to affect
my respiration. Tsoon lost all my sense of
fear, and began to feel a sort of frantic delight
in struggling against the careering blasts. I
hurried on, sometimes running along the brink
of a circular opening in the ice, and sometimes
leaping across frightful chasms—all the while
unconscious of having any object in view. The
ice every where cracked under my feet, and I
knew that death awaited me, whether I fled a-
way or remained on the spot. 1 felt as one
would do, if forced by some persecuting fiend
to range over the surface of a black and shore-
less ocean ; and aware, that whenever his tor-
mentor withdrew his sustaining power, he would
sink down and be suffocated among the billows
that struggled beneath him.

At last, night came on, and exhausted by fa-
tigue and mental excitement, I wrapped myself
in my cloak, and lay down upon the ice. It
was so dark, I could not have moved one step,
without running the risk of falling into the
lake. I almost wished that the drowsiness, pro-
duced by intense cold, would begin to affect me ;
but I did nut feel in the slightest degree chilled,
and the temperature of the air was in reality
above freezing. I had lain only a few minutes
when I heard the, howl of a wolf. The sound
was indescribably delightful to my ear, and I
started up with the intention of hastening to
the spot frcm whence it seemed to proceed ; but
hopeless as my situation then was, my heart
shrunk within me when I contemplated the dan-
gers I would encounter in making such an at.
tempt. My courage failed, and 1 resumed rny
former position, and listened to the undulations
of the waters as they undermined and beat a-
gainst the lower part of the ice on which I lay.

About midnight, the storm ceased, and most
of the clouds gradually forsook the sky, while
the rising moon dispelled the darkness that had
previously prevailed. However, a thick haze
covered the heavens, and rendered her light dim
and ghastly, and similar to that shed during an
eclipse. A succession of noises had continued
with little interruption for several hours, and
at last the ice beneath me began to move. I
started up, and, on looking around, saw that

1 the whold surface of the lake was in a state of

agitation. My eye became dim, and I stretched'
out my arms to catch hold of some object, and
felt as if all created things were passing away.

The hissing, grinding and crushing, produc-
ed by the different masses of ice coming into
collision, we>*e tremendous. Large fragments
sometimes got wedged together, and impeded
the progress of those behind them, which, being
pushed forward by others still further back,
were forced upon the top of the first, and fan-
tastic-shaped pyramids and towers could be in.
distinctly seen rising among the mists of night,
and momentarily changing their forms, and fi-
nally disorganizing themselves with magical ra-
pidity and fearful tumult. At other times, an
immense mass of ice would start up into a per-
pendicular position and continue gleaming in
the moonshine for a little period, and then van-
ish like a spectre among the abyss of waters be-
neath it. The piece of ice, on which I had first
taken my position, happened to be very large
and thick, but other fragments were soon forc-
ed above it, and formed a mound six or seven
feet high, on the top of which I stood, contem-
plating the awful scene about me, and feeling as
if I no longer had the least connexion with the
world, or retained anything human oi earthly in
my composition.

The wind, which was pretty strong, drove
the ice down the lake very fast. My alarms
and anxieties had gradually become less intense,
and T was several times overcome by a sort of
stupor; during the continuance of which imag-
ination and reality combined their deslracting
influences. At one time I fancied that the
snow still drifted as violently as ever, and that
I distinguished through its hazy medium, a band
of Indian chiefs walking past me upon the sur-
face of the lake. Their steps were noiseless,
and they went along with a warne and dejected
look and downcast eyes, and paid no attention
to my exclamations and entreaties for relief.—
At another, I thought I was floating in the mid-
dle of the ocean, and that a blazing sun flamed
in the cloudless sky, and made the ice which
supported me melt so fast, that I heard streams
of water pouring from its sides, and felt myself
every moment descending towards the surface
of the billows. I was usually wakened from
such dreams by some noise or violent concussion
but always relapsed into them whenever the
cause of disturbance ceased to operate.

The longest and last of these slumbers, was
broken by a terrible shock, which my ice island
received and which threw me from my seat, arid
nearly precipitated me into the lake. On re.
gaining my former position and looking round,
I perceived to my joy and astonishment, that I
was in a river. The water between me and the
shore was still frozen over, and was about thir-
ty yards wide, consequently the fragment on
which I stood, could not approach any nearer
than this. After a moment of irresolution, I
leaped upon the frozen surface, and began to
row towards the bank of the river. My fett
seemed scarcely to touch the ice. so great was
my terror lest it should give way beneath me ;
but I reached the shore in safety and dropped
down completely exhausted by fatigue.

THE SCHOOL MASTER SCHOOLED.
" SmikeT" a poor, jaded, spiritless boy, ia

dragged into the school room, to be flogged for
having attempted to run away from the cruel
oppressions to which he had been subjected.
Mr. Squeers, armed with " a strong, supple,
wax-ended, and new instrument of torture," in .
quires of the culprit if he has any thing to say
for himself. The Bcene which ensues, 1B not ex.
ceeded by the kindred one in Roderick Random,
wherein a tyrannical schoolmaster is visited
with similar punishment:]
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• Nothing, I suppose?' said Squeers, with a

diabolieal grin.
Stnike looked round, and his eye rested for an

instant on Nicholas, as if he had expected him
to intercede ; but his look was rivited on his
desk.

• Hayo you any thing to say?1 demanded S. a.
gain* giving his right arm two or three flourish.
C6, to try its power and suppleness. ' Stand a
little out of the way, Mrs. Squeers, my dear ;
I've hardly got room enough.1

1 Spare me, sir?1 cried Smike.
• Oh! that's all, is itT' said Squeers. • Yes,

Pll flog you within an inch of your life, and
spare you that.'

1 Ha, ha, ha !' laughed Mrs. Squeers,' that's
a good *un.'

' I was driven to it.' said Smike, faintly; and
casting another imploring look about him.

4 Driven to do it, were you?' said Squeers—
•Oh ! it wasn't your fault; it was mine, I sup.
pose—eh?'

'A nasty, ungrateful, pig-headed, brutish, ob-
stinate, sneaking dog,' exclaimed Mrs. Squeers,
taking Smike's head under her arm, and admin-
istering a euff at every epithet; * what does he
mean by that?'

• Stand aside, my dear,* replied Squeers—
•We'll try and find out.1

Mrs. Squeers, being out of breath with her
exertions, complied. Squeers caught the boy
firmly in his grip; one desperate cut had fallen
on his body—he was wincing from the lash and
uttering a scream of pain—it was raised again,
and again about to fall—when Nicholas Niekle-
by suddenly starting up, cried 'Stop !' in a voice
that made the rafters ring.

'Who cried stop?' said Squeers, turning sav-
agely round.

'I, ' said Nicholas, stepping forward. 'This
must not go on.'

• Must not go on ! cried Squeers, almost in a
shriek.

' No !' thundered Nicholas.
Aghast and stupified by the boldness of the

interference^ Squeers released his hold of Smike
and falling back a pace or two, gazed upon
Nicholas with looks that were positively fright,
ful.

• I say must not,* repeated Nicholas, nothing
daunted; ' shall nol, I will prevent it.'

Squeers continued to gaze upon him with his
eyes startling out of his head; but astonish -
ment had actually for the moment bereft him of
speech.

' You have disregarded all my quiet interfe-
rence in the miserable lad's behalf,' said Nicho-
las ; 'returned no answer to the letter in which
I begged forgiveness for him, and offered to be
responsible that he would remain quietly here.
Don't blame me for this public interference.
You have brought it upon yourself; not I.'

• Sit down, beggar?' screamed Squeers, al-
most beside himself with rage, and seizing
Smike as he spoke.

^Wretch,' replied Nicholas., fiercely, 'touch
him at your peril 1 I will not stand by and see
it done ; my blood is up, and I have the strength
of ten such men as you. Look to yourself, for
by Heaven, I will not spare you, if you drive
me on.'

'Standback?1 cried Squeers, brandishing his
weapon.

' I have a long series of insults to avenge,
said Nicholas, flushed with passion ; 'and my in
dignation is aggravated by the dastardly cruel-
ties practised on helpless infancy in this foul
den. Have a care ; for if you raise the devil in
me-, the consequences shall fall heavily upon
your own head.'

• He had scarcely spoken, when Squeers in a
violent outbreak of wrath, and with a cry like
the howl of a wild beast, spat upon him, and
struck him a blow across the face wi»h his in.
strument of torture, which raised up a bar of
livid flesh as it was inflicted. Smarting with
the agony of the blow, and concentrating into
that moment all his feelings of rage, scorn and
indignation, Nicholas sprang upon him, wrest,
ed the weapon from his hand, and pinning him
by the throat, beat the ruffian till he roared for
mercy.

• The boys, with the exception of Master
^queers, who, coining to his father'p assistance
harrasscd the enemy in the rear—moved not
hand or foot; but Mrs. Squeers, with many
shrieks for aid, hang on to the tail of her part,
ner'lr cost, and endeavored to drag him from his
infuriated adversary. * * *

Becoming tired of the noise and uproar, and

feeling that his arm grew weak beside, he threw
all his remaining strength into half-a-dozen fin-
ishing cuts, and flung Squeers from him, with
all the force he could muster. The violence of
his tall precipitated Mrs. Squeers completely
over an adjacent form, and Squeers, striking his
head against it in his* descent, lay at his full
length on the ground', stunned and motionless.'
—Nicholas Nickleby.

From the Western Messenger for June, 1838.

INTERESTING INCIDENT IN KEN-
TUCKY HISTORY.

At the first meeting of the Kentucky Histor-
ical Society, the following anecdote of Indian
generosity and magnanimity, was related by a
gentleman distinguished in the annals of Ken-
tucky, with whose permission we give it to the
public through our paper : ;

About the year 1784 or 1785, Mr. Andrew
Rowan* embarked in a barge at the Falls of
the Ohio, where Louisville now stands, with a
party, to descend the river. The boat, having
stopped at the Yellow Banks, on the Indian
side, some distance below, Mr; Rowan borrowed
a rifle of one of the company, stepped on shore
and strolled into the bottom, probably rather in
pursuit of amusement than of game ; for,~from
always having been of a feeble constitution and
averse to action, he knew not how to use a rifle,
and besides had with him but the single charge
of ammunition which was in the gun. He Un-
consciously protracted his stav beyond what he
intended; and returning to the spot where he
had landed, saw nothing of the boat nor the
company he had left. It being a time of hos-
tility with the Indians, and suspicions of their
approach having alarmed the party, they .had
put off and made down the stream with all pos.
sible hastet not daring to linger for their com-
panion onshore.

Mr. R. now found himself .alone, on the banks
of the Ohio, a vast and" trackless forest stretch-
ing around nim, with but one charge of powder,
and himself too unskilled in the use of the rifle
to profit even by that, and liable at any moment
to fall into the hands of the savages. The near-
est settlement of the whites was Vincennes,
(now in Indiana,) distant probably about one
hundred miles. Shaping his course as nearly
as he could calculate for this, he commenced
his perilous and hopeless journey. Unaccus-
tomed to travelling in the forest, he soon lost
all reckoning of his wav, and wandered about at
venture. Impelled by the gn a wings of hunger;
he discharged his rifle at a deer that happened
to pass near him, but missed it. The third day
found him still wandering, whether toward Vin.
cenncs or from it, he know not—exhausted,
famished and despairing. Several times had he
laid down, as he thought, to die. Roused by
the sound of a gun not far distant, betokening,
as he well knew, the presence of the Indians,
he proceeded toward the spot whence the report
had proceeded, resolved as a last hope of life,
to surrender himself to those whose tender mer-
cies he knew to be cruel.

Advancing a short distance he saw an Indian
approaching, who, on discovering him—as the
first impulse was on any alarm, with both the
whiles and Indians on the frontiers, in time of
hostilities—drew up his rifle to his shoulder, in
readiness to fire. Mr. R. turned the butt of his,
and the Indian, with French politeness, turned
the butt of his also. They approached each
other. The Indian, seeing his pale and emacia-
ted appearance, and understanding the cause,
tooWWiim to his wigwam, a few miles distant,
where he cooked for him for several days, and
treated him with the greatest hospitality. Then
learning from him by signs that he wished to go
to Vincennes, the Indian immediately left his
hunting, took his rifle and a small stock of pro-
visions, and conducted him in safety to the set-
tlement, a distance from his cabin of about
eighty miles.

Having arrived there, and wishing to reward
well the generous Indian, to whom he owed his
life, Mr. R. made arrangements witha merchant
of the settlement, to whom he made .himself
known, to give him three hundred dollars. But
the Indian would not receive a farthing. When
made to understand; by. Mr. R. through an inter,
pretcr, that he could not be happy unless- h«
would accept something, he replied, pointing to
anew blanket near him, that he would talte that;
and added, wrapping his own blanket around

* Uncle of the pieaent Hon. John Rowan, of Louis-
ville.

his shoulders, " When I wrap myself in it, I
will think of you."

Where was there ever a white man, that even
in a time of peace, would have so befriended an
Indian ? L. B.

From t\e Express.
" T H E L A S T B E L L . "

It was in May, in the year 18—(I remember
it as distinctly as if it was but yesterday) that
I sat beside Lucy Maria dreading the departure
of the boat I was to leave in. She was a good
girl, and the only one that ever loved me, at
least she was the only one that ever told me so.
Vowing and being vowed to, of the strong af-
fection that bound our hearts together, tbe time
passed rapidly on. The bell of the boat sound-
ed, I rose fo take a reluctant leave. "Oh ! that
is but the first bell, do not go till the next bell,
the distance is short and there will be plenty of
time." The desire on my part to stay as long
as possible, readily aequiesced in her wish, and
I again quietly seated myself, but I had no
sooner done this than her father, a venerable old
man, looked into the.room and said, "No, Wil-
liam, wait not, and take this advice and carry it
through life with you, 'never wait for the test
bell.' After a hasty parting, I soon found my-
self hurrying to the boat, when, out of breath, I
arrived just in season to get on Hoard. We
were soon under way, and I sat down to reflect
on the old man's advice, and soon came to the
determination never again to wait for the "last
bell." We soon arrive^at New York, where I
was going to get a "little of the world's gear"
to be in a situation to consummate my anticipa-
ted marriage .with Lucy Maria. I took lodgings
at a public house, and after going through the
ordeal of the toilet, walked a short distance be-
fore dinner. The attractions in the street were
so,great. that the time passed faster than I was
aware. The dinner bell rung, and I was not
there, I waited for the "last bell" and the con-
sequence was I lost my, dinner. If my resolu-
tion' was not firm enough before, this fixed it
immoveably in my mind, to never again, wait
for the "last bell."

The next morning,I sawa.notice for a clerk.
I applied immediately, but found that the sala.
ry was very small:—so much so that the. situa-
tion had been refused by a great number of
young men, applicants before me. But I was
determined not to wait for the "last bell"—so I
accepted the place, went to work, and by close"
application and good conduct soon won the con-
fidence of my employers, and in a few years
was taken into the concern as a partner.

I observed the future life of many of these
young men that had refused the situation before
me, and without one exception they were un-
successful in business—they were waiting for
the "last bell;" while with me our business soon
increased, and in a short time I wa» able to ac-
complish the desirable union with the girl of my
heart. We were married, took a comfortable
house, and always have, do now, and expect al-
ways to live happy.

In close, one word to the ladies. In the street
in which I live there is a lady, that, presuming
too much upon the attractions of youth, has re-
fused a number of good offers "in marriage.
Time has passed on, and she has lived in hopes
of doing better. She has now arrived at an un-
certain age. She has been waiting for the 'last
bell,' and I think she will wait until the last, a
Belle. ____^__

CONDITION OF WOMEN IN FRANCE,.
NEXT DOOR TO THOSE IN INDIA.

We extract from a late number of the Journal
des Debats, a notice of a new edition of a work
which has attracted some attention in thatcoun.
try. The extract contains some fa'cts which
seem alm6st incredible, as relating to the fairer
portion of creation in civilized France, at the
present day.

The second edition of the Treatise of M. Aim«
Martin on the Education of mothers of families,
is about to appear from the Paris press. He is
tnu first, perhaps, among our moralists, who
has shown the deplorable situation^ woinen«in
the country, and called the attention of govern,
ment to the painful pictures which are all round
us, and whertf we are unwilling to see. <The
two chapters he has published, on th«* subject,
have struck us as remarkable. *One of them]i«
entitled "The, civil ization of the rural district*
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by women." We Bhall make quotations from
this chapter.

'• The great misfortuno of our villages is the
degradation of women by the labors which
belong to men. In their early infancy they
drive the flocks and gather the harvest.—
"While yeung girls, anc instinct of coquetry and
the foresight of their mothers, banish them
from the ruder fatigues of agriculture ; but, as
soon as they are married, every thing is
changed ; they abandon the house and follow
their husbands into the fields. You see them
qent to the earth like machinery ; or loaded
with enormous burdens like beasts. There are
countries in France, (I do not mean Africa,)
where they are attached to the plough like the
ox and the ass. Then their skin becomes
wrinkled, their features become masculine, and
they fall in to a premature decrepitude, more
hideous than that of old age. But while they
are performing the labour of the women, (those
labours which soften all others,) they remain
unknown or neglected. Nothing can be nioro
dirty and more unhealthy than the interior of
a cottage. Often hpns, ducks, and hops, dis-
pute the possession of its damp soil. The door
opens into the mud, and the windows, when
there are any, open upon the dung heap.

"Here it is, however, in a mud hole like that
of a savage ; in the midst of the grunting of
animals and their offensive exhalations, that ev-
ery evening, two human beings, a male and a
female, come to rest themselves from their fa-
tigues. There no one welcomes them, nothing
agreeable meets their eye, the table is empty
and the hearth is cold. And here too olher la-
bors await the woman, and before thinking of
her husband's iupper, and the care of her chil-
dren, she must take care of the stable, and give
food to the beasts.

"What a difference would there be, if, aban-
doning to man the rude labors of the earth, and
confining her own to the interior of the house,
the woman, by her graceful foresight, had pre-
pared every thing for the hour of return. The
flames would shine upon the hearth—on the ta-
ble, polished by her hand, would smoke the nu-
tritious soup, and the high pyramids of ehesnuts
or potatoes, bursting invitingly from their skins.
The good housewife would then never be seen
b̂y her husband but in the midst of abundance,
and surrounded by the smiling flock of her chil-
dren. Thus a genteel and easy life would be-
come the life of a villager.

But nothing gives him the idea of such happi-
ness ; he is ignorant of comfort, the charms of
caresses, and even the power of love. His
children tremble before him—his wife dreads
the vigor of his arm. The adversary and not
the protector of these feeble beings, he knows
no law but force. The last reason of the peas-
ant in his cabin, as well as in the fields,, is gen-
erally the weight of his fist.

y ' 'If we are asked for examples, we will cits
whole»ffrovinces, the richest as well as the
poorest of France. Perigord, where tho wo-
men grovel in a state of dirt and degradation
which re-acts upon the whole family—Picardy,
and Limousin, where, repulsed to the last point
as an inferior race, they serve their husbands at
the table without ever placing themselves by
their sides—Crisse, where they are mere ma-
chines, beasts of burden and lobour—Basse
Bretague, finally, where the men,, women, and
children, reduced to an almost savage state,
pell-mell iu the same mud, eat the same black
corn, in the same manger with their sheep and
swine. Every where the degradation of the
woman i3 the proof of the brutality of the man.
And every where the brutalization of the man
is the reaction of the degradation of the wo-
man.

"Such is the situation of the peasantry in al-
most the whole of civilized Europe."

WEEPING.
Young women are full of tears. They will

weep as bitterly for the loss of a new dress as
the loss of an old lover. They will weep for
anything or for nothing. They will scold you
to death for accidentally tearing a new gown,
and weep for spite that they cannot be revenged
on you. They will play the coquette in your
presence, and weep when you are absent. They
will weep because they cannot go to a ball or a
tea party, or because their parents will not per-
mit them to run away with a blackguard ; and
they will weep because they cannot have every
thing their own way,

Married women weep lo conquer. Tears are

the most potent arms of matrimonial warfare.—
If a gruff husband has abused his wife.she weeps
and he repents and promises better behaviour.
How many men have gone to bed in wrath, and
risen in the morning quite subdued with tears and
a curtain lecture ! Women weep to get at their
husband's secrets, and they also weep when their
own secrets have been revealed.—They weep
through pride, through vanity, through folly,
through cunning, and through weakness. They
will weep for a husband's misfortunes, while
they scold him. A woman will weep over the
dead body ef her husband, while her vanity will
ask her neighbor how she is fitted with her
mournings. The 'Widow of Ephesus bedew
ed the grave of her spouse with one eye, while
she squinted love to a young soldier with the
other.'

Drunkards are much given to weeping. They
will shed tears of bitter repentance this mo-
ment, and sin the next. It is no uncommon
thing to hear them cursing the effects of intern-
pcrance, while they are poising the cup of in-
dulgence, and grasping to gulp down its con-
tents.

1 he beggar and the tragedian weep for a live-
lihood ; they can coin tears and make them pass
for the current money of the realm. The one
weeps you in a charitable humor, and the other
makes you forced lo weep along with him.
Sympathy bids us believe the one, and curiosity
prompts us to support the other. We relieve
the beggar when he prefers his claim, and we
pay the tragedian before hand. The one weeps
only when he is well paid for it,

Poets are a weeping tribe. They are social
in their tears; they would have a whole world
to weep along with them.—Their sensibility is
so exquisite, and their imagination so fantastic,
that they make even the material world to sym-
pathise with their sorrows.

The dew on the cheek of the lilly is com par-
ed to tears on the cheek of a disconsolate mai.
den : when it glitters on the herbage at twilight,
it is called the tears of the. evening, and when
the sun rises and exhales the dew drops from the
flowers, it is said to wipe away the tears of the
morning. Thus we have a weeping day, and a
weeping night. We have weeping rocks, weep,
ing willows, weeping waterfalls, weeping skies,
and, if any signal calamity has befallen a great
man, we have, to finish the climax, a weeping
world !

From the New York Whig.
MARRIAGE EXTRAORDINARY.

We learn from a correspondent, that a very
interesting marriage is on the tapis in this city,
and will come off next week. It appears that a
young gentleman from the state of Ohio, who
comes frequently to New York to purchase
goods, has for several years been quite attentive
to the daughter of the lady at whose house he
has boarded when here. The attentions were
mere civilities, and such as any man would be
likely to pay to any lady in a friendly way. She
is beautiful as a sylph, and of a sweet and most
amiable disposition. He is equally amiable, in-
telligent, and just such a man as a discriminat-
ing widow would choose for the husband of a
beloved daughter. He made his appearance in
the city about a week since; called, as usual, to
see his old friends, the mother and daughter.—
He found the latter had grown remarkably fond
of him in his absence, and he grew uneasy lest
she should suffer from neglect. Who can be-
hold a young and beautiful creature in distress,
and not fly to her relief? No matter what the
uffeering may be—want, trouble or disease, the
heart will then beat loudly, and the eye will rest
with anxiety upon the lovely complainer. The
manliest soul will find its hardened nature
yielding to the softer and sweeter influence of
the picture before it; for he who can openly
brave his direst foe, and smile as he meets a no-
ble death, will bo subdued, weakened and con-
quered, by even tho uncomplaining eye of suf-
fering woman.

What then must be the feelings of a genuine,
warm hearted young gentleman, when he finds
a splendid being, enduring a world of care and
doubt and hope, for himself? Our hero is such
an one. He saw through the sheltered eye and
half constrained tear, that his image had been
present with the maid, and as soon as he made
the discovery, cupid threw a tremendous flam-
beau into the very centre of the youth's heart'.—
The blood boiled to a phrensy of hope, and amid
his sighs and her own, she bid him ask her mo.
ther. He did—it was all settled, and the happy

pair are to be made bone of one bone an"
flesh of one flesh early next week, and the same
day set out for Ohio. Farewell to the Barclay
street beauty. She has found a rich and excel-
lent husband. May they both be happy.

ROMANTIC ADVENTURE.
A few days since, the family of a merchant,

residing in one of the great commercial towns
of the north, was thrown into a state of confu-
sion by the unexpected disappearance of the
youngest daughter. It appears that the young
lady had, on the morning of the 2d instant, left
home at an early hour, intending to visit some
friends who resided on the side of the river op-
posite to that on which the town stands. Has.
tening toward the pier to take passage on board
one of the steamers which constantly ply to and
fro, she was delayed on her way, the lock gates
of the dock (forming the bridge) having been
opened to afford egress to an American vessel
outword bound. The ship being at length tow-
ed into the basin, the gates were closed, and the
crowd pressed forward to cross the bridge. A
rope, which had been attached to the side of the
vessel; and likewise fastened to a post on the
pier head, being at this moment suddenly jerked,
came with such violence against the ancles of
many of the crowd as to cause their instant sub-
mersion ; the lady being on the edge of the pier
was unfortunately precipitated into the water.—
A Rush was made to the spot from whence she
had fallen ; a rope was thrown up, but a gentle-
man with extraordinary presence of mind, un-
mindful of the fearful leap accoutred as he was,
plunged in, and managed with great difficulty,
to keep the lady above water until the arrival of
a boat. Landed at the pier stairs, a coach was
procured, and in a short time the gentleman set
down his dripping charge at the door of her fa-
ther's domicil. In the evening he called to en-
quire after her health, next day repeated his vis-
its, and procured a private interview, the pa-
rents being out. The following morning came,
but no lady appeared at the breakfast table—the
bird had flown, and as might have been expect-
ed father and mother were inconsolable. Things
remained in this state until the evening of the
16th, when the arrival of a letter informed the
family that the lady was quite safe, she having,
in token of gratitude, surrendered her hand
and fortune t<> her deliverer. The worthy mer-
chant, displeased at this step, was satisfied to
find that his daughter's husband was no needy
adventurer but the possessor of tolerable income.
This novel and speedy mode of obtaining a part,
ner for life, it is reported, has caused so great a
sensation among the spinsters of the town, that
many who have long languished in vain, have
fully determined,when warm weather may coma
to try the efficacy of a bath, but have also taken
the precaution to order cork jackets to be made,
the use of which might prevent fearful conse-
quences, should no knight deliverer appear.—
Eng. Paper.

Lacing.—The most mistaken and pernicious
practice in the world is tight lacing ; it distorts
the 'human form divine,* and causes destructive
organic diseases which never can be removed,
thus curtailing life and disfiguring beauty. All
the statues aud paintings the Romans and
Greeks have left us of Venus, the ideal mode of
female perfection of figure, represents her with
a full round waist, as nature makes the most
finished workmanship of her hands. We hope
the barbarous custom of mudcring these fair
proportions will ultimately and soon be heard of
no more. We are certain it is getting much in-
to disuse.—There may be cases in which lacing
is required to brace the enfeebled chest and limbs,
but never to the degree of the fashionable sys-
tem of excruciating the body into an hour glass,
practiced by some young ladies under the mis-
taken notion that they render themselves more
fascinating, or thati they may hear the marve-
lous exclamation uttered frequently by some,
would be exquisite, that he can span round her
waist.—N. Y. Sun.

QCTThe sale of Talleyrand's library was late-
ly announced in Paris, and produced quite a scii
sation. It turned out, however, on the day of
sale, that there were but little over 3000 vol-
umes, and those not of extraordinary value.—
The veteran diplomatist had too much to do
with men of the world to hold frequent converse
with the mighty dead. A Paris correspondent
of the N. Y. Star says the greater part of the
library was purchased by Mr. White of Florida.
—AIL Adv.
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" Incident* of travel in Greece, Turkey, Rus.
sia and Poland."—The HARPERS have seldom
rendered greater service to the reading public,
than when they sent out these interesting vol-
umes, from the pen of Mr. STEVENS, the excel-
lent author of " Arabia, Petreaa," $c. Every
one may travel ; but every one cannot write
their travels. The ripest scholars—who flour-
ish amid the classics ; and enrich the world with
their chaste essays upon the sciences and phi-
losophy—often fail when they attempt to mi-
nute down passing scenes and passing events.
It requires a mind of a peculiar structure to re-
cord " Incidents of Travel"—a mind observing,
patient, shrewd, poetic. Such a mind is that
of Mr. STEVENS. He is at home when on the
wing—in his study when surrounded by the
mighty works of Nature—or thrown into asso-
ciation with the Prince or the Peasant. From
this study, in the volumes before us, he has sent
out a rich feast for the intellectual.

The volumes may be had at the bookstore of
Messrs. NICHOLS & WILSON.

.NEW WORK—American Scenery, or Land,
Lake and River Illustrations.
This is one of those beautiful productions

from the pencil of Mr. BARTLETT, whose labors
have already illustrated Palestine, the Holy
Land, Scotland, Switzerland, &c. We have
examined the 11th No. of this work, and pro-
nounce it to rank amongst the finest specimens
of the Arts ever introduced to the notice of an
American public. The present No. contains
riews of some of the wildest and softest scenes
on the Hudson, the Mohawk, and Lake George;
the Trenton and Niagara Falls, from every point
of interest; the Lake Scenery of New Hamp-
shire, Campbell's Valley of Wyoming, Harper's
Ferry, (of which President Jefferson said " It
alone was worth a voyage across the Atlantic,")
the cities of Boston, Albany, Baltimore, &c.
with several other beautiful scenes.

The volume will be finished in 15 parts,
each containing four exquisite engravings, at
75 cents each part. It is enough to say the de.
scriptions are from the pen of N. P. WILLIS
Eaq.. It is a work which ought to be on the
table of every American.

The agent from New York, is now in this
city, a.nd will wait with the work, on the citi
sens generally. *

A veteran Fireman.—Mr. ZEPHANIAH COFFIN,
who first enrolled his name with the Hudson
Fire Co. No. 1, in 1769, was out, in full uni-
form, with the company, the other day, on the
occasion ol a visit from an Albany Fire and
Military company. Mr. C. is probably the old-
est fireman in the State. He has been enrolled
and active 69 years.

The Knickerbocker.—We acknowledge the
receipt of the July and August numbers of this
favorite magazine. It will take us just three
days to digest the rich food they furnish us ;
and until that time we will, of course, be una-
ble to say whether they are more than perfect
or not.

A western editor, learning that Talleyrand
died at his own hotel, inferred from thence that
he was a tavern keeper.

Deferred Sensibility.—A dientonce burst in-
to a flood of tears after he had heard the state-
ment of his counsul, exclaiming, " I did not
think I suffered half as much till I heard it this
day."

Correspondence of the Rochester Daily Democrat.

A MILITARY EXCURSION.
ALBANY, AUGUST 23, 1838.

FRIEND DAWSON :—Having just awakened
from a lengthened sleep, of a day and night, I
purpose giving you an account, or outline, of
the events of the tirst twenty.four of the last
forty-eight hours, as they occurred to me; be-
ing an excursion to Poughkeepsie, by the Alba-
ny Burgesses Corps.

This spirited association of citizen-soldiers
being famed for the splendor with which they
have heretofore produced their balls, and pa-
geants of every kind, I determined to accompa-
ny them on this occasion, down the noble Hud-
son. I did so; and, although fatigued and al-
most worn out on our return, I do not regret
that I did. It will long be remembered as one
of the most pleasing events I have ever experien-
ced.

The A. B. C's since their first parade, (July
4th, 1834,) have justly been considered the best
drilled Corps in Albany, if not in the state.
Their excursions are always first in design and
execution. Since their formation they have
visited Troy several times.-where there is now
a splendid Corps, organized upon the same prin-
ciple with themselves. They have visited Hud.
son and Cattskill; and, on the 21st inst. Pough.
keepsie. At the latter place I was gratified to
see out to receive them, an elegant company,
(organized on a similar plan.) In 1836, the A.
B. C's visited Philadelphia. This latter and
most deserving of the name of an excursion,
I am told, was most spiritedly carried through.
The members were ever on the alert—no lag-
ging in their duty. They received high enco-
miums from the press, their military entertain-
ers, and citizens generally, of the different pla-
ces they visited, during that excursion. The
New York papers spoke in terms of unbounded
praise of them. The Gazette pronounced them
to be next to no other Corps in the Union, and
all but equal to the Cadets at West Point! The
Journal of Commerce paid them the highest
compliment, in speaking of their marching
in the Navy Yard at Brooklyn. There were
several Bands playing at the same time; and,
while the other Corps' step was broken up, by
the babel like confusion of music, the A. B. C's
reached out their regular twenty-eight inch step
—loosing no time—amid the din around them.
This was the proudest moment of their milita.
ry experience ; and as they marched, each sol-
dier's step grew firmer. In Philadelphia every
public place, and many private dwellings, were
thrown open for their reception and entertain-
ment. The citizens of A. took the highest inte-
rest in this excursion of their sons, brothers and
friends ; and, upon their return well condition,
ed, they were greeted with marks of the high,
est approbation, for the gentlemanly and sol.
dierly-like manner in which they had demeaned
themselves.

I believe the Corps' organized upon the plan
of the A. B. C's, to be the most perfect of any
of our Independent Companies. And, as there
is a Corps of this kind now in full tide of sue
cessful experiment in Utica, I not only hope
e're long, to hear that you have one in your
city, but that there may be similar ones through
out the state. But for the excursion.

The Corps had chartered a Steam Boat and
Barge, winch they decorated with much care
and seven ar>d a half o'clock A. M. was the
hour appointed for leaving the dock; still the
Corps did not arrive till about eight. "All a
shore that's going," was several times re.
pcated, when the boats 'swung from the shore*

passing up stream a short distance. 'Putting
about, they fired a gun, received and returned
the salutes of the various boats lying at the
wharves—the music playing, and the company
returning the cheers and waving of handker-
chiefs of the thousands who lined the piers and
docks.

After leaving the city, the promenade began ;
an examination of the ornaments and decora-
tions took place. They were tasteful and rich,
not gaudy. The barge was literally lined with
banners, military prints, paintings, engravings,
mottoes, chandeliers, &c. presenting the ap-
pearance of some splendid Hall—and, as they
would return by night, the following was not an
inapt motto—

" Blime cynic, if you can, quadrille or ball.
The snug, close party, or the splendid Hall,
Where night down drooping from her ebon throne,
Views constellations brighter than her own'."

The party was not large, but most respectable.
Both boats were also covered with colors and
streamers. And from the bow of the Steam
Boat floated in graceful folds, a gorgeous ban.
ner with the words—"Our country ever free!"

The "sky was overcast," and it blew a smart
breeze from the South, when we had fairly pass-
ed the "overslaugh." We very soon found that
it wouJd be late before we reached the place of
destination, as the boats only moved at about the
rate of 8 miles the hour. Still the hilarous
spirit of the company was not to be repressed.
As we neared the successive landings a gun was
fired in salute ; and, occasionally, a like report
"came booming o'er the wave," in token of
greeting from those on shore. The efficient or.
derly of Corps drilled them, as I should think,
to their heart's content. Arrived at Cattskill,
the Corps cheered the Editor of the Recorder,
one of their original members, as I learned, who
was waiting at the Point to see them pass. Af-
ter steaming below Cattskill a short distance,
the Corps was dismissed to enjoy, if they chose,
the "evolutions" of the "labyrinthan reel!"
The ladies pointed to where hung the following
beautiful lines from Moore—

"Sound the1 merry viol, and day light or not.
Be all for one hour in the sweet dance forgot;
While thus all creation,—earth/'heaven, and sea,
Are dancing around us, O why should not we?"

"Take partners for a Quadrille," and the
dance began—when, after a few figures, the floor
was cleared, and tables set with a sumptuous
dinner, to which ample justice was done. Here
again the members of the Corps displayed their
wonted politeness and attention. The first ta.
bles were exclusively appropriated to the com.
pany who participated with them ; the commit.
tee, and many of the members attending upon
the ladies, seeing that they were properly sup-
plied with the delicacies of which the tables
were loaded.

After dinner, dancing and promenading was
resumed. And thus glided the bonny boats ;
when about six o'clock we hove in sight of
Poughkeepsie. It now betokened a storm from
the northwest; the wind had changed, and blew
a gale from 1hat direction. Many of the colors

_had to be taken down, which marred the beauty
of this floating pageant. The canvass of the
barge was unrolled, on all sides, which made it
quite comfortable. Arrived at the dock, the
Corps was received by the POUGHKEEPSIE GUARDS
and escorted through the principal streets, while
the rest of the company took carriages and en.
joyed a drive through this pretty village. The
Corps was most hospitably entertained by the
Guards at one of the principal Hotels—where,
owing to the "double duty" the Corps was sub-
jected to, few were the words spoken, and brief
the Bentiments of reciprocation, friendship and
esteem oa eith.ee side—hath. Corps' repining i t
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the lateness of the arrival, and the necessity
there was of the Corps* not prolonging their stay
•—all hoping fur a meeting at a future day—the
A. B. C's inviting the Guards to meet them on
their "own ground,." the hills of Albany. Af-
ter a Bhort two hours absence from the boats,
and but brief time taken to grasp the hand of
their new made friends, and partake of hospital,
ities tendered them, the orderly's whistle of the
A. B. C's was heard, calling them to form again,
to return under escort to the boats—but before
tliis was accomplished, the rain came down in
torrents—aye, while marching down Pough.
keepsie Hill, on either side, the waters rushed
in " bounding floods." Arrived at the boats the
Corps and their entertainers separated with re.
gret. "All ready," was the word and the boats
were again in motion—both Corps cheering—
and the Bands on shore and boats playing, until
we were far out "upon the deep dark wave and
rushing river!"

The arms were now "piled away," and plum-
ed caps disposed of, when the leaders began to
laugh at them, hoping they would not give out!
"Give out! No ! This has been but a sprink-
ling—we're old campaigners—besides, we know
our duty better!" and each Burgess pointed to
these lines of Byron—

"On witb the dance! let joy be unconfined:
No sleep till morn, when youth and pleasure meet
To chase the glowing hours with flying feet'."

Dancing was resumed till 10 o'clock, when Tea
was served. After which as many as could get
berths did so, and were fortunate. The rest of
us had to dance and promenade—promenade and
danee—counting the hours as they passed 1—2
— 3 , when the fog was so dense that the boats
eould not proceed, and the anchor dropped and
steam blown off. Here we lay till "day light did

vappear." An occasional figure was called du-
ring the "serious long hours" we had to lay by.
As morning broke, the A. B. C's cried—

"But see ; we have danced out the night; and day
With fresh and flushy rigor, cometh on !"

But the Bmile was forced—the eyelids of all
hung heavy. The fog rolling off, the anchor
was weighed—steam up—and towards home
we were once more moving. At the sound of
the drum the A. B. C's equipped and went thro'
a mornings drill. Nearing Albany, dancing
was again resumed. To every fair one who
declined the last figures, the soldiers pointed to
their last remaining motto—

" Then tell me no more, with a tear and a sigh,
- That our dance will be censored by many ; '

AH have the r follies, and who can deny,
That our's is the sweetest of any V

Passed the city, dancing the last figure !—fired
a gun—put about, passing down to the landing
where they started from—receiving and return,
ing salutes as on the day before. We are at
the dock ! The company separated for their
homes, whilst the corps marched in order to
their Armory.

Thus ended the Excursion—and although all
were more or less worn out—yet, after a good
rest, I venture to predict that but few can be
found who will say they were not pleased with
their visit to Poughkeepse, in company with
the A. B.C's.

' A Century too soon."—When the New
York Grand Canal was begun, Mr. Clinton, in
a letter to Mr. Jefferson asked his opinion of
the undertaking. ' Tis a noble project," re-
plied Jefferson, "but you are a century tco
Boon." A few yean? passed, and a second let-
ter frata the same gentleman, announced its
completion, with a query: "What do >ou
think of it now ?" His reply was, l I now
perceive, that in regard to your resources and
euergiea, I committed an error of one century
U my calculation."

Eclipse.—There will be a remarkable eclipse
of the sun on the afternoon of the 18th of this
month which, according to the American Alma,
nac, will be annular in the territory of Wiscon-
sin, in the Distiict of Columbia, and through,
out or in some parts of thirteen States, viz :—
throughout Michigan, Pennsylvania, New Jer-
sey, Delaware and Maryland—throughout Ohio
and Virginia, with the exception of the South,
west part of each—in the Western and Southern
parts of New York—in the Northeastern part
of Illinois, Indiana, Kentucky and in the coun.
ty of Fairfield in the Southwest part of Con.
necticut.

U * A newspaper is now published on the Bite
of ancient Carthage, in the Italian language.
It has given some interesting notices of that
part of the world. Intelligence and commerce
at least are beginning to visit the barbarous re-
gions along the Mediterranean. Commerce is
at length discovered to be a better means of
conquest than war—a better eivilizer, and a bet-
ter way to levy tribute, because it is a tribute
that reciprocally benefits both parties by the
friendly interchange of commodities.

An idea of a family.—A correspondent of
Poulson's (Phila) Advertiser, speaking of a cer-
tain work says "If I had a thousand sons and
a thousands daughters I would put a copy into
the hands of each on their marriage."

What a nice little domestic circle this indi-
vidual might-have, and bow cosily they "might
gather round the paternal hearth, "if" he could
only number such a respectable list of sons and
daughters. He is evidently a person who
does not make his calculation on a small scale.

new romance, entitled " Richard Hur-
dis, a Tale of Alabama," will soon be published
by Messrs. Carey & Hart of Philadelphia. The
editor of the N. Y. Commercial Advertiser,
whose opinions in literary matters we think
worthy of all acceptation, however heterodox
he may be politically, says the work " i s des-
tined to make a sensation.in the ' literary cir-
cles.' Nay, we will go farther, and confess
that we have read the first volume ; and we do
not hesitate to eay that it deserves to make a
sensation.

" Who the author is we do not know; but he
is a strong man, although somewhat rude and
unpolished. With practice he will stand up
boldly by the side of our best novelists. As it
is he has no favor to ask from any of them, in
point of vigor, spirit, and familiar acquaintance
with the deeps of passion and the springs of ac-
tion."

LETTER FROM INDIA.
We have received the following Letter from

our friend, the Rev. GROVER S. COMSTOCK, for-

merly of this city, and now Missionary in Bur.
mah. Its facts are interesting and important.
They show with what rapidity intelligence is
spreading itself over the world, and how uni-
formly the pillars of paganism and superstition
fall before the battering-rams of education :—

CALCUTTA, March 6, 1838.
FRIEND DAWSON—I§write you on this sheet,

as it clearly shows what nome of the mission
aries here are doing for the education of the
natives. The school taught by the missionaries
of the General Assembly of the Church of Scot
land is the most flourishing in India. Two
well educated missionaries are at the head of it,
and a good deal of assistance is afforded in in.
struction by others. The building expressly
for the purpose would not disgrace one of the
best of our academies, and indeed everything is
on so extensive and liberal a scale that the na
lives are really proud of the institution, and
many of great respectability send their 6ons to
it. I attended the examination mentioned be.
low, and was much pleased with the attainments
of the scholars. An essay on the importance of
t knowledge of grammar was very amusing and

clever. " As you cannot form a syllable with-
out the aid of a vowel," said the writer, "BO
you cannot write composition without the aid
of Mr. Murray"—"As the sun causes flowers
to spring up in the garden, so a knowledge o
grammar causes the flowers of correct writing to
abound in your compositions," &c. &c. I am
well persuaded that the natives of this country
are not ignorant and degraded for want of intel-
lect. It is the baleful influence of superstition
and idolatry that haB so debased them. Thou,
sands are now receiving a Christian education,
and not long hence, I imagine, the light of sci-
ence will be too bright to allow the dark doings
of Hindooism. I do not now speak of conver-
sion to God; that can be effected only by the
Holy Spirit; but of a renunciation of idolatry,
Which may be induced by instructions, showing
that the fables of the religious books of the Hin.
doos are at variance with the established deduc.
tions of science. For instance, the false and
absurd system of astronomy which obtains here
is sustained by the same authority as the idola-
try of the country. Show the former to be ut-
terly unworthy of credit, and confidence in the
latter is also impaired. Nearly all of the edu-
cated youth of Calcutta have renounced Hindoo-
ism ; but alas ! too few have embraced Chris-
tianity.

I have not time, however, to dwell on this
subject, or indeed on any other. We are in the
midst of a hurried preparation to sail in a few
days for Maulmein. We- were driven from
Arracan by ill health, and are not yet sufficient,
ly restored to return. '

In this "city of palaces" are at least 5 daily
papers, besides tri-weekly, weekly and monthly
publications in abundance. The natives are
beginning to acquire a considerable taste for
news, literature, & c , and in many important
respects India is improving.

The following is the order of the Seventh An-
nual Examination of the

GENERAL ASSEMBLY'S SCHOOL.
Classes. Books read.
14th & 15th. Instructor No. I. 2 pp.

24 pp.
Instructor No. II.—English

13th.

12th.

11th.

10th.

9th.

4th.

Grammar—Parts of Speech.
5 Instructor No. III. 24 pp.—

Woollaston's Grammar.
48 pp.—McCul loch's 26 pp.
160 pp.—Lennie 52 pp.—Geo-

graphy—Europe, Asia and
Africa.

f Euclid Book I.—Brief Survey
| of History Part II. 97 pp.—

-{ New Testament—The Four
| Gospels—Arithmetic—Frac-
l tions.

Essay by Mohesh C. Bannergea.
Monitorial f Whately'a Rhetoric—Sir Jas. M e

J Intoeh—Ancient and Scholastic
Class. 1 Ethics—Paley's Evidences of

(̂  Christianity.
Essay by Khetur M. Chattergea.

1st Class. Wilne's Astronomy—Leechman's
Logic—Cliffs Political Econo.
my—Home's Evidences pp.—
H iutory of England—Conic Sec-
tions—-Parabola and E l l i p s e -
Spherical Trigonometry.

Essay by Behary L. Singh.
2d Class. Home's Evidences—History of In-

dia—New Testament—Euclid 6
Books—Plane Trigonometry—AL
gebra—Quadratic Equations,

EXAMINATION IN DENGALE.

3d Class. History of India 7'< pp.—Enclid 4
Books—Home 40 pp.—New TYB.
tainent—4 Gospels—Physical Go-
ography pp.

5th & 6tlu u Brief Survey Part T. 140 pp.—Use
of the Globes Arithmetic—
Fractions—Geography—4 Quar-
ters and India.

7th & 8th. " Brief Survey Part I. 24 pp.—Ge-
ography—the 4 Quarters—A.
rithmetic—Reduction—Lennic'e
Grammas.

The number on the list is 740: The greatest
number present at once 645.

GENERAL ASSEMBLY'S INSTITUTION,
Cornwallis Square, Jan., 1838.

In hasUi affectionately yours,
G. S. COMSTOCK,
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Water Spout.—Thie interesting and some

what unfrequont phenomenon, was witnessed
on Canadaigua lake on Saturday afternoon the
25th ult. by a spectator who thus describes the
sublime spectacle :

" At the time, a sud<>n*quallfrom the north-
west swept across the lake, whirh till then, had
been calm and unruffled. While watching the
altered appearance of the lake, one portion of
its surface, nearly opposite, was tossed by the
action of the wind into a white spray which
kept moving along in a south easterly diree.
tion. As it approached the eastern shore a thin
white column of vapor rose into the air, waving
to and fro, like ahupe serpent in a perpendicu-
lar position. Directly above this column, though
apparently unconnected with it, was a much lar-
ger column of spray, performing rapid evolu-
tions in the air—increasing in dimensions as it
rose into the clouds to the height of between
200 and 300 feet, add thus amusing very much
the appearance presented by the volume of
smoke which issues from the funnel of a steam-
boat. This appearance was maintained with,
out much change, for the space of perhaps 10
or 12 minutes, during which the white spray on
the lake, (forming the base from which the
column of vapor arose,) gradually contracted
contracted in circumference, and at last disap-
peared altogether. A few seconds after, the two
pillars also disappeared, gradually merging, as
it appeared into the heavy clouds which obscur-
ed the sky."

Some of our old residents may recollect a
similar phenomenon which occurred in the bay
near this city, some nineteen or twenty years
•go,—Buff. Adv.

SINGULAR LOVE AFFAIR..—The Delaware Ga-

zette tells 3r good story of two persons saved
from the wreck of the Pulaski, which we wil
endeavor to repeat ina few words :

Among the passengers was Mr. Ridge ayoung
man of wealth and standing, from New Orleans,
who beinjr a stronger to all on board, and feel-
ing quite as much interest in his own safety as
in that of any other person, was, in the midst
of the confusion which followed the dreadful
catastrophe, about helping himself to a place in
one of the boats, when a joung lady who had
frequently elicited his admiration during the
voyage, but with whom he was totally unac-
quainted, attracted his attention, and he imme-
diately stepped forward to offer his services, and
to assist heron board the boat; but in his gen-
erous attempt not only lost sight of the young
lady, but also lost his place in the boat. After-
wards, when he discovered that the part of the
wreck on which he floated would soon go down,
he cast about for means of preservation, and
lashing together a couple of settees and an emp-
ty cask, he sprang upon it and launched himself
upon the wide ocean.

His vessel proved better than he expected,
and amidst the shrieks, groans and death strug-
gles which were every where uttered around
him, he began to feel that his lot was fortunate,
and was consoling himself upon his escape, such
as it was, when a person struggling in the waves
very near bim, caught his eye. It was a woman
—and without taking the second thought, he
plunged into the water, and brought her safely
to his little raft, which was barely sufficient to
keep their heads and shoulders above water.—
She was the same young lady for whom he had
lost his chance in the boat, and for a while he
felt pleased at having effected her rescue ; but a
moment's reflection convinced him that her
rescue was no rescue, and that unless he could
find some more substantial vessel, both must
perish.

Under these circumstances he proposed ma-
king an effort to get his companion in one of the
boats which was still hovering near the wreck,
but the proposition offered so little chance of
success that she declined, expressing her willing,
ness at the same time to take her chance with
him either for Jife or death. Fortunately they
drifted upon a part of the wreck which furnished
them with materials for strengthening their ves-
6eJ, and which were turned (o such good account
that they soon eat upon a float sufficiently buoy.
ant to keep them above the water, and when
the morning dawned they found themselves upon
the broad surface of the " va»ty deep," without
land or tail or human being in night—without a

to cat or clm.k- -il^ost tv.ihoui dutUs

exposed to the burning heat of a tropical sun,
In the course of the next day they came in

sight of land, and for a time had strong hopes
of reaching it, but during the succeeding night
the wind drove them back upon the ocean. On
the third day a sail was seen in the distance;
but they had no means of making themselves
discovered. They were, however, at length
picked up by a vessel after several days of intense
suffering", starved and exhausted, but Btill in
possession of all their faculties, which it seems
had been employed to some purpose during their
solitary and dangerous voyage.

We have heard of love in a cottage—love in
the deep green woods—nay even love on the
wild unfurrowed prairie; but love upon a plank
in the midst of old ocean with a dozen frightful
deaths in view, is something still more uncom-
mon. And yet it would seem that love, thus
born upon the bosom of the deep—cradled by
the ocean wave—and refined under the fierce
beams of an almost vertical sun—is, after all,
the very thing. There isnbout it the true spice
of romance—the doubts, the hopes, the difficul-
ties—aye and the deaths too, to say nothing of
the sighs and tears. Mr. Ridge must, therefore,
be acknowledged as the most romantic of lovers,
for there upon the " deep, deep sea," he breathed
his precociousr-passion, mingled his sighs with
the breath of old ocean, and vowod eternal af-
fection. Women are the best of creatures,in
the world, and it is not to be expected that Miss
Onslow, (such was the lady's name,) could re-
sist the substantial evidence of affection which
her companion had given, and accordingly they
entered into an "alliance offensive and defen-
sive," as the statesmen say, which has since
been renewed upon "terra firma," and is ere
long to be signed and sealed.

After their rescue, he informed her that a
sense of duty impelled bim to apprize hex that
by the misfortune which had befallen them, he
had lost every dollar he possessed on earth, (a-
mounting to about $25,000.) that he was in
" poverty to his very lips"—a beggar amongst
strangers, without the means of paying for a
single meal of victuals, and painful as was the
thought of a separation to him, he offered to re-
lease her from her engagement, if it was her
choice to leave him. JShe burst into teare at the
very thought of a separation, and" asked him-if
he thought it was possible for the poverty of this
world to drive them to a more desperate extrem-
ity than that which they,had suffered together ?
He assured her of his willingness to endure for
her the same trial again—and of the joy, more
than he could express, which he felt at finding
her so willing to fulfil her engagement; which
it is said is soon to 5e consummated. It was
not till then that he was made acquainted with
the fact that his lady love, who is represented to
be about nineteen years of age, beautiful and ac-
complished, is heiress to an estate worth at least
TWO HUNDRED THOUSAND DOLLARS. W h o WOuld
not be shipwrecked ? and henceforth who will
say, " matches are not made in heaven ?"

DISTINCTIONS.
To the man of sense, who views society as a

necessary compact of.intelligent beings, met
for mutual benefit upon the broad ground of
EQUALITY, those petty distinctions founded on
the possession of wealth, or other extraneous
appendages of character, appear ridiculous and
amusing. In'this country, where the boast of
equality is upon every lip, there are more dis-
tinctions in society than in any other country
in the world ; and there are grades of aristoc-
racy, in each of which there is more of exclu-
siveness manifested than among the nobility,
and gentry of any kingdom in Europe. There
are distinctions jn society which should always
exist, on the perpetuity of which sound morality
greatly depends. They consist jn the various
phrases exhibited by virtue and vice ; the more
vicious amember of the compact becomes, broad-
er and more decided should the virtuous draw
the line of distinction, which should never be
passed except on an errand of mercy by the lat-
ter, to reclaim the formei\ This is a distinction
of character, depending upon the volition of
each, not on any fortuitous circumstances; and
consequently is a legitimate distinction. But
to see men building their structure of superior-
ity upon the sandy and uncertain foundation of
riches, upon the fame of some distinguished
progenitor, or upon the more foolish and ridicu-
lous idea that. 6ne employment is more genteel
than another, excites the smile of mingled pity
and euntunut upon I he lips of the sensible.—

Yet we daily meet, with those who • * n m e f?"
perjority on these grounds, and it is to tow
practice, arising from the error of the judgment,
or the absolute want of .common sense, t n a * w£
may ascribe nine-tenths of the evils with which
the harmorty of society is disturbed.

Several years since, we made a journey to a
thriving village in a neighboring county, and
while tarrying at the house of a friend, saw a
practical illustration of the above remarks. A
social party had gathered on the occasion of the
return of another birth-day of one of our friend's
daughters, and it was a congregation of pretty
ihd cheerful faces. During the evening acotll-
ion was proposed, and couples immediately

formed upon the floor. From a retired corner
came a neatly dressed young man, with an in-
telligent countenance and pleasing address, and
invited a gay butterfly girl, who seemed disposed
to flirt with every body, to join the dance. She
scarcely deigned a recognition, and coldly re-
fused. The young man bit his lips, while the
flush of offended pride mounted to his cheeks,
and passing to the opposite side of the room,
found his hand acceptable to a pretty, modest
miss, and in a moment more were moving in
the dance.

" Who was that young man V1 asked a mer-
chant's clerk, addressing the coquette first men-
tioned. . .

" He is an impudent pappy," responded the
frail one, curling her pretty lip haughtily ; "he
is nothing but a mechanic, and I wonder at his
presumption in asking me to dance."

" 'Twas presumption indeed, and extraordi-
narily and shockingly imperlite," responded
the clerk, tucking in the xuflJes of his dickey,
and throwing one leg over the other in an im-
portant attitude. " I wonder that Mr. —.——
was not more select in choosing the members
of this 'ere party. But so it is ; society here
is gittin'.as bad as Bosting and other indura-
ceous places, where gentlemen are continually
perforated with these 'ere infernal mechanics.
You done right, miss, awfully rlght^in scorning
to accept sich like company.1'

" So says Miss Ann—don't you, Ann ?" Baid
the indignant,coquette, addressing her butterfly
companion. -

" Yes, you did, Hetty—and I'll be hanged if
I'd dance with one of them mechanics, if I ne-
ver did. But do look I As sure as eggs, the
impertinent fellow is now dancing with' Judge
B _'s Phillippiana. I think she ought
to be ashamed of herself, for sich disgrace in
open company."

" She's astoundingly foolish," said the clerk,
shifting his legs importantly. " But come, Miss
Hetty, will you dance.•?"

" With all my heart," said- Miss Hetty, and
, they simultaneously sprang to the floor. ;.

We listened 4o this colloquy with superlative
contempt for the utterets, and having formed
an opinion of their characters, from the index
just given, resolved to discover that of the young
man. We ascertained that he-was a coachma-
ker, respectably connected, of industrious hab-
its, possessed of a mind far above the ordinary
standard, and withal well cultivated. He "view-
ed society sis a man of sense ought, and pre-
sumed that equality should or ought to exist
within the circle of a social party. Courtesy
prompted him to offer his hand to the haughty
coquette, and the refusal wounded his fine feel-
ings. But they were healed by the frank and
courteous address of the daughter of Judge B.,
and jn truth, a more exalted motive than cour-
tesy actuated them both. They were betrothed,
but the gossips had not yet heard the secret.—
While leading the modest Emma to the cotillion
ring, he looked with proper contempt upon the
haughty Hester M., the misguided daughter of
of a broken merchant. She drew a line of dis-
tinction between herself and the honest mechan-
ic, while he also traced a demarkatioh. Hers
was drawn by an erroneous judgment, his by
correct principles. The sequel is brief. The
mechanic soon became the son-in-law of Judge
B-, emigrated to Indiana, and at the lasteleotion
in that State, was chosen a member of the popu-
lar branch of its Legislature.

After seasons of flirtation and coquetry, Hes.
ter M. became the wife of the 'engaging'young
clerk, who carrying his exclusive principles in-
to his business relations, and endeavoring to
ape his wealthy neighbors, was soon numbered
with a list of bankrupts, and now gains but a
scanty pittance in the metropolis as a third rate
clerk. There are distinctions in society, -but
they are too often drawn by ignorance or erring
judgment.—L'oughkvejisit Casket.
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The writer of tho following advertisement
which appears in the Richmond Whig of Satur.
day, has taken rather an unusual method of
supplying his wants in the particular matter to
which he refers. He seems to be in earnest,
and for that reason one would think that he
might have found time to seek for a wife in
the way in which affairs of the kind are usually
managed.

Wife Wanted! !—The subscriber, from con.
stant attention to business, and circumstances
which he could not control, has been prevented
from participating in the enjoyments of female
society, and knowing well the difficulty and
delay after a long seclusion, of overcoming
confirmed habits, and forming a new circle of
female acquaintances from which he might
choose a suitable companion, has induced him
to make use of this usual mode to effect his
object. To save trouble, he would say to tha
ladies wanting a husband, lhat he is of a mid-
dle statute, about 5 feet 8 inches in height, 27
years old, healthy, easily pleased, very domes-
tic, rather intelligent, and considered by all
his friends as not bad looking, and most excel-
lent company, in very easy circumstances, am-
ply sufficient for the comfoatable support of a
wife, who he wishes to be good looking healthy,
amiable, agreeable, not too large or too small,
or more than 26 years old; she must know how
to make her own clothes, and be. fully compe-
tent to take charge of all household matters, and
the more particularly the well management of
servants, as nothing is more disagreeable to the
subscriber than complaints of their worthless-
ness and powers of teasing—accomplishments
would not be made an objection, as he is very
fond of music. Any lady answering the above,
and in want of a good husband, will-please ad-
dress F. E. Z., being particular to give a cor-
rect description of herself, and also an address,
so that in case the application is satisfactory,
arrangements can be made to have a meeting
for the application of both parties. F. E. Z.

N. B—Ladies with any property whatever,
(or who- have ever been married,) need not ap-
piy- :

TIME.
Saturday Eve. Aug. 18.—Another week of

my residence in this city—yea, of my sojourn
with the living—is now near its close.

"Another week .'"—It preaches a double ser.
mon—one to the worldly man, who is projecting
great schemes, to.be executed only by continu-
ous exertion, as time moves on !—to "do, with
his might, whatever his hands find to do,"—lest
the summer pass, and the harvest season bring
him nojncomeof all the wealth—the learning—
the honor—the happiness, which he deems so
abundant in the prospect outspread to the eye of
his ambition; and one to the spiritual man,
who deems that the soul's eternal destinies are
to be shaped by the works of life's short span;
and that a great work is to be done in order,
happily, to meet the retributions of the " Great
Day of Revelation."

"The clock strikes one! We take no note
of time!" The last stroke of the evening bell
tells that the week is ended. Still, " we take
no note of time !" The gusts of December's
closing night bear to our cars the sound of the
midnight clock. "We take no note of time !"
So'pass days—weeks—years. But, ere long,
the whisper of the "Terror King," audible only
to the closing car—the sinking sense—pro-
claims, louder than trumpel-tongued Angels,
tbat " Time is ended."—Buffah Commercial

BEST TI VIE FOR MENTAL EXERTION.
Nature has allotted us the darkness of the

night for repose and the restoration, by sleep,
of the exhausted energies of the body and mind.
If study or composition be ardently engaged in,
towards that period of the day, the increased
action in the brain which always accompanies
activity of the mind, requires a long time to
subside, and if the individual be of an irritable
habit, he will be sleepless for hours, or perhaps
tormented by unpleasant dreams, If, neverthe-
less, the practice be continued, the want of re-
freshing repose will ultimately induce a slate of
irritability of the nervous system approaching
to insanity. It is, therefore of great advantage
to engage in severe studies early in the day, and
devote the two or three hours preceding bed
time, to light reading, music, or amusing con-
versation.—Coomb's Physiology,

Old Deidrteh Knickerbocker himself, could
he rise from his ashes, would rejoice in the re-
putation of the periodical which bears, and does
honor to his illustrious name. The new volume
is every where eliciting even warmer encomi-
ums than have been bestowed, in every part of
the country, upon the past volumes. All sec.
tions, all parties in politics, join in awarding
a just tribute of praise to a work which has done
so much to enhance the character of American
periodical literature. For example : the Alba-
ny Argus says, " It is oue of the most valuable
Magazines of the day ; it bids fair to outstrip
all competition in the lighter walks of litera-
ture ; and is all that can be desired in a work
of this character." " The American public,"
adds the Baltimore American, " is greatly in-
debted to the editors of this periodical, for the
untiring zeal and steady improvement they ma-
nifest : and we are happy to believe, give the
best evidence of their high estimate of the pub-
lication, by the large patronage extended to it."
The editors of the Providence Journal obesrve
of the last number, that aceustomed as they
are to welcome each successive issue of the K.,
they have never enjoyed so various and rich a
nnmber of the work as that for the present
month.—Star.

HP The beautiful residence near Hartford.
Connecticut, known as the "Sigourney Place."
was lately sold at auction for 1*9,000, to Mr.
James Bunce of lhat city. The editor of the N.
Y. Gazette in noticing the sale says:

Mr. Bunce has probably paid to the full intrin-
sic value of his purchase—or what the premis-
es were really "worth in market," aside from
the associations that a more poetic temperament
than that of a mere merchant would throw
around such a place—but he has not paid a lithe
of the price of the house if it be estimated in
any proportion to its poetic value. We predict
that the very spot itself without any reference
to the frail wooden mansion that will soon decay
will be worth a great deal more at a future day
than has been given for it at anction. It has
been the residence of the first and greatest of the
American poetesses. The loveliest insipration
of the Ameaican Muse, there first breathed into
verse—ther has the ^female character of our
country pleaded successfully its claim to true
genius.

We copy the following specimen of punning
from the Southern Literary Messenger for last
month :

MR. MAURY AND MISS MARY.
Mr. Maury and Miss Mary
Ofgfaver talk grown weary,
Essay'd to task their cunning,
In the pleasant,sport of punning.
Said the former to the latter,
" Far be't from me to flitter'
But certainly 'tis true,
That lf't were not for U
Most; gladly I'd be Mary:"
The ready wilted fairy,
Prompt not to be outdone
In compliment or pun,
Replied, "If I hadU
I would be Maury too."

Washington City.
Shoe Blacking.—Perhaps the best in the

world is elder berries. Mash the berries with
your hand in a large kettle of water, set them
in the shade a few days, filling it up with water.
After it is cool, strain and wring them through
a coarse cloth, and then boil it down to the thick-
ness of molasses. Put a small quantity with a
feather on a brush, rub the shoe till there is a
fine gloss. The same will made good writing
ink.

When rich, faded old bachelors marry young
blooming girls, the best, the cleverest, the most
polite thing they can do, is to die as soon as con-
venient, and leave them all their money. There
is not so happy, so independent, or so charming
a creature in the world, as a rich, dashing wid.
dow, when it pleases God to make them so—
but when they marry with that expectation, they
are very apt to be disappointed1—Buff.

• • • — • •

Never scold at children, if you can help it ;
and you can. Whip them if you please, when
they deserve i t ; that is according to scripture,
but scolding is not. Always talk mildly and
pleasantly—be as despotic as you please—don't
be teazed—don't give way—be firm—but don't
scold. It is had philosophy.—Buffulanian.

Extract.—He builds too low, who builds his
hopes beneath the skies. Let us then be chiefly
anxious respecting the present that we may
know how to profit best by it, and respecting the
future only as it is connected with our interest
in another world. Behold the various exquisite
scenes which open before our eyes as we pro-
ceed in our walk. Look at that path which
winds before us^until it is lost in shade. See
how beautiful its borders are diversified with
plants of every tint and every form. Mark how
the light breaks in from above, and how it trem-
bles among the leaves. Listen to the note of
the wood pigeon, the distant lowing of the cat-
tle, and the barking of the watch dog. How
beautiful, how delightful is this scene and all
its attendant circumstances.

Yet all on earth is changeable. The yellow
tints of Autumn have already begun to discolor
the leaves; the winds will speedily lay those
leaves in the dust; and the whole face of nature
will soon be veiled in the snowy mantle of win-
ter. All these circumstances, therefore, even
to the falling of a leaf, ought to be received by
us as so many warnings not to rest in present
scenes, but to press forward towards those which
are eternal. And although there is nothin% in
this sentiment which has not been repeated a
thousand times, yet I believe it cannot be too
often repeated or too deeply felt.

A Good Retort.—Lyne Stephens was wend-
ing his way, some time ago, through a nar-
row passage, when he met a pretty modest
girl :

"Pray, my dear" said he, "what do you call
this passage ?"

"Balaam's passage,"—replied the girl.
"Ah, then," continued the puppy,—"I am

like Balaam,—stopped by an angel."
"And I," rejoined the girl, as she pushed

past him, "am like the angel, stopped by an
ass!"

Singular Forgiveness.—Sir Walter Scott, in
his article in the Quarterly Review on the Cul-
loden papers, mentions a characteristic instance
of the old Highland warrior's mode of pardon.
" You must forgive even your bitterest enemy^
Kenmuir, now," said the confessor to him, as
he lay gasping on his death.bed.—" Well, if I
must, I must," replied the chieftain, " but my
curse be on you, Donald," turning towards his
son, " if you forgive him."

Sir Walter Scott's Notion of First Love.—Wri-
ting to a Mr. Gordon in 1829, Sir Walter says:
"Assure yourself that scarce one person out of
twenty marries his first love, and scarce one
out of the twenty of the remainder has cause to
rejoice at having clone so. What we love in
those early days is generally rather a fanciful
creation of our own, than a reality. We build
statues of snow, and weep when they melt'.'

EPIGRAM.—An old gentleman of the name of
Gould married a girl oF nineteen. He wrote a
letter to a friend, informing him of the happy
event, with this couplet:
" So you see, my dear friend, though eighty years old,
A girl of nineteen falls in love with old Uould."

He received a reply in these terms :
" A girl of nineteen may love Goukl it is true,
Bui believe me, dear sir, it is Gold without U."

Compact Comfort-—A gentleman having
heard thai a bachelor editor of an evening pa-
per was about to change his quarters, said to him
—" Is it possible your folks think of moving ?"
Our cotemporary replied—" When I move, my
family moves : and when my hat is on, my house
is shingled.

Sam Slick's Idea of Geology—The shrewd
clock maker says, ' I never hear of 'secondary
formations,' without pleasure,-that's a fact. The
ladies, you know, are the secondary formation,
for they were formed arlerman-and as for trap
if they an't up to it's a pity."

Cause and Effect.—Two persons meeting, one
observed to the other, " So, our old friend, the
counsellor, is dead ; and I am surprised to hear
that he has left very few effects." " Not at all
to be wondered at," replied the other, " as I
understand he had very few causes."

The 'Curry Comb' is the name of a paper
just published in Illinois. Judging from a num-
ber before us, the editor is ass enough to need it
upon his own hide.—Cineinnatian*
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ON THE DEATH OF MRS. H Y
Once more the grave is open'd, the coffin and the shroud
Frepar'd, and the dead laid out for burial. Swift
And sudden came the Wow, and the freed spirit
look its Heaven-ward flight, and rested with its God.
And who of Adam's sorrowing race is now the victim ?
And could not death spare her, the wife—the mother-

friend t

The wife so tender and so kind. Oh how she watch'd
That husband's steps, and how sweet and soothingly
Her words of sympathy and love fell on his ear.
And banished sorrow from his heart. Tell us now
What hand shall smooth the pillow of his sickness, and
Woo returning health by kind attentions ? Sadly
Must pass remaining years, for the loved wife is gone
And left that husband's heart all torn and bleeding. God
Comfort him—
Thai mother too—Oh, grief is dumb, and
Sympathy is silent here. None but children know—
Thy children, mother -.—Their hearts alone can tell
Thy worth, thy love, thy tender watchfulness.
Long years of care, &. fond endearments, & kind words
Of excellent instruction, have firm enstamp'd
On memory's tablet what no words can tell, and
What sorrow, in her silent depths, at thy sad loss
Alone can know. Oh, mother, mother, thou art gone!
The hearth, thy presence bonor'd, now is lone
And desolate. Tears are here, and the sable robes
Of mourning through these halls glide gloomily, for
Those, our joy, our love, our dear, dear mother ar'tnot!
Oh we see thee now as in past happier times
We saw thee, as with that old worn Bible on tby knees
Thou read'st its living pages, and gather'd thence
Its truths divine, and heavenly sweets. We hear tbee
Speak kind words of teaching from its pure Oracles,
And tell thy warm desire that we might find its hopes
Our hopes, its Faith, as thine, our chiefest stay—mother
Tell us—Do bright spirits know each face in Heaven?
Do they mingle hearts, which once on earth were join'd?
Do they speak of earthly meetings and bring past joys
To mind? Oh then we'll part from thee with chasten'd

[hearts,
For thou ar't there, and we will cherish all thy words,
4nd meet thee in the skies in high and heavenly
Converse, to part not, forever, ever more.

Death
Snatch'd the Friend away. Now languageilabors, and
Words are voiceless. Poverty reliev'd, and sickness

heal'd.
And dying pillows smooth'd speak loudeet praise. Her
^ feet

Were swift to answer suffering's call. Her pattern
Jesus, and, in an humbler path, bis feet she tracked.
" The world was better for her life." A sublimer

•lEulogy earth knows not—Heaven's only son first taught
'Peace on earth good will to man.' Th' eternal anthem
Of the skies, is praise to God's beloved son.

Dead?
Ah! one salov'd 'twould seem could hardly die so soon;
Jesus took her, and Jesus lov'd her best. She's gone.
She cannot now return to wander on with us
Through earth's dull scenes, subject to hopes and fears,

changes
Sad and sickening, and sighs ajid groans and death. No.
A nd this is joy where all beside ia dark. Happy,
Happy is she now, and bright and glorious too.
It was her "gain to die." Death gave eternal life.
Her burial is over. Nothing now remains
Tor us, 'nit what ?he taught to cherish fondly. So
Shall sorrow lighten. So shall grief depart. Honor
Thus the dead, & thus we'll meet again. One sigh more)

One pang, one heaving breath, and she will welcome us
To join her in the skies, and live, for aye, with God.

LEWELLYN.

SUMMKU.

I'm coming along with a bounding pace,
To tinisli the work that Spring begun •,

I've left them all with a brighter face ;
The flowers in the vales through which I've run.

I have hung festoons from laburnum trees,
And clothed the lilac, the birch and broom ;

I've wakened the sound of humming bees,
And decked all nature in brighter bloom.

I've roused the laugh of the playful child,
And 'ticed it out tn the sunny noon ;

All Nature at my approach hath smiled,
And I've made fond lovers seek the moon.

For this is my life, my glorious reign,
And I'll queen it well in my leafy bower,

AH shall be bright in my rich domain,
I'm queen of the leaf, the bud, and flower.

And I'll reign in triumph till Autumn time
Shall conquer my green and verdant pride,

Then I'll hie me to another clime.
TiU I'm called again M a Sunny Bride.

MOTHER'S CARE
Mother, when the summer air
Softly blow the silken hair

Back from my brow,
Why do you place your warm hand there,

And weep? as now.

Darling, do not ask me why
Tears so often ill I the eye,

And wet my cheek;
Go—wait till I have wept them dry.
My love; then speak.

Childhood hath the sunny hours
Scattered through its beds of flowers,

Where clear founts spring;
Angels keep its sleeping bowers.

And sweet biids sing.

Mother, will you now attend ?
Shall I, as you taught me, bend

My knees and pray.
And ask our Savior good to send

Thy pain away ?

Tears not always flow from pain,
Sweet my blossom, as the rain

In sunshine falls.
Some thought returning oft again

A tear recalls.

Trembling lest a future day
Finds my jewel in the way

Of scorners cast;
So fearful lest thou go astray.

Lost, lost at last.

This the thought that will return
Oft as pleasures newly burn

Along tby cheek,
Remembring all thou yet must learn

Of Nature weak.

Hear my gently warning voice;
Pray when tempting friends rejoice

Around my boy;
Immortal trust of Heaven's own choice,

My precious joy.
Mother, do not look so ssid,
I will make thy bosom glad,

And please thy heart;
And God shall save me from the bad,

Nor let us part.

From the Richmond Compiler.

LINES
Written at the Summit Rock, on the Warm Spring

Mountain, Virginia, June 18,1838.
Here on this lofty height,

Amid this purer air,
Each feeling vain and light,

Each earthborn selfish care,
Be banish'd far, and let the scene impart
A holier, healthier feeling to the heart.
See from the mountain s brow,
How fair the scene below !
An ampitheatre of rolling hills,
Which to its verge the wide horizon fills !
If thou would'st view old Ocean in his might.
When all his billowy grandeur greets the sight,
Fancy the Almighty ruler of the storm
Had check'd the motion, but retain'd the form.
And thou behold'st it here—where hills o'er hills are

spread,
Like Ocean heaving from his inmost bed,
And, whilst yet heaving, fiy'd.

Oh! God ! how great thy power,
In that creative hour.

When this fair woi9d rolled from thy plastic hand !
But not thy power alone
In this bright scene is shown,

In Wisdom and in Love the mighty whole was plann'd

How pure the mountain breeze
Which gently waves the trees,

And cools my fever'd care-distempered brow !
Why to the haunts of men
Must I return again,

And quit the lovely scene which cheers me now ?
The calmness and the purity
Of nature's sweet security;
The song of birds, the breath of flowers,
The rocks pil'd up like ancient towers,
The forest clad in living green,
With here and there a spot between,

Where the rich meadows and the cornfields wave ;
The fertile vale below,
Where the tepid waters flow,

Which the weary one refresh, and the sick from suf-
fering save.

No doubt, in ancient time,
Upon the lieit'lit. sublime,

The Indian Chief 1113 Mimiton adore'd ;
And herein Christian diiys,
By Christian lips, they praise,

OGod! from Christian hearts should be devoutly
pour'd.

Oh ! let me not descend
And quitthis beauteous scene,

Until my feelings with its calmness blend
Pure, tranquil, and serene.

Oh ! fill my heart
With love of Nature, and of Nature's God!

And let me then depart
A wisar. better man !

Prepared to enjoy thy pmile, or meekly kiss the rod,
1 hy chastening roi; whichever be the plan
Thy wisuom takes to schooi my erring wayward

heart.

THE LOVER;F.
BY MRS. SIG0URN8T.

The watch light of the lovers stream'd
Forth from their lattice high,

As lost in deep discourse they iat,
While summer winds went by.

The bandog howl'd, the clouds did lower,
. Winds shook the willow's stem,

The clock told out the midnight hour,
What were such sounds to them 1

O, steal not on their tranced speech
Of smile, and murmered sign ,

Shake not the dew-drop from the rose.
Dim not the opal's dye ;

For life hath many a path of thorne
To wound the feet that rove ;

But yet no sunnier spot than this—
Break not the trance of love.

From Tait's Edingburgh Magazine, for October, 1837.

F A R E W E L L TO SCOTLAND.
BY AN ENGLISH WOMAN.

Farewell, thou IanrTof my earliest dreams,
Where long I've delighted to rove;

Thou once wert the land of my fancy's young gleami.
But now thou'rt the land of my love.

Farewell, thou brave land of the hero and sage,
Whom in story so oft I've admired !

Farewell, thrice renown'd of bright history's page.
Where so oft I've perused thee untired.

Farewell, lovely land, where each streamlet and tree,
A chaim to fond memory lends;

Thou once wert the land of the stranger to me.
But now thou'rt the land of my friends.

Farewell, splendid land of the mountain and lake!
Farewell, the blue bonnet and plaid!

Some heads do you cover, and for their dear sake.
Ye shall ne'er Irom my mem'ry fade.

Farewell, gorgeous land, where the cataract roars,
And the shepherd sleeps sweetly below.

Farewell, happy land, where religion still pours
The rich gifts she can amply bestow.

Farewell, glowing land of the heather and broom,
May the heaven's smile calmly above ye;

Till this sad heart is laid in the mould'rlng tomb.
It will fondly and ardently love ye.

Dear land.my j oung thoughts were first fixed upon yoa«
And shall we then, must we then part?

Thou art not the home of my fathers, 'tis true;
But, still, tbou'rt the home of my heart.

And for what do I quit thee ? The land of my birth,
Where remembrance vividly dwell;

Yet my heart, quick repelling all feelings of mirth,
Throbs with anguish to bid the farewell.

O'. would I might dwell in a sweet Highland cot,
With the mountain rills trickling round me!

My cares and my sorrows would then be forgot,
And all that in fetters has bjund me.

Then, Scotia, dear Scotia, oh kindly receive,
Thine adopted one unto tby breast;

For gladly my home and my country I'd leave,
And lie down on thy bosom to rest. X. G.

MARRIED.
In this city, on Thursday evening last, by the Rev.

Mr. Hill, Mr. Amaziah Whitney, of Rochester, to Miss
Margaret S. Taylor, of this city.

In West Henrietta, on the 30ih ult.. by the Rev. Mr.
William A. Fetter, Mr. Stephen WaTren, to Miss Susan
Smith, all of Rush.

At Hudson, on the 30th ult. by the Rev. J. Waterbury,
Mr. HERVEY WARREN, of this city, to Miss CATAMNB
S. JESSUP, of Schodack Landing,

In Clarkson, Monroe county, on the 26th ult., by the
Rev. Mr. Everets, Mr. Geo. Roberts, jr. of Fowlerville,
Liv. co., to Miss Wealthy Shipman, ofthe former place

On the 23d inst,, in St. John's Church, Canandaigua'
by the Rev. Thomas JVleacham, Mr. Win. A. Reming-
ton, of Buffalo, to Miss Elizabeth S. Jacobs, daughter of
N. Jacobs, M. D. ofthe former place.

. On the 5 h instant, by the Rev. D. N. Merritt, Mr.
\EPHRAIM GATES of Riga, to Miss SARAH 6CO-
JBY, of this city.

On Wednesday,- the 5th inst, by the Rev. Mr. Prevost
Mr. CHARLES COY, to Miss ELIZ& J. SIBLEY, daughter
of James Silil :y, all of C man laiijua.

In Ogden, on the 3rd instant, by Rev. C. P. Wing,
Mr. Isaac Metcalf, from Lincolnshire, England, to Miss
Catharine Trawgott, from Prussia.

In Buffalo, on the 27th ult., by Rev. Mr. Choles.Mr.
Thomas T. Flagler, Primer, of Lockport, to Miss Hul-
dah Marian Barrett, of the former place.

In Batavia, on the 28th ult. by »he Rev. Mr. Gillett,
Mr. Benj. T. Hunt, of Brooklyn, Long Island, to Miss
Eliza Bergen, of this place, daughter of John T. Ber-
gen, Esq.

On the 22d ult, by C. M. Russell, Esq., Alonzo Shat-
:ock, to Miss Hannah M. Porter, both of Gainesville,
"^enesee county.

By the same, on the 26th ult., Mr. Charles Spaldine to
Miss Maria Warn n, both of Darlen.

In Troy, by the Rev. Mr. Hill, Mr. Amaziah Whit-
ney, of Rochester, to Miss Margaret S. Taylor of Troy

In this city, on the 10th inst.. by J. B. Clarice E«i
Mr. Cornelius Cole, to Miss Elizabeth T Wing'

At the same time, Mr. John Bangs, to Miss Mary
Cole, all of this city. '
^"w-n""*ft"."?8 ll)r\?n- V'he Rev. Mr. Mack,
Hcnr o/'this "ir M »«*'«M>. to Miss Murgareu

In this city, on the 10th instant, by the Rev Mr

SKEWS. o°f'S i V — - - - "i. fi-t
In this city, on the llih inst., by the Rev. Mr Board-

man, Mr. James Woodman, to Miss Mary Davis, alt of
In is city*

h o ^ K V o ^
ejdest daughter of Benjamin^M. SmUh. ^

In Bethany,

In Canandaigua, on the 1st inet., by the Rev Mr
Perry, Mr. Henry Taylor, of Rushville, to Mum Aa*
DnviBon, of Canandaigua. A a *
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THE GIRAFFES, OR CAMELEOPARDS.

The intense interest of the public to become
acquainted with the habits and history of the
wonderful Giraffe, a living specimen of which
is to be exhibited in this city, has induced us to
give a full and particular description of its pe-
culiarities, habits and construction, as it appears
from actual observation, together with sketches
taken from the account given by ancient trav-
ellers, by way of comparison.' Also, the ingen-
ious method of capturing these animals, whose

astonishing fleetneBB baffles every effort of the
hunter to secure it alive, is given by Mr. Clay-
ton, the enterprising gentleman represented in
the cut, in the attitude of throwing his lasso over
the head of a Giraffe.

Of this stupendous creature, the tallest, and,
in several other respects, the most remarkable
specimen of the animal creation, no accurate
description has been given, in any work on nat-
ural history, whether ancient or modern. Found
only in those interior regions of Africa, which
to the ancients were Entirely unknown, arid
which, even now, are but ra/ely. visited by civ-
ilized men, it has seldom been seen in its natural
state by persons capable of describing either its
structure or its habits; and the reports of those
few who were otherwise competent, are left de-
fective by too cursory or too transient obseiva-
tion. The account* given of it by Pliny, Oppi.
an, Strabo, and others, who^collected them from
marvellous rumor, served rather to .place the
Comelopordali8 anrong the creations of fancy—
among the unicorns, griffins, and Cyclopean-
anthropophagi of imaginative fable—than to
render it an object of serious curiosity, as a real

production of nature. Untfl it was seen in its
native wilds, by the French naturalist, Le Vail-
iant, about seventy years ago, it had not been
heard of in Europe for nearly three centuries,
and the description of it published by this trav-
eller, was not received by men of science with
implicit credence.

One of the latest and most satisfactory descri-
bers of the Giraffe, is M. Vail Ian t. The discov-
eries of this ingenious writer, who, in the prog-
ress of his travels through Africa, had frequent
opportunities of seeing them in their native
haunts, has thrown new light upon their histo.
ry. His observations are interesting, and he
has besides rendered an important service to
science, by enriching one er two of the princi-
pal Museums of Europe with specimens of the
animal. No other living specimen of the ani-
mal, however, has ever reached this hemisphere,
than those brought out by Messrs. Welsh, Ma-
comber &> Weeks; from whence the naturalist
is enabled to form his own opinion of this re-
markable animal, unbiassed by the reports of
inattentive observers, or the imperfect details
of former travellers.

The two beautiful specimens now exhibiting
in this country, are in excellent order, and al-
though they have not yet attained their full
growth, the beholder may be capable of conceiv-
ing no very inadequate idea of the majesty of
these gigantic animals, when ranging at large
in the wilds of their native forests; even now
one cannot contemplate them without astonish,
menrt. If height alone constituted precedency
among quadrupeds, the Giraffe would undoubt-
edly claim the first rank, measuring when full
grown nearly twenty three feet in height. Ad-
ruitting the lowest calculation, the Giraffe is the
tallest animal in nature, and every account we
have of it tends to prove that it is as sociable
and inoffensive in its manners, as it is beautiful
in appearance.

According to Pliny the Giraffe was first ex-
hibited by CaBsar, the dictator, in the Circsean
games. It was afterwards more frequently in-
troduced. We are told that in the time of the
Emperor Gordian, no less than ten were shown
at once. Aurelian exhibited it, among other
remarkable animals, in his triumph on the con.
quest of Palmyra. Heliadorus speaks of its be-
ing brought, among other presents, by the Ethi-
opian ambassadors to Rome. It is represented
among other rare animals on the Prsenestine
pavement, made by Sylla, and is expressed both
in its grazing and brousing attitudes.

In the year 1827 the Pacha of Egypt who had
procured them at immense cost, presented some
specimens to the Kings of France and England,
which were the first that were seen aliVe in Eu.
rope, and where they excited unprecedented and
unbounded interest. Every journal of the day,
quarterly, and record of criticism and science,
was devoted to gratify that universal curiosity
concerning the Giraffe. Bonnets, shawls, tap-
estry, and every description of goods in Paris,
were either named after the popular animal, or
represented it in its various postures in the fah
ric. It was the astonishment of all Europe.

The Giraffe is a gregarious, herbaceous, and
ruminating quadruped, entirely sui generis in
its structure and some of its habits. In its srer.
eral contour, it unites several traits of the c
trich, the antelope, the camel, and the ,sla
The curve of its lowering neck, which some-
times gives it a height of nroro than twenty fer\
throws the grace of the swan into ih« dispro*
portionate elongation of the ostrich. Its del:.
cately moulded head, greatly improved npori
that of the camel, has much of the shapely beau-
ty of the antelope, whilst its rich and lull black
eye, fringed with long silky laahefi, rivals that of
the famed gazelle. Its forelegs are as admire.

I bly symmetrical as those of the stag, and are es
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long from the cloven hoof to the joint of the
shoulder, «s the neck ia from its base on the
shoulder to its junction with the head. The
great depth of the shoulder, from the camel like
protuberance which crowns it, to the joint of the
clavicle, usually creates the impression that the
fore-legs of this quadruped aro most dispropor.
tionably long when compared with its hind legs,
especially as the line of its back descends from
the neck to the tail, in an angle nearly equal to
that presented by a stag thrown upon its haunch-
es. In this peculiarity, it greatly exaggerates
upon the similar trait of the hyena, and violent,
ly reverses the direction in which the vertebra
is inclined in the lama. In reality, however,
the fore and hind legs are of equal length.

The front aspect of* this creature, presenting
an orbicular, double convex chest, resting upon
its long perpendicular legs, and surmounted by
a soaring neck which bears the creature's gen.
tie and vivaciously expressive head high above
its wondering beholders, the privileged occupant
of a loftier sphere of vision, is inique and strik-
ing. This extraordinary elevation of the neck
and head, viewed in connection with the gigan-
tic dimensions of the whole frame, produces an
impression of mighty stature and agility com.
bined, such as no other animal can convey, and
which invariably exceeds expectation. The
large dark spots which dapple its soft, sleek
ekin, are not like those of the leopard, although
it is indebted to these for a moiety of its ancient
and etill common name of Cameleopard. They
are rather square and irregularly angular than
circular, and are arranged with much regulari.
ty. On the head are two small blunt horns,
about six incheB in length, tipt with small tufts
of erect hair, and standing nearly parallel to
each other. The ears, which some writers de-
scribe as constantly bent forward, are beauti.
fully formed, and the animal haying an acute
sense of hearing, turns them with spirited flexi-
bility in the direction of distant sounds. The
male and female differ so little in appearance
from each other thai they can scarcely be dis-
tinguished at a distance of twenty paces. The
prevailing color of both, when young, is that of
a brownish red, which deepens with increased
age. The female has four teats, bears one foal
at a birth, and gestates a whole year.

The Giraffe is never seen to. crop its food
from the level ground, although it will browse
upon the herbage which it finds upon shelving
banks and other elevated positions. Its <ordi.'
nary food is the foliage of trees, and particular,
ly the leaves of a species of mimosa, called by
the natives kameel droon: but it will eat those
of oak, the briar, and nearly all others of an
astringent flavor, showing a decided preference
for those that are also aromatic. In its domes,
ticated state it will eat hay, clover and fine
straw, like the horse; but, in the absence of
ita natural green food, it is found necessary to
supply it occasionally with esculent roots and
juicy fruits. Its tongue is very long and black,
coated with a hard impervious skin, and possess,
ing a tapering contractibility, admirably adapt-
ed to its gathering its favorite food from among
the involved and formidably prickly branches of
the mimosa.

Its ordinary speed is equal to that of a high,
bred horse, and the length of its majestic strides,
when in full career, perhaps exceeds that of any
other animal. Although timid at the approach
of man, it defends itself with much valor against
the attacks of inferior animals, and even of the
lion, kicking powerfully with bis heels, or rear,
ing on them and striking with its fore feet with
(rreat rapidity and precision. In no known in.
stance has the Giraffe been found slain by any
beast of prey.

la the freedom of its native plains, and when
roving in those splendid herds in which it is
chiefly seen, wild its unrestrained disposition
and powers in full display, the Girafie is an ani-
mal of transcendent magnificence and interest.
Exquisitely gifted with the senses of sight,
scent, and hearing, the approach of animals
never fails to startle the browsing groups from
their woodland retreats, and to send them, with
their lion like tails arched high upon their
haunches, in full speed over the vast level plains
in which they rove. Having acquired a dis-
tinoe which commands a good circuit of view,
the collected herd wheel round, lifting their lof-
ty necks to the highest stretch, until some tall
and patriarchal chieftain of the group gives the
signal for further retreat, or, for a dignified and
more leisurely return to the clusters of trees ou
which they feed. If the hunter is bent upon

pursuit, he will now breathe his steed awhile,
knowing that its speed and bottom will soon be
taxed to its utmost point. When prepared for
the start, he spurs forward, with his latao, or
noosed rope, ready coiled in his right hand for
the exercise of his skill. He soon finds that
the immense strides of his noble game are leav-
ing him far behind, and he has recourse to the
stratagem which his experience has taught him
is indispensable to his success. In common
with all other wild and timid animals when
pursued, the Giraffes directs their course to the
windward. The hunter, aware of this, turns
his horse three or four points from the line of
their course, as if intending to pass them far
ahead ; and thus, whilst they keep their eye up.
on him has the pursued rather than the pursuer,
they insensibly approach hini—the diagonal line
of his course converging to them ; and he comes
into the midst of the nerd, notwithstanding their
superior speed, because they have to run a dis.
tance equal to about one third of a circle more
than their wily foe has to perform in the same
time. If the hunter has well husbanded the
strength of his horse, he now dashes toward
some particular Giraffe—always selecting the
smallest—which he hopes to capture; and
throwing the noose of his lasso over its head,
instantly leaps from his horse, before the Giraffe
has run out the length of the long coil which he
holds loosely in his band. The first pull tension
of the rope tightens the noose round the neck ;
every struggle increases the suffocating pres-
sure, and the captive falls back upon his haun-
ches and reels to the ground.

The hunter, still keeping the rope moderately
strained, approaches the exhausted animal leaps
astride its head, and using its long neck as a le-
ver, for the control of the body, firmly holds the
creature down until the hottentot archter rider
comes up with a halter which is provided far the
purpose, and the same is adjusted upon the head
of the animal, with the lasso attached to one
end of it. The noble prisoner is then allowed
to get up and is gradually drawn in by the hun-
ters and secured.

A wagon is then brought from the hunter's
encampment—often six or seven hours journey
distant-^and water, welcome water, not often
to be found in the open and aiid plains, is brot'
to assuage the thirst of man and beast—a thirst
of which those who have not hunted the swift
Giraffe, in the merciless glare of a torrid sun,
can form but a slight idea.

The description Gellius affords us of the Gi-
raffe is still more unsatisfactory. This writer
saw three Camelopards at Cairo, which he thus
describes: On their neads are two horns 6 inches
long, and in the m^ddle*of their forehead a tu-
bercle rises to the height of about two inohes.
which appears like* a third horn. The animal
he spoke of was sixteen feet high when it held
up its head. Its*neck alone was seven feet, and
it was twenty two feet long from the tip of the
nose to the end of the tail; its legs are nearly
of an equal height, but the thighs before are so
long in comparison to those behind, that its back
inclines like the roof of a house. Its whole
body is sprinkled with large yellow spots, which
are nearly of a square form. Its feet are cloven
like the ox, its upper lip hangs over the under,
with hair on it to the very point; it ruminates
like the ox, and, like \hat animal, feeds upon
herbage ; its mane extends from the top of the
head to the back. When it walks it seems as
if both sides were alternately lame, and when
it grazes or drinks it is obliged to spread its
forelegs prodiguously wide.

Antonius Constanlius, a writer of the fif-
teenth century, gives an account of a Giraffe he
saw at Faro, which he says was so gentle that
it would eat bread, hay or fruit, out of the hand
of a child, and that when led through the streets,
it would take whatever fruit of this kind was
offered to it by the spectators. Vaillant con.
firms this character of the Giraffe; he says, it
is of a mild and harmless disposition, and when
attacked endeavors merely to save itself by flight,
running, acoording to this writer, with great
swiftness, though in a somewhat peculiar and
awkward style, on account of the length of its
neck, and breadth of its fore parts compared
with the hind. Vaillant chased one of these an.
imals on full speed on horseback, but the ani
mal on turning a small hill was soon out of
sight; the dogs, however, came up with him,
and he was obliged to stop and defend himself,
which he endeavored to do by kicking in a for.
cible manner, and Vaillant was so fortunate as
to kill the animal at a single ghqt, Mr. Gor-

don relates, that a Giraffe which he had wound*
ed, suffered him to approach it as it fay on the
ground, without offering to strike with its horns
or showing any inclination to revenge itself;
he even stroked it over its eyes several times,
when it only closed them without any .signs of
resentment. Its throat was afterwards cut for
the sake of its akin, and when in the pangs of
death it struck the ground with its feet, with a
force much exceeding that of any other animal;
and these seem to be its principal means of de-
fence.

All the accounts we have of the Giraffe agree
in representing its hind quarters as about two
feet and a half lower than its withers ; but from
a close inspection of the animal it will appear
that naturalists have been mistaken in this par.
ticular. The height of the fore legs, however,
may be rendered apparently more considerable
by the obliquity of the thigh bone with respect
to the tibia, when compared with that of the
numerous to the radius.

The flesh of the young animals, which Mr.
Clayton has frequently used as an article of food,
is pronounced by him to be excellent, being an
aliment resembling something between veal and
venison, and it is esteemed a great luxury by
the natives of the Cape, and the bones are filled
with marrow, which is greatly prized by the
Hottentots. Of the skins they make vessels in
which to keep water; but it is chiefly for t he
sake of the marrow and the hides that they hunt
and shoot them with poisoned arrows.

Those now in this country were taken in the
reat Kaliharri Desert of South Africa, in lat.
5 30 S, and loa. 25 E by Mr. John Clayton,

who has accompanied them to the United States.
They are the only surviving specimens procured
in three laborious and peri'lious expeditions made
by Mr. Clayton into the interior of Africa ex.
pressly, and they have cost the proprietors more
than $30,000. In the course of these journeys,
this enterprising and intrepid gentleman cap.
tured upw ards of fifty Giraffes, but it was not
until his expedition of 1836-7, and after 18
months absence from the Cape of Good Hope,
that he succeeded in bringing any of them alive
to Cape Town.

Of eleven which he caught on this occasion,
seven died in the course of bis return, in con-
sequence of braises incurred in their struggles,
and the long deprivation of water, which during
a journey of 1200 miles could only be obtained
at stages far distant from each other. Of the
four which he brought to tlw Cape, one died
from an abscess, and another from an injury re-
ceived in putting it on board for exportation .—
The two survivors" arrived in this country from
the Cape on the 7th of June, 1838, in the bark
Prudent, after a voyage of fifty-one days. They
are both females, they are very fine specimens
for their age, and if the climate should prove
favorable to their health, they will each grow
several feet taller. Being natives of a very
warm climate, which has no extreme variations
of temperature, it will be necessary to remove
them to the most southern States of the Union
before the heat of summer becomes materially
diminished ; and so sensitive are they to all at-
mospheric changes, that their location must be
regulated by the progress of the seasons.

The above rare specimen of Natural History
is to be exhibited in Rochester, in front of the
New Market, on Monday, Tuesday and Wed-
nesday, the 24th, 25th and 26th of Sept. inst.
Hours of exhibition from 10 to 1 A. M., and
from 2 to 6 P. M.

In an adjoining Pavilion, Mr. S. K. G. NIL-
US—who was born without arms, will exhibit
the astonishing feats he is enabled to perform
with his toes, for the gratification of those who
may think him worthy of patronage. Admit:
tance 12$ cents. Entrance from the inside of
the Giraffe exhibition.

Temperance and the Pocket. A landlord re-
cently called to a temperance man at Blackburn,
• Why, , you are looking yellow with y.our
abstinence.' ' Yes,' said the man, putting his
hand in to his poGket and pulling out some sov-
ereigns, • and my pocket is looking yellow two.*

tow Invention.—The N. Y . Whig speaks
highly of Mr. Collen's art of drawing on zinc*
by which a pink color is given to the paper and
a deep black to the drawing.
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THE DIGNITY AND IMPORTANCE OF
EDUCATION.

Extract* from EveretVs Address at Williams
College.

" It is at once melancholy and fearftil to re.
fleet, how much intellect is daily perishing from
inaction; or worse than perishing from the false
direction given it in the morning of life. I
fear we do not yet fully realize what is meant,
when we speak of the improvement of the mind.
I fear it is not yet enough considered by legis-
lators or parents, that there dwells in every ra.
tional being, an intellect endowed with a por-
tion of the faculties which form the glory and
happiness of our nature, and which, developed
and exerted, are the source of all that makes
man differ essentially from the clod of the val
ley. Neglected and uncultivated, deprived of
its appropriate nourishment, denied the disci,
pline which is necessary to its healthy growth,
this divine principle all but expires, and the
man whom it was sent to enlighten, sinks down
before his natural death, to his kindred dust.—
Trained and instructed, strengthened by wise
discipline, and guided by pure principle, it ri-
pens into an intelligence but a little lower than
the angels. This ie the work of education.—
The early years of life is the period when it
commonly must be obtained ; and, if this op.
portunity is lost, it is too often a loss which
nothing can repair. It is usual to compare the
culture of the mind to the culture of the earth.
If the husbandman relax his labors, and his
field be left unfilled this year or the next, al-
though a crop or two be lost, the evil may be
remedied. The land with its productive quali-
ties remains. If not ploughed and planted this
year, it may be the year after. But if the mind
be wholly neglected during the period most pro-
per for its cultivation, if it be suffered to remain
dark and uninformed, its vital power perishes;
for all the purposes of an intellectual nature it
is lost. It is as if an earthquake had swallowed
up the uncultivated fallows ; it is as if a swol-
len river had washed away, not merely the stand,
ing crop, but the bank on which it was growing
When this time for education has gone by, the
man must, in ordinary cases, be launched upon
the world a benighted being, scarcely elevated
above the beasts that perish; and all that he
could have been and done for society, for him.
eelf, is wholly lost.

" Although this utter sacrifice of the intellec-
tual- nature is rarely made in this part of the
country, I fear their exists even here, a woful
waste of mental power through neglect of edu-
cation. Taking our population as a whole, I
fear that there is not nearly time enough passed
at school; that many of those employed in the
business of instruction, are incompetent to the
work; and that our best teachers are not suf-
ficiently furnished with literary apparatus, par.
ticalarly with school libraries. If these defects
eould be supplied, I believe a few years would
witness a wonderful effect upon the community;
that an impulse not easily conceived beforehand,
would be given to individual and social charac.
ter."

How powerful must the subjoined passages
thrill upon the sensibilites of a Massachusetts
hearer or reader!

" I am strongly convinced that it behooves
our ancient commonwealth to look anxiously to
this subject, if ehe wishes to maintain her hon-
orable standing in this Union of States. I am
not grieved when I behold on the map the en-
ormous dimensions of some of the new States
of the Weot as contrasted with the narrow little
strip which comprises the good old Bay State.
They are bone of our bone, and flesh of our
flesh; tbeir welfare is closely interwoven with
ours in every thing that can promote their solid
prosperity ; I bid them God speed with all my
heart. I hear without discontent the astonish.
Ing accounts of their fertility; that their vast
prairies are covered with n»ore feet of rich vege-
table mould, than our soil, on an average, can
boast of inches ; and I can bear to heart, it said,
without envy, that there Missouri and Mississip.
pi, the mighty Abana and Parphar of the West,
are better than all the waters of our poor old
New-England Israel.

41 All this I can bear; but I cannot bear that
eur beloved native State, whose corner-stone
was laid upon an intellectual and moral basis,
should deprive itself, by its own neglect, of the
great Counterpoise of these physical advantages.
Give me the means of, educating my children,

and I will not exchange its thirsty sands, nor
its barest peak, for the most fertile spot on
earth, deprived of those blessings. I had rath,
er occupy the bleakest nook of the mountain
that towers above us, with the wild wolf and
rattle.snake for my nearest neighbors, and a
srtug little school-house, well kept, at the bottom
of the hill, than dwell in a paradise of fertility,
if I must bring up my ehildren in lazy, pam-
pered, selfsumcient ignorance. A man may
protect himself against the rattle and the venom,
but if he unnecessarily leaves the mind of his
offspring- a prey to ignorance and the viceB that
too often follow in its train, he may find too late
for remedy,

How sharper than a serpent's tooth it is,
To have a thankless child.

'• A thankless child ? No, I will not wrong
even him. He may be any thing else that's bad,
but he cannot be a thankless child. What has
he to be thankful for ? No. The man who un-
necessarily deprives his son of education, and
thus knowingly trains him in the way he should
not go, may have a perverse, an intractable, a
prodigal child, one who will bring down, aye,
drag down, his grey hairs with sorrow to the
grave, but a thankless ehild he cannot have."

EASILY PLEASED.
'Hallo! Sam! what are you grumbling at

down here so furiously V asked a steward of one
of our public houses, of a colored servant at-
tached to the premises.
' 'Grumbling at!' exclaimed Sam, by way of
reply. 'Guess it is grumbling. Why case I
can't get enough to eat here, nohow.'

•Can't get enough to eat ?'
1 N o ! I've had nothing but some tough steak,

bread and butter, and cold coffee to-day ; I hav-
n't had much else for a week, I never get as
much as 1 want. I'm kept too busy.'

'We wish no one to go hungry about our house,
Sam. Have you not had breakfast enough this
morning ?'

•No.'
•Well, sir—you can have some get—what do

you wish ?'
•Only some hot coffee, a piece -of chicken

meat, some warm biscuit and butter, a slice of
ham, two or three eggs, and a little corn bread.
I's always satisfied with a few such things as
them is, and never asks more.'

The above is from the Columbus Journal, and
reminds us of an incident that occurred with an
apprentice to a carpenter; He left his master
and on being asked the reason, said he had no
fault to find only that he wanted to be called
'Mister' when he was spoken to.—Wheeling
Times.

A Child's Affection for a Kitten.—Under our
obituary head, is recoided the death by drown,
ing of a young child of Mr. Alexander Rice, re-
siding at Squam. The circumstances under
which this almost infant (being only four years
of age) lost its life, are both singular and affect,
ing. She had followed a small boy to the river,
weeping bitterly because he was about to drown
a kitten fer which she had formed a strong at.
tachment; and no sooner was it tossed into the
water, than the agonized child took off its shoes,
and raising its clothes walked into the river
with a firm and determined step towards the ob-
ject of her daring and affection, but before reach-
ing it she suddenly sank into deep water, and
her gentle spirit returned to the God who gave
it. The tear will come, to think there was
none near to rescue the little sufferer who BO
fearlessly periled and sacrificed her own life, to
save that of a comparatively valueless one, but
upon which she had set her young affections !—
Gloucester Telegraph.

A Mischievous Ape.—A large ape or baboan
confined in a stable in Elizabeth street, broke
loose on Friday afternoon and raised the sash
of a brick house in front and entered the parlour,
broke a glass ship and case, valuable as a relic
made in the revolutionary war, smashed the
looking glass to pieces, broke considerable glass
and china on the side board, and was hunted out
of the room into the yard by the women with
brooms. In the yard he seized hold of the hair
of a child of Joel Isaacs about three years old,
and nearly took his scalp off, scratched and bit
a boy severely in the leg and thigh, and finally
mounted a tree, with quite a mob after him with
sticks and stones. We did not hear whether he
was leUken or killed.—Star.

SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 22, 1838.

BUSINESS OF THE NEW MARKET.
Some idea of the extent of our population,

maybe derived from the following statistics of
the sales at the Center Market for one day, Sep.
15th, as furnished by the Clerk of the Market.
There were retailed

17 hd. of Beef, estim'd at 550 lbs. each 9.350
11 HogB, do 250. .do...do. .2.650
8 Calves do 80..do. . d o . . .640

131 Sheep & Lamb, 30..do. .do..3.930
Corned Beef, 2.000
Salt Pork, 100
Sausage 650

19.420
Salted Beef and Pork, Ham, Sausage, &c.

are also sold in large quantities, at the various
grocerys and provision stores.

Assuming our population to be no more than
nineteen thousand, the amount sold at the Cen-
ter Market alone, gives an average of over one
pound for every man, woman and child ; and
this, exclusive of the quantity sold at the Frank,
fort Market and from wagons, and the large a-
mount of Salt Provision sold at the numerous
grocery and provision stores. If, then, these
statistics afford any criterion, the population of
our city at this time cannot be less than twenty
thousand souls.

Health of Rochester.—Two or three weeks
since we contradicted a rumor which was start.
ed in Buffalo, as it was supposed, by those in.
terested in the line of stages to Canandaigua,
that this city was very sickly, and that deaths
were of uncommonly frequent occurrence.—
The same falsehood has been again started in
Geneva and Canandaigua, probably by the same
interested individuals. It is not necessary to
make a formal contradiction of this mischievous
calumny, for the benefit of those residing here ;
but it is for the benefit of strangers who are
driven to the pursuit of another route, to evade
what never existed. We therefore say, once for
all, that Rochester was never healthier than it
is at this moment, or than it has been during
the entire summer. Physicians are not half em-
ployed, and the sexton has to depend upon some
other personage than Death for a living.

Horrid Death from the bite of a Rattle Snake.
—Mr Jacob Heaton, of Braxton county, Vir-
ginia, is stated to have been bitten by a rattle,
snake, on the 6th of July last, on the skin be.
tween the knee and instep, and in a few min-
utes, feeling a smarting, made for his house, a
fifth of a mile distant, where he fell at the porch
with vomiting of blood, and died the same night
with extreme agony about the heart, convul-
sions, &c.

A mechanic of Baton Rouge, Mr. L. A. La-
til, says the Gazette of that place, has invented
an ingenious method of constructing rifles,
which will enable a soldier or sportsman to
charge and discharge about six times while an
ordinary gun would be going through the pro-
cess once.

Rich Pianos.—The finest assortment of Pi.
anos which have ever been brought into market,
are now on sale at WARREN'S Music Saloon. In
finish and tone they are exquisite. Call and see
them.

An early Spring.—During the course of a
very early spring, two farmers walking toireth.
er, one of them observed, that if the fine warm
rains continued, every thing would peep out of
the ground in a fortnight. • God forbid,1 said
the other, 'for I have two wivca buried in the
church, jar a.'
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A Marvellous Tale of Mamakating Hollow.

West of the Shawangunk mountain, lies a
•weet valley, in the days of our story sailed
" Mamakating Hollow." It diverges from the
valley of the Hudson River, at JEsopus, and
makes its way, like the bed of some ancient
stream, in a southerly direction, until it meets
the northern line of New Jersey. It requires
but Httle fancy to conceive that the Hudson
River once ploughed its course through this
wonderful ravinn, and mingled its waters with
those of Delaware Bay. Indeed, were the bar-
rier which fills the northern month of the Ma-
makating Hollow, even now, removed, it might
•contend with the Highland channel for the hon.
our of conducting to the ocean the rich billows
of our northern Pactolus. And magnificent as
is the Highland scenery, the traveller would lose
but little w exchanging it for the stern cliffs of
the Shawangunk, which, like a sturdy brother,
walks beside this beautiful valley, from her nor-
them to her southern limit.

The judicious decendants of DIEDRICH KNICK-
ERBOCKER were the first to discover and improve
this rich alluvial valley, the natural entrance to
which ie from iEsopus. Their farms, some
twenty years ago, before turnpike roads and a
canal intersected those regions, were stretched
across the Hollow from the Shawangunk to the
corresponding mountain on the west. They
were thus furnished, at either extremity, with
woodland and pastures ; while the spacious bed
between the ridges, varying from two to five
miles in width, was a carpeted meadow.

The traveller who sets out in the morning
from the beautiful village of Bloominburgh, to
pursue his journey westward, soon finds himself,
by an easy ascent, on the summit of the Shawan-
gunk. Before him will generally be spread an
ocean of mist, enveloping and concealing from
hig view the deep valley and lovely village which
lie almost beneath his feet. If be reposes here
for a short time, until the vapors are attenuated
and broken by the rays of the morning sun, he
is astonished to see the abyss before him, deepen-
ing and opening on his vision. At length, far
down in the newly revealed region, the sharp
white spire of a village church is seen, piercing
the incumbent cloud ; and as the day advances,
a village, with its ranges of bright colored hou-
ses and animated streets, is revealed to the ad-
miring eye. So strange is the process of its de-
velopment, and so much are the houses dimin-
ished by the depth of the ravine, that the travel-
ler can scarce believe he is not beholding the
phantoms of fairy land, or still ranging in those
wonderful regions which are,unlocked to the
mind's eye by the wand of the god of dreams.

But as he descends the western declivity of
the mountain, the din of real life rises to greet
his ear, and he soon penetrates into the midst of
the ancient settlements, of which we have be-
fore spoken. The Dutch farmers placed their
-fiat houses near the middle of their farms, with
little regard to symmetry or taste in their ar-
rangetnents. Probably at the time many of
these houses were erected, no roads piercing
farther into the interior had been laid out. At
the date of our story, some enterprising Yan-
kees had cut a straight turnpike road across the
valley, much to the annoyance of its old fashion.
cd inhabitants ; and the wandering tracks by
which their farmhouses were connected with this
profane channel, resembled, in their angularities
and versions, the diagrams of geometry,

Well established in the fattest part of this ex
uberant valley, lived Hans Swam, one of the
patriarchs of the village. His ancestors had
been patriarchs time out of mind, and the chim-
ney of his paternal mansion contained certain
amorphous masses, which tradition designated
as the identical bricks brought by his ancestors
from Holland. The house of Hans, covering
an immense area, with its roof descending on
each side nearly to the ground, resembling one
of those homely implements in New England,
'yclept a hen coop; his barracks, made of four
perpendicular timbers, surmounted by a square,
thatched roof, in which he persisted to store his
grain and hay, notwithstanding the modern in-
vention of barns; the diverging corn cribs be.
fore his door; the pig pens in their neighbor-
hood ; the grindstone, aviary, and outdoor oven,
scattered around in mockery of symmetry; all
bespoke a man of weight and means, according
to the estimation of that day.

Hans, however, had become somewhat de-
generate. His wife was of mixed blood ; and

as a punishment for marrying out of caste, she
proved to be a terrible thorn in his side. She
exercised a pretty decided supremacy in all mat.
ters occurring in her personal presence, for
Hans was naturally good tempered and yielding,
and the habit of obedience had become a second
nature.

The most severe test of hip docility, was on
the occasion of interruptions, from his better
part, of certain'patriarchal levees, which Hans
had, from time immemorial, been accustomed
to hold at the door of his mansion. It was hie
delight, as it had been that of his father's, to
collect around him, on a summer's eve, those
who, like himself, loved the cup and a pipe bet.
ter than hard work. At such times, Hans was
in his true glory. Seated in a large chair, upon
the step of his door, with the above mentioned
instruments of quiet enjoyment in either hand,
he discussed at length the hardships of olden
times, the decay of fine horses, and woful laxity
of Dutch integrity, and the inroads of the bust-
ling Yankees, to the great edification and en-
joyment of his subordinate friends, who, stretch,
ed on the seats of turf or slates, on either side,
quietly enjoyed the patriarch's discourse and
hospitality.

The terrible inroads of Hans'wife had, how-
ever, more than once disturbed this quiet, vege-
tating circle of worthies; insomuch that the
most urgent entreaties of Hans, backed by the
potent arguments of the bowl, could seldom pre-
vail on his faint hearted friends to retain their
places after the clock had tolled nine.

One summer's eve, surrounded by his obse-
quious neighbors, Hans had descanted with un.
common felicity of utterance on the woful con-
flicts of their ancestors with the inconveniences
of a new settlement, and his enthusiasm, assist,
ed by an extra bowl, had so engrossed all atten-
tion, that the usual hour of departure passed un.
noticed. The starting eyes and slobbering
mouths of all around him, attested the unusual
interest aroused by his narration. Mistress
Sally Swartz, or ' Aunt Sorchie,' as the neigh,
bors familiarly called her, had long since put
the last child to bed, mended the last stocking,
and covered the few dying coals of a summer
fire, and was yawning impatiently in a window
seat, for the session of social friends at her door
to break up, and restore her good man to his
quiet bed. But she waited in vain. To such a
pitch were the feelings of all excited by the
marvellous rehearsals of Hans, that, heedless
of the hour, and of the thickening indignation
of ' Aunt Sorchie,* they but drew nearer to the
speaker, as if chained by fascination. Hans
had even risen from his leather bottomed chair,
having deposited his pipe on the ground, in the
fervor of his discourse, and was in the midst of
a thrilling narrative, of Indians and evil spirits,
when Aunt Sorchie, tortured beyond endurance
by this unseasonable delay, with angry visage,
made her appearance on the threshhold, directly
behind the elevated form of the speaker. At
this alarming apparition, every Dutchman start,
ed from his seat, as if the ghost of old Wilhel-
rnus Testy himself had grinned in their faces.
Ere Hans had time to shut his capacious mouth,
much lesa to turn a look behind him, the strong
hands of Sorchie were closely placed on either
side his head, somewhat more closely than was
exactly comfortable for his ears, which organs,
notwithstanding their duress, were made to hear
the grating sounds :—• Hans ! will ye never
drop your short drunken speeches, and come to
bed !' The sapient audience waited not for any
further salutation. Each monheer was under
way, as soon as the ponderous nature of his
moveables permitted, and ere Hans was fairly
veered around, and marched over the threshhold,
r.ot a mortal was left who had not put at least a
fence, a barrack, or corncrib, between himself
and the fearful apparition.

The shock was quite too much fur the obtuse
capacity of poor Hans; and whether ihe grog
which had given him such a honied utterance
had also, Sampson like, shaken the pillars of his
understanding, or whether the sudden compres-
sion of Sorchie's hands produced a paralysis of
his senses, certain it is, that he knew little of
what was passing, until he had been safely lodg.
ed in bed, and had snored, for some two or three
hours, like the boiler of a steamboat.

It was near the dead hour of midnight, when
horror sometimes steals over the firmest breast,
that Hans seemed to be disturbed from his brok-
en slumbers by a slight rattling at the door of
his apartment. The door slowly opened, and by
the dim, flittering light of the embers on the

hearth, he seemed clearly to distinguish the out*
line of a human being on the threshold. It en.
tered, and was followed by another and another,
each more horrid than his fellow. It was ih
vain that Hans attempted to scream, or to spring;
from his recumbent posture. Tenor, like a
nightmare, bound him down, with its indevcriba.
ble yet agonizing helplessness. The ruffian*
cautiously approached the bedside. A dagger
gleamed in the right hand of the foremost, and
the dark outline of a pistol was seen ia bis left
hand. In this moment of dreadful suspense*
what would Hans have given to hear even the
grating voice of Sorchie ! But she was slum,
bering with hearty breathings by his side, un.
conscious of the approaching danger. ^Etna's
self was a light burden on Enceladus, compared
with the weight at that moment on the breast
of Hans. At length the haggard assassin, mo.
tioning his fellows to halt, approached the bed.
side, bent slowly over the trembling victim of
his wrath, and in a low, distinct tone, said :
'Wretch, I come for thee! Rite, and follow
me ." As if warned by the last trump, Hans
sprung, stark naked, upon the floor. The figurs
pointed to his under garments, and these were
almost as soon in their proper places. There
were no suspenders in those days, and the di.
mensions of this article at that period made its
ready adjustment much less difficult than the
lacing, and buttoning, and strapping, of degen-
erate modern pantaloons. The figure then led
the way to the donr. Hans followed like an
automaton, and the two attendants brought up
the rear. The night was one of those in which
the spirits of a darker world appear to be revel,
ling in the upper regions ; burying- the moon's
face at intervals in dark clouds, and forcing the
fleet winds in cross currents through the moun.
tains and valleys.

It were tedious to describe the dark ravines
and pathless summits traversed in the remainder
of the night, by that triad and their obsequious1

prisoner. Not a word escaped them, as they
proceeded on their solemn and silent march.
Rivers were crossed on decayed trunks of trees,
precipices were passed, and chasms leaped of
such desperate width as to astonish Hans at the
sudden agility of his cumbrous limbs. All the
horrors of darkness enveloped the forest. Beasts
of prey, startled from their lairs by this unearth,
ly procession, howled along its flank in fearful
anger. A cold clammy sweat ran down the
weary limbs of the wretched Dutchman. He
toiled, and puffed, and struggled, to keep the
rapid gait, and each effort of his exhausted frame
seemed to be the last which it was possible to
make.

At length, streaks of light shot up in the
eastern sky, and a ray of hope penetrated the
breast of poor Hans,- that he might once more
see the blessed sun with living eyes. But this
hope endured but for a moment. Turning sud-
denly from their course, the black mouth of an
infernal cavern yawned fearfully upon them; a
sulphurous blast issued from its jaws; and, in).
mensely far within, flickering flames made visi-
ble hideous recesses and hanging precipices!
Hans shrunk back in terror. ' Enter!' said his
guide, in a voice of thunder. It was done, and
the falling crash of a large rock, balanced above,
shut out the miserable mortal from the light and
the world forever. Fatigue and terror had done
their worst; exhausted nature could no longer
endure. Hans sank upon the ground, near the
entrance, helpless and imnioveable. Still nil
eyes were open, and the dark glimmerings of
the vaulted caverns around him added a tenfold
horror to his situation., The demons of the
place seemed peeping out upon him from their
dark recesses; they began to approach on every
side; he saw their glaring eyes, he heard their
flipping wings, ho1 fell their hot breath upon his
cheek, and their talons in his living flush! He
uttered a piercing, shriek. It awakened—not
the awful.echoes of the cave, hut the shrill voice
of ' aunt Sorrhio!' The fiery eyes were hers ;
the talons were her lank fingers in his hair.
'Wake up from your drunken nightmare!
You've frightened all the dogs by your scream-
ing !' Hans found himself in bed. Like Bun. .
van's pilgrim, • he awoke, and behold it was a
dream!'

* The Delaware and Hudson,

No Danger,-*Thejeditor of the Western Post
says that the horrible hot weather has shrunk
his HEAD, as well as his paper ,' Reckon there
is room enough for the brains yet—don't be alarm,
ed,—Monroe Tim*,
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FromWaterton's Natural History.
FIGHT WITH A LION.

In the month of July, 1831, two fine lions
made thoir appearance in a jangle some twenty
miles distant from the cantonement of Rajcote,
in the East Indies, where Captain Woodhouse,
and his two friends, Lieutenants Dela-
main and Lang were stationed. An Elephant
was despatched to the place in the evening on
which the information arrived; and on the
morrow, at the break of day, the three gentle-
men set off on horseback, full of glee, and elat-
ed with the hope of a speedy engagement. On
arriving at the edge of the jungle, people were
ordered to ascend the neighboring trees, that
they might be able to trace the route of the
lions in case they left the cover. After beating
about in the jungle for some time, the hunters
Rtarted the two lordly strangers. The officers
fired immediately, and one of the lions fell to
rise no more. His companion broke cover, and
took off across the country. The officers now
pursued him on horseback as fast as the nature
of the ground would allow, until they learned
from the men who were stationed in the trees,
and who held up flags by way of signal, that
the lion had gone back into the thicket. Upon
this the three officers returned to the
edge of the jungle, and having dismounted
from their horses, they got upon the elephant;
Captain Woodhouse placing himself in the hin-
dermost seat. They now proceeded towards
the heart of the jungle, in expectation of rous-
ing the royal fugitive a second time. They
found him standing under a large bush, with his
face directly towards them. The lion allowed
them to approach within range of his spring
and then he made a sudden dart at the elephant,
elung on his trunk with a tremulous roar, and
wounded him just above the eye. While he
was in the act of doing this, the two lieutenants
fired at him, but without success. The ele-
phant now shook him off; but the fierce and
sudden attack on the part of the lion seem-
ed to have thrown him into the greatest conster-
nation. This was the first time he had ever
come in contact with so formidable an animal;
and much exertion was used before his riders
succeeded in urging him on again in quest of
the lion. At last he became somewhat more
tractable; but as he was advancing through the
jangle, all of a sudden the lion, who had lain
concealed in the high grass, made at him with
redoubled fury. The officers now lost all hopes
of keeping their elephant in order. He turn-
ed round abruptly, and was going away quite
ungovernable, when the lion again sprang at
him, seized his hinder parts with his teeth, and
hung on him till the affrighted animal managed
to shake him off by incessant kicking.

The lion retreated farther into the-thicket;
Capt. Woodhouse in the mean time firing a ran-
dom shot at him, which proved of no avail, as
the jolting of the elephant and the uproar of the
moment prevented him from taking a steady
aim. No exertions on the part of the. officers
could now force the terrified elephant to face
his fierce foe, and they found themselves reduced
to the necessity of dismounting. Determined,
however, to come to still closer quarters with
the formidable king of quadrupeds, Capt. Wood.
house took the desperate resolution to proceed
on foot in quest of him, and after searching
about for some time, he observed the lion indis-
tinctly through the bushes, and discharged his
rifle at him, but he was pretty well convinced
that he had not hit him, for he saw the lion retire
with the utmost composure into the thicker parts
of the brake. The two lieutenants, who had re-
mained at the outside of the jungle, joined their
companion on hearing the report of his gun.

The wealher was intolerably sultry. After
vainly spending a considerable time in creeping
through the grass and hushes, with the hope of
discovering the place of the lion's retreat, they
concluded that he had passed quite through the
jungle, and gone otl in an opposite direction.
Resolved not to let their game escape, the lieu,
tenants returned to the elephant, and immedi-
etely proceeded round the jungle, expecting to
discover the route which "they conjectured the
lion had taken. Captain Woodhouse, however,
remained in the thicket; and as he could dis-
cern the print of the animal's feet on the ground,
he boldly resolved to follow up the track at all
hazards. The Indian gatnefiuder, who contin-
ued with his commander, at last espied the lion
in the cover, and pointed him out to the cap.
tain, who fired, but unfortunately missed his

k There was now no alternative left but

to retreat and load hir rifle. Having retired to
a distance, he was joined by Lieut. Delamain,
who had dismounted from his elephant on hear-
ing the report of the gun. This unerpected
meeting increased the captain's hopes of ulti-
mate success. He lost no time in pointing out
to the lieutenant the place where he would
probably find the lion, and said be would be up
with him in a moment or two.

Lieut. Delamain, on going eight or ten paces
down a sheep track, got a sight of the lion, and
instantly discharged his rifle at him.

This irritated the mighty lord of the woods,
and he rushed towards him, breaking through
the bushes (to use the captain's own words) " in
a most magnificent style." Capt. Woodhouse
now found himself placed in an awkward situa-
tion. He was aware that if he retraced his steps
in order to pat himself in a better position for
attack, he would just get to the point from
which the lieutenant had fired, and to which the
lion was making, wherefore he instantly re-
solved to stand still, in the hopes that the lion
would pass by, at a distance of four yards or so,
without perceiving him, as the intervening cov-
er was thick and strong. In this, however, he
was most unfortunately deceived; for the en-
raged lion saw him in passing, and flew at him
with a dreadful roar. In an instant, as though
it had been done by a stroke of lightning, the
rifle was broken and thrown out of the captain's
hand, his left arm at the same moment being
seized by the claws, and his right by the teeth,
of his desperate antagonist. While these two
brave and sturdy combatants, " whose courage
none could stain," were yet standing in mortal
conflict, Lieut. Delamain ran up, and discharged
his piece full at the lion. This caused the lion
and the captain to come to the ground together,
while Lieut. Delamain hastened out of the jun-
gle to reload his gun. The lion now began to
craunch the captain's arm, but as the brave fel-
low, notwithstanding the pain which this horrid
process caused, had the cool determined resolu-
tion to lie still, the lordly savage let the arm
drop out of his mouth, and quietly placed him.
self in a couching position, with both his paws
upon the thighs of his fallen foe. While things
were in this untoward situation, the captain un-
thinkingly raised his hand to support his head,
which had got placed ill at ease in the fall. No
sooner, however, had he moved it, than the lion
seized the lacerated arm a second time, eraunched
it as before, and fractured the bone still higher
up. This additional memento mori from the li-
on was not lost upon Capt. Wpodhouse ; it im.
mediately put him in mind that he had commit-
ted an act of imprudence in stirring The mo.
tionless state in which he persevered after this
broad hint, showed that he had learned to profit
by the painful lesson.

He now lay bleeding and disabled under the
foot of a mighty and irritated enemy. Death
was close upon him, armed with every terror
calculated to appal the heart of a prostrate and
defenceless man. Just as this world, with all
iis flitting honors, was on the point of vanishing
forever, he beard two faint reports of a gun,
which he thought sounded from a distance ; but
he was totally at a loss to account for them.
He learned, after the affair was over, that the
reports were caused by his friend at the outside
of the jungle, who had flashed off some powder
in order to be sure that the nipples of his rifle
were clean.

The two lieutenants were now hastening to
his assistance, and he heard the welcome sound
of feet approaching ; but, unfortanately, they
were in a wrong direction, as the lion was be-
twixt them and him. Aware that if his friends
fired, the balls would hit him, after they passed
through the lion's bony, Capl. Woodhouse qui-
etly pronounced, in a low and subdued tone,
" to Hie other side ! to the other side !' Hear-
ing iho voice, they looked in the direction from
whence it proceeded, and to their horror saw
their brave companion in his utmost need.
Having made a circuit, they cautiously came up
on the other side, and Lieut. Delamain, whose
coolness in encounters with wild beasts had al-
ways been conspicuous, from a distance of about
a dozen yards, fired at the lion over the person
of the pioslratc warrior.

The lion merely quivered; his head dropped
upon the ground, and in an instant he lay dead
on his fsiue, close to his intended victim, >

Heat lightning is the reflection of distant
thunders on the clouds. Thunder can be heard
twenty or thirty miloB—lightning can be Been
one hundred and fifty.

One thousand two hundred and fifty miles in
one thousand hours.—This extraordinary under,
taking was concluded on Bromley-common on
Monday evening, the pedestrian starting at fif-
teen minutes after eight and finishing at half
past. J. E. Molloy has, without any great dis.
tress, accomplished the herculean task of walk,
ing one mile and a quarter every hour for a thou-
sand successsive hours. His walking through,
out was excellent, and it was the opinion of
many that he could do one mile and a half iu
the hour. The lane he walked in was lined with
carriges of all descriptions, and amongst them
we noticed some of the higher class, and not
less than four thousand people. The cottage
was decorated with laurel boughs and a large
blue bag. A volley of fire-arms was fired at
starting and coming in ; and the pedestrian, on
entering the cottage, actually danced a sailor's
hornpipe, to the no small gratification of those
who happened to be near enough to get a peep
at him. He is a member of the Temperance
Society, and did not take any thing stronger
than tea, coffee, and a little ginger. beer. He
wore the medal of the society; and it is under.
stood that he will be rewarded by them—and if
ever man deserved it, he does, as it shows what
sobriety will do.—London Sunday Times.

A man named Death, still a resident of this
state, formerly lived in this city. Over the door
of his store, was the sign 'Rectified Whiskey,'
and directly under that, his name, Absalom
Death. An old lady from the country, with her
son, a hearty lad, was one day winding her way
through the street in a wagon, when this sign
caught her eye.

'Stop ! Rectified Whiskey, ABSOLUTE DEATH.
That's a fact! Johny, let me get out, there is one
honest man in Cincinnati, I want to see what he
looks like.1—Cin News.

The Ruling Passion.—A lady in ore of our
villages was lately thrown from a wagon and
carried home senseless, with a cut on one of
her pretty cheeks. No sooner had the surgeon
commenced his operation than animation re.
turned, and opening her eyes she lisped beseech,
ingly, "Do Doctor, sew it neatly." Of course
the gallant operator ran the stitches as close as
a milliner working a wristband.—Burlington
Sent inel.

White Statuary Marble, equal to the best
Italian, has been discovered in extensive depos.
ites in the Cherokee country, by Mr. Fether.
stanhaugh, the United States Geologist. He
has followed an obscure ridge in the mountains
six miles, consisting entirely of that valuable
substance, hitherto only seen in the United
Slates in thin beds not exceeding a few in.
ches.

Preparing for the Worst.—Once on a time it
happened that a poor wight married a shrew,
who led him a piteous life ; she fell ill, the doc
tor was called in, and the anxious affectionate
husband inquired of him how his dear spouse
was; Galen shook his head, and told him to
prepare for the worst. "What," said he, "is she
likely to get over it ?"

The Religion of Sleep.—The Rev. Sidney
Smith, one of the liveliest writers of the time,
in a preface to a volume of his own sermons,
speaking of sermons in general, says, •' they
are written as if sin was to be taken out of man,
like Eve out of Adam, by putting him iuto a
_ound slumber,"

The L'md of Strawberries.—A recent travel.
ler styles Sweden "the Land of Strawberries."
He says "they arc offered on the road while you
travel-r-their smell and sight greet you on every
table. In fact, they are the only fruit I have
noticed in the country.

A Mr, Shepherd is regaling the good people
of Detroit with concerts. He is assisted by a
Mr. Wind, professor of music, from Philadelpha.
Shepherd holds the pipe, while Wind does the
blowing.—Prentice.

An Editor in Vermont has married a wife
named Silver. He undoubtedly anticipates
some small change.

Why are ladies' gowns about the region of
the waist, like a camp meeting ? Because
there is a great gathering there.

Affectionate.~-Kis*ing a young lady with
your mouth full of tobacco,
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BLACK, WHITE AND BROWN.

PROM HOOD'S OWN,

All at once Miss Morbid left off sugar.
She did not resign it as some persons lav

down their carriage, the full bodied family-coach
dwindling down into a chariot, next into a fly,
and then into a sedan-chair. She did not shade
it off artistically, like certain househould eco-
nomists, from white to whitey brown, brown,
dark-brown, and so on, to none at all. She left
it off, as one might leave off walking on the
top of a house, or on a slide, or on a plank with
a further end to it, that is to say, slapdash, all
at once, without a moment's warning. She
gave it up, to speak appropriately, in the lump.
She dropped it—as Corporal Trim let fall his
hat—dab. It vanished, as the French Say, toot
sweet. From the 30th of November, 1830, not
an ounce of sugar, to use Miss Morbid's own
expression, ever ' darkened her doors.'

The truth was she had been present the day
before at an Anti-Slavery Meeting, and had lis-
tened to a lecturing abolitionist who had drawn
her sweet tooth, root and branch, out of her
head. Thenceforth Bugar, or as she called it,
• sbupger,' was no longer white, or brown in
her eyes, but red, blood-red—an abomination,
to indulge in which would convert a professing
Christian into a practical Cannibal. Accord-
ingly she made a vow, under the influence of
moist eyes and refined feelings, that the san-
guinary article should never more enter her lips
or her house; and this petty parody of the fa-
mous Berlin decree against our Colonial produce
was rigidly enforced.. However others might
countenance the practice of the Slave Owners
by consuming- • snugger,' she was resolved for
her own part, ' no suffering sable son of Africa
should ever rise up against her out of a cup of
Tea !'

In the meantime the cook and housemaid
grumbled in concert at the prohibition; they
naturally thought it very hard to be deprived of
a luxury which they enjoyed at their own pro-
per cost; and at last only consented to remain
in the service, on condition that the privation
should vbe handsomely considered in their wa
ges. With the hope of being similarly remem-
bered in her will, the poor relations of Miss
Morbid continued to drink.the " warm without,"
which she administered to them every Sunday,
under the name of Tea : and Hogarth would
have desired no better subject for a picture than
was presented by their physiognomies. Some
pursed up their lip?, as if resolved that the nau-
seous beverage should never enter them : oth-
ers compressed their months as if to prevent it
from running out again. One took it mincing-
ly, in sips,—another gulped it down in despera-
tion,—a third, in a fit of absence, continued to
stir very superfluously with his spoon; and there
was one very shrewd old gentleman, who by a
little dexterous by-play, used to-bestow the fa-
vor of his small souchong on a sick geranium.
Now and then an astonished stranger would re-
tain a half cupful of the black dose in his mouth,
and stare round at his fellow-guests, as if tacit-
ly putting to them the very question of Mat-
thew's Yorksbireman in the mail coach, " Com-
pany !—oop or doon 7"

The greatest sufferers, however, were Miss
Morbid's two nephews, still in the morning of
their youth, and boy-like, far more inclined to
" sip the sweets" than to " hail the dawn."—
They had formerly looked on their Aunt's house
as peculiarly a Dulce Domum. Prior to her
sudden conversion she had been famous for the
manufacture of a sort of hard cake, commonly
called Toffy or Taffy,—but now, alas ! " Tiffy
was not at home," and there was nothing else
to invite a call. Currant tart is tart indeed
without sugar; and as for the green gooseber-
ries, they always tasted, as the young gentlemen
affirmed, " like a quart of berries sharpened to
a pint." In short, it always required uix pen
ny-worth of lollipops and bullseyes, a lick o
honev, a dip of treacle, and a pick at a grocer's
hogshead, to sweeten a visit to Aunt Morbid's.

To tell the truth, her own temper soured a
little under the prohibition. She could not per
suade the sugar-eaters that they were Vampyres
instead of practising, or even admiring her sel
denial, they laughed at it; and one wicked wag
even compared her, in allusion to her acerbity
and her privation, to a crab without the nippers,
She persevered, notwithstanding, in her system ;
and to the conslancyof a martyr, added some
thing of the wilfulness of a bigot;—indeed, i
was ninted by patrons and patronesses of white

charities, that European objects had not their
fair share in her benevolence. She was pre-
eminently the friend of the blacks. Howbeit,
for all her sacrifices, not a lash was averted
from their sable backs. She had raised discon-
tent in the kitchen, she had disgusted her a c
quaintances, sickened her friends, and given
her own dear little nephews the stomach-ache,
without saving Quashy from one cut of the dri-
ver's whip, or diverting a single kick from the
shins of Sambo. Her grocer complained loud-
ly of being called a dealer in human gore, yet
not one hogshead the less was imported from
the Plantations. By an error common to all
her class, she mistook a negative for a positive
principle; and persuaded herself that by not
preserving damsons, she preserved the Niggers ;
that by not sweetening her own cup, she was
dulcifying the lot of all her sable brethren in
bondage. She persevered accordingly, in set-
ting her face against sugar instead of slavery:
against the plant instead of the planter; and
had actually abstained for six months from the
forbidden article, when a circumstance occurred
that roused her sympathies into more active
exertions. It pleased an American lady to im-
port with her a black female servant, whom she
rather abruptly dismissed, on her arrival in En-
gland. The case was considered by the Hamp.
shire Telegraph of that day, as one of great
hardship; the paragraph went the round of the
papers—and in due time it attracted the notice
of Miss Morbid. It was precisely addressed to
her sensibilities, and there was a4I Try Warren"
tone about it that proved irresistible- She read
—and wrote,—an1 in the course of one little
week, her domestic establishmennt was mali-
ciously, but truly described, as consisting of
44 two white slaves and a black Companion."

The adopted protegee was, in reality, a strap-
ping clumsy Negress, as ugly as sin, and with
no other merit than that of being of the same
color as the crow. She was artful, sullen, glut-
tonous, and above all so intolerably indolent,
that if she had been literally " carved in ebony,"
as old Fuller says, she could scarcely have "been
of leBS service to her protectress. Her notions
of Free Labor seemed to translate it into lazi-_
ness, and taking liberties ; and, as she serious,
ly added to the work of her fellow-servants,
without at all contributiug to their comfort,
they soon looked upon her as a complete nui-
sance. The housemaid dubbed her " a divil,"
the cook roundly compared her to a " mischivus
beast, as runs out on a herd o' black cattle f
and both concurred in the policy of laying all
household sins upon her sooty shoulders—just
as slatterns select a color that hides the dirt.—
It is certain that shortly after the negress was
installed in the family, a moral disease broke
out with considerable violence, and justly or
not, the odium was attributed to the new com-
er. Its name was theft. First, there was a shil-
ling short in some loose change—next, a mis.
sing half-crown from the mantle-piece—then
there was a stir with a tea-spoon—anon, a piece
of work about a thimble. Things went, nobody
knew how—the 44 Divil" of course excepted.—
The Cook could, the Housemaid would, and Di-
ana should and ought to take an oath declarato-
ry of innocence, before the mayor ; but as Di-
ana did not volunteer an affidavit like the oth-
ers, there was no doubt of her guilt in the kitch-
en.

Miss Morbid, however, came to a very differ-
ent conclusion. She thought that whites who
could eat sugar, were capable of any atrocity,
and had not forgotten the 'stand taken by the
41 pale faces" in favor of the obnoxious article.
The cook especially incurred suspicion; for
she had been notorious aforetime for a lavish
hand in sweetening, and was accordingly quite
equal to the double turpitude of stealing and
bearing false witness. In fact the mistress had
arrived at the determination of giving both her
white hu?sies their month's warning, when un-
expectedly the thief was taken, as the lawyers
say,4I in the manner,"' and with the goods upon
the person. In a word, the ungrateful black
was detected in the very act of levying what
might be called her " black mail."

The horror of Emilia, on discovering that
the Moor had murdered her mistress was scarce-
ly greater that of Miss Morbid. She hardly
she said, believed her her own senses. You
mightjiave knocked her down with a feather
She did not know whether she stood on her head
or heels. She was rooted to the spot! and her
hair, if it had been her own. would have stood
upright upon her head! There was no d *ubt

in the case. She saw the transfer of a portion
of her own bank-stock, from her escrutoir to
the right hand pocket of her protegee—she heard
it chink as it dropped downwards—she was pe-
trified !—dumbfounded !—thunderbolted!—• an.
nihilated !' She was as white as a sheet, bnt
she felt as if all the blacks in the world had
just blown in her face.

Her first impulse was to rush upon the rob'
ber, and insist on restitution—her second was
to sit down and weep—and her third was to
talk. The opening as usual, was a mere torrent
of ejaculations intermixed with vituperation—
but she gradually fell into a lecture with many
heads. First Bhe described all she had done for
the Blacks, and then, alas ! all the Blacks had
done for her. Next she insisted on the enorm-
ity of the crime, and anon, as she enlarged, on
the nature of its punishment. It was here that
she was most eloquent. She traced the course
of human justice, from detection to conviction,
and thence to execution, literally throwing dis-
section into the bargain : and then descending
with Dante, into the unmentionable regions,
she painted its terrors and tortures with all the
circumstantial fidelity that certain very Old
Masters have displayed on the same subject. ••

14 And now, you black wretch," she conclu-
ded, having just given the finishing touch to a
portrait of Satan himself; " and now, you black
wretch, I insist on knowing what I was robbed
for. Come tell me what tempted you! I'm de-
termined to hear it! I insist, I say, on know,
ing what was to be done with the wages of ini-
quity !'»

She insisted, however, in vain; The black
wretch had seriously inclined her ear to the
Whole lecture, grinning and blubbering by turns.
The judge, with his black cap, the counse.1 and
their wigs, the twelve men in a box, and Jack
Ketch himself—whom she associated with that
pleasant West Indian personage, John Canoe—;

had amused, nay, tickled her fancy; the press-
room, the irons, the rope, and the ordinary,
whom she mistook for an overseer, had raised
her curiosity, and excited her fears; but the
spiritualities without any reference to Obeah
had simply mystified and disgusted her, and she
was now in a fit o f the sulks. Her mistress,
however, persisted in her question ; and not the
less pertinaciously, perhaps, from expecting a
new peg whereon to hang a fresh lecture. She
was determined to know the destination of the
stolen money, and by dint of insisting, cajoling,
and, above above all, threatening—for instance,
with the whole Posse Cotnitatis—she finally
carried her point.]

44 Cus him money ! Here's a fuss !" exclaimed
the culprit, quite worn out at last with the per-
secution. " Cus him money ! here's a fnss !—
What me 'teal him for ? What me do wid him ?
What any body teal him for ? Why, for sure,
to buy sugar •!"

From the New Yorker.
THE FATAL WAGER.

FOUNDED ON FACT—TRANSLATED FROM TUE GER-
MAN.

' A cold, dreary night, sir .students,' said the
host of the Double Eagle, as he threw a faggot
of wood upon the fire, around which weie seat-
ed a knot of students, silently smoking their
meerschaums, while upon a table near at hand
stood a number of empty bottles and drinking
cups, bearing evidence of their recent good
cheer. The night was far advanced—it was
St. Mark's eve—and they had been discussing
the numerous superstitions current among the
peasantry respecting this hallowed time. There
was a pause in the conversation, and each 6at
seemingly absorbed in his own thoughts, which,
to judge from the grave aspect of their counte-
nances, were serious enough. So deeply were
they buried in meditation, that they did not
seem to heed the observation of the landlord. It
was towards the close of Autumn, and the wind
whistled shrilly as it swept past the crazy old
inn, giving token of the approach of stern vis-
aged Winter.

4Well, Herman,' said one of the students,
laying aside his pipe, and moving a little from
the fire, which blazed brightly—'since you have
laughed at all the legends and superstitions
which have been related to night, and profess not
to believe in the existence of spirits, good or bad,
yet there is one concerning which I would ask
your opinion. It is said that on the eve of St.
Mark's one may see the shades of those
who arc to die within a short time, pass
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into the church, by watching there at the hour
of midnight.1

* Mere stories to amuse children,' replied Her.
man.

' Y e t did not Burgomeister Wagram declare
that he saw, on the eve of St. Marks, as he was
returning home late at night from Grovhiem, a
shadowy figure the exact counterpart of him.
self, glide into the porch of the church as he
passed—and did he not die a few months after-
wards V

' Very true, Herr Rosambert; but you must
recollect that old Wagram was not esteemed
the most temperate in Englebeach. And it is
well known, that on the occasion alluded to, he
was returning from a merry-making, and it is
but just to presume that his perceptive faculties
could not hare been in a very pjerfect state. It
is probable that he saw but his own shadow re.
fleeted by the moon, which I remember shone
brightly that night; and hie disordered intel-
lect and superstitious folly led him to imagine
it a spirit. As to his death, which occurred so
shortly after, it is my firm belief that it had no
more connection with St. Mark's eve, than—
than—»puzzled for a simile,—' than fire has with
water.'

'Granting all you have said, still I think it
somewhat strange. Though I do not profess
to be superstitious, yet there' is something beau-
tiful in the belief that there are spirits—those
of our friends and kindred—who watch over us
in our sleeping hours, and hover around during
the busy scenes of day, guarding us from evil—
who, when the sand of life is nearly run, assume
a visible shape, and beckon us from this weary
world to realms of happiness and bliss.'

' All very fine, no doubt,' said Herman, smil-
ing. • I dare say, Rosambert, though you do not
profess to be superstitious, yet are you not fear,
ful. as you pass the old ehurch to-nignt on your
way home of seeing your Bhade hovering about
the church V '

1 It is well that yonr way lies not thither,'
said Rosambert, rather nettled, ' for with all
your smiling, I doubt whethe r you dare trust
yourself in its vicinity at the hour of midnight.
Indeed, I will wager a dozen of mine host's
choicest Burgundy thai you dare not.'

' Done Rosambert, done ! Gentlemen,' said
said Heiraan, addressing his brother students,
' hear you this wager. Egad, we'll make a
night of i t ! Now Rosambert, I will do more on
the faith of my Burgundy—I will enter the old
miser's vault concerning which there are so ma-
ny mysterious tales ; and should I meet a spirit,
I'll speak to it though it blast me. Tne tomb
is in a dilapidated state, and the entrance is
easy. The wager shall be decided this very
night.

'Excellent! excellent!' exclaimed Rosam-
bert''and that we may know you have been
there, take this poinard, and stick it into a cof-
fin.'

Placing the dagger into his bosom, he gaily
turned to his friend, and said with a smile,
' Now I am ready—be sure you have the Bur-
gundy uncorked on my return !'

He left the inn, and as he wended his way
through the village, now buried in repose, the
solemn silence which reigned around dissipated
his gaiety, andiis thoughts took a more serious
turn. He felt as if he had acted wrong in ha.
ving indulged in unseemingly levity on so se-
rious a subject; and then the many terror.in.
spiring tales respecting the old miser, to whose
tomb he was now journeying, came rushing
upon his mini—causing him almost to repent
his foolish hardihood ; but to return without at.
tain ing his object, would occasion the ridicule
of his friends, and he dreaded being stigmatized
as a vain boaster and coward. He therefore
pushed quickly on, and in a short time reached
the old church, which stood at the extremity of
the village. He clambered over the low paling
which surrounded the venerable building, and
stood in the ' back ground of life,' as Richler
denominates the grave-yard. AH was silent
save the wind, which soughed mournfully thro'
the lenden trees, scattering the scred leaves far
and wide.

The night was dark, the sky overspread with
murky clouds, which sped like giant spirits of
the air, revealing here and there a twinkling
star. A feeling of awe came over him as he
stealthily glided along the tomb-stones: and as
he ncared the miser's burial-place, the hour of
midnight tolled loudly from the turret-clock,
breaking through the solemn stillness like the
knell of death. He started at the sound, and

almost quaked with fear. But as the last stroke
died away, he summoned hia faltering resolution
and drawing forth the dagger, rushed down the
steps of the vault, and with a convulsive shud-
der, struck it into a damp and mouldy coffin,
which returned a sound as if the skeleton with,
in it had fallen asunder, and the bones rattled
against the coffin sides. Terrified and agitated,
Herman attempted to rush from the vault, but
he was held fast by some invisible agency, and
uttering a faint cry, fell senseless to the ground.

* • » # • * *
'What can possibly detain Herman?' said

Rosambert to his fellow students. ' It is now
an hour since he departed, and he should have
returned ere this. I hope no evil has befallen
him.'

Another hour elapsed—still he came not. At
last it was proposed they should seek him. A
lantern was procured, and after proceeding at a
rapid pace, they arrived at the church-yard,
and, descending the gloomy vault, they disco,
vered the body of the ill-fated Herman, lying
upon his face, across the threshold, the extremi.
tyof his gown fastened to the coffin by the poin-
ard.

It would seem that in his fear and agitation,
his hand became entangled in the folds of his
gown, and the dagger pinned it to the coffin, and
imagining he had fallen into the power of de-
mons or spirits, he sank lifeless to the ground.
He was raised, and the expression of terror up.
on his countenance was truly horrible. His
eyes seemed starting from their sockets—his
lips were firmly compressed—and his hair stood
bristling upon his head. He was conveyed to
the inn with all possible despatch, where efforts
were made to resuscitate him, but in vain.—
The fright had been too much for him—he was
dead.

Allan Cunningham with Marshal Soult.—Our
good friend Mr. Allan Cunningham was intro-
duced to Marshal Soult; and as the interview
was interesting, the reader, we should suppose,
will be the reverse of displeased to peruse a
hurried note of it, given as nearly as possible in
his own words:—"I saw him in his residence
in Portland House ; he received me kindly, and
took me by the hand, placed me on a sofa be.
side him, and said he was indebted to his friend,
the Baron de P., for making us acquainted. I
said I had desired to see a man of great and
strong talent by nature, and not by act of Par-
liament ; that I had long admired him for his
generous tribute to the memory of Sir John
Moore, and looked upon him as one of the no-
blest minded of our foes. He smiled at this,
and turning to me said—' Fee! I never was
your foe, at least in the coarse sense of the
word ; I was taught to respect you in the stern,
est of all schools, the battle-field ; and it was
only yesterday I told your young Queen that
Britain and France had tried the sword long
enough to each other's harm, and should now
try what friendship could do, and thus insure
the peace of Europe.' I bowed, and replied—
' Marshal, you are still in the field, you have
won other countries by the sword, and now you
are come to conquer us by courtesy.' As I said
this, he pressed my knee gently with his hand,
and made some allusion to poetry. He is a no-
ble martial-featured man ; tall, too, and vigor,
ous ; and I thought of Australitz, and many a
bloody field as he shook hands with me at part,
ing. But we are not parted yet; he has sent
me a card for his great ball of this evening,
(6th July,) when I shall again see, I feel as-
sured, the same simple, easy, courteous man 1
found during the interview I have attempted to
describe."—Scotch paper.

A girl, forced into a disagreeable match with
an old mac whom she detected, when the cler-
gyman came to that part of the service where
the bride is asked if she consents to take the
bridegroom for her husband,said with greatsim.
plicity, "Oh dear, no, Sir : but you are the first
person who has asked my opinion upon the af-
fair." '

"Jonathan where were you goin to yesterday
when I saw yeu goin to mill ?" "Why I wasgo.
in to mill to be sure. Well, I wish I'd seen you
—I'd got you to carry a grist for me." "Why
you did see me, did'nt you ?" "Yes, but not till
you got cleyn out of sight."

The mind is like the body it inhabits—exer-
cise can strengthen, as neglect and indolence
can weaken it j they are both improved by dis-
cipline—both ruined by neglect.

WHO STOLE T H E TIME PIECE?"
" My dear," says Mrs. G. to her husband,

•• move that time piece ; this room is so exposed
that some person will certainly steal it."—
"Don't bother me, my love, you see I'm busy,
I'll move it to-morrow ;" and so from day to day
did Mr. G. neglect to move the time piece.—
At length it was stolen—great was the lamenta-
tion thereat. "Who could have stolen it?"
Nothing could console the unfortunate Mrs. G.
until her nephew communicated to her the glad
tidings that he "knew who stole the time piece,"
••Who was it? Johnny, dear, who was it?"
" Procastination, aunt. Is he not the thief of
time. Had uncle moved the clock, it still might
have been in your possession."

An Invitation.—"Say, nigga, cum and ha*
de pleasure ob a dinin wid your mos humble ser-
vant, won't you, heh ?"

"Why, look here, Sam—I'se not particular in
sosiashuns—but I wist to know fus, before I
vail myself ob your perlite imptirnashun, whar
you hab your lodjins ?"

"No difference, nigga, whar I lodge. I don't
ax you to sleep wid me, but only to eat dinner
in a greeable sociumbility."

" W E WILL ENDEAVOR," is the motto of a
Singing Association in Newburyport, Mass.—
It is a noble one. A rigid adherence to it in
practice, will ensure to them, and to all who
may adopt it as their principle of action, the
ultimate fulfilment of their aims and wishes.
"We will endeavor," is the key to success in
all things.—Phil. Ledger.

We find the following conundrum in the last
number of the New York Mirror : " When a
mother puts her child to sleep, of what two pla-
ces within the vicinity of New York does she
remind you ? Sing Sing and Rockaway."—
Alb. Adv.

A Signature.—The infant daughter of Louis
Phillippe, the French King, has been named
Victoria Augusta Ludovic Lucca Isabella Ame-
lia Filomena Helena' Penelope Bourbon. It
stops there.

The Spaniards, in allusion to the profusion
with which distinctions are now conferred upon
worthless persons, say that "formerly rogues
were hung on crosses,- but that now crosses are
hung on rogues."

Abbreviations and Initials.—A. B.—Apt to a
Blunder.

A. M.—Apt to Mistake.
M. D.—Maker of Dead men.
M. P.—Madness of the People.

Sane at the Boston Police.—A man named
Alden Bradford was found lying in the street.
"Who knocked you down ?" "Squire, Rum,"
was the response. "Three dollars and costs,"
was the sentence. Short and sweet.

Cultivation of Music.—By airection of the
school committee of Boston, vocal music will
hereafter be taught in the high schools of that
city. The directors of schools in other places
might take a hint from this.

"The Emigrating Fever" has lately seized on
the young men of the town of Haverhill, Mass.,
and great numbers were "going off" with it.—
A trip to the West seems to be the only remedy
for the disease.

A Jail to Lei.—*The Tolland county jail,
(Conn.) is now, and has been since July 17th,
entirely tenanlless. The jailer wants to rent
lodgings cheap. He will find few customers'

"Variety is the spice of life/' thought a sho.
maker as he was chewing wax, leather, and to.
bacco, all at once.

True philosophy can discern nothing eke
in a great many words and names but the let-
ters of the alphabet which compose them.

M A R R I E D .
In this city, on the 12th inst., by the Rev. P. Church,

Mr. Andrew Hurvie, to Miss Martha Jackson.
(n Albion, by Kev. Mr. Copeland, of Lockport, Mr.

William J. Kent, to Miss Minerva Porter.
At Lewistorr, on the 13ih instant, by th& Rev. Mr

Murray, P. C. H. Brotheraon, Esi^. Cashier of the Ni
ajuru Suspension Bridge Bank, to. Cynthia, daughter
of Seymour covill, Eaq. of that place,

la Geneve, on the 10th inst t by thfiUev. O. Abeel,
Mr. Duniel Owen, ut'SKuneu'.tite^to Miss Aiurg&retta
Bugart, of this village.
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Written for tkt Q»m.

SUNSET
Thn sun wai hasting in his course—to end
The labors of the day—the hour of thought
Of contemplation, bade me seen a place,
Where—far away from mortal gaze, I might
In sober mood indulge—what hour, like this
To inspire the BOUI with honest thoughts; my steps
I bent where oft the student loves to tread;
I climbed a neighboring eminence; a rock
I gained of lofty height—and quite fatigued
I sat me down ; for, like an eminence
Of intellectual kind, its top was high,
Its sides were steep, and those who would
Its summit gain, with diligence must toil;
But, soon refreshed, my eyes I turned upon
The prospect—rich indeed, and full of much
To catch the eye, and fix the heart.
A beauteous vale by numerous hills embraced,
Beneath me lay. A limpid stream, winding
Its way through rich and mellow earth—its banks
With richest velvet overspread—poured its
Chrystal waters down a shelving r o c k -
Its ceaseless spray in wreaths of snowy whiteness,
la the sun beams played.
I looked, and saw the busy crowd of men,
And heard their noisy din. The sound of mirth
Too reached my ear, and spoke of youthful glee
And childish sports. Jlas! thought I, all this
Must soon be past; a step they take and find
Themselves in manhood's ranks. Another still,
Their noon day's sun declined, and on the shores
Of time, the bounds of an eternal world
They stand, engaged in all the scenes of active life.
Some passed with eyes quick glancing round,
And hurried step, that spoke of business, care
And toil. Some walked in silent mood, and seemed
As if in revery; others there were,
(At distance)—who seemed to act rare wisdom's part;
But then, how many gave themselves to foul
Desires, and madly grasped destruction's
Gilded bait; none knows, but he who sees
And judges all. Full more I looked and far
Away I caught the motion slow—of age,
The man in years mature—returning home
With trembling limbs and tottering steps, which oft
Reminded him. that time is ever oji the wing.
He reached his home; he leaned against
A sturdy oak, his youthful hand had planted,
Long before. He turned his eye upon the Sun,
Just then declining in tbe golden west,
And seemed to say—Farewell, thou orb of day!
My race is almost run ; my sun will soon
Decline—Oh! may my eve of life be calm
As this impressive hour! I thought I saw
Him wipe the tear from off bis furrowed cheek
But now the hand of one who long had loved
Her aged father well, conducts him to
His door. Here vision failed me—but long
I dwelt upon the scene just past, and thought,
And thought again, upon that venerable man.

Another form I saw—but not of age, the victim:
And other cheeks furrowed, but not
By time. His feet were chained indeed, but not
With chains of brass. Alas! these bands himself
Had formed, more strong than those of any other kind-
Of Rum— composed; formed on the anvil of
Depravity! His strength was prostrate; here
He lay a sot. His only daughter soon
Appeared, but not the claims of love to satisfy ;
For oft her deeds of charity received
A drunkard's curse. But longer still, I could
Not, would not gaze on sueh a scene.
And now pale Cynthia, tbe queen of night,
Aroie with modest aspect, and in mien retiring.
Now ten thousand stars shoot forth, the heavans
Appear as if lit up at once by magic
Art, with thousand times ten thousand blazing
Munps, in all their wild disorder.
Mv thoughts withdrawn from men and active scenes
Of life, rove o'er the field of nature, mute,
Yet speaking with a voice of trumpets loud,
And shouting forth the power, wisdom, »kjll,
Of Him, who with creating word brought worlds
Without number into being.
While gazing, wrapt in meditation deep,
I heard the cuckoo's voice, sweet messenger
Of Spring. I watched her motion swiftand saw
Her dart from elevation high, almost to earth
And then pour forth again her notes of melody
And love. • • * Another song
I beard, but not of melody : the din
Of eadlege noise, and jargon, loud and harsh -.

Like competition strong, between • MW«
Of mill-ston* cranks, and groaning •xl*tr*t» !
What outrage I thought I, that animals
So small in size, should scream, and roar, to such
Degree, and that for days, and weeks, and months.
But they are sometimes taugbt their place:
A chilling frost will operate upon
This clan with wondrous power;
And bid them hide their heads—among
Enough of this. The dews wers falling fait—
My hour of study, too, had come;—I to
My room repaired, and seated down, my thoughts—

—In poetry—"n«» mad'"
ANONYMOUS.

FittBford, Aug. 10th, 1837.

From the Columbus Journal.

O YES! I TAKE THE PAPERS.
By Geo. B. Wallis.

Ob yes, I take the papers—
Their trifling cost is never missed,

Although I've stood for forty years
Upon the printer's list.

Talk not of warrior's—Faust released
Earth from the terrors of her kings—

He twirled his STICK and darkness ceased,
And morning streamed a'.ong the East,

On Freedom's, burnished wings.

O yes, I take the papers.
And sons and daughters—tall and small.

For they have been through thick and thin,
The pass time of us all.

'Twaa nobly said that should a star,
Be stritken from the dome of Night,!

A printing press—If stationed there—
Would fill the vaccuum to a hair,

And shed a broader light.

That man who takes no papers,
Or taking, pays not when they'er read,

Would sell his corn to buy a "horn,"
- And live OH boirowed bread.

The printer opes the wide domains
Of Science--scatters Education

All o'er the land, like April rains :
And yet his labors and bis pains

Are half iiii compensation.
Printing Office, May, 1839.

A Reasonable request.— The editor of a 'down
east1 paper requests those of his subscribers
who never intend to pay, to give him notice as
soon as possible.

A good precedent.—The Defiance Banner
says, "We charge a man five dollars for adver-
tising his wife. Horses, Cattle, &c, will be ad.
vertised at one dollar per square, but we set"a
higher value upon stray women."

Subterranean Discovery.-^-Quite an excite,
ment has been produced by a late discovery at
Spockford, New Jersey, near the rai l road-
Mr. George Snowhill, in digging a well, at the
depth of twenty feet, encountered a log laying
horizontally. It was perfectly solid, and about
twenty-two inches in diameter. The workmen
were obliged to cut it away before they could
go oq with their labor. After digging seven
feet deeper, they came to a perfect bed. of clam
and oyster shells, of very fresh appearance,
and "apparently just opened," says our infor-
mant

This discovery proves the fact which has been
so frequently asserted, that New Jersey is made
land, and has at one time, been entirely cover,
ed by the ocean.—N. Y. Whig.

BOMB of a Monster.—Some workmen in dig-
ging a mill race about a mile from Bucyrus,
came across nearly a perfect skeleton of" the
gigantic Mastodon, most of the bones in an ex-
cellent state of preservation. The skull is en-
tire, the thinnest part without defect, the teeth
enamelled, and free of decay. The lusks have
not been discovered. The sockets are six inch,
ee in diameter, and more than a foot deep. The
lower jaw weighs 80 lbs. The posterior sur-
face of the occipital bone very square, measur-
ing eighteen inches in height, and twenty-seven
inches in width. Lengih of skull from back
part to suout forty.two inches. The bones of
the leg are massive, and the skeleton is on an
average only about one tenth part less than the
one in Pcalc's Museum, Philadelphia. The
bones were founrl some five or six feet beneath
the surface of the ground, in a kind of bog on
morass. The Bucyrus Democrat says ' the en-
tire skeleton would be well worthy of a place in
the best museum in the world, and we hope tha,t
such arrangements may be made as well prevent
its being removed out of our state.'—Cleve, Her.

You seldom tee an old bachelor without * fete*
tooth.

O " Mr. Accum, the celebrated English ehem.
ifet, died a short time since at Berlin.

"Unfortunate Rencontre.—is the polite term,
now-a-days, for assassinations.

O* Dr. Bow ring is at Smyrna endeavoring
to effect on the part of the English Government
and East India Company, a project for a rail,
road to be constructed by them from the Red
Sea to the Nile.

Hidden Treasure.—A deposite of gold coins
was brought to light a few days ago by some
negio laborers, while digging to graduate a street
in the fields, where, in old times, had been a
burying ground. They were contained in the
remains of a trunk. They kept the matter a
secret for some days, but anxious to know the
value of the coins, they showed one of them- to
a gentleman for that purpose, and stated that
they had found it with " a parcel" in the re-
mains of a small trunk, in which was also
something that looked like a bundle of bank
notes, but on touching it, it all fell to pieces
like dust. They would not reveal the number
of coins in the trnnk. The one which they ex.
hibited proved to be a ducat, coined in Holland,
in 1758, and is valued at $2,50. It would be a
fruitless task to investigate the cause or the
period of the interment of this treasure. It
was a much less difficult and more pleasing one
to exhume it, as the cuffies who performed the
eeremony no doubt realized.—Norfolk Herald.

Singular Death.—The Leeds, Eng. Mercury-
states that a young man lost his life recently at"
Huddersfield, in a very strange and foolish man.
rftr. He was employed in winding up some
bags of cotton to one of- the higher stories of
the building, and his partoflhe business was to
attach the, end of the rope to the bag intended to
be woundup. On one occasion, after having
fastened the bag, he made a noose of the slack
part of the rope, and jokTngly called upon one of
the bystanders to put his head in, at the same
time putting his own (deceased's) neck through,
for the purpose of showing him,, when the ma.
chine was unexpectedly set in motion, and the
unfortunate man was in one moment suspended
at the top of the building. As soon as the per-
son above was aware of the circumstances, he
threw the machine out of gearing, and the cot-
ton and the man fell with.great violence upon
the ground. The poor man was in a state of in.
sensibility, and died about an hour after.

Sunday Schools.—These nurseries of mor.
als, number among their advocates, the good of
all lands. Their influence is so benign, and
their object so pure, that none who have at heart
the good of the world, or the happiness of man.
kind, can oppose them. As the sun sheds its
fertilizing influence upon the tender herb, and
leads it forward to ripe maturity, so do Sabbath
Schools give a proper direction to the infant in-
tellect, and lead it on to the full strength and
vigor of mmal manhood. It is no marvel,
therefore, that facts like the subjoined should
exist:—

From the Journal of Commerce.
Messrs. Editors— Are you aware that there is

great danger of a union of Church and State in
Connecticut ? Often has the Administration
party charged the Whigs with the intention of
such a Union, but until very recently, I have
considered the assertion unworthy of notice.
Al.ow me to state a remarkable fact, and then
to request you to make such comments as the
case would naturally suggest. During a recent
visit to Connecticut, I spent a Sabbath in Hart.
ford; upon entering the Sabbath School con-
nectcd with Dr. Hawes's Church, I saw among
the teachers, the Chief Justice of the state,
whose class was listening with great interest to
the instructions that fell fom the lips of the
Judge. (Said I to myself, honorable employ-
ment, privileged scholors.) At the close of the
afternoon service, I had the pleasure of hearing
an eloquent and instructive exposition of scrip,
ture from Governor Ellsu>arth,who meets a large
Bible class comprised of bolh sexes, regularly
every Sabbath. The} deem it no ordinary priv.
ilejre to have such a,n instructor. J. H. W.

New York, Aug. 20, 1838.
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From Chamber's Edingburgh Journal.
T H E UNKNOWN PAINTER.

One beautiful summer morning, about the
year 1830, seyerai youths of. Seville approached
the dwelling of the celebrated painter Murillo,
where they arrived nearly at the same time.—
Murillo was not yet there, and each of the pu-
pils, walked up quickly to his easel to examine
if the paint had dried, or perhaps admire his
work of the previous evening.

Mendez with a careless air, approached his
easel when an exclamation of astonishment es-
caped him, and he gazed in mute surprise on
his canvass, on which was roughly sketched a
most beautiful head of the Virgin ; but the ex.
pression was so admirable the line so clear, the
contour so graceful, that compared with the
figures by which it was encircled, it seemed as
if some heavenly visitant had descended among
them.

"Ah, what is the matter ?" said a rough
voice. The pupils turned at the sound, and
all made a respectable obeisance to the great
master.

"Look, Senor Murillo, look!" exclaimed
the youths, as they pointed to the easel of Men-
dez.

"Who has painted this—who has painted this
head, gentlemen ?" asked Murillo, eagerly.—
MSpea.k tell me. He who has sketched- this
Virgin will one day be the s»ate*rof us all.—
Murillo wishes he had done it. What a touch!
what deticaay, what skill, Mendez my dear pu-
pil, was it you ?"

"No, senor," replied Mendez, in a sorrowful
tone.

"Was it you, then, Isturitz, or Ferdinand, or
Carlos ?"

But they all gave the same reply as Mendez.
"It could not, however, come here without

hands," said Murillo, impatiently.
"This is certainly a curious affair gentlemen,"

observed Murillo, "but we shall soon know who
is ibis nightly visitant." "Sebastian, he con-
tinued, addressing a little mulatto boy: about
fourteen years old, who appeared at his call,
"did I not desire you to sleep here, every
Bight V?

"Yes, master," said the boy with timidity.
• 'And have you done so ?"
"Yes, master."
"Speak, then, who was here last night and

this morning before these gentlemen came ?—
Speak, slave, or I'll make you acquainted with

*ny dungeon," said Murillo, angrily to the boy,
who continued to twist the band of his trowsers
without replying.

"Ah, you don't choose to answer," Baid Mu-
rillo, pulling his ear.

"No one, master, no one," replied the trem.
bling Sabastian with eagerness.

"That is false," exclaimed Murillo.
"No one but me, I swear to you master,"

cried the mulatto, throwing himself on his
knees, in the middle of the studio, and holding
out his little hands in supplication before his
master. .

"Listen to me," pursued Murillo. "I wish
to know who has sketched, this head of the Vir.
gin, and all the figures which my pupils find
every morning here on coming to the studio.—
This night, in place of going to bed, you shall
keep watch; and if by to-morrow you do not
discover who the culprit is, you shall have
twenty.five strokes from this lash. You hear—
I have said i t ; now go and grind the colors; and
y<jn, gentlemen, to work."

It was night, and the studio of Murillo, the
most celebrated painter in Seville—bis Studio,

which during the day was so cheerful and ani-
mated, was now silent as the grave. A single
lamp burned upon a marble table, and a young
boy, whose sable hue harmonized with the sur-
rounding darkness, but whose eyes sparkled
like diamonds at midnight, lent against an ea-
sel. "Twenty-five lashes to morrow if I do
not tell who sketched these figures, and perhaps
more if I do. Oh, my God, come to my aid !"
and the little mulatto threw himself upon the
mat which served him for a bed, where he soon
fell fast asleep.

Sebastian awoke at daybreak; it was only
three o'clock; any other boy would probably
have gone to sleep again, not so Sebastian,
who had but three hours he could call his own.'

"Courage, com age, Sebastian," as he shook
himself awake ; "three hours are thine—only
three hours; thou profit by them; the rest be-
long to my master—slave. Let me at least be
my own master for three short hours. To be.
gin, these figures must be effaced, "and seizing
a brush, he approached the Virgin, which view,
ed by the soft light of the morning dawn, ap-
peared more beautiful of than ever.

Efface this ! he exclaimed, 'efface this! No;
I will die first. Efface this—:they dare not—
neither dare I. No—that head—she breaths
—she speaks—it seems as if her blood would
flow if I should offer to efface it, and that I
should be her murderer. No, no, no, rather let
me finish it."

Scarcely had he uttered theec- wascds. when,
seizing a palette, he seated himself at the easel,
and was soon totally absorbed in his occupation.
Hour after hour passed unheeded by Sebastian,
who was too much engrossed by the beautiful
creature of his pencil, which seemed bursting
into life, to mark the flight of time. 'Another
touch,' he exclaimed, soft shade here—now the
mouth. Yes, there! it opens, those eyes, they
pierce me through!—what a forehead !—what
delicacy !^Oh, my beautiful ' and Sebas-
tian forgot-the hour, forgot he was a slave, for-
got his dreaded punishment—all, all was oblit-
erated from the soul of the youthful artist, who
thought of nothing, but his beautiful picture.

But who can describe the horror and conster-
nation of the unhappy 6lave, when on sudding.
ly turning round, he beheld the whole pupils,
with hib master at their head, standing beside
him?

Sebastian never once dreamed of justifying
himself, and with his palette in one hand, and
his brushes in the other, hung down his head,
awaiting in silence, the punishment he believed
he justly merited. For some moments a dead
silence prevailed, for if Sebastian was confoun-
ded at being caught in the commission of such
a fragrant crime, Murillo and his pupils were
not less astonished at the discovery they had
made.

Murillo having, with a gesture of the hand
imposed silence on his pupils, who could hardly
restrain themselves from giving way to their
admiration, approached Sebastian, aud conceal-
ing his emotion, said in a cold and severe tone
while he looked alternately from the beautiful
head of the Virgin to the terrified slave, who
stood like a statute be ft) re him.

"Who is your master, Sebastian ?"
"You," replied the boy in a voice scarcely

audible.
"1'mean your drawing master," said Mu. A

rillo.'
"You, senor;" again replied the trembling

slave.
"It eannot be ; I never gave you lessons,"

said the astonished painter.
"But you gave them to others, and I listened

to them," rejoined the boy, emboldened by the
kindness of bit matter.

"And you have done better than listen ; you
have profitted by them," exclaimed Meriilo,
unable longer to conceil his admiration. "Gen-
tlemen, does this boy merit punishment or re-
ward ?"

At the word punishment, Sebastian's heaat
beat quick ; the word reward gave him a little
courage, bat fearing that his ears deceived him
he looked with timed and imploring eyes to-
wards his master.

"A .reward, senor," cried the pupils in a
breath.

"That is well, but what shall it be ?"
Sebastian began to breathe.
"Ten ducats, at least," said Mendez.
"Fifteen," cried Ferdinand.
"No," said Gpnzalo, "a beautiful new dress

for the next holiday." '
"Speak, Sebastian," said Murillo, looking at

his slave, whom none of these rewards seemed
to move, "are these things Dot to your taste ?
Tell me what you wish for; I am so much plea-
sed with your beautiful composition, that I will
grant you any request you may make. Speak,
then dont be afraid."

"Oh master, if I dared—" and Sebastian,
elasping his hands, fell at the feet of his mas.
ter. It was easy to read in the half opening
lips of the boy, and his sparkling eyes, some
devouring thought within, which timidity pre-
vented him from uttering.

With the view of encouraging him, each of
the pupils suggested some favor for hinvto de-
mand. * *

"Come, take courage," said Murillo, gaily.
"The master is so kind to-day," said Ferdi-

nand, half aloud, I would risk something ; ask
your freedom, Sebastian "

At tbese words Sebastian uttered a cry of an-
guish, and, raising his eyes to his master, he
exclaimed, in a voice choked with sobs, " The.
freedom of my father !—the freedom of my fa-
ther !'•

"And thine also," said Murillo, who no Ion.
ger able to conceal his emotion, threw his arms
around Sabastian and pressed him to his
breast.

"Your pencil, he continued, "shows that you
have talent; your request proves that you have
a heart; the artist is complete. From this day
consider yourself not only as my pupil but as
my son. Happy Murillo ! I have done more
than paint—I have made a painter."

Murillo kept his word, and Sebastian Comcz,
better known under the name of the Mulatto of
Murillo, became one of the mose celebrated
painters in Spain. There may yet be seen in
the churches of Seville, the celebrated picture
which he had been found painting by his mas-
ter; also, at St. Ann, admirably done, a holy
Joseph, which is extremely beautiful; and o-
thers of the highest merit.

Mrs. Sigourney has written a book of Advice
to Mothers, a most sensible, excellent work,
judging from the quotations we have seen. We
commend it to every mother's perusal.

Mrs. Grove is doing what is better still. She
is lecturing to the ladies of Boston, on Anatomy
and Physiology, sciences upon which all ad.
vice, in regard to mental or physical education,
should be founded.

At the ladies' Seminary at New Hampton, N .
H., and perhaps in other similar institutions,
these sciences are among the regular studies.

They should be in every school. Little re-
form can be expected in the world! till mankind
understand better their own constitutions.—
Buff. Ad^

Forgiveness.—Even the strongest love gene-
.rally seeks to punish a fault before forgiving
it.
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F.»«i Be,,(ley's Miscellany.

THE D$4JB CLEARING.
BT W. C. HOFFMAN.

•'.Unapprehensive thus, at night
The wild deer, looking from the brake

To where thi re gionius a fitful light
DoUfil upon thi* rippling luke,

Sees not itn> silver sprny dropd ippitig
From ilu' iithn onr, whii-h, softly dipping,

Impe's the wily hunter's boat:
But« n hie ruflily tnri-h's rays.

As nearer, clearer now they float,
The fa»ei| quarry stunds to gaze;

And drpaniing not of cruel sport.
Withdraws not thence hi« gentle eyes,

Until lire *ifle's sharp report
The simple creature hears, and dips."

Indian Ambuscade.

SCHROON LAKE is the largest, and perhaps ihe
finest body of water among the myriad lakes
which form the sources of the Hudson. " The
Schroon." as it is called by the country people,
indeed, has been likened by travell rsto the cel-
ebrated lake of Como, which it is said to resmble
in the configuration of its chores. It is about
ten miles in length, broad, deep, and girt with
mountains, which, though not so lofty as many
in the norihern part of the slate of New.York.
are still picturesque in form, while they inclose
a thousand pastoral valleys and sequestered dells
among their richly wooded defiles.

In one of the loveliest of those glens, near a
fine spring, well known to the deer stalker, there
flourished a few years since, a weeping willow,
which, for aught I know, may be still gracing
the spot. The existence of such an exotic in
the midst of our primitive forests would excite
the curiosity df the most casual observer of na-
ture, even if other objects adjacent did not ar-
rest his attention, as he emerged from the deep
woods around, to the sunny glade where it grew.
On the side of a steep bank,aopposite to the wil-
low, there were the remains of an old fire-place
to be seen ; the blackened timhers, with indica-
1ions of rough masonry, coord be discovered by
turning aside the wild raspberry bushes that had
overgrown the farther side of the knoll. Those
ruins betokened something m re than the re-
mains of a hunting camp; and the forester who
should traverse «n extensive thicket of young
beeches and wild cherry trees, within a few hun-
dred yards of this spot, would be at no loss to
determine that he had. lighted upon the deserted
homeof t=ornesettlet.ofperhaps forty years back ;
a scene wh*re MJe toil, the privations, and the
dangers of of a pioneer's life had been once en
dured, but where the hand of improvement had
wrought in vain, for the forest had already closed
over the little domain that had been briefly res
ou_ed from its embrace; and the place was now
what in the language of the country is called a
'*dcad clearing."

The story of this ruined homestead is a very
common one in the private family annals of the
state of New. York, which has always been ex-
posed to thu perils of frontier warfare, and which,
for twenty years, at the ciose of the seventeenth
century, and throughout the whole of that which
followed it. was the battle-field of the most for-
midable Indian confederacy that ever arrayed
itself against the Christian powers on the shores
of (his continent. The broken remains of that
confederacy still possess large tracts of valuable
land in the centre of our most populous districts;
while their brethren of the same color, but of a
feebler lineage, have been driven westward a
thousand miles from our borders. And when
this remnant of ihe Iroquoisthall have dwindled
from among us, their names will still live in the
majestic lakes and noble rivers that embalm the
memory of their language. They will live, too,
unhappily, in many a dark legend of ruthless
violence, like that which I have to relate.

It was in the same year when Sullivan's army
gave the finishing blow to the military power of
the Six Nations, that a settler, who had como in
frotn the New. Hampshire grants to this part of
Tfyon County, as the northern and western re-
gion of New York was at that time called, was
flitting with his wife, who held an infant to her
bosom, enjoying his evening pipe beside his
hearth. The blaze of the large maple wood fire
spread warmly upon the untainted beams above,
and lightened up the timbers of the sfianty with
a mellow glow that gave an air of cheerfulness
and comfort to the rudely-furnished apartment.
From the gray hairs and weather-beaten features
of the settler, he appeared to be a man consider-
ably on ihe wrong side of forty, while the young
bright-haired mother by his side bad not yet
passed the sunny Reason of early youth* The
disparity of their yeass, however, had evidently

not prevented the growth of the strongest affec-
tion between ihem. There was a soft and happy
look of content about the girl, as she surveyed
the brown woodsman, now watching the smoke
wreaths from his pipe as they curled over his'
head, now tak ng his axe upon his lap, and feel-
ing its edge with a *orl of caressing gesture, as
if the inanimate thing could be conscious of the
silent compliment he paid to its temper, when
thinking over the enlargement of the clearing he
had wrought by its aid during the day. Nor
did the eye of the young mother kindle less af-
fectionately when the brawny pioneer, carefully
depositing the simple instrument, which is the
pride of an American woodsman, behind the
ch'imney, turned to take the hand of the infant,
which she pressed to her bosom, and shared at
the same time with her caresses which he be-
stowed upon the child.

• That boy's a raal credit to you, Bet. But I
think, if he cries to-night, as he has for the last
week. I must make a papoose-cradle for him to.
morrow, and swing him somewhere outside of
the shanty, where his squalling can't keep us
awake. Your face is growing as white as a sil-
ver birch, from loss of sleep o' nights.'

' Why, John, how. you talk I I am sure Yorpy
never cries—never, I mean, worth talking of.'

As the mother spoke, she pressed the unhappy
little youngster somewhat too closely to her bo-
som, and he awoke with one of those discordant
outbreaks of infant passion with which the hope-
ful sciens of humanity sometimes test the com-
forts of married life.

1 Babv—why, baby—there—there now ! what
will it have?—does it want to see brother-Ben?
Hush—hush—he's coming with something for
baby! Hush, now, darling!—Will it have
this V

• Why, Bet, my dear,' said the father, ' don't
give the brat Bcr's powder horn to play with ;
for tho* he docs like you as much as he did my
first missus, his own mother, and flesh and blood,
the lad does not love to have his hunting tools
discomboborated. God's weather ! where can
the tormented chap be staying?—he ought to
be home by this thne.' With these words he"
walked to the door, and stood for a moment
commenting upon the mildness of the night, and
wondering why Ben did not return. But the
mother was too much engaged in soothing the
infant, by rpeking him to and fro in her arms,
to reply.

' Now don't, don't, gal,' continued the kind-
hearted woodsman, turning from the door, which
he left open; 'you'll tire yourself to death. Let
me take him—there, now—there,' said lie, as
she relinquished the child to his arms; and, ad-
dressing the last words to the poor, perverse lit-
tle thing, he walked up ami down the room with
it, vainly trying to lull its gust of passion and
peevishness.

• Hush ! you little varmint, you !' said the fa-
ther, at last growing impatient; 'hush! or I'll
call in the Indians to carry you off—I will.'

The settler was just turning in his walk, near
the open threshold, as he uttered the ill-omened
words when a swarthy hand, reaching over his

"«4ioulJer, clutched the child from his arms, and
brained it against the door-post, in the same
moment that the tomahawk of another savage
struck him to the floor. A dozen painted /de-
mons sprang over his prostrate body into the
centre of the roam. The simple scene of do-
mesticjoy, but a moment before so sheltered
and home-like, was changed on the instant.—
The mummied nurseling was fling upon the
embers near the fee? of its frantic mother, who
s.ipped and fell in the blood of her husband, as
she plunked her ehild from the coals, and sprang
towards the door It was a blow of mercy,
though not meant as such, which dismissed her
spirit, as she struggled to rise with her lifeless
burden. The embers of the fire soon strewed
the apartment, while the savages danced among
them with the mad glee of the devil's own chil-
dren, until the smoke and blaze, ascending to
tho roof-tree, drove them from the scene of their
infernal orgies.

The next day's sun shone upon the moulder-
ing ruins as brightly as if unconscious of Ihe
horrors which his light revealed. So complete
({.ad been Ihe devastation of the flames, that lit-
tle but ashes now remained ; and the blue smoke
curled up amongst the embowering trees as gen.
tly as if it rose only from a cottager's hospita-
ble fire. The oriole, perched upon a cedar top,
whistled as usual, te his mate, swinging in his
nest upon the pendant branches of a willow
which had been planted by the ill-fated settler

nuar a spring not far from his door; while the,!
•at-bird, froin the brier-thicket relied in moak-i
ing notes blither and clearer than .those he aim-
ed to imitate. The swallow only, driven from
her nest in the eaves, and whirling in disordered
flight around the place, seemed in sharp g^iet
'.o sympathise with the desolation wliicjrjud
come over it.

There was one human mourner, hovt^fer,
amid the scene. A youth of sixteen aaprfrith
his head buried in his hands upon a fallen tree
hard bv. So still and moiionlesa he seemed,
that his form might almost have been thought
to have been carved out of the grey wood, with
which his faded garments assimilated in color.
It would not be difficult to surmise what passed
in the bosom of the young forester, as at last,
after rising with an effort, he advanced to the
funeral pyre of his household, and turning over
the dry embers, disengaged a half-burned clo-
ven skull from am ng them. He threw him-
self upon the grass, and bit the ground with
fierce agony that showed some self-reproach
must be mingled with his sorrow. '

1 My father ! my father !' he cried, writhing
in anguish, ' why did I n"t come home at once,
when I hoard that the. Black Wolf had gone
north with his band ?' A burst of tears seemed
to relieve him for a moment; and then, with
greater bitterness than ever, he resumed, • Fool

thrice accursed fool that I was—I might have
known that he would have struck for these
mountains, instead of taking the Sacondaga
route, where the pala'ine yaegars were out on
the watch for him. To die so like a brute in the
hands of the butcher—without one word of
warning—-to be burned like a woodehtick in his
hole—stricken to death without a chance of
dealing one blow for his own defence ! My fa.
ther ! my poor father ! Oh, God ! J cannot bear
it!'

But the youth_knew not the self-renovating
spirit of life's spring-time, when he thought
that his first sorrow, bitter as it was,' would
blast his manhood forever. A first grief never
blights the heart of man. Thesappling hicko.
ry may be bound—may be shattered by the
storm, but it has an" elasticity and toughness of
fibre that keeps it from perishing. It is only
one long exposure to a succession of harsh and
biting winds that steal away its vigor, drinks
up its sap of life, and sends a chill at last to
the roots which notrrished its vitality.

That day of cruel woe, like all others, had an
end for the young forester; and, when the wa-
ning moon rose upon the scene of his ruined
home, her yellow light disclosed the boy kneel-
ing upon the sod wherewith.he had covered up
the bones of his only earthly relatives. She,
too, was sole witness to the vow of undying
vengeance which he swore upon the spot against
the whole race of red men.

There are but too many traditions surviving
in thig region to prove the fulfilment of this
fearful vow. But I leave the dire featB of
' Bloody Ben,' by which name only the avenger
is now remembered, to some annalist who finde
greater pleasure than I do in such horrible de-
tails. My business, here* is only to describe
the first deed by which he acquitted the too mur-
derous act of the Indians.

The seasons had twice gone their round since
destruction had come over the house of the set-
tler, and his son had never yet revisited the
spot, which, with the exuberant growth of an
American soil, had partly relapsed into its na-
tive wildness, from the tangled vines and thick-
ets which had overgrown the clearing. Th«
strong arm of the government had for a while
driven the Indians beyond the reach of private
vengeance ; but now they were again returning
to their favorite hunting ground north of the
Mohawk, and around the sources of the Hud-
son. Some even ventured into Albany to dis-
pose of their packs of skins, and carry back a
supply of powder and other necessaries of the
hunter of the wilderness. Itjjyas two of these
that the orphan youth dogged from the Bettle.
ments, on their way through the northern for.
eats, to the very spot where his oath of ven-
geance had been recorded. The sequel may
best be told in the words of an old hunter, un-
der whose guidance I made my first and only
visit to the Dead Clearing.

" It was about two o'clock of a hot Anguftt
afternoon, that Ben, after following up their
trail for three days, came upon the two Injuns'
jist where the moose runway makes an opening
in the forest, and lists the light down $pon you
willow that still flourishes beside the eld beau
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locfc. The Injuns were sitting beneath the
willow, thinking themselves sheltered by the
rooky bank opposite, and a mass of underwood
which had shot up round the top of an oak,
which had been twisted off in a tornado in some
former day, and then lay imbedded in weeds be-
neath the knoll. But a few yards from this
bank, in that tliirket round&the roots of yon
mossy old beech. Ben found Vifielter,from which
at any moment, he could creep up and cover
•ither with his fire from behind the knoll. But
as he had only a one-barrol piece, it required
full as cool a hand as his to wait and take both
the creeturs at one shot. Bloody Ben, though
was jist the chap to do it. Like enough he
waited there or manoeuvred round for an hour
to get his chance, w'ich did come at last, how.
sumdever. The Injuns, who, in their own
way, are mighty talkers, you must know—that
is, when they have really something to talk
about—got intosome arse ment, wherein figures
about which they know mighty little, were con-
oerncd.

One took out his scalping knife to make
marks upon the earth to help him; while the
other, trying to make matters clearer with the
aid of his fingers, their heads came near each
Other jist as you mav have seen those of white
people when they get parrioehing right in air-
nest. So they argufi-<i and they counted, get-
ting nearer and nearer as they became more ea-
ger, till their skulls almost touching, came with
in the range of B n's rifle; and then Ben he
ups and sends the ball *o clean through both,
that it buried itself in a sapling behind them.—
And that, I think was pretty well for the first
•hot of a lad of eighteen ; and Bloody B a him.
•elf never confessed to making a better one
afterwards."

The tourist, who should now seek the scene
of this adventure, would perhaps look in vain
for the graceful exoiic that once marked the
•pot. The weeping willow, which was only
a thrifty sapling when the Indians met their
death beneath its fatal shade, was changed into
an old decayed trunk, with but one living branch
when I beheld it; and a ponderous vine was
rapidly strangling the life from this decrepid
limb. The hardy growth of the native forest
had nearly obliterated the improvements of the
pioneer. The wild animals, in drinking from
the spring hard by, had dislodged th,-flat stones
from its brink ; tall weeds waved amid the
spreading pool ; and the fox Had marie his den
in the rocky knoll upon whoso side once stood
the settler's cabin of the DEAD CLEARING.

NEVER TOO uLD TO LEARN.
* Socrates, .at an extreme old age, learned to
play on musical instruments. This would look
ridiculous for s<«me of the rich old men in our
city, especially if tliev should take it into their
heads to thrum a guitar under a lady's window,
which Socrates did not do, but only learned to
play upon some instrument of his time—not a
guitar—for the purpose of resisting the wear
and tear of old age.

Cato, at eighty years of age, thought prop-
er to learn the Grek language. Many of our
yourtg men,' at thirty and forty, have forgotten
even the alphabet of a language, the knowledge
of which was necessary to enter college, and
which was made a daily exercise through college.
A fine comment upon their love of letters, truly !

Plutarch, when between seventy and eighty,
commenced the study of the Latin. Many of
our young lawyers, not thirty years of age, think
that nisiprius, scire facias, &c. are English ex
previous ; and if you tell them that a knowl-
edge of Latin vi'ould make them appear a little
more respectable in their profession, they will
reply that they are too old to think of learning
Latin.

Boccacio was thirty.five years of age when he
commenced his studies in polite literature. Yet
he became one of the three great masters of the
Tuscan dialect, Dante and Petrarch being the
other two. There are many among us ten years
younger than Boccacio, who are dying of ennui,
and regret that they were not educated to a taste
for literature; but now they arc too old.

Sir Henry Spebnun neglected the sciences in
bis youth, but commenced the study of them
when he was between fifty and sixty years of
age. After his time he became a most learned
antiquarian and lawyer. Our young men begin
to think of laying their seniors on the shelf
when they have reached sixty years of age.
Haw different the present estimate put upon ex-
perience from that which characterized a cer-

tain period of the Grecian republic, when a man
was not allowed to open his mouth in caucuses
or political meetings, who was under forty years
of age.

Colbert, the famous French Minister, at sixty
years of age returned to his Latin and law Mud.
ies. How many of our college.learned men
have ever looked into their classics since their
graduation ?

Dr. Johnson applied himself to the Dutch lan-
guage but a few years before his di ath. Most
of our merchants and lawyers of twenty.five,
thirty, and forty years of age, are obliged to an-
ply to a teacher to translate a business letter
written in the French language, which might
he learned in a tenth part of the time required
for the acquisition of the Dutch ; and all because
they are too old to learn.

Ludovico Monaldesco, at the great age of one
hundred and fifteen, wrote the memoirs of his
own times. A singular exertion, noticed by
Voltaire, who was himself one of the most re-
markable instances of the progress of age in
new studies.

Ogilby. the translator of Homer and Virgil,
was unacquainted with Latin and Greek till he
was past, rifty.

Franklin did not fully commence his philo-
sophical pursuits till he had reached his fifieih
year. How manv among us of thirty, forty,
and fifty, who read nothing but newspapers for
the want of a taste for natural philosophy ! But
they are too old to learn.

Accorso, a great lawyer, being asked why he
began the study of law so late, answered that
indeed he began it late, but he should therefore
master it the sooner. This agrees with our
theory, that healthy old acre gives a man the
power of accomplishing a difficult study in much
less time than would be necessary to one of half
his years.

Dri/den, in his sixty-eighth year, commenced
the translation of the Iliad; and his most pleas,
ing productions were writfen in his old age.

We could go on and cite thousands of exam-
ples of men who commenced a new study and
struck out into an entirely new pursuit, either*-
for livelihood or amusement, at an adva ced age.
But every one familiar with the biography of
distinguished men will recollect individual cises
enough to convince him thai none bui the sick
and indolent will ever say, " / am too old to
Study."—Portland Orion.

Something New.—A very curious feat was
performed on Monday evening last at. the Wash,
inglon race course, by a youth of 18 years of
age. for a wager of fiftv dollars. He was to
carry a man weighing 125 po uids, around the
coarse, measuring one mile, which he performed
with the greatest ease in seventeen minutes.
After performing the feat, he ran about fifty
yards and back again, with his load on his
shoulder, amid the huzzas of the multitude who
had assembled to witness the feat.—Georgetown
Advocate.

Antiquities at, Rome.—There has been dug up at
Rome a bas-relief of large dimensions represent-
ing the interior of a Roman bakery, where are
to be seen all the details of the making of bread.
It is supposed to have decorated a monument de-
dicated to the Goddess Annona, protectress of
wheat and food. The aqueduct of the emperor
Claudius, is also being exhumed and exciies
great admiration by its colossal dimensions and

•the boldness of its style. Near the meadows
of the Tiber there has been also discovered a
pavement in yellow antique and other colored
stones, and debris of statutes and architectural
ornaments.

A REMEDY FOR SCALDS AND BURNS
PHILADELPHIA, Sept. 10, 1833.

To Dr Sullivan, New Haven:
SIR—1 send you a remedy for scalds and

burns, which I have used in 47 cases with com.
plete success. After an accident of the kind
has happened, take the white of a.i egg or eggs
and pure sweet oil equal parts, mix them well
until they form a sort of paste or salve, apply
it to the wound on a linnen rag. Th; time of
action is from 10 to 40 minutes, after which
there is seldom any necessity of renewing it,
as all pain ceases. If you have a medical jour,
nal in New Haven, you will be kmd enough to
send the above remedy for insertion, as I am
anxious, for the cause of suffering humanity, to
make it public. It is certainly a most invalua.
ble receipt. Respectfully yoi.ru, &c.

JNOTAX.VTJZ.

An Undeveloped Genius.—The difficulties *-i
the way o'* an 'undeveloped genius' are thus*1

lioquized in Neal'a Charcoal Sketches.'

•How,' said he, 'how is it. I can't level down
my expressions to the comprehension of the
vulgar, or level up the vulgar, to a fomprelien-
sion of my express:o is- ? How is it I can't get
the spigot out so my verses will run clear 7 I
know what I mean myself, hut nobody else
does, and the impudent editor May it's wasting
room to'print what nobody understands. Iv'o
plenty of genius—lots of it, for I often want
to cut my throat and would have ''one it long
ago, only it. hurts. I'm chock full of genius and
running over; for I hate all sorts of work my-
self, and all sorts of people mean enough to do
it. I hate going to bed, and I hate getting up.
My conduct is very eccentric and singular. 1
have the miserable melancholies all the time.—
I'm prettv neatly always as cross as thunder,
wsich is a sure sign. Genius is as tender as a
skinned cat and flies into a passion whenever
you touch it. When I condescend to unbuzzum
mvself, for a little sympathy to folks of orney
intellect—and coinparisoned to me, 1 know very
f,\v people that ar'nt. ornery as to brains—and
pour forth the feelings indjgnus to a poetic
soul, which is always bilinsr, they lu-licrate my
situation, and say they don't know what the
druse I'm driving at. Isn't genius always ser-
ved o' this fashion in the earth,—Hamlet, the
boy after his own heart, says ? And when the
slights of the world, and of the printers, set
me in a fine frenzy, and my soul shells and
swells, till it almost rears the shirt off my buz-
zum, and even fractures my dirkey ; when it
expansnates and elevates me above the common
herd, they laugh again, and tell me not to be
pompious. The poor plebians are worse than
Russian scurfs ! It is the fate of genius ; it is
bis'n or ratPvr I should say. her'n, to go through
life with lttlo svmpathizition and less cash.

Tomato —I: is said by Mr. Jeffsrson. that we
are indebted to Dr. Siccary, a Virginia practi-
t oner, for the introduction o: the tomato. He
was of opinion that a person who would eat e.
Hough of these vegetables wouM never die.
They failed, however to confer immortality up-
on their introducer.—N. York Whig.

A law of the last Legislature of Massaehu.
setts forbids the sale of ardent, spirits in quan-
tities less than 15 gallons. \l d iaic military
muster, a cute Yankee went to the select men
and asked for a license to exhibit a striped pig,
which was granted. He then t"ok a pig, and
painted some stripes on his back—erected his
tent in the field, and stuck up a notice that a
striped pig was to be seen within, price 6J cents.
The price of admission being so low that he
had many visiters, some a second time, who
were treated, on going into the tent, with a
glass of any Kind of ardent spirits that they
might wish, of course.without any extra charge.
So thi cunning chap, contrived to "come it over
the 15 gallonlaw." — Hartford Rev.

A good character.—A good character to a
young man, is what, a firm foui dation is to the
artist who proposes to erect a building on it ;
lie can build-with safety, and all who behold it
will have confidence in its solidity, a helping
hand will never be wanted—but let a single part
of this be defective, and you go on a hazard,
amid doubting and distrust, and ten to one it
will tumble down at(last, and mingle all that was
built on it in ruin. Without a good character
poverty is a curse—with it, it is scarcely an evil.
Happiness cannot exist where a good character
is not; where it is not a frequent visitor! All
that is bright in the lx/pe of yo in, all that is
calm and blissful in thu sober scenes of life, all
that is soothing in the vale of years, centres in,
and is derived from a good character. There-
fore acquire this aa the first and most valuable
good.

Com. Elliot, says the Alexandria Gaz-etto, is
distributing the antiquities he collected in.
Greece, &c, to the different Universities and
Colleges throughout the country. To the Uni.
versity of Virginia he has presented a vase, ta-
ken from the channel of Corl'u, and a piece of
a capital of th* temple of Bacchus, at Tyre,
with the appropriate devices—also a jug, found
entombed in the Island of Cerigo, two large
granite balls, e\x feet and a half in diameter,
taken from the channel of the Dardanelles, ai d
an cngli1 out by an American artut, frutn a t'ra
tor at of the Stat! urn ?! Alexandria. — •'Vw.-W.
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SATURDAY, OCTOBER 6, 1838.

ET The •• Phrenological Journal and Miscel-
lany" is the title of a new work which we have
just received from the press of A. WALDIE,
Philadelphia. The students of phrenology
should patronize this work, (as the articles in
the first No. evince considerable talent,) for it
cannot fail to throw out new light upon this
still too dark science.

" Fac Simile of Washington's Accounts," <£c.
—This is a most interesting publication, and
ekould be in the Library of every American,
who cherishes the memory of the great WASH-
INGTON. It is a gratifying exhibition of the
strict exactness in the financial arrangements
of that good man—even in the midst of the per.
plexities of a too illy provided army. In addi-
tion to his " accounts" from 1775 to 1783, there
are a number of fac similes of Letters, Circu-
lars, Diagrams, Orders, Proclamations, &c.
&c , any one of which is worth the whole price
asked for the entire work.

What adds to the interest of the publication
is the fact, that its proceeds are to be appropri.
ated to the benefit of the " Washington Manual
Labor School and Mate Orphan Asylum."—Our
citizens will be called upon by Mr. Wm. MYERS,
when we hope there may be but few who will
refuse to purchase so interesting a memento of
the "Father of his Country."

THE MASTODON.

" The whole genus Mastodon has become ex-
tinct. From their bones Cuvier has discovered
eix distinct species. Their bones have been
found in various parts of the world. The spe-
cies of this animal are as follows. 1st, the
Great Mastodon; 2d, the Mastodon with nar
row teeth ; 3d, the Mastodon of the Cordilleras
4th, the Mastodon of Humboldt; 5th, the Ta
piroid Mastadon. Mr. Clift has added two oth
er species."—Comstock's Geology.

North America has hitherto furnished the only
specimens of remains belonging to the grea
Mastodon. The second class inhabited South
America. In some places they have been pre
served with a superstitious reverence and exhi
bJ ted as the remains of giants. The other spe
cies were inhabitants of various parts of Eu
rope.

The first discovery of the Mastodon was madi
in 1705, at Albany, and an account of the bone
and teeth was sent to England by Dr. Mather
Very little interest however, was felt in the re
mains of these ancient giants until 1768, when
an article appeared in the Philosohical Tran
actions, from the pen of Dr. Hunter, giving a
detailed description of their bones, &c, which
had been sent from America. Mr. Peale, of
Philadelphia, obtained a number of bones from
the valley of the Hudson, out of which by sup-
plying the deficiencies with wood, he construct,
ed two skeletons, one of which still remains in
the Museum in that city. Great quantities of
the bones of this extracrdinory animal have
been found in various parts of Ohio and Ken.
tucky. The Big Bone Lick in Kentucky, de-
rives its name from the vast quantity of mam.
moth bones found there.

Some very interesting specimens of the re-
mains of the Mastodon have been found in Lou-
isiana. The following account is given in Sil.
liman's Journal, Vol.34, p. 201 and 202. There
is a portion of that State whose geology is dis.
tinct from the most of the. State, in not belong.
ing to Delta formation. Its line commences in
Alabama and runs west to Lake Ponchartrain,

follows its eastern shore, thence N. W. to Ba-
ton "Rouge, thence up the river to Vicksburg,
thence to Alexandria on Red River, and BO on
to the sea. This region abounds in fossil re-
mains, particularly those of the Mastodon.—
Some fossils of an extraordinary horse have
also been found here. Those of the Mastodon
are as follows : 1st, a molar tooth weighing 6$
pounds, corresponding with plate 1st, vol. I. of
Cuvier's Ossimens Fossiles. Second, a part of
the right jaw of a young animal. It weighed
8 pounds, and was very little worn. Thirdly, a
molar weighing 12 pounds, similar to first, but
much larger. And in company with this was
found the third molar of the upper right jaw of
a horse. Those who wish to see a fuller ac-
count can consult the Journal. But the follow-
ing discovery near Bucyrus O., is the most in-
teresting that has yet appeared :

From the Crawford Republican, Extra.

INTERESTING DISCOVERY.
BUCYRUS, Aug. 14, 1838.

Mr. Abraham Hahn, while engaged with his
work hands in excavating a mill race, about f
of a mile east of Bucyrus, on yesterday, at the
distance of from 5 to 7 feet below the surface
of the ground, discovered the skeleton of a
Mastodon, in a reclined position.

The history of this genus of animals is in.
volved in mystery. No tradition or human re.
cord furnishes evidence of its existence at any
period. But that it once lived and walked the
earth, the prince of the quadruped kingdoms, is
abundantly proven by the numerous and almost
entire specimens "of its organic remains, that
have been discovered in various parts of North
America; and which have excited the wonder
and astonishment of the naturalist and antiqua-
rian.

From the peculiar structure, and the immense
size of its bones, it must have been an animal
far exceeding in size and strength, any species
of the quadruped races new in existence. The
place where this skeleton was found, is very
near the dividing ridge between the northern
and southern waters of the State, in a wet
spongy soil. The bones so far as discovered,
are in a fine state of preservation.

The upper jaw and skull bones are perfect in
all their parts, as formed by nature. The un-
der jaw was accidentally divided in removing it
from the earth.

This is the only instance in which the scull
of the Mastodon has been found in a state of
preservation ; and it furnishes the only speci-
men from which correct ideas can be obtained
respecting that massive, and singularly shaped
origin.

Some idea may be formed of the rank this
monster held among the beasts of the forests,
when clothed with skin and flesh, and nerved
with life, from the following dimensions of some
portions of it, which have been rescued from
oblivion:

The Stull and upper Jaw.
Horizontal length, 39 inches.
Length following curvature of scull,

42$ "
Breadth across the eyes, 26$ M

Do. ai back of head, 25$ "
Vertical height, 22 '•
Height occiptal bone, 16 M

Diameter of both nostrils, 11$ "
Diameter of each measuring the

other way, 5 ••
Diameter of Tusk sockets, 5$ to 6 "
Depth of do. do. 22 "
Diameter of eye sockets, 6 "
Weight of scull and upper jaw, 160 lbs.

The under Jaw.
Horizontal lenth following outside

curvature, 31$ inches
Height to junction with upper jaw, 16$ '
Weight, 69 pounds
Front Molars, 6$ inches apart
Back do. 5£ do.
Length Back Molar, 7$ inches
Breadth do. do. 4 •
Length Front Molar, 4$ *

. Femur or Thigh Bone.
Length, 37 inches
Largest circumference, 30 '
Smallest do. 15$ '

Tibia, (largest bone between Thigh and Hoof.)
Length, 22$ inches,
Largest circumference, 24$ "
Smallest do. 4$ "

Fibula, (smaller bone between Thigh and Hoof.)

Length, 20$inches.
Largest circumference, 12$ •'
Smallest do. 4$ ••

Humerus, (bone from shoulder to knee.)

Length, fjnc^8'
Largest circumference, o4$
Smallest do. 4$ •'

Rib.
Length outer curve, 43$ inches.
Smallest circumference, 5* ••

A
Written for the Pern.

T H E L A S T D R E A M O F M A P O L E O H :
BY MISS SARAH J. CLAEKE.

" Wild was the storm, yet a wilder night
Hung round the soldier's pillow ;

In his bosom there raged a fiercer fight,
Than the strife of the wrathful billow."

1 Tete d'armee," were the last words of the
great conqueror. He had been lying for some
time as if in a trance, and soon after giving ut-
terance to these words, his spirit took its lone
departure forever from the world which BO long
trembled beneath his power, and which for a
time, seemed made but to tremble and obey.
The words seem to indicate that his spirit, ere
it should pass away forever, had turned its eye
back upon the scenes of the past, and was busy
again with the concerns of empire and battle.

We may suppose that when the spirit of man
is about departing from its tabernacle of clay-
when the ties that bind it to earth are dropping
asunder and it is about poising itself en the
wing of its final flight, that it sometimes surveys
as from an eminence the path of its earthly ca.
reer ; scanning as by a glance the scenes thro*
which it has passed, as the traveller at the close
of his journey, looks back from the mountain
top over the country he has traversed.

As the veil of its humanity is dissolving
away, we may suppose the mental vision en-
dowed with keener powers of perception, and
with its unclounded gaze and rapid glances, to
survey the past with the clearness and rapidity
with which a disembodied spirit might send its
vision through its mazes ;—that a brief period
may be sufficient to retrace the scenes and e-
vents of a long and eventful life, and to allow
the spirit to mingle again in the pursuits which
have occupied it—to renew its earthly existence
in the vivid recollection, and to condense the
scenes and occupations of years into moments.

So we may suppose it to have been with the
spirit of the great captain in the last moments
of its earthly stay. The mighty array of his
life is in review, and he lives again in the past;
On the verdant hills of an island laved by the
blue waters of the tideless Mediteranean, he
roams again in the happiness and innocence of
childhood 1 He listens again to the instructions
of a Spartan mother, and learns to envy the
fame of heroes and conquerors. His brothers
and sisters are around him. He mingles ip their
amusements, striving ever to turn them into
mimicries of siege and battle. A few shojt
years have passed, and his juvenile propensities
are gratified by his transfer from the peaceful
pursuits of home, now become irksome to his
young spirit, to a military school—a nursery of
heroes. He has •become an adopted Bon of
France. Again the study of the scienoe erf
arms engrosses his soul, and MB young mind
finds in these pursuits an assurance that his
name shall one day ring from the clarion of
fame. Already visions of glory, battles fought
and victories won, dance before him.
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He cannot wait the distant consummation ;
but marshals his schoolmates into battalions,
and assuming the prerogative which his genius,
ambition, tell him is his own, he heads now one
mimic army, now another, and his young heart
gushes with wild joy as he urges the onset or
supports the repulse.

The dream passes on. His schoolboy days
are finished. On the threshhold of the world,
in his vision, he again looks out upon the migh-
ty political earthquake which is shaking it to
its centre. The great contest between freedom
and tyranny, just closed in one hemisphere, is
raging in the other, and France is rent and
torn by fury. The angel of freedom there be-
comes & fiend, and gorged himself with human
gore! The young soldier cannot strike for ty-
ranny, and will not for a liberty which has be-
come a bloodstained licentiousness.

At length the angry elements exhaust their
rage. The demon of carnage becomes partial-
ly satiated, and French Freedom rises from her
low debasement. But Europe is in arms against
her. The young soldier girds on his sword and
flies tohejr aid, and in vision again opens the
mighty drama of his military career by the
victorious siege of Toulon.

The vision glides on, and he leads to the altar
the graceful and accomplished Josephine. And
now the bridegroom, still a soldier, sweeps
down upon the plains and battle fields of ancient
Rome. He sees fortresses sink before him
armies vanish from his glance—renowned cities
throw open their gates at his approach. Again
he storms the embattled bridge of Lodi. Again
he is victorious atVoltri, at Arcola, at Montua ;
whenever and wherever his enemies are encoun-
tered.

The vision changes, and he heads an army
in an ancient land. Lofty pyramids rising one
above another are before him. But not alone
for the conquest of floating sands or victories
over barbarian princes, has he come hither.—
His eye is on the possession of British Asia
and he comes but to open his highway thither
through the ancient war path of Macedonian
Alexander. The wild warriors of the desert
meet him at his landing. They are scattered
and swept down as by the hot breath of the
Simoon that burns over their native sands. He
gains victories at Mt. Tabor, at Abowker, at the
pyramids.

But now in the full tide of triumph his victo-
ries are becoming valueless, for destruction and
death are descending upon his hosts. But not
by the prowess of human arms are his legions
cloven down. He has encountered a more than
mortal foe. " The pestilence that walketh in
darkness and wastelh at noonday," has fallen
upon his veteran ranks, and they are perishing
by thousands! The destroying plague, more
" terrible tlian an army with banners," is doing
its office-work, and avenging the invasion of
its native land ! Again in imagination the con.
queror becomes the nurse and sick-bed compan-
ion of hi6 suffering soldiers ; umil the angel of
the pestilence relieves him of his task, by bear-

t .ing away the objects of his solicitude, and with
them his last hopes of conquests in the east. In
vision, his mind undergoes the agony of defeat
when the object of his ambition seemed most
distinctly in prospect. Again he abandons the
conquest of British India, a lone refugee, to
France, leaving the remnants of his army which
the plague has spared, to perish in the desert,
or be cut off by the wandering mameluke.

The scene changes, and at the head of a
mighty army the dying soldier in his vision
again sweeps down like an avalanche from the

Alps, upon the plains of Italy, and closes a
campaign of conquests by the mighty victory
of Marengo.

A few months pass, and surrounded by kingly
courtiers, he is standing again in the Notre
Dame, the centre of a more than eastern mag-
nificence. The insignia of royalty is a grain
before him. To the potseinon of imperial pow-
er, he is about to add the emblem also; and de.
dining the sacerdotal offices of hiB prisoner
Pope, he lays his hand upon the diadem, and
places it upon his own head ! His eye glances-
over the immense crowd. Its glance is the
mandate for answering expressions of approval.
The loud acclamations burst up from the migh-
ty multitude. His ear drinks in the swelling
tide of a nation's plaudits, and his heart throbs
high with the consciousness that the goal of his
far reaching ambition is attained. He stands
the crowned Emperor of France, unequalled
among the monarchs of the earth !

But see ! a cloud passes upon his brow ! He
recollects that he is but the Emperor of France,
and not of the world; and the recollection al.
loys and poisons the proud joy of the moment.
He resolves that that consummation . shall be
reached. The world like France, shall yet own
him, its solitary-monarch. The resolve is writ-
ten on the adamant ofQhis soul. His goal is
again before him, and with giant strides of con-
quest, he seems sweeping on to its inevitable at-
tainment. Again in vision the terrible battles
of Ulm, of Austerlitz, of Jena, of Freidland,
of Essling, of Wagram, are waged and won—
unchecked conquest crowns each rapid cam-
paign—and again he sees himself not only Em-
peror of France, but the master at once of
Spain, of Italy, of Holland, of Germany, of
Prussia, of Austria, and—the master of their
monarchs I

Again in vision he blends the conquered
States into his servile alliances; and to strength,
en the ties that bind them to his war car, he
ponders the thought of stooping to become a
wedded son of royalty ! The amiable Joseph-
ine, the wife of his youth, can no longer aid his
plans of conquest; and again his iron bosom
is shaken with the conflict between his love and
ambition. Again he forms the stern resolve ;
rudely rends asunder the ties of his early at-
tachment; abandons Josephine ; restores Vien-
na to its conquered sovereign, and receives his
daughter as the price of the ransom !

Again in vision he mingles in the gorgeous
pageants that celebrate his marriage with Maria
Louise. Again he leaves the altar of his second
marriage for the career of conquest. Again he
is marching at the head of 400,000 allied vete
rans for the ancient capitol of the Czars.—
Again he wins the bloody battle of Borodino,
enters the city in triumph, and takes possession
of the Kremlin, the Palace of the Peters and
Catharines, until the coming Spring shall give
him possession of St. Petersburg; when his
heart tells him that he shall reign the sole mon-
arch of that vast empire, is he as now of half
the rest of Europe.

But another change comes over his vision.—
His eye rests on a scene of splendid and appal
ing terror. Looking out from the ancient pa-
Jace of the Czars, he beholds the mighty city
whose magnificence he has scarcely yet survey
ed, wrapt in- conflagration—glowing as with
the fires of an hundred volcanoes, which are
swelling and eurging and leaping to heaven
over its burnished domes, its lofty battlements
its " gorgeous palaces and cloud-capt towers!
He gazes till he sees the city a heap of smoul.
dering ruins, and reads in its fall, the fate of
himself and army.

Again^ yielding to destiny, but unsubdued in
spirit, he abandons his proud invasions and leads
the forlorn retreat. Scenes of terror crowd
upon his vision. He sees the hundreds of
thousands of his army perish beneath the, scim.
etar of the merciless Cossack, and the terrors
of the more merciless elements. They have
escaped the fires of Moscow's conflagration, to
perish in the snows and tempests of Russia's
arctic winter!

" Faint in his wounds and shivering in the blast,
The Gallic soldier sinks and groans bis last!
File after file the stormy showers benumb,
Freeze every standard sheet, and hush the drum!
Horseman and horse confess the bitter pang.
And arms and warriors fall with hollow clang!"

Again in imagination he flies the thronging
horrors of the Russian campaign. He that so
lately led on a victorious army, is retracing his
path-way over mountains of snow in a Russia
sledge alone ! At length he arrives, a worn dis-
heartened fugitive, at Paris. France receives
the imperial refugee with still unfaltering devo-
tion, and the eye of his dying vision brightens,
as it witnesses her ready rally to his call for
support. Again he puts forth the mighty strug-
gles to retrieve his destiny; and his vision a.
gain darkens as he sees them unavailing. The
bitterness of defeat is made more bitter by the
treachery of friends whom he had raised to
power and glory. Those whom " his former
bounty fed," desert his fallen fortunes, and de-
clare for the Bourbons; and in vision he again
hears Louis proclaimed the rightful sovereign
of the French. Again in vision, he endures
the humiliation of his first exile, and with crush.
ed ambition and almost broken heart, takes
leave of Europe for alone island in the Medite-
raneanr Here, while he is engaged in the af-
fairs of his little empire, his heart is with
France. Ambition revives, and he is forming
plans of future conquest and strife. In vision
he again forms the bold design of returning
to France. In vision he again enters Paris in
triumph. Again his heart is buoyant with am-
bition and hope. The legitimate sovereign of
the French flies friendless from his country,
which noyr welcomes the exiled emperor with
shouts of joy.

The vision changes to the beleagured fields of
Belgium. Night draws her sable curtains round
the soldier's pillow. But he sleeps not. His
camp is near that of hie mighty enemy, and on
the morrow his fate and the fate of Europe are
to be decided. The forebodings of evil distract
his soul. He springs from his couch, and alone
surveys the field, that, ere he shall sleep again,
is to decide his destiny. At length- morning ri-
ses veiled in clouds. That veil is now thicken,
ed by the smoke from the artillery of the might,
iest battle that ever drenched the earth with
blood. Again in vision he mingles in the din
and clanguor of his last battle, and though with
forces greatly inferior, is still Napoleon.

The great day closes, and from the heights
of Mt. St. Jean, he looks out again upon the
Held. The broad plain is covered with carnage
f-" rider and horse, friend and foe, in one red
burial blent." His last and grandest battle field
is fought and lost. Allied Europe has prevailed
against him, and the "death angel flaps his
broad wing" over the brave thousands whom he
led forth in the morning. The sun that has
gone down on Waterloo, has set on the final
ruin of the empire of the Emperor! He re-
turns to Paris, resigns his crown and becomes
again a private and powerless man.
I The scene of his vision again changes. He
is a prisoner on a lone rock amid the wastes
of the Atlantic. His mind runs through again
his six years of insult and suffering under the
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caprices of British revenge on St.^ Helen a—it
comes down to its termination, a night of daik-
ness and storm*. The' consciousness that
comes at the last moment, flashes upon him and
tells him there, a lone, powerless, persecuted
prisoner, he is dying',—and he dies. Amid the
•trife of storm and darkness, his life and its re-
troepective vision were closed together.

Republicalion of British Reviews and Maga-
tine*,—We have often had occasion to speak fa.
vorably of these publications, comprising, as
they do, the very best of the very excellent Eng-
lish periodicals. The Reviews are indispensa.
ble to the literary man, who wishes to become
acquainted with the views and opinions of the
learned of the age, of the works of their cotem.
poraries—works which treat of all the sciences
and arts, as well as the thousand and one topics
which have agitated the literary world thus far,
and which are destined to agitate the world
while time lasts.

The Magazines are the choicest of the large
number daily issued from the English press,
and comprise, " Black wood's Edinburgh Maga.
sine,11 " The Metropolitan Magazine," and
11 Benny's Miscellany."

In the latter appears the inimitable " Oliver
Twist," from the pen of the famous " Bozm\
The No. before UB is full of life and humor—as
indeed, is every thing which comes from the
great author of the never-to-be- forgotten " Sam.
vel Veller."

" Blackwood" and the 4< Metropolitan" are al*
ways filled with excellent articles—their con-
tributors being the first Writers in Europe. We
hope our readers will more generally become
the patrons of these reprints, and thereby en-
courage a most excellent enterprise, while they
secure to themselves an illimitable fund of
amusement and instruction.

" Religious Souvenir." — Thij popular and
most excellent Annual, is now under the edito-
rial supervision of the accomplished and gifted
Mrs. SIGOURNET. Its publishers, Messrs. Sco-
FIELD & VOORHEES, New-York, have secured the
services of the best aitists in the country, so that
the embellishments should correspond with its
beautiful typography, and its rich literature.

We have had the pleasure of an examination
of several of the engravings designed for the
Souvenir. Among them is a miniature of " The
Infant St. John," which is exquisitely beautiful,
as are also "Agriculture," • A Cottage in the
Marquesas." "Ancient Athens," "Lady" Ara-
bella Johnson," " Mrs, Stewart," &c. &c.

The " Souvenir11 has always been our favorite,
and we are happy to find that its well earned
reputation is entrusted to so able hands. Mr.
ALLING is the agent for this city.

Sore Throat.—The Boston Medical Journal
recommends the daily use of cold water upon
the neck as a security against sore throat, and
quotes thus from one of Sir Walter Scott's let.
ters: "Wlien I was subject a little to sore
throat, I* cured myself of that tendency by
sponging my throat, breat and shoulders, every
morning with the coldest water I could get."—
It may be added that this is one of the prescrip.
tions for health of a certain lecturer, whose
works will soon be published.

The wooden pavements in New York begin
to rise up—the blocks in some places, says the
Star, jump up and settle down again, when a
eartor oarriage passes over them in a very'rainy
daft like frogs in a mud puddle.

They are trying the wooden pavement in New

Orleans.

[COMMUNICATION ]

MISS SEWARD'S SEMINARY
Mr. Editor :—Being in the city, I availed my.

self of the opportunity of attending the last ex-
amination of th s Seminary, and cannot refrain
from taking this means of expressing my grat.
ification at the result; and in doing so, I duly
express the feelings of the ladies and gentle-
men who witnessed the exercises with so much
apparent interest. This institution needs not,
perhaps,even this passing notice. Its many ad-
vantages, consisting among other things of a
body of efficient and industrious teachers, an ex-
tensive and valuable chemical and philosophi.
cal apparatus, a well selected library, and a
beautiful and healthy location, have brought its
claims before the public, so that it has received
as it deserves, the patronage of the community.

Il has been a matter of no little surprise to
those who attended lhis examination; and those
which have taken place heretofore, to observe
the advanced stages which many of the young
ladies had attained in science. Very rare in.
deed is it, that you hear young ladius examin-
ed at all in the higher branches of Mathemat-
ics, such as Trigonometry, Mensuration of
Heights, Distances, &c, Navigation, Survey-
ing, Isoperimetry, &c.,.~thus completing a course
which was commenced with Arithmetic and
continued with Day's Algebra, Geometry, both
volumes of Olmslcd's Natural Philosophy, &c,
and still more rare is it, that you hear classes
in those branches acquit themselves with more
credit than those at this' institution. And it is
not a superficial or a parrot-like recitation, as
those cm well testify who have listened to the
examination of classes in the branches just men-
tioned, as well as in Stewart's Intellectual Phi-
losophy, Kames* Elements of Criticism, Geolo.
gy, Botany? Chemistry, &c. Allowing this to
be.so, what is the practical use, is often the in-
quiry in a spirit whi-h ever has on its tongues
end the cut bono of utility of every transaction
in life ? what practical use can ever Se made by
a yoing lady, of all or any of the above named
sciences ? What practical use it might be ask-
ed in return, can ever be made by a man of An-
alytical Geometry or Conic Sections, with its
mysterjes of parabolas, hyperbolas, ordinates,
abscissas, asymptotas, &c, and yet every teach,
er and every student in, these sciences, know
full well the benefit to be derived from their
study. And yet not one in twenty ever has oc
casion to use them in the practical business of
life. The simple knowledge of the truths that
these sciences unfold, may never lie used. The
fact or proposition arrived at may be of I il tie
consequence, in most cases, when compared
with the fact that by the study of these sciences'
we acquire a habit of fixing the attention, a hab.
it of strict analysis, and a habit of concentrat-
ing the intellectual powers. Every man's suc-
cess in life may depend very materially upon
the formation of these habits. The simple
truth or proposition that all the radii of a circle
are equal,.may never be practicably used in the
affairs of life, yet the process by which this
principle is made known and demonstrated may
be one of a series of causes which will devel-
ope and bring into exercise, the most important
of the intellectual faculties ; and these faculties
when thus developed, may be brought to bear
most directly upon the practical concerns of life.
Yet even these general principles are of more
consequence, practically, than the knowledge
of simple facts ; as jt is of more importance to
know the properties of heat and fluids, than to
know the price, per cord, Hannibal paid for the
wood, or the place where he obtained the vine.

gar with which ho made a passage for his army
through the rock..

But these sciences are not pursued in this in-
stitution, to the exclusion of the elementary
studies of Orthography, Reading, Arithmetic,
Geography, English Grammar, &c. And it was
exceedingly gratifying to observe the prompt,
ness and readiness with which the younger mem.
bers of the school answered the questions put
to them in these studies. The pure, chaste
style of some of the essays, by the reading of
which the exercises of the examination were va-
ried, evinced a marked attention to the structure
of power of the English language, depth of
thought and strength of intellect. It afforded
much pleasure to find that the Bible here is made
a text book, and studied understanding^ and
scientifically. And why not? If Wayland's
Moral Philosophy is studied as a science, the
Moral Philosophy of the Bible, which as Lock
says, is the true philosophy that speaks to the
heart, should be studied still more; for Way-
land does not pretpnd to go beyond the princi-
ples of this book, but professedly founds his
system upon them. Here are principles in phi.
losophy sanctioned by a greater intellect than
man ever possessed.

I am not an amateur in painting, and conse. .
quently could not judge of the specimens of
drawing and painting with the technical accura-
cy or with the discriminating eye, of an artist.
Yet so far as I was capable of judgfng, the spe-
cimens manifested original good taste and much
acquired skill in this accomplishment. The
kindred art of music was by no means neglect.
ed. " Sweet Home" with the variations,, and
"The Pilgrim Fathers" had their intrinsic mer-
its fully brought out by the skilful manner in
which they were executed.

Among the advantages which this institution
possesses, its chemical and philosophical appa-
ratus was mentioned. An apparatus as e.xten-
sive as this is not often found in schools of this
nature. I was told that courses of lectursB on
chemistry, with illustrations by experiment, are
delivered to the class pursuing this science du-
ring the winter, and upon other branches of nat-
ural science, and belles letters at other seasons.
This is an advantage not enjoyed by many ef
the higher seminaries of learning, and should be
appreciated by those who may avail themselves
of its benefits. The well selected library of
miscellaneous books, furnishes a means of form-
ing or giatifying a taste for reading ; the value
of which can be estimated only by those who are
destitute, or are obliged to supply themselves
from such sources alone as chance may provide.

Again, the location is such, so healthy, so
beautiful, and yet so retired, that it has the pure
air and other benefits of the country, while at
the same time the distance secures all the ad.
vantages of a city life, without the noise and tur-
moil and dust. Il is literally a rus in urbe. These
circumstances are not sufficiently taken into
consideration, in many cases, in deciding upon
the location of a seminary of learning. It is
often the case that sucli an institution is situat-
ed in tne midst of the business part of a city or
village, where a thousand sights and sounds are
hourly attracting the attention, which would
otherwise have been directed to books.

The number in attendance upon thisexamina.
tion, was nut as great as usual. I was told that
this was owing to the fact that the principal has
for some time been out of health, and the term
was, in consequence, closed some three week*
sooner than it otherwise would have been. This
last circumstance was not generally known.
The vacation will, however, be the eame that fct
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has been formerly, viz: BIT weeks, at the expi.
ration of which tune a term of the usual length
will commence. This alteration will be for the
better, as it will bring the vacations in those
seasons of the year, that are the most favorable
for travelling,and consequently better enable the
pupils to visit their friends. A N OBSERVER.

O * " The Bethel Flag," is the title of a very
neat little paper, published in Buffalo, and de-
voted to the moral and religious instruction of
of sailors upon our inland waters. The expe-
riment is worthy of the age, and should receive
the support of all who can feel for the too gene-
ral moral poverty of sailors and boatmen. The
article headed " A pious man in the Navy" which
we transfer to our columns, illustrates the in.
teresting character of the paper, and the dis.
crimination of those who are entrusted with
its supervision.

Cure for Felons.—Take unslacked lime, and
clack it in soap ; bind on a plaster of the size
of a small Dean 4 change it every half hour for
three hours ; this will cfr-aw it out and leave the
joint Round.

Professor Henry, of Princeton College who
has had much to do with the magnet, has pub-
lished an article, in which he believes he has ex-
ploded the electro-magnetic theory of Dr. Sher-
wood.

Awful Threat.—A lady threatens the editor of
the Cincinnati News with—kissing him public.
ly in the street, if he does not publish a certain
piece of poetry.

(CTThose are fittest to rule, that have learned
to obey.

Why is Fancuil Hall like a barn yard ? Be-
«*use there is Catl-in there (Cattle in there.)—
Boston Herald.

Mr. Editor ••—It is understood that a fugitive
nofm, entitled 'England.y has t>€or; sent to her
Majesty Queen Victoria, frcm the pen of the
amiable and accomplished author Wm, Marsh,
Esq. and that it will be laid before the public in
a few weeks.—Boston Post.

Bunker Hill Relic.—The human skull, recent-
ly dug by Mr. M. P. Worthen, between the two
battle-hills in this tewn, has excited considera-
ble" interest and speculation. It is generally
believed to be the skull of an American soldier,
and that he was killed about the time of the re-
treat from Breed's to Bunker Hill, and probably
fell near where the bonns were dug up. But the
hole through the skull is in the forward part of
the head, between the ear and left temple, rather
above them, and it is difficult to sec how he
«ould be shot in that part of the head if on the
retreat, unless he was retreating backwards.—
Some suppose the ball to have entered near the
right jaw/(which is not found,) to have shatter
ed it, and one half the ball to have passed through
the skull.x To confirm this supposition is the
appearance of a hole having been broken out-
wardly. As the hole is nearly an inch in dia-
meter, and the ball, (if it be not the half one,)
arery email one, it is suggested that it might
have been bruised upon a stone, and perhaps
have entered the head of the soldier while be-
bind some wall. Thus this singular relic, ex.
hibiting at this late day the death-wound of one
actually engaged in the earliest battle of the
Revolution, gives rise to much speculation,
while its identity and authentic histrry must rr.
main forever unknown. It is nevertheless to.
getber with the bullet found with it, arelice pop-
Besting a peculiar interest. It is without the
least reasonable doubt, the skull of some person
engaged is the batt e of Bunker Hill, and the
bullet with it is as certainly the identical piece
of lead, which killed that person, whether friend
«r foe, and they are for these reasons worthy of
preservation.

It M proper for ns to state, that this skull was
not dug up in consequence of recent operations
naer the battle-ground, but was found in Mr.
If. Wood'n yard, corner of Bunker Hill and Elm
streets, about a quarter of a mile north of tbo
•Mtmment.—Ifanifcr Hill Aurora. •

Truths, like roses, have thorns.

Death is one of the first settlers in every town-
ship.

A Singular Case.—The Louisville Journal
says :—" A Mr. Edmund Keene Burke, of Mo-
bile, a most unfilial young reprobate, was re-
cently ridden on a rail by the citizens of that
place for breaking a couple of his father's ribs
and running away with a third—that is to say,
he ran away with his old father's young wife,
his own step.mother, and married her!"

Impure Thoughts.—Give no entertainment to
the beginnings, the first motions and secret
whispers of the spirit of impurity. For if you
totally suppress it, it dies ; if you permit it to
breathe its smoke and flame out of any vent, it
will rage to the consumption of the whole.—
This cockatrice is soonest crushed in the shell,
but if it grows, it turns to a serpent, a dragon
and a devil.

ROMANCE IN REAL LIFE.

In explanation of the following extract taken
from the Kingston (U. C.) Spectator, I have
been told by a person who was present at the
time It occurred, that a Miss Strange, niece of
the late member of Parliament of this name in
the U. C. Legislature, was engaged to be mar-
ried to a Mr. Ducent, merchant, residing at the
head of Lake -Ontario.

The day was fixed for the union of the happy
pair. By previous arrangement, they were to
be married early in the morning, and immedi-
ately take passage for New-York on their way.
toaScotland to visit their.friends. The Scotch
Minister in Kingston then being absent, Mr.
Ducent brought a favorite parson, with him, and
arrived at the lady's hoise in the evenings anx-
iously waiting for the c*awn of day, when he
was to become the husband of the fair, the ac-
comphisbed ISABELLA STRANGE. The trunks

and band boxes were all packed and ready, in
one of which was deposited by tJje lady's uncle,
for her especial use, /i«f hum&re^Tpounds.

Being thus arranged, and just before the par-
ties retired to rest, a young gentleman of Kings-
ton stepped up to the intended bride and bid her
good bye, remarking at the same time that he
"supposed this was the last time he should have
an opportunity of saluting Miss Strange .'" and
immediately left the house. Morning came,
and everything was in readiness for the solem-
nization of the nuptial vows, when it was ob
served that Miss Strange did not make her ap-
pearance. The servant was despatched to the
lady's room, and returned with the astounding
information that she was not tnere, and, what
WES still more surprising, "her bed waxvot ruf-

fled !" A letter was found on the table which
disclosed the whole mystery. She had been in
duccd by her friends, contrary to her own free
will, to engage herself in marriage to Mr. Du-
cent, but had given her heart to the young man
above alluded to, and they, that night, with
the trunks, five hundred pounds and all, fled to
Gravelly Point, in this State, and by five o'clock
in the morning, she who was to have been Mrs
Dueent, had become Mrs. McLean ! D. Ms If

••STRANGE Infatuation!—*Tia Strange, Hit
passing Strange :—As I do live my honored
lord 'iifl true—There's many a slip between the
iup and the l ip!"

Rarely, if ever, has the truth of this saying
been brought to our mind more forcibly than in
ihj occurrence of a circumstance somewhat un-
usual among us, and from which it would seem

STRANGE things are to turn up. It appears that
a "petite afFiire d'amour" has for some time
past been carried on between a *yoang heiress
of this town, and a gentleman residing not a
hundred miles from the head of Lake Ontario,
which,' to every appearance, was conducted with
the most perfect good understanding between
the parties. _ Tb« "consummation so devoutly

lo be wished," was appointed to take place on
Wednesday last, and the happy couple spent the
preceding evening at a party in the house of a
friend of the intended bride, and under the di.
vine protection of a Reverend Gentleman who
had been brought from a distance to officiate at
the ceremony.

The company separated at a late hour an
the intended bridegroom departed in all the ea
ger anticipation of the joyous morn, which
should make him the "happiest man alive."—
But, alas ! "the course of true love never did
run smooth," and in this instance it was doom.
id to he rifled by a Strange impediment.the false

fair one on retiring to her chamber, found her
Band Box^s (without which a lady never steals
a march) all packed up with surprising neatness,
and having previously conceited a plan for elo.
»ing with a favorite rival, which being managed
}y consumate adroitness the happy couple found
hemselves early next morning safe in the land

of l;berty, sympathising with the unhappy, but
fortunate, Gentlemen, who thus became the
dupe of a Strangely misplaced affection. The
following effusion, however, which has just been
handed us for publication, portrays in just and
lively colors the indignant feelings of the dis-
carded lover. After perusing it, who is there
can doubt, but "Richard's himstlf again .'"

THE LOVE TOKEN.
Say Isabella, pretty rake,

Dear mercenary beauty!
What bridal off'ring shall I make,

Expressive of my duty!
A ring, a jewel, watch or toy.

Rivals may give—and let them •,
If gems of gold impart a joy

I'll give them when I get them f

I'll give thee not the full blown rose,
Or rose budjnore in fashion.

Such short liv'd offerings but disclose
A transitory passioa.

I'll give thee something yet unsaid,
Not less sincere than civil,

I'll give thee,—Ah, my charming maid!
I'll give ihee, to the'DEviii

A PIOUS MAN IN THE NAVY.
Let me give you a short account of a circum-

stance which I witnessed a few years ago, at a
Bethel meeting in Bristol, Eng. A minister of
the Gospel addressed the chairman of a meet-
ing-as follows: "I am oire t)f the instances of
divine grace exhibited during the late war. I
was converted from the error of my ways on
board of a King's ship. In 1802,1 was sent on
board the Tonnant, commanded by Lord Ex-
mouth, then Sir Ed. Pellew ; as careless as ever
was a sailor of my age, which was then 17, and
while serving my country, it pleased God by the
instrumentality of one good man whom his pro-
vidence sent to the ship, to raise up some for
the glory of his name there. It was in the
Mediterranean, cruising off the port of Cartha.
gena, that God was first pleased by the teaching
of 'ome of these converts, to show me that Je-
sus came into the world to save sinners, This
was two or three months before the battle of
Trafalgar, in which Nelson fell, and I proved
the blessedness of religion under"the horrors of
war on that dreadful day. Those who have
been in similar situations, know what an af»
fecting sight it is to see the sailors shake hands
with each other, when they are going to their
gurs at the commencement of an action; it ie
as much as to signify, if I fall in this action,
you will have the goodness to inform my family
ot the circumstance. Tl:ere were several of us
who had formed this resolution, and I could not
hulp adding to the one I last shook hands with,
t iis information to be sent to my friends, "tell
them their son is gone to be with God through
J sus Christ." This seemed to make a deep
i nprcssion on my shipmate, "Ah," said ha,
"lhat is more than I can say, but if God spares
my life I will become a different man." God
did spare his life, but I am very sorry to add,,
the poor man delayed his promise, and hat sine*
fallen into a watery grave.' Our persecuting
shipmates on board, (for we -had such) greatly
opposed us ; though thanks be to God, our supe-
rior officers kindly protected us, and it was not
in the power of subalterns or wicked men be.
fove the mast, to do us any real injury, they
could only spatter us with lingo and tongue a.
buse; they said while we were blockading. th«
French and Spanish fleets at Cadis, those Me.
thodi-ts will be praying when the French coins
out, instead of fighting ; but we prayed to God
to endue us with courage for the scene before u»
and our officers very kindly expressed their sat-
isfaction with our conduct in the engagements.
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Written f or the Q«m.

THE BANDIT'S LAMENT FOR HIS BRIDE.

Sweet girl! thy tuneless lip is cold,
And still thy form of angel mould ;
Thy drooping lid conceals from sight
The fix'd, calm orb no longer bright,
And thy long locks of glossy braid
A pulseless brow of marble shade.

I lev'd thee deeply, fondly, well;
Oh more than frigid words can tell,
And told thee, that my home was fair :
That bearded men my vassals were,
And high upon the scroll of Fame
Was chronicled my princely name.

One night of tempest, when the sky,
Was hung with robes of raven dye,
From kindred, dad in bridal garb,
I bore thee on my flying barb,
And hush'd thy terrors, while behind
Alarum notes came on the wind.

Poor victim ! in my mountain hold
Were gleaming heaps of yellow gold,

vAnd jewell'd vestment, rich and rare,
A king would have been proud to wear,
But round hung implements of guilt,
With slaughter red from point to hilt.

Thou knewest, Isabel, too late
That the stern outlaw was thy mate—
A hunted, lawless child of crime,
Old in transgression ere^his prime ;—
And madness in the deepest ceil
Of thy lost soul, lit fires of hell.

The shroud ttat wraps thee, hides from view
The heir of thy perfections too-^
An infant slumbers on that breast
Partaker of thy- dreamless rest;
And soon the long wild grass will wave
O'er both consigned to one cold grave.

Though in mine eye the briny tear
Hath absent been for many a year ̂
The stifling sob I cannot hide,
VThile looking on thy corse, my bride!—
"I he storm of grief I cannot quell
.Vliile gazing on'tliSe? Isabel '•

Thou wert the shrine to which I knelt—
JCnd penitential sorrow felt:
No more thy pleading glance will stay—
My ready arm when raised to slay—
The stifling sob I cannot quell
While gazing on thee, Isabel!

Proud scion of a lofty line !
Deep vaults ancestral dusts enshrine:
But on thine unrecorded tomb
The mountain flowers will ope and bloom;
And the stern robber, for the dead,
While throbs his heart, the tear will shed.

H. R.

Written for the Cem.

FORGET NOT THE DEAD.
Forget not the dead—but the memory keep
Of those who in death calm and silently sleep:
Forget not the dead—though the bright tear drop flows,
For loved ones, who now in the cold grave repose;
Forget not the dead—though the thoughts of the tomb
Our hearts fill with sorrow, and sadness, and gloom;
Forget not the dead—can the fond mother's heart
Forget the loved infant, she's forced from to part,
Whieh like a fair blossom has dropped from her arms,
And perished in all its young, beautiful charms ?
Forget not the dead—can the child e'er forget
Or cease to embalm in the tear of regret,
The mem'ry of parentgwwho tender and mild,
Watched over iis childhood, its sorrows beguiled?
Forget not the dead—in the hour of deep grief
Oh who wouU f«rgpt, though 'twould bring him relief,
The friend, true and constant, with whom blissful hours
Have often been spent, beneath friendship's bright

bowers ?
Forget not th9 dead—tell me who, when the tomb
Is receiving the loved one within its deep gloom,
When the heart's fond and pure affection ia crushed,
When bright hopes are blighted and laid in the dust,
Would accept consolation and cease to regret,
If the price of receival would be to forget?
Forget not the dead—if the memory has woe>,
It has likewise delights, which the feeling heart knows
For the love which survives the sadness and gloom
Of theBilent, the dreary, the mouldering tomb,

Which is cherished in secret, under reason's control,
Is one of the noblest attributes of the soul.
Forget not the dead—when the first burst of grief
To the sweet tear is calmed, that brings us relief;
When the deep, sudden anguish and agony's throe,
O'er the ruins of all we most loved here below,
Is softened away to calm thoughts of the past;
When o'er life it a brightness and loveliness cast;
Who, who then would wish from the heart to drive forth
A sadness like this which is better than mirth ?
Forget not the dead—though the memory may
Throw a cloud o'er the brightness of pleasure's glad day
Or a chill o'er the warm hours of gayety's bloom,
Or spread deeper sadness o'er the dark hours of gloom,
Yet who would exchange it for pleasure's glad song,
Or the mirth that is found 'mid the reveller's throng 1
Forget not the dead—from the tomb there still floats
A voice that is sweeter than song's sweetest notes,
A remembrance of those who from earth's scenes have

past,
To which ever we tur 1, from the charms that are cast
O'er the living, the fair, and the lovely, who throw
Their sweet influence o'er us and cause life to glow-
Then forget not the dead—but bid memory keep
The remembrance of those who in death calmly sleep.

Yatesco., Nov. 1837. EDGAR.

From the If. Y. Eveuing Post.
The following verses were found on asmall fragment

of a newspaper, in the bar room of a tavern at the foot
of the White Mountains, in New Hampshire. The
paper on which they were discovered had evidently been
used by some travelling dandy to light his cigar with.
A considerable part of one of the stanzas was wanting,
and several verses in others were so scorched and oblit-
erated as scarcely to be legible.

I have ventured to supply by guess work the parts that
were deficient, and have endeavored by patching and
splicing, to correct the sense of the lines that were
burnt or broken. - The beauty of the poem is doubtless
greatly Impaired; but, if I am not much mistaken,
there is still in it enough of the spirit of poesy to render
it worthy of a place in the columns of the Evening
Post. G. A. W .

MAN.
I.

The human mind—that lofty thing!
The palace and the throne,

Where reason sits, a sceptered king,
And breathes his judgment tone.

Oh! who with silent step shall trace
The borders of that haunted place,

Nor in h i s b

That lofty tuio^-ihe human mind!
II.

The'human heart—that restless thing!
The tempter and the tried;

The joyous, yet the suffering—
The source of pain and pride;

The-gorgeous thronged—the desolate,
The seat of love, the lair of hate—

Self-stung, seif-deified!
Yet do we bless thee as thou art,
Thou restless thing—the human heart!

III.
The human soul—that startling thing!

Mysterious and sublime 1
The angel sleeping on the wing

Worn by the scoffs of time—
The beautiful, the veiled, the bound,
The earth enslaved, the glory-crowned,

The stricken in its prime!
From heaven in tears to earth it stole,
That startling thing—the human soul!

IV.
And this is Man-Oh! ask of him,

The gifted and forgiven—
When o'er his vision, drear and dim,

The wrecks of time are driven,
If pride or passion in their power,
Can chain the tide, or charm the hour,

Or stand in place of heaven 7
He bends the brow, he bows the knee—
"Creator, Father! none but thee!"

GRAVES OF THE BEAUTIFUL.
BY DAVID MARTIN.

Where shall \*« lay the beautiful
Who've pac» 1 the sea of life—

\\yio sleep BOyivt.m and dreamless now,
*Free from tnu Passion's strife :—

Where shall their hendsbe pillowed,
Their bed of clay be made—

Where worms shall never banquet,
Nor thrndor's voice invade!

Lay then not on the mountains !
The masonry of God!

They are the homes of Savages,
By tempests fiercely trod—

Their tops e'er wear a crown of snow,
The lightning flash has rent,

The trees that gem their coronet,
With mournful music blent!

Shall they be buried by the sea—
The everlasting,deep,

Upon whose bosom tempests ride,
And stalwart surges sweep !—

Where storm gods war forever
In the far down coral cell,

And the ocean dead are steeping
Where meruiaidB Jove to dwell!—

Oh, no !—they would be washed away
Like sands from pebbled shore,

And when we wandered there to weep,
Hear naught but Ocean's roar—

Their narrow homes be companie
For the deep, untrodden caves,

And the loved ones sleeping in the eea
That swallowed up their graves!

Shall they be buried by the brook,
Old Ocean's progeny !—

In the vale we roamed in boyhood
Where bends the cyprustree.

Oh yes!—we'll lay the beautiful
And loved ones gently there,

Plant flowers upon their charnel house,
And kneel In solemn prayer !

From the Troy Whig.

We derive the following capital hits from " A Clagt
Poem," just issued from the^Boston press, without a
name, " though well understood to be the Poem, which
was not delivered to the graduating Class in Harvard
College,—for reasons, with which we have no right to
intermeddle, and which perhaps, it may sot coneern
the reader to know."
Oh world. Philanthropy ! Oh cant and stuff1

Of thy blest influence we've seen enough,
Whether you prove -war's ills by force of fist,
Make your own ends seem public good by mist,
In zeal to spread your temperance pledges wider,
Fell apple-trees to Btop the use of cider,
Or fill} our purse and show your moral bravery
By suffering eggdom in abusing slavery,
Time was (dark age) ere men had oped their eyes
To see the good of being penny wise;
When women, men. yea, families might eat
Just when they pleased, or prudence thought most meet
And didn't know fpoor fools!) that half trie time
They swallowed poison and committed crime.
'Tia truly shocking to the feeling breast,
To think what nightmares must have broke their rest,
Turtles in aldermanic gowns and wigs
Walk side by side with; ghosts of martyred pigs,
Geese—stop! humanity the list gives o'er,
For Graham nerves such-thoughts can bear no more !
What constitutions those men must have had !
It well nigh drives Benevolence stark m,ad,
To think how long they might have stretched their span
Had they but lived on chips, or even bran'-,*
For as it was they often reached fourscore,
Nay, sometimes even lingered on still more,
In spite of all the meat and drink and mirth,
Which had been preying on them from their birth,
Slow poisons, it is true, but sure to send
Their victim to the graveyard in the end.
Now the philanthropists have changed all that,
No heiesy's so damnable as fat.
And soon they trust no mortal will be seen
Whom decency or bran have not made lean.
Nor is the day far distant when mankind
Shall brush time's gathering cobwebs from the mind,
And, rising from above base nature's thrall,
Become too wise to eat or drink at all.
Full many men grow tbiii^rom year to year,
On sawdust puddings and imagined beer,
And one great hero, (so_his brethren say,)
Lessened his useless dinner day by day,
Until at length, as every wise man ought,
He tried the plan of living upon nought.
As grew the spirit strong the flesh grew weak,
And in eight days the patriot scarce could speak.
Two more rolled on and put him on his bed.
Another,—and he scarce could raise his head.
His thin disciples thronged to see and hear
The lessening progress of a man so dear.
When, just as the attempt had met success,
And proved man thrived on nullity or less,
The skeleton turned slowly on its side,
Muttered, " I live, you see, on nought,!" and—died!
The bones of this improver of our race
Were thinly followed to their rt sting place,
By crowds of worshippers from far and near,
Who keep the anniversary every year,
And on that day convene a general meeting
" For the suppression of superfluous eating."

(N. B. The worms, not finding aught to eat,
Vetoed the man a "most notorious cheat.")

* One who has been relieved from the horrors of dys-
pepsia simply by abstaning from stimulating food and
drinks, (or becoming what is aneeringly termed a ''Gra-
hamite,") thinks that if the wit contained in this rare
production of a nick-nack-iovtng student, can alleviate
the anguish of his former fellow-sufferers, even for a
moment, it should be as extensively published as
possible.

MARRIED.
In this city, on the 19th inst., Mr. George Stoats, to

Miss Mary Goff, all of this city.
At Troy, Monday morning, by the Rev. Mr. Cox, of

the EpiscoparChurch, Christopher C. Yates, M. D., of
NeW^York, to Mrs. Emma vVillard, of the former
place.

In Geneva, on the 10th instant, by the Rev. P. C.
Hay, J. J. Mattison, Esq., Editor of the Ithaca Journal,
to Miss Jennette Welch Bradt,"of Geneva.

On the 16th inst., by.the Rev. J.Scott, George W .
Johnson, to Miss Maria L. Belnnp, all of East Men-
don.

In Lewiston, on the 13th instant, by the Rev. M*.
Murry.P. C. H. Brotherson, Esq.,'Cashier of the Ni-
agara Suspension Bridge Bank, Queenston, to Mis*
Cynthia R., daughter of Seymour Scovell, Eea., of the
former place. . ' H

On the 24th inst., by the Rev. E . Hebard, Lt. H. C.
N. Hemenway, to Miss Harriet J. C. Cole, all of Ge-
neva. '

In Sparta, on the 19th inst., by the Rev. E . H. WaK
,ir'* a A n d r « w J> McNair, to MIBS Hannah Whiiing,

all ot spaita.
i Inu ^ e B t n e l d , Chautauque county, on the 17th inet.,
by the Rev. Mr. Huse, Mr. Horace Hoilister, of W w -
saw, to Miss Eleanor Caroline, daughter of the Hon.
Samuel Me Whorter, of the former place.
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[On Alexander.St.% near the east line of the city-]

Mr. O'REILLY'S " Sketches of Rochester and

Western New York contains the above View of

this Institution, and the following particulars

respecting i t :

Miss Sarah T. Seward, Principal, and Teach.
er of Ethics and Metaphysics. Miss Philena
Fobes, Teacher in Drawing, Painting and Math-
ematics ; Miss Martha Raymond, Teacher in the
French Language ; Miss Sarah C. Eaton, Teach.
er in Natural Science ; Miss Mary A. Thorpe,
Teacher in the Primary Department; Miss Julia
R. Hall, is also Assistant Teacher. [The Cata-

.logue for 1838-'39 gives the names of Misses
Catharine Barker, Harriet L. Williams, Sarah
C. Sprague, and Rebecca 6 . Long, as Teachers.
Madame Walter, is now the Teacher of Instru-
mental and Vocal Music] The average number
of pupils is from 90 to 100, [increased to 133,]
about half whom board in the Institution.

The building for this schoul was erected in
1835. It is 60 feet deep and 64 front, includ-
ing its wings, which are 22 feet square. It is
three stories high, including a spacious base,
ment, and contains about forty rooms. It is
situated on a beautiful ridge of ground, and has
about five acres arranged for playground and
garden* with several hundred fruit and ornamen-
tal trees.

The academic year is divided into two terras
of 22 weeks each. The winter term commen-
ce* on the second Wednesday in October ; the
summer term the last Wednesday in April.

There is an examination at the end of each
term—the fall vacation lasts six weeks, and the

two.

Lectures on history, botany, and elocution
are delivered occasionally at the Institution by
professional gentlemen of the city.

This valuable Seminary was erected and is
sustained wholly through individual enterprise.
" Our friends will recollect." says the late re-
port, " that we have no legislative fund to -aid
us, nor trustees to be interested in our success
—and our Institution (if it deserves the name)
is simply an individual effort to be useful."

T H E JEW OF HAMAH.
Once upon a time there lived in Ham ah a

certain Turk called Mustapha, who having ac-
cumulated some wealth by carrying on a trade
in goats'-hair, determined to make a pilgrimage
to Mecca. His family consisted of his wife
and two slaves ; and as the lady insisted on not
being left behind, the good man resolved to sell
off his stock of goats' hair, to take all his house,
hold with him, and to shut up his house till his
return. The only difficulty that presented it.
self was what to do with his money. Ho did
not like to run the risk of being robbed of it in
his journey through the desert, he did not like
to leave it in an empty house, and there were
not any of his friends to whom he wished to
trust the secrets of his wealth. After much de-
liberation he placed it in seperate parcels at the
bottom of five large earthen jars, which he then
filled up with butler, and on his departure sent
them to the house of one of his neighbors, a
Jew named Mousa, to keep till his return, tel-
ling him that it was a stock which he had laid
in for winter consumption. The Jew, howev.
er, from the weight of the jars suspected that
they contained something more valuable; and
as soon as Mustapha was fairly on his way to
Damascus to join the caravan, he ventured to
open them; when, finding his expectations re.
alized, he took out the gold and filled them up
•gain with butter, so carefully, that nobody

could tell they had been disturbed. The poor
Turk, on his return from the pilgrimage, soon
found out the trick that his neighbor had prac-
tised upon him ; but as the jars were exactly in
the same apparent state as when he left them,
and as there was no evidence as to their coo.
tents, it was plain that no legal process could
give him any redress. He therefore set about
to devise some other way of punishing the Jew,
and of recovering if possible, his property, and
in the meantime he did not communicate his
loss to any person but his wife, and enjoined
on her the strictest secrecy. After long consid-
eration a plan suggested itself. In one of his
visits to the neighboring town of Horns, where
he was in the habit of going to sell his goats'
hair to the manufactures of the mashlakhs, for
which that place is famous, he fell in with a
troop of gipsies, who had with them an ape of
extraordinary sagacity. He prevailed on them
to sell him this animal; and conveyed it pri-
vately to his house at Hamah, shut' it tip in a
room to wh ich no one but himself had access.
He then went to the bazaar and brought one of
the dark scanty robes and the small caps or kal-
paks, with a speckled handkerchief tied closely
round it, which is the prescribed costume of the
Jews throughout the Turkish empire. This
dress he took care invariably to put on whenev-
er he went to visit his ape ; and as he always
carried him his meals, and indeed never allowed
any other person to see him, the animal in the
course of a few weekB become extremely at-
tached to him, jumping on his neck and hug-
ging and caressing him as soon as he entered
the room.

About this time, as he was walking along
the street one day he met a lad, the son of the
Jew Mousa, and having enticed him into his
house by the promise of some figs, he shut him
up a close prisoner in a detached apartment ia
his garden, at such a distance from tho street,
and from the other houses in tfie town, that the
boy could not discover to any one the place of
his confinement. The Jew, after several days
search, not being able to gain any tidings of
him, concluded thai he had either been drowned
or had Btrayed out of the town and fallen into
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the hands of some wandering Bedouins ; and
as he was his only child, fell into a state of the
greatest despair; till at length he heard by acci-
dent, that just about the time that the boy was
missing he had been seen walking in company
with Hadgi Mustapha. The truth instantly
flashed on his mind, and he recognized in the
loss of his son some stratagem which the Tuik
had planned in revenge for tho affair of the but.
ter-jars. He immediately summoned him be.
fore the cadi, accused him of having the boy in
his possession, and insisted en his immediately
returning him. Mustapha at first strenuously
denied the fact; but when one of the witnesses
positively declared that he saw the boy go into
his house, and when the cadi was about to pro-
nounce his decree that he should bring him into
court dead or alive—'Yah illah, el Allah !' he
exclaimed, 'there is no God but Allah, his pow-
era infinite; he can work miracles when it
Beemeth good in his sight. It is true, effendi,'
oontinued he, addressing himself to the cadi,
'that I saw ttfe Jew Mousa's son passing by my
house; and for the sake of the old friendship
subsisting between his father and myself, I in-
vited him to come in and eat some figs which I
had just been gathering. The boy, however, re-
paid my hospitality with rudeness and abus : nay,
he even blasphemed the name of our holy proph.
et: but scarcely had the words passed his lips,
when to my surprise and horror, he was sud-
dealy changed into a monkey. In that form I
will produce him : and as a proof that what I
tell you is true, you will see that he will imme-
diately recognize his father.' At this instant a
servant who was waiting on the outside let
loose the ape into the divan, who seeing that
the Jew was the only person present in the
dress to which he was accustomed, mistook him
for his master, jumped upon him, and clung
round his neck with all the expression of fond-
ness which the child might have been supposed
to exhibit on being restored to his parent. No.
thing more was wanting to convince the audi-
ence in the truth of Mustapha's story. "A mir-
acle, a real miracle!' they cried out, 'great is
Allah, and Mahomet is his prophet;' and the
Jew was ordered to take the monkey and retire
from the court. A compromise was his only
resource ; and accordingly as soon as it was
dark, and he could go unobserved, he repaired
to Mustapha's house, and offered, if he would
liberate his son, to restore all the money which
he had taken from the butter-jars. The Turk
having attained his object, consented to release
his prisoner ; but in order to keep up his own
credit, he stipulated that the child should be re-
moved privately, and that the father, with his
whole family, should immediately quit the
place. The popular belief in the miracle thus
remained unshaken ; and so great was the disre-
pute into which the Jews fell in consequence
of this adventure, that they all departed on« af-
ter another, and have never since been known
to reside in Hamah.

From the Southern Gazette.
FANNON'S MARE.

The exploits of fannon, the Famous tory par-
tizan of Randolph, would make a boc'y of facts
more interesting than any tale of fiction. He
was a reckless fellow—bloodyminded as the
hounds of Hayti. He sometimes slew the help-
less and innocent in cold blood—the coward !—
But he had that instinctive tone and bearing of
authority that keeps his people within the metes
and bounds of his own despotic will. He and
his own party were one day resting themselves
by a spring, lounging here anil (here on the green
grans in tlie shade of the trees. One of his sub-
ordinates, a big strong man had got mad with
him. His rage had been boiiing in liiui for sev-
eral days ; and some fresh affront at, the spring
caused his anger to become ungovernable—he
drew hiu sword and was rc-'tm^ with his elbow
on the ground and his hand under hisheui. His
devoted followers were around him,and he heard
the click of their locks, as they cocked their ri-
flea. "Let him alone V cried Fannon, in his
quick sharp tone. He laid still, calm and self
possessed, with his keen dark eyes, fixed on his
raging lieutenant, as he made a tremendous
plunge at his breast. But when the stroke came
its object swerved away like a snake, and the
baffled man plunged his sword into the ground
Quick as lightning Fanon's sharp blade passed
through his gigantic frame—"Thus and thus I
punish those who disregard my authority !"—
and bis eyes glowed and sparkled like a ser
pont'a. The man sank to the earth forever.

But Fannon's mare is written at the top of
this sheet; and she is the heroine of the present
writing. Achilles had his Xantlius and Balius
and Podargae ; Alexander had his Bucephalus ;
McDonald had his Selim. Fannon was a man
of blood, like them, and like them he had his fa-
vorite and trusty charger; and Fannon's mare
was worthy of her owner or 'even a better man.'
He called her the Red Doe, from her resent,
blance in color to the deer. She was a rare an-
mal—fleet, powerful, intelligent, docile as a
amb—and her owner valued her, I dare say, a-

bove kind or country, or the life of his fellow
n. She bore him proudly and fearlessly in

the bloody skirmish or the quick retreat. When
he stood in the noisy council of his partisans,
or in the silent ambush, the faithful brute was
by his side, ever ready to bear him whithersoever
he would. But Fannon lost his mare.

Down on the east of little River, the partizan
and some four or five of his followers one day
aptured a man by the name of Hunter—a whig

from the country about Salisbury. This was
sufficient cause of death, and Fannon told the
man he should hang him. Hunter was evident-
ly a man of the times; but what ceuld he do a-
lone against a dozen bitter enemies ? It was
a case of complete desperation.

The rope was ready, and a strong old oak
threw out its convenient branches. Fannon
told him he might pray for his time was come !
The poor man kneeled down and seemed ab-
sorbed in his last petition to'the throne of mer-
cy ; Fannon and his men stood by, and the trusty
mare stood among them with the *teins on her
neck. They began to be impatient for their
victim to close his devotional exercises. But
there was more of earth than H«aven in Hun-
ter's thoughts ; for he suddenly sprang on Fan-
non's mare, bowed his head down on her power-
ful neck, pressed his heels on her flanks and
darted away like the wind !

The tory rifles were levelled in a moment—
"Shoot high! shoot high!" cried Fannon—
" save my mare !" The slugs all whistled over
Hunter's back, save one that told with unerring
aim, which tore and battered his shoulders
dreadfully. He reeled on the saddle and felt
sick at heart; but hope was before him, death
behind—and he nerved himself for the race.—
On he sped. Through woods, and ravines, and
brambles did that powerful mare carry him,
safely and swiftly. His enemies were in hot
pursuit. They followed him by the trail of blood
from his wounded shoulder. He came to a little
river ; there was no ford ; the bank was high,
and a deep place in the stream before him. But
the foe came—he drew the rein arid clapped his
heels to her sides, and that gallant mare plunged
recklessly into the stream. She snorted in the
spray as she rose, pawed the yielding wave,
arched her beautiful mane above the surface, and
skimmed along like a wild swan. Hunter
turned her down stream in the hope of evading
his pursuers; and she reared and dashed through
the flashing waters ofjthe shoal, like lightning in
the storm cloud.

But Fannon was on the trail, and rushing
down the bank with all the mad energy that the
loss of his favorite could inspire, hunter turn-
ed the mare to its opposite bank, it was steep—
several feet of perpendicular rock—but she
planted herself on the shore at a bound, and
then away she flew over the interminable forest
of pines, straight and swift as an arrow—that
admirable mare !

On and on- did the generous brute boar her
master's foe man, till the pursuers were left hope-
less behind. Late in the evening Hunter rode
into Salisbury, had the &\ng extracted from his
shoulder, and after lingering some time with the
tffvets of his wound and excitement, finally got
well. And that gallant marc, that had done
him such good sorvicu, he kept and cherished
till she died wilh old aj><3. *

The following singular circumstance is said
to have lately occurred at Baden : A young Aus.
Irian count, having had uncommon good luck at
roulelto, brought home and carefully locked up
30,000 florins, (about 65,000 francs.) When'he
rose in the morning, not only his gold was gone
but, to lusast'>nishment, his old faithful servant
Fritz, was missing also. In about a week's time,
to his surprise, Fritz made his appearance.—
" And whure do you come from ?" said the count.
" From Vienna." " What have you been there
for, and what's become of my money ?" " Why,
sir, I thought you would play again, and lose
your money; so I took it home, and. here's your
father's receipt for it."

From the American Temperance Union.
AN ONLY SON.

" Man's inhumanity to man,
Makes countless thousands mourn."

I knew an only son, a boy of rare promise ;
he grew up strong, bold and active, full of spir-
it and full of enterprise. His parents were op.
ulent and intelligent; their views of life with
all its responsibilities-were broad and leep;—
generous in their affection, they mingled exten-
sively in aociety, which was eievated and en.
nobled by their influence. They were rich in
heir domestic joys ; their son, was a source of
he purest delight. There seemed no cause for

Bolitude for him ; no weak points to watch over,
to guard and support; he possessed a sound con-
stitution ; his intellect and his temper were as
fair, as free from any defect as were his physi.
cal powers ; the leading object of his parents
seemed to be to give to every faculty its most
vigorous growth, and spread the whole charac-
ter to its broadest expanse. The youth passed
through his collegiate course honorably to him-
self and his friends ; and, being inclined to ac
tive life, he joined a commercial house in one
of our largest cities. Here his prospects were
full of promise ; he was encircled by friends
that were in the full career of prosperity ; his
natural temper was so fine—so pleasirfg was he
in his general intercouse with the world, that
he not only had no enemies, but all his associ-
ates would have rejoicad in his greatest pros,
perky. He was prosperous; and apparently
forming for himself a permanent home. All
whq had known him from his youth expected
to see him standing foremost among our rich
and honorable merchants ; when, suddenly, with
out any apparent cause, his partnership was dis-
solved. The house to which he belonged con.
tinued on in an honorable course of business till
it had amassed solid wealth; his partngrs, in
no qualification superior to hi nself, lived on in
luxury, pleasure, and all the charities of life!,
embosomed in friends, and eventually, in rePrfk
red leisure to cultivate the higher powers of*
their nature, wh'le this young man, the hope of
his parents, went away alone, a prey of the
ravishes of alchohol:—the wine cup had ruined
him. He had strict integrity, he had a capaci-
ty for all business, but he fell as a fortresss
which has long been daily besieged till it is all
undermined; a whole garrison on the ramparts
cannot save it; it falls headlong-, and all is bu-
ried in the common ruin. He went home to
his distressed parents, but he had too much feel-
ing left to be willing to witness the misery he
alone had caused ; he fled from his home, and
sought a solitude of his own, and there yielded
up all his hopes.

He took the dreadful poison till his powers
were all destoyed ; his memory was broken, his
affections were scorched and scathed as by a
stroke of lightning, and his reason—he seemed
to have none, but at some lucid intervals it would
rise in its. full strength, go'aded on by conscience
that worm that never dies and gladly would he
have taken his hated life ; his hand was often
arrested by the fear of coming wrath; he died
alone, and the cloud of oblivion settled over his
memory. His parents never utter his name;
they drank to the dregs the cup of bitterness ;
he passed away, and no trace is left behind him ;
—deep furrows lie hidden in a few hearts, un-
told to that world which looks on and passes by
on the other side.

Singular.—During the prevalence of the fa-
tal cholera of 1832—which sent thousands of
our citizens to their last dreaded account—and
carried off an immense number of those, who
precipitately fled from it—died, Captain Mead
of the stiiamhoat. Homer, and his clerk ; accord,
ing to the Natchez Courier, both were buried in
the bank of the river, side by side, about 15
miles below Natchez. Last week the bankhav-
ing caved in, the coffins became exposed, and it
was found necessary to remove them to another
portion of the ground ; in doing this, the dis.
parity in the weight of each was* observed ;
curiosity prompted the persons so engaged to
open the coffins. In that known to have con-
tained the body of the clerk was found his bones
tlnd particles of decayed clothing—in the other,

'Captain Mead, in as perfect a state of preserva-
tion as if the body had been embalmed—appear.
ing as fresh and undecayed as when first inter,
red—even the grave clothes and winding sheet
were quite sound. It is difficult to account for
this singular circumstances. The oypress wood
enclosed the bodies of both.
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THE BOGLE OF ANNESLIE.
" An' ye winni believe i» ihe Bogle ?• said a

pretty young Uns'ie to her sweetheart, as they
eat in the door of her father's cottage one fine
Autumn evening :—.' Do you hear that, mither,
Andrew '11 no believe i' the Bogle?"

" 'Gude be wi' us, tffie !' exclaimed Andrew,
—a Blender and delicate youth of about two.and.
twenty,—' a bonny time 1 wad hae o't gin I were
to beed every auld wife's clatter.'

"The words 'anld wife\had a manifest effect
on Effie, and she bit h«r I ips in silence. Her moth.
er immediately upon hearing the young man's
prejudices, narrated that on Anneslie Heath,
At ten o'clock o'night, a certain apparition was
wont to appear in the form of a maiden above
the usual sixe, with a three-cornered hat. Sun
dry other particulars were mentioned, but An.
drew was still incredulous. ' He'll rue that,
dearly will he rue't!' said Effie, as he departed.

" Many days, however, passed away, and Effie
was evidently much disappointed to find that
the skepticism of her lover gathered strength.—
Nay, he had the audacity to insult, by gibes and
jests, the true believers, and to call upon them
for the reasons of their lailh. Effie was in a
terrible passion.

*• At last, however, her prophecy was fulfilled.
Andrew was passing over the moor, while the
clock struck ten ; for it was his usual practice to
walk at lhat hour, in order to mock the fears of
his future bride. He was just winding round
the thicket which opened to him a view of the
cottage where Effie dwe.t when he heard a light
step behind him, and in an instant, his feet were
tripped up, and he lay prostrate on the turf—
Upon looking up he beheld a tall muscular man
standing1 over him,' who, in no courtenos man-
ner, desired to see the contents of his pocket.—
*De'il be on ye!' exclaimed the young forester.
* I hae but ae coin i' the world.' ' That coin
maun I hae,' said his assailant. 'Fa i th! ise
show ye play for*t, then,' said Andrew, and
sprung upon his feet.

" Andrew was esteemed the best cudgel-plap-
er for twenty miles around, so that in a brief
space, he cooled the ardor of his antagonist, and
dealt such visitations upon his skull as might
have made a much firmer head ache for a fort-
night. The man stepped back, and pausing in
his assault, raised his hand to his forehead, and
buried it among his dark locks. It returned
covered with blood. rThou hast cracked my
crown,* he said, • but ye sha* na gang scathless;'
and flinging down his cudgel, Tie flew on his
young foe, and grasping his body before he was
aware of the attack, whirled him to the earth
with an appalling impetus. • The Lord ha mer-
cy on me !* said Andrew, ' I'm a dead man.'

" He was not far from it. for his rude foe was
preparing to put the finishing stroke to his vie.
tory. Suddenly something stirred in the bush-
es, and the conquerer, turning away from his
victim, cried out, " The bogle ! the bogle !"
and fled precipitately- Andrew ventured to
look up. He saw the figure which had been de-
scribed to him, approaching; it came nearer and
nearer ; its face was very pale, and its step was
not heard on the grass. At last it stood by his
side and looked down upon him.

Andrew buried his face in his cloak; present-
ly the apparition spoke—indistinctly indeed, for
its teeth seemed to chatter with cold :—" This
is a cauld an' an eerie night to be sae late on
Anneslie Moor !" and immediately glided away.
Andrew lay a few minutes in a trance ; and
then arising from his cold bed, ran hastily to.
wards the collage of his mistress. His hair
stood on end, and the vapors of the night sunk
chill upon his brow as he lifted up the latch, and
dung bimself on a vacant scat.

'Preserve us!' cried the old woman. 'Why,
ye are mair than aneugh to frighten a body out
0* her wits! To come in wi1 sic a jaunt and a
jerk bareheaded, and the red blood spattered a'
o'er your new leather jerkin. Shame on you,
Andrew ! in what mischance haet thou broken
that fule's bead o' thine V

•Peace, milher!' said the young man, taking
breath, ' I have seen the bogle !'

The old lady had a long line or'reproaches,
drawn up in order of march, between her lips ;
but the mention of the bogle was the signal for
disbanding them. A thousand questions poured
in, in rapid succession. 'How old was she ?
How was she dressed ? Who was she like ?
What did she say V

• She was a tali thin wsman, about leven feet
high!'

• Oh Andrew 1* cried Effie.

' A s ugly as nin !'
' Other people tell a different story,' said Effie
' True, on my bible oath! and Ili6n her

beard'—
1 A board ! Andrew,1 shrieked Effie, • a wo-

man with a beard! For shame, Andrew !'
1 Nay, I will swear it! She had seen full

sixty winters afore she died to trouble us !
1 I'll wager my beet new gown,' said the maid,

en, 'that sixteen would be nearer the mark.'
' But what was she like, Andrew ?' said the

old woman. • Was she like auld Janet that was
drowned in the pond hard by ? or lhat auld witch
that your master hanged for stealing his pet
lamb? or was she like'—

' Are you sure she was na like me, Andrew ?'
said Effie, looking archly in his face.

'You—Pshaw! Faith, guid mither, she was
like to naebody that I ken, unless it be auld
Elspeth, the cobbler's wife, that was spirited
awa' by the Abbot, for breaking Father Jerome's
head wi' a tin frying pan !'

• Aud how was she drest, Andrew 7'
'In that horrible three-cornered hat, which

may I be blinded if I ever seek to look upoii
again ! an* in a Ian blue apron.'

* Green, Andrew !' cried Effie, twirling her
own green apron round her thumb.

'How you like to tease one!' said the lover.
Poor Andrew did not at all enter into his mis-
tress' pleasantry ; for he labored under great de-
pression of spirits, and never lifted his eyes from
the ground.

' But ye hae na tohl us what she said, lad !
said the old woman, assuming an air of deeper
m steryas such a question was put and answered
in its turn.

' Lord ! what signifies it whether she said this
or that! Haud your tongue! and get me some
comfort; for to speak the truth, I'm vera cauld.'
- 'Weil mayest thau be sae,' said Effie ; • for
ndeed,' she continued in a feigned voice, 'it
urns a cauld ari an eerie night to be sae late on
Anneslie Moor'

Andrew starter!, and a doubt seemed to pass
over his mind. He looked up at the damsel, and
perceived for the first time, that her large blue
eye was laughing at him from under the shade
of a huge three cornered hat. The next mo-
ment he hung over her in an ecstacy of grati-
tude, and smothered with his kisses the ridicule
which £he forced upon him as the penalty of his
preservation.

' Seven feet high, Andrew V
• My dear Effie !'
' As ugly as sin !'
• My darling lassie!'
' And a beard !'
' Na ! na! now you carry the jest o'er far.'
' And saxty winters !'
' Saxtecn springs, Effie ! dear, delightful, smi-

ling springs !'
4 And Elspeth, the cobbler's wife ! oh ! An-

drew, Andrew! I never can forgie you for the
cobbler's wife!—and what say you now Andrew!
is there na bogle o' the moor V

' My dear Effie, for your sake I'll believe in a'
the bogles in Christendie !'

' That is,' said Effie, at the conclusion of a
long and vehement fit of risibility, 'that is, in a'
that wear three cornered hats.'

CONFLICT WITH AN ELEPHANT.
I am just returned from a singular adventure.

My hand trembles a9 I write. I had laid down
irfy pen and.gone forth upon my Arab, accom-
panied by Milo, to refresh and invigorate my
frame after our late carouaal—shall I term it ?—
at the place. I took my way, as, I often do, to
the long Portico, that I might again look upon
its faultless beauty and watch the changing
crowds. Turning from that, I then amused my
vacant mind by posting myself where I could
overlook, as if I were indeed the builder or
superintendent, of the laborers upon the column
of AureJla. I became at length particularly
interested in the efforts of a huge elephant, who
was employed in dragging up the foundations
of the column, so that they might be fastened to
machines to be then hoisted to their place, enor-
mous blocks of marble. He was a noble ani.
ma), and, as it seemed to me, of far more than
common size and strength.--Yet did not his ut-
most efforts appear to satisfy the demands of
those who drove him, and who plied without
mercy the barbed scourges which they bore. His
temper at length gave way. He was chained to
a mass of rock, which it was evidently beyond
his power to move. It required the united
strength of two at least. But this was nothing

to his inhuman masters. They ceased not to
urge him with cries and blows. One of them,
at length transported by that insane fury which
seizes the vulgar when their will is not done by
the brute creation, laid hold upon along lance,
terminated with a sharp iron goad, long as my
sword, and rushing upon the beast, drove it into
his hinder part. At that very moment the char-
riot of the Queen, containing Zenobia herself,
Julia, and the other princesses, came suddenly
against the column, on its way to the palace. I
made every possible sign to the charioteer to turn
and fly. But it was too late. The infuriated
monster suappi d the chains lhat held him to the
stone at a single bound, as the iron entered him,
and trampling to death one of his drivers, dash*.
ed forward to wrech his vengeance upon the
first objret that should come in his way. That,
to the univer sal terror and distraction of the
gathered but now scattered and flying crowds,
was the chariot of the Queen. Her mounted
guards, at the first escape of the maddened ani.
mal, put spurs to their horses, and by quick leaps
escaped. The horses attached to xhe chariot
springing forward to do ihe same," urged by the
lash of the charioteer, were met by the elephant
with straightened trunk and tail, "who, in the
twinkling of an eye, wreathed his proboscis
around the neck of the first he encountered, and
wrenching from him his harness, whirled him
aloft and dashed him to the ground. This I saw
was the moment to save the life of the Queen,
if it was indeed to be saved. Snatching from
a flying soldier his long spear, and knowing well
the temper of my horee, I put him to his speed,
and running upon the monster as he disengaged
his trunk from the crushed and dying Arabian
for a new assault, I drove it with unerring aim
into his eye, and through lhat opening on into
the brain. He fell as if a bolt from heaven had
struck him. The terrified and struggling horses
of the chariot were secured by the now return-
ing crowd, and the Queen, with the Princess,
es, relieved from the peril whichwas so iminent,
and had blanched with terror every cheek but
Zenobia's. She had stood the while I was told
—there being no exertion which she could make
—watching with eager and intense gaze my
movements, upon which she felt that their safe-
ty, perhaps their lives depended. It all passed
in a moment. Soon as I drew out my spear
from the dying animal, the air was rent with the
shouts of the surrounding populace. Surely at
that moment I was the greatest—at least the
most fortunate man in Palmyra. These approv-
ing shouts, but still more, the few words uttered
by Zenobia and Jnlia, were more than recom-
pense enyough for the small service I had per.
formed ; especially, however, the invitation of
the Queen.—Letters from Palmyra.

Female Rashness.—A circumstance occurred
at Newport, (says a correspondent of a Bristol
paper,) on Monday last, which shows how un-
bridled are the passions of some ladies when
thwarted in their inclinations by their hus-
bands. A woman by ihe name of Philips, wished
to attend a fashionable bazaar, given for the ben-
efit of the new church, but her husband objec-
ted on account of her services being required at
home, upon which she declared if he did not let
her go she would chop off her finger- The
threat was of course treated with contempt, but
si range to say, she carried her intentions into
effect, and no sooner was one off, than a second
shared the same fate ; when,with the most extra-
ordinary perseveranre.she exclaimed,"here goes
ai the hand." The hatched, for that was the
instrument used, immediately fell below the
ivrist, and severed the whole of the tendons,
but without injuring the bone. The lady was
destined to undergo the second infliction, by
having both the 6tumps amputated, and her
mutilated hand was dressed. She declared in
the presence of gentlemen, although she regret,
ted the loss uf her fingers, she would do the
same thing, rather than any restraint should be
put upon her reasonable inclinations.—Bath.
Jour.

Statistics of a Modern Drama.—Sixteen
pounds of powdered brimstone, for lightning !
Twenty four peals of thunder !!—A doaen irnpB,
with tails!!!—Ditto bloody daggers!! t!—A skull
and cross bonesIJJ!!—Forty battle axes!!!!!!—Six
terrific combats, three of them double handed
!!!!!!!—A course of violations!!!!!!!—Eight mur-
ders!!!!!!!!!—A pair of ensanguined shirts!!!!—
One comic song!!!!!!!!!-—Three hundred d—na,
and sixty four pages of blasphemy!!!!!!!!!
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SATURDAY, OCTOBER 20, 1838.

"The Religious Souvenier for 1839. Edited
by Mrs. Sigourney. New York i Scofield «$•
VoorhiesV—This beautiful animal has already
nude its appearance. We find it all its pub-
lishers promised. It contains contributions
from the pens of its accomplished editor, Miss
GOULD, Miss SEDGWICK, Mrs. OPIE, Mrs. HALE,

GRSNVILLE MELLKN, SHELTON MACKENZIE, C. W.

EVEREST, DANIEL WADSWORTH . Ll. PATTEN, Rev.

T. H. GALLAUDKT, Rev. TRYON EDWARDS, and

others equally distinguished in the literary
world. The typography and paper is very rich.
The compositions are admirably adapted at
once to interest and morally mould the mind of
the reader ; while the external decorations of
the work are in perfect keeping with its internal
excellencies. The religious public should ex-
tensively pattonise the "Religioas Souvenier"—
for there will be no annual issued more deserv-
ing. Win. ALLINO, of this city, is the publish.

era* agenU

«• The London and Westminster Review."—
The last No. of this Repnblican inclined Re-
view has come to hand from the press of Mrs.
LEWER, Mew York, who, since the death of he t

husband, has become the publisher of all the
Re-Prints. It is a very interesting number;—
and we are sure if those who neglect to become
the patrons of these Reviews, knew how much
they lost by such neglect, we should find upon
more tables than we now do, these most valua-
ble of English periodicals.

Among the contents of this No. of the
Weetmtnater Review, we notice a Review ef
the writings of Sir FRANCIS BOND HEAD. That

dignitary is handled, as he deserves to be, with-
out gloves. He is, emphatically, a literary fop
—without either common prudence or common
sense i and appears quite as awkward in the li-
terary world as he did in the world of politics.

The articles on " Greece," "Queen Eliza-
beth and her Times," "Milne's Poems," " Ob-
servations on the autograph of Shakspeare,'"
*' The Industrial Series," " The History and
Antiquities of the town of London," " The
works of Jeremy Bentham," & c , are all in-
teresting and full of instruction.

For the purpose of directing the attention
of our readers to this series of Re-Prints, we
subjoin the notice of the publisher :

REPTJBLICATION

OF BRITISH REVIEWS AND MAGA.
ZINES.

The undersigned having become the publish^
cr of the above periodicals, would respectfully
inform Agents, Subscribers, and others, that
the death of the late publisher, Mr. Lewer, will,
in no way retard their appearance—the same
regularity and despatch, which has been ob-
served heretofore, will be continued, and the
proprietor trusta, by so doing, to meet with a
corresponding degree of encouragement.

The July and Augu3t numbers of the Reviews
and Magazines commence volumes, affording
the public a convenient opportunity to make
their subscriptions. BlackwoocTs Magazine
and Bejjtley's Miscellany, for that month, are
printed on an entirely new and beautiful type,
and the publisher challenges a comparison
with any similar work in the United States.

The following travelling agents arc author-
ised to collect and receive outstanding dues, and
aleo to solicit new subscriptions. Agents and
others having it in their power, wilt confer a
favor by furthering their object.

Mr. John Nimmo, general travelling agent.
•» John Leeds, " " "

0 7 Mr, Leonard Scott continues the city
Agency. JEMIMA M. LEWER.

tfew York, Sept. 1st, 1838.

' The Metropolitan."—The September num.
bcr of this periodical has just been received from
the press of the publisher, Mrs. LEWER. It is
one of the best of the Re.Prints, and the present
number is exceedingly well filled with contribu-
tions from favorite writers. Those who do not
read the "Metropolitan" will lose some of the
richest gems which fall from the periodical
Press of the Great Metropolis of the World.

11 Blackvoood's Magazine."— Although its poli-
tics are as rank as high-toryism can make them,
its pages are always filled with the very perfec-
tion of literature. Old •• Christopher Nvrth" is
alone capable of making "Blackwood"irresisti-
ble; but when it is remembered that it has a
score of contributors almost equally romantic
and poetic with him, it is no marvel that the
Magazine is sought for more than any other
similar periodical published in the Old World.

The Septamber number, in addition to the
ordinary light literature, has two long articles
for the politician;—one in relation to the re-
spective advantages of the Colonial and the re-
ciprocal trade, and the other on the policy, &c-
of the Whig administration of England.

" Fragments from the Study of a Pastor."—
This is an extremely interesting Religious work,
from the pen of Dr; SPRING, New-York. It is
made up of distinct sections, recording distinct
subjects—all connected with religion, and writ-
ten in an agreeable and attractive style. The
"Inquiry Meeting" is an interesting chapter;
and can be read by none but with advantage.
The whole work is imbued with a spirit of pi-
ety which cannot fail to make it a favorite with
the Christian public.

The work may be had of NICHOLS & WILSON,
Exchange street.

"How to Observe—Morals and Manners, by
Miss Martineau."—This is one of the last works
from the press of the HARPER'S. We have not
yet had time to read it, but we observe it spoken
of, as equal to the best of the many excellent
volumes from the pen of this very talented and
prolific author. We must defer a further notice
to another time ; meanwhile, those who wish to
learn the philosophical, moral and mechanic a
requisites of Observation, will proceed forth
with to NICHOLS & WILSON'S bookstore, and pro.
cure the book.

An appropriate Donation.—The following res
olution was presented by Aid. ANDREWS, at the
last meeting of the'Board :—

Resolved, That the sum of fifty dollars be ap-
propriated from the treasury for the purchase of
silk and materials for a stand of colors to be em-
broidered and presented by the Ladies of th
city of Rochester to •' Williams1 Light Jufan
try:1

This is certainly a merited donation. Th
young gentlemen who compose this spirited
Corps, deserve this mark of approval from the
city they honor. And the fair hands to which
the embroidery and presentation of the Standard
is to be entrusted, will make the bequeet tan-
fold more valuable. Since the early days of
romance and chivalry, a token from beauty has
been held in enthusiastic veneration by the sol-
dier. The floating pennant, cast to the breeze
by some fair Amazon, who had no lover but her
country, and no smiles but for the brave, has of.
ten stimulated hearts and nerved arms to battle,
when authority foiled and the stouteBt faltered.
This Banner, upon which are to be wrought the
stripes and the stars of our country, will be held
as sacred, and as sternly defended from the as-
saults of the foeman, as the homes and trie fire-
sidee^of the fair ones whose patriotic offering
will doubly insure far them (he soldier's grati-
tude and the soldier's lore.

"BentUy't Miscellany, for September."—-This
popular re-print makes its appearance M rega-
larly »s clock-work, and is always interesting1.
The present number is full of amusing matter,
and contains three of CRUISKSHANK'S most com-
ical etchings. Those who wish to grow fat
should read • 'Benttey" and laugh.

•' The New-Yorker."—This deservedly pop«u
lar work should be more generally patronized
at the West than it now is. NICHOLS SL WIL-
SON are its agents in this city.

Mr. GEORGE ROBERT PAGE, another
vocalist, will also do us a favor by sending us,
free of postage, two dollars, the amount of his
bill for advertising,—-Oneida Whig.

Give it to the scoundrel. His name deserves
to be written upon the blackest page of infamy.
He owes us $ 5.

MR. MOORE'S SCHOOL.
M R . EDITOR—I know that it has been gener-

ally reported that ISAAC MOORE, of Brighton,
has one of the best farms in the county of Mon-
roe; and that he has improved and cultivated
it in the best manner. But I did not know un-
til yesterday that, while he was setting an.ex-
ample of agricultural improvement to other far.
mers, he was settirfg a more important and use-
ful example to all classes, in the education of his
children. Mr. Moore, like many other farmers,
has several children growing up; but unlike many
other persons of every class, he has a strong and
practical sense of the importance of their edu-
cation. He found that the Common School
system, as practised upon in his neighborhood,
would not furnish proper food for the intellect
of bis children'; and that he should be under the
necessity of sending them from home for their
education, at considerable expense, unless some
other expedient could be devised. With that
energy which characterizes every good farmer,
he went to work and built a handsome school
house on his farm and near his own door; em-
ployed a competent teacher, who lives in his
family, and -gave in charge to such teacher the
education of his children.

Some of his neighbors, ascertaining that these
children were better taught than in Common
Schools, befged the privilege of sending their
children also, which was readily granted, and
thus an admirable school of about thirty schol-
ars has been got together.

I attended the examination yesterday, and
rarely have been more gratified with a similar
exhibition any where. Here were classes in
natural philosophy, arithmetic, grammar, histo-
ry, geography, and other branches of useful ed-
ucation, who manifested by their answers that
they were thoroughly taught. In no academy
have I ever seen scholars better taught.

Here is a schoo' got up in a quiet and unos-
tentatious way, which confers all the advanta
ges of a superior education, and preserves at
the same time those domestic affections so es-
sential to the moral culture of the child. It is
economical, too, for the head of a large family,
and it is a plan within the reach of every sub-
stantial farmer. I cannot but think that I am
doing a service, by giving publicity to this ex>
periment, in the hope that it may aid that noble
cause in which we all profess to be so much in-
terested—GENERAL EDUCATION.

A CITIZEN.
Rochester, Oct. 13, 183S.

Precocity.—The returns of the number of
children in the several schoo] districts in this
State, between the ages of four and sixteen, re-
quired by law to be made annually, for the pur.
pose of regulating the distribution of the avails
of the school fund, show this year a remarkable
fact. The names of a mother and child, both
between the ages of four and sixteen, are re-
turned as among the children attending a dis.
trict school in one of the western towns. This
fact is probably without a precedent in New
England.—Hart. Dai. Courant.

Hail Columbia.-—Baring a great hail storm
in the town of Columbia, on the Susquehanna,
in June laet, some one in a tavern remarked that
the hail beat a fair tune on the windows. "Yes,
and by Saint Patrick !" said an Irishman, "and
the tune is Hail Columbia-"
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From the Boston Literary Advertiser.
LIFE AND WRITINGS OF WASHING

TON.
The Writings of George Washington ; being

his Correspondence, Addressee, Messages,
and other Papers, offioial and private; selected
«nd published from the Original Manuscript;
with a Life of the Author, Notes, and 111 us.
trations. By Jared Sparks.
The publishers have great satisfaction in an*

nouncing that this extensive work has been
brought to a close. While the editor has with
unwearied exertions and great faithfulness and
ability, contributed his share in his national en-
terprise, the publishers beg leave to state that
they have spared no labor or expense to publish
it in a style which shall be worthy of the high
character of the work itself, and of the memo-
ry of the great man whose writings are em-
bodied and preserved in it, and which shall at
the same time reflect credit on the country
which gave birth to their immortal author.—
That portion of the work which has been for a
considerable time before the pubiic has met the
entire approbation of those who have given it
their support, all of whom as far as the pub.
liehera are informed, have pronounced the most
favorable judgment upon the execution of it.

Independently of the entire competency of
the editor, peculiarly favorable circumstances
have conspired to aid him in the successful
completion of his labors. Through' the liberal.
ity of the British and French governments he
has been able to obtain a large collection of the
early letters of Washington, and a vast amount
of original documents of the highest interest,
in relation to his life during the war to 1756, to.
gether with numerous private papers.

In Paris, the researches of the editor embra-
ced the voluminous correspondence between
Obunt Vergennes and the French Ministers, Ge-
rard and Luzernc, while they were in the Uni-
ted Slates, amounting in all to nearly four hun-
dred despatches, and unfolding the policy and
views of the French government from the be.
ginning to the end of the war. In addition to
these investigations, in which the editor of
"Washington's Writings" was personally oc-
cupied nearly twelve months, other materials of
the highest authenticity have been obtained
from various official and private sources in this
country. The materials thus collected, being
original and important in their,character, and
perfectly authentic, have enabled the editor to
accomplish his purpose with great accuracy and
completeness, and give the highest value to the
work.

The engraved portraits, plans of battles and
military movements, and other plates, which
have been introduced into the work for embel-
lishment as well as for a better understanding
of the text, are all authentic and accurate.

The first volume of this work consists of a
Life of Washington, written by Mr. Syarks,
with a view to his personal acts and character.
•The second volume consists of Letters and Pa-
pers of Washington, written before the Revo-
lution, relating chiefly to the French war.—
That Washington himself attached considerable
importance to this correspondence, may be in-
ferred from the feet that he revised the first
drafts of the letters, manv years after they
were written, and caused them to be carefully
recorded in volumes. 1 he thifd, fourth, fifth,
sixth, seventh, and eighth volumes comprise the
Correspondence and Miscellaneous Papers of
Washington relating to the American Revolu-
tion, including his letters and other writings
from the time he was appointed Command|T in
ehief of the army till he resigned his commis-
sion at the end of the war. These papers poa-
suss an extraordinary value and interest, wheth-
er regarded as to the variety, extent, and digni-
ty of the topics on which they treat, as authen-
tic materials for history or as illustrating the
eharacter and acts of the great American Pa-
triot. The revolutionary correspondence of
Washington, from which the mat rials for
Jhese volumes have been derived, has been pre-
served at Mount Vernon, carefully arranged
and classified by Washington himself, and
bound in forty four large volumes.

The ninth volume contains the correspond.
ence from the time of resigning his commission
asCommancer-in-chiefof the army, to that of
hi* inauguration as President.

The tenth and eleventh volumes conlain the
correspondence, official and private, from the
beginning of his Presidency to the end of his
lift.

The twelfth volume contains the Speeches
and Messages to Congress and Proclamations
and Addresses of Washington. It contains al-
so very full Indexes to the whole work, and an
alphabetical table of all the letters, indicating
the names and dates.

Each volume contains, in addition to what is
above stated, an Appendix, embracing a great
amount and variety of matter, illustrative of the
life and character of Washington, and the histo-
ry of the times in which he lived. This brief
synopsis of the contents of the "Life and Wri-
tings of Washington" will give to those who
have not seen the work, or any portion of it.
Borne idea of its magnitude, and of the vast a-
tnount of information embodied in it. Its pub-
lication has not only involved extended and
laborious research on the pnrt of the editor, but
an immense pecuniary responsibility on the part
of the publishers. They look to their fellow
citizens of the United States to sustain them in

' the enterprise.

Sagacity of Animals.—The instinct of ani.
mils, as it is called, in some cases approaches
so closely to reason, that it is extremely difficult
to draw the line between them. Many animals,
particularly the dog, the horse, and the elephant,
can draw an inference from established premises
with the acutenese of a practised logician. E-
ven the domestic cat sometimes tries to prove
that she is a rational creature. We have some-
where Been it stated that a favorite cat was an
inmate of a boarding house,where it was usftal to
ring the bell affixed to the stairway an a signal
for dinner. At these times the cat, pampered
and indulged, always received her share of the
good things, and always hastened to the hall as
soon as she heard the tintinbulary clatter. One
day she was shut up in a chamber during dinner,
and on being released from her confinement an
hour or two after, she hastened to the dining
hall, but alas for poor grimalkin, the tible was
cleared away. Shortly after, the bell was heard
to ring loudly and repeatedly. The inmates of
the house hastened to see what was the matter,
and were much surprised to find the poor
hungry puss, clinging to the bell rope and
ringing away with all her might! Who will
say that this cat could not draw an inference.

A similar anecdote is related of a dog. In a
French monastery, it was customary for those
members of the community as were tardy in
coming to dinner, to approach the pantry and
ring a little bell, which was placed in a conven-
ient spot, on hearing which the cook would pass
out the portion of food contained in a little box,
which turned horizontally by means of machin-
ery. The dog watched all these operations,
and was often treated with' a bone from one of
the Friars. But one day being particularly hun-
gry, not receiving his customary share of food,
he seized the bell in his mouth and gave it a
good shake ! A portion of good wholesome
food was instantly passed out from the pantry
which the sagacious quadruped seized and de-
voured with much gusto. Delighted with his
success, he repeated the experiment daily, un-
til the cook found that some one was playing
him a trick, that he furnished more rations than
there were mouths. He complained to the Su-
p0rior ; a watch was privately set to detect the
gormandizing culprit, and poor Fido was caught
in the act. Nevertheless the brotherhood were
so well pleased with his stratagem for satisfying
the demands of hunger, that the cook was or-
dered to allow him his portion regularly, with
the remainder of the fraternity, whenever he
made the signal!

As some young men of La Chapelle St. Roch,
in the Aveyron, were bathing in a rapid stream
not long since, one of them was carried away
by its force, without his comrades being able to
give any assistance. An Englishman, one of
the party, had with him a favorite dog of the
mastiff breed, and the animal on the first signal
plunged in, and seized him by the hair. She
lost her hold, however, but dived and caught the
drowning youth bythe hair again,and swam some
six or seven yards with him towards the shore.
She was making the greatest efforts to gain the
bank, to the delight of the friends of the young
man, and would certainly have saved him, when
suddenly he was seen to raise his hand convul.
sively above to grasp the dog, and immediately
both dog and man Bank to rise no mor#,

Nosology.—The Boston Express relates that
a young lady of that city lost her nose, by ap-
plying caustic to a wart on it, the only blemish
on herbeautiful countenance.

We extract the following article from the Fee-
ria (Illinois) Register:

Crows vs. Alcohol.—'Col. B~>has one of the
best farms on the Illinois river. About 100
acres of it are now covered with waving corn.—
When it first came up in the spring the crows
seemed determined on its entire destruction.—
When one was killed it seemed as if a dozen came
to its funeral; and although the sharp crack of
the rifle often drove them away, they always re.
turned with its echo. The colonel at length be-
came weary of throwing grass, and resolved on
trying the virtue of stones. He sent to the drug-
gist for a gallon of alcohol, in which he soaked
a few quarts of corn and scattered it over his
field. The black legs came and partook with their
usual relish, and as usual they were pretty well
corned ; and such a cooing and cackling—such a
strutting and staggering ! The scene was like
—but I will make no invidious comparison'—yet
it was very much like— * *

When the boyB attempted to catch them, they
were not a little am used at their staggering gait
and zigzag course through the air. At length
they gained the edge of the woods, and there be-
ing joined by a new recruit, which happened to
be sober, they united at the top of their voices
in haw, haw, hawing and shouting either the
praises or the curses of the alcohol—it was diffi-
cult to tell which—as they rattled away, with.
out rhyme or reason, so very much like— * *

But the colonel saved his corn. As soon as
they became sober, they set their faces steadfast,
lv against alcohol. Not another kernel would
they touch in his field, lest it should contain the
accursed thing—while they went and pulled the
eorn of his neighbour. To return like a dog to
his vomit—like a washed sow to the in ire—like
not they. They have too much respect for their
eharacter—black as they are—again to be found
drunk.

Effects produced on the Scotch by their Popu
lar Songs.—No man who has lived among the
peasantry of Scotland will deny the effects pro-
duced on them by their popular songs. .During
the expedition to Buenos Ayres, a Highland sol-
dier, while a prisoner in the hands of the Span-
iards, having formed an attachment to a woman
of the country, and charmed by the easy life
which the tropical fertility of the soil enabled
the inhabitants to lead, had resolved to remain
and settle in South America. When he imparted
this resolution to his comrade, the latter did not

| argue with him ; but leading him to his tent, he
placed him by his side, and' sung him ' Loch,
aber no more.' The spell was on him. The
tears came into his eyes,, and wrapping his plaid
around him, he murmured, * Lochaber nae—
mair !—I maun gang back —Na !' The songs
of his childhood were ringing in his ears, and he
left that land of ease and plenty for the naked
rocks and sterile valleys of Badenoch, where, at
the close of a life of toil and hardship, he might
lay his head in his mother's grave.

Mexican Researches.—A learned native of
Mexico is engaged in deciphering the old Mex.
ican characters, and has so far succeeded, it is
said, as to have discoverded distinctive signs of
verbes and substantives. A report is shortly ex-
pected whitfh, it is thought, will throw much
lighton the important subject of the remote pop.
ulation and history of the Americrn continent.

IMARRIED.
On the 8th instant, by the Rev. Tryon Edwards, O

C. CHCMASERO, Esq. Attorney at Law, and Mies EMILV
R. TRVON, of this city.

On the 9th inst., by the Rev. Mr. Church, Mr. WfLL-
IAM H. THOMAS to Mits NANCY M. ALLEN, all
of this city.

At Albion, on the 8th inst., by the Rev. Mr. Keep, Mr,
Asa Howard, of Oakfield, to Miss T. T. Parker, of
Barre. ^

This morning, Oct. 10th, in St. Luke's Church, by
the Rev. Dr. HrucK, Mr. I. B. Van Every, to Miss
Martha CaldwelI.

On the lOtli instant, by the Rev. Mr. Church, Mr.
John Brown, to Miss Esther Stafford.

On the third instant, b*y the Rev. Mr. Dodge, Mr E.
B. COLLINS, (firm of Ireland & Collins,) to MIBB
EMILY F.GI3LSTON, all of this city.

On the 1st inst. by Rev. Mr. Church, Mr. EHsha B
Williams to Miss Emily Clute, boUi of this city., -

On the 3rd inst., by llev. T. P. Abell, Mr. C. B. Gif-
ford, and Miss H. Flint, all of this city.

In BriRhton, on the '26th instant, by the Rev, Mr. Hall,
Mr. Hagerman, to Miss L. B. Cobh, all of Brighton

On the 25th instant, by the Rev. G. S. Boardman,
Mr. J. M. Ferguson, to Mias Alvira Crandall.

By the same on the 26th instant, Mr. David Law, of
Salem, Wash, co., to Miss Annis Potter.

By the name on the 87th instant, Mr. William F.
Sterret, to Miss Mary MeCuen.

In Brighton, on the '25th ult., by the Rev. A. G. Hall,
Capt. U. 8, Hagaman, and Miss Lueina B. Cobb.
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170 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.
From the N. O. Picayune,

POISONED "SASSENGERS."
A TRUE STORY.

The great anti dog law, with its poisoned 'sas.
•engers' enactments, has produced many a
wretched scene, in the way of killing off valu-
able animals; but the most retched, or rather
retching case of all, was that of a Dutchman
below Canal street, a few nights ago.

The Dutchman had been employed as one of
the watch in the Second Municipality, and on
appearing at the guard hou«e on the first night
of his engagement, he was furnished and e-
quipped according to law, with cap, rattle,
bludgeon, See. &c. for disturbers of the peace
in human shape, together with an allowance of
poisoned 'sassengers,' for those of the canine
race who might be so thoughtless as to wander
forth after gun fire.

Mynheer was a little puzzled when the 'sas-
sengers' were handed out to him—for not being
up to the wisdom of the anti-dog law, he was
at a loss to know their use. However, being
favorably impressed as to the liberality of his
employers, he fancied that the 'sassengers' were
Intended as his rations for the night, and with
this impression he pocketed them.

Some time about midnight Mynheer began to
feel hungry, and he bethought himself of the
rations with which he had been furnished by
the quartermaster. So he entered a cabaret
which happened to be open, called for a mug of
beer, and seating himself beside a table, drew
from one pocket a hard crust of navy biscuit,
and from another the municipal 'sassengers.'—
For the space of half an hour the safety of the
city was the least in Mynheer's thoughts, his
whole attention being engrossed with his home-
ly smack, which, with the hydraulic assistance
of the beer, he was enabled at length to force
down his throat.

Refreshed with bis repast, our worthy 'gua-r,
dian of the night' picked up his bludgeon and
sauntered forth to resume his lazy, monotonous
perambulations He had walked the extent ot
his 'beat* but once or twice, when he began to
experience some queer sensations about the gas.
trie regions First there was something of a
burning thirst—then nausea, accompanied with
a dizziness of the head—then he fancied that
some wild varmint had entered his maw and was
tearing everything to pieces there—and when
in the midstof his commotion, both mental and
stomical, he saw the rats darting to and fro a-
cross the pavement, he roared out in his ago-
ny—

' Dunder unt blixen ! Mein Got! Mein Got!
Tem rats is running all over my insides \ Oh !
Katy !—Katy ! Mein Vrow ! Vy don't you
coora V

These cries of distress brought to his assist-
ance a couple of youngsters who were passing
along the street. When they came up, he was
helding fast to a lamp post, his head brought
down towards his knees, and his entire body
presenting a figure about the shape of a well de-
fined point of interrogation. Being in a ques.
tionitg passion, he bellowed out as distinctly
as he could—

4 O Mynheer ! Mynheer! WhVt ish de mat-
ter mit me ? I ish so sea sick ! I ish not been
so sea sick since de time I coomed all de vay
from Amshterdam. Oh ! my head ! Mein sou-
pcr ish all gone—and mine dinner <»nd breaWast
ish gone too ! It vill kill me ! I'm a dead man
so I ish ! Oh Katy—mein vrow !'

The poor Hollander was, in truth, in a deplo.
rable predicament. He hugged the lamp post
as closely and energetically as cv^r lie did tlie
bulwarks of a »esscl under similar circumstan-
ces in time of a high sea. The young gentle-
men who he*rd the above exclamations only
in the intervals of his painful throes, found it
impossible to do any tiling for him immediately
as he waa not in a situation to be removed.—
Presently however he became a little more easy.
A calm succeeded the raging, bellowing storm ;
and wishing to ascertain the cause of so sudden
an illness, or sea sickness, as he called it him-
nelf, they asked him if he had lately been eating
or drinking any thing.

' Eat! I ish eat mein souper of,mein rations
vatdcy give me at de vatch house.'

' And in it rations you spake of, faith V said a
son of the green isle, who had 4ap\^ up by this
time—' then, my hearty, you hsrle better timeB
than we had at the Second Municipality when
I was a watchman up there—for divel a bit of
rations did I ever see.'

One word brought on another, till at length

it was ascertained, to the astonishment of all
present, that the Dutchman had devoured' his
entire allowance of poisoned ' sassengers ;' but
fortunately his stomach was now rid of the dan-
gerous burden. He had swallowed, it is true, a
moet enormous and dangerous meal; enough to
have killed a dozen dogs, but not enough to set-
tle one Dutchman.

Next morning Mynheer was apparently as
well as ever; but he was scarcely over his
fright, the sarcasms of his comrades he could
not stand and consequently resigned the post of
watchman. So much for the evil effect of the
' sassenger* enactment—it caused the poor fel-
low the most harrowing grief, compelling him
to throw up his commission, and a great deal
more too.

ACCOUNT OF AN EXTRAORDINARY
ADVENTURE.

Extracted from an authentic work, published
in France, under the title, '#Les causes celebres."

Two Parisian merchants, strongly united in
friendship, had each one a child of different
sexes, who early contracted a strong inclina-
tion for each other, which was cherished by the
parents, and they were flattered with the expec-
tations of being joined together for life. Unfor.
mnately, they at the time thought themselves
on the point of compleing this long wished for
union, a man, far advanced in years, and pos-
sessed of an immense fortune, cast his eyes,on
the young lady, and made honorable proposals ;
her parents could not resist the temptation of a
son-in-law, in such affluent circumstances, and
forced her to comply, As soon as the knot was
tied, she strictly enjoined her former lover nev-
er to see her, and patiently submitted to her fate
—but the anxiety of her mind preyed on her
body, which threw her into a lingering disorder,
that apparently carried her off, and she was con-
signed to her grave. As soon as this melancholy
event reached the lover, his affliction was doub-
led, being deprived of all hopes of her widow,
hood ; but recollecting, that in her youth, she
had been for some time in a lethergy, his hopes
revived, and hurried him to the place of her bu-
rial, where a good bribe procured him the sex-
ton's permission to dig her up, which he per-
formed, and removed her to a place of safety,
where, by proper methods, he revived the al-
most extinguished spark of life. Great was
her surprise at finding the state she had been in
—and probably as great was her pleasure, at the
means by which she had been recalled from the
grave. As eoon as she v/as sufficiently recov-
cred the lover laid his claim, and his reasons,
supported by a powerful inclination on her side,
were too strong for her to resist; but as
France was no longer a place of safety for them,
they agreed to remove to England, where they
continued ten years, when a strong inclination
of revisiting their native country seized them,
which they jhought they might safely grati-
fy, and accordingly performed their vovage.

The lady was so unfortunate as to be known
by her old husband, whom she met in a public
walk, and all her endeavors to disguise herself
were ineffectual: he laid his claim to her be-
fore a court of justice, and the lover defended
his right, alledging, that the hueband, by bury,
ing her, had forfeited his title, and that he had
acquired a just one, by freeing her from the
jaws of death. These reasons, whatever weigh-
they might have in a court where love presided,
seemed to have.little effect on the grave sages of
the law : and the lady, with her lover, not think-
ing it safe to wait the determination of the
court, prudently retired a second time out of
the kingdom.

An Important Discovery—The Teeth.—Wai-
die notices a discovery of no little importance
to such as are troubled with bad teeth. He says:

"Some time since, Doctor Caldwell, now a
practising dentist at No- 68 South Sixth street,
had a favorite horse which had becoirie incapable
of eating his oats, and on investigation a cari-
ous tooth indicated the difficulty to result prob.
ably from toothache. Extraction wastherem.
edy of course;—tho poor horse was tripped up
by tying his feet together as custom prescribes,
his gutn was lanced as we poor human anities
have too often witnessed, and a pair of pinchers
were applied, as we have also experienced; even
a mallet and chisel failed of their effect. The
tooth was intractable: no effort would with-
draw it from its socket. The gum tumefied—
and on examining it carefully, the doctor per.

ceived a ligament at the neck of the tooth, and
without much thinking of the effect he cut i t ;
the tooih immediately fell out, or was extrica-
ted with a slight effort of the thumb and finger.

'*This led the operator to reflection, and the
hint was obtained which confers upon suffering
hqmaniiy^a benefit, which may be esteemed by
the sufferer second only to the discoveries of
Jenner, or the circulation of the blood ! Sub.
sequent experiments have fully proved that the
human teeth are also retained in their socket by
a ligament, and it is the breaking of this which
requires so much manual force ; and this, when
cut, which gives not so much pain as lancing
the gums, loosens the tooth, and it may imme.
diately be extracted without pain with the fin.
gers I A physician of our acquainlance.whOBe
name we are at liberty to mention if requested,
has had the operation of extracting a large mo-
lar, treble-fanged tooth in this way without
pain, and so gratified was he by the fact, that
he investigated the anatomy of the parts and
extracted all the teeth of a'dead subject in the
same way, and with no more difficulty than a.
bove related. He is a witness not to be impeach,
ed, who, with many others, have already been
benefittcd by this great anatomical discovery.

The Pirate and the Djove.—The following in-
teresting fact is related by Audubon in his Or.
nathological | Biography. In speaking of the
Zenaida dove he says—'A man who was once a
pirate assured me that several times, while at
certain wells dug in the burning, shelly sands
of a well known key, which must be hers
nameless, the soft and melancholy cry of the
doves awoke in his breast feelings which had
long slumbered, melted his heart to repentance,
and caused him to linger at the spot in a state
of mind which" he only who compares the
wretchedness of guilt within him with the hap.
piness of former innocence, can vtruly feel.—
He said he n^verleft the place without increa-
sed fears of futurity, associated as he was, at.
though I believe by force with a band of the
most desperate villains that ever annoyed the
navigation of the Florida coast. So deeply
moved was he by the notes of any bird, and es-
pecially by them of a dove, the only soothing
sounds he ever heard during his life of horrors,
that through these plaintive notes ami them
alone, he was induced to escape from his ves-
sel, abandon l)is turbulent companions, -and re-
turn to a family deploring his absence. After
paying a parting visit to those wells, and listen,
ing once more to the cooings of the Zenaida
love, he poured out his soul in supplication for
mercy and once more became what one has said
to be, 'the noblest work of God,'- an honest
man. His escape was effected amidst difficul-
ties and dangers : but no danger seemed to him
to be comparable with the danger of one living
in the violation of human and divine laws; and
now he lives in peace in the midst of his friends.

Shade Trees.—Be careful not to transplant
before tho leaves have fallen—as soon after as
you please.

The trees should be taken from open ground.
If taken from the dense forest, they will not
bear the exposure.

Select trees of sound growth; they have bet-
ter tops and better roots than the first.

Transplant the tree entire. The leaves are
the lungs of the tree, and affect its growth as
much as the roots. The frequent practice of
lopping off the top is very bad.

Be sure and get all the roots. Remember the
small fibres are what absorb nourishment fur the
tree. Strip off these, and the main body of the
root becomes only a contrivance to hold the tree
up. Do not expose the roots to sun and air
longer than absolutely necessary. Let them
carry with them as much of the old soil as they
can hold on ti>.

In setting ont the trees be careful to make the
hole s>> lar^e that the rootq shall not be coiled ;
neither let them be crowded together, for, then
they will decay.

Throw upon the roots at first fine strong mold,
never any manure; then throw on water, and
shake the tree till the mud lias filled up all the
interstices between the roots. After the ground
is somewhat dry fill up the hole and tread down
the earth. Nev«r leave a tree so that water can
stand over its roots.—Bath Const.

At Berlin, the Princess William, of Prussia,
(wife of the King's youngest son) nas composed
the entire music of a new ballet, which U in
preparation on a most splendid scale.
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WRATH DISARMED.
A man of my acquaintance, who was of a ve.

homenl and rigid temper, had, many years
since, a dispute with a friend of his, a p'rofemor
of religion, and had been injured by him. With
strong feelings of resentment, he made a visit,
for the avowed purpose of quarreling with him.
He accordingly stated to him the nature and
•xtent of the injury, and was preparing, as he
afterward confessed, to load him with a train of
severe reproaches, when his friend cut him short
by acknowledging, with the utmost readiness
and frankness, the injustice of which he had been
guilty, expressing his own regret for the wrong
which he had done, requesting his forgiveness,
and proffering him ample compensation. He
was compelled to say he was satisfied, and with,
drew, full of mortification that he had been pre-
eluded from renting his indignation, and wound-
ing his friend with keen and violent reproaches
for his conduct. As he was walking homeward,
he said to himself to this effect—"There must
be more in religion than I have hitherto suspect.
ed. Were any man to address me in the tone
of haughtiness and provocation with which l a c
eoBted my friend this evening, it would be im-
possible ,for me to preserve the equanimity of
which I liave been witness, and especially with
so much frankness, humility and meekness, to
acknowledge the wrong which I Jiave done ; so
readilv aslc forgiveness of the man whom I had
injured ; and so cheerfully promise a satisfacto-
ry recompense. I should have met his an per
with at least equal resentment, paid him reproach
for reproach, and inflicted wound for wound.
There is something in the religion which he pro.
fessee, and which. I am foiced to believe, he
feels; something which makes him so superior,
BO much better, so much mortramiable," than I
can pretend to be. The subject strikes me in a
manner to which 1 have hitherto been a stranger.
It is high time to examine it more thoroughly,

^with more candor, and wilh greater solicitude,
•also, than I have done hitherto." From this in-
cident, a train x>f thoughts and emotions com-
menced in the mind of this man, which termin-
ated in his profession of the Christian religion,
his relinquishment of the business fu which he
was engaged, and his consecration of himself to
the ministry of the gospel.—Dr. Dmight.

Temper.—Good temper is like a sunny day—
h sheds a brightness over every thing—it is the
•weetener of toil, and the soother of disquitude.
Every day brings its burtnen. The husband
goes forth in the morning to his professional
duties he cannot forsee what trial he may encoun-
ter—what failure of hopes, of friendship, or of
prospects may meet him, before he returns to
his .home ; but if he can anticipate that the beam-
ing and hopeful smile, and the soothing attention
he feels that his cross, whatever it may be. will
be lightened, and that his domestic happiness
is still secure.

It is the interest, therefore, as well as the du-
ty, to cultivate good temper, and to have ever
ready some word or look of cheeTfullness, of en,
eouragement. or at least of sympathy. A really
feeling heart will dictate the conduct which will
be most acceptable—which Times akinduess, as
renders it, and forbears all officious attentions,
while it ever evinces a readiness to oblige. It
need scarcely be said that this temper is of more
•alue than many more hrilliant endowments—
that it is among the first recommendations to a
woman in every domestic relation ; and especial-
ly in that tie, which, though nearest on earth,
is not one of kindred, it is assuredly the most
effectual cement of affection. It is not indeed
so much a means of attracting or exciting love,
as it is of securing it. In-fact it is scarcely
known, until familiarity draws aside the veil of
sozial restraint, and trie character, with its real
virtues,is unfolded in the privacy of home,

Old law of Courtship—-Oct. 27, 1617.—The
General Co tit enact, "that ff any young man
attempt to dress a young woman without the
consent of her parents or the County Court, he
•hall be fined 5/. for the first otfence, 10/. tor
the second and imprisoned for the third."

Punishments.—Sept. II, 1649.—Mathew
Stanley was tried far drawing the affections of
John Taxbox's daughter, without the consent of
her parents.

•'In the same month, 3 married women were
fined 5a. a-piece for molding* Query—What
would, or should have been the penalty for an
unmarried woman for the same offence ?—Salem
Matt, Register.

A Dear Kiss.—A curious trial was recently
held at Middlesex Session, in England. Thorn-
as Saverland, the prosecutor stated, that on the
day after Christmas he was in the tap room
where the defendant, Caroline Newton, and her
sister, who had come from Birmingham, were
present. The latter jokingly observed that she
had promised her sweetheart that no man should
kiss her while absent. It being holiday time,
Saverland .considered this a ohallenge, and
caught hoiJ of her and kissed her. The young
woman took it as a joke, but her sister, the de-
fendant, said she would like as little of that kind
of fun as he pleased. Saverland told her, if she
was angry he would kiss her also; he then tried
to do it, ancTthey fell to the ground. On rising,
the woman struck him; he again tried to kiss
her, and in the scuffle she bit off his nose, which
she spit out of her mouth. The action was
brought to reeover damages for the loss of the
nose. The defendant said he had no business
to kiss her; if she wanted kissing she had a
husband to kiss her, a better looking man than
ever the prosecutor was. The jury without
hesitation acquitted her; and the chairman said,
that if any man attempted to kiss a woman
against her will, she had a right to bite off his
nose if she had a fancy for so doing.

frankness.—Be frank with the world. Frank-
ness is the child of honesty and courage. Say
just what you mean to do, upon every occasion
—taking it for gianted that you mean to do
whatsis right. If a friend ask a favor, you
should grant it if it is reasonable ; if it is not,
plainly tell him why you cannot. You will
wrong yourself and wrong him by equivocation
of any kind. Never- do a wrong thing to make
a frier.d or to keep one, the man that requires
you. to do so is dearly purchased at such a sacri-
fice. Deal kindly, but firmly, wilh all men; you
will find jt.the policy which wears best. There
is no more dangerous experiment, than that of
undertaking to be one thing at a man's face, and
another thing behind his back. If the very con-
sciousness of such duplicity does- not degrade
you in your own eyes', you must be lost to every
noble feeling of our nature. We should live,
and act, and speak, " out of doors," as the say-
ing is, and say and do what we are willing to be
read and known of all men. It is not only best
as a matter of principle, but a matter of policy.

Sunday Schools—A Fact for Parents.—There
is some difficulty in Cincinnati in deciding the
question whether or not the common school
houses schould be allowed to be used for Sunday
schools. On one side it is held that the city or.
dinances forbid the use of these buildings for
any other purpose than common schools ; while
the other maintains that " Sunday Schools are
as common as Monday or Saturday schools."
In the course of this discussion it was natural
that the opinions of the common schools teach,
era should be elicited on the subject. It appears
that a large proportion of the Sunday school
children attend the common school, and it is
given as the opinion of the latter, that the chil-
dren who attend the' Sunday schools are the
most orderiy and make the most rapid improve-
ment. We have not the last doubt of it ; and
the fact should be pondered on by all who have
the care of children that should.but do not, at-
tend Sunday schools.—Bait. Pat.

Proverbs.—A White glove often conceals'a
dirty hand. The remedy for injuries is not to
remember them. Be a friend to .yourself and
others will. Go into the country" to hear the
news of the town, Be not a baker if your head
is made of butler. Call me cousin but cozen mo
not. Faint praise is disparagement. Ask thy
puree what thou ehouldsi buy. Z.al without
knowledge is like fife without light. Youth and
while paper soon take an impression. Vows
made in storms are forgotteu in calms. Thp
church is out of temper when charity is cold and
zeal is hot. The sting of reproach it. the truth of
it. Envy shoots at others and wounds herself.
A goosequill is more dangerous than a lion's
claw. Beware of a silent dog and a wet rat.

Swift says, and truly too, "He that hath a
proud woman for his wife, is like oak b girt
with ivy ; fur he suffers himself to be embraced
by that which will bring him to ruin.

He that hath a prudent wife, hath a guardian
angel by hie side ; but he that hath a proud wife,
haih the devil at his elbow. Ladies, be prudent,
but not proud, for you seethe contempt the
proud are held in, by the wise.

Deliberate long upon that which you can no*
do hut once.

An honest employment is a good patrimony.

A raw onion applied to the wound of a sting
from a wasp or bee, is said to Jan instantaneous
cure. Remember it.

A Yankee Notion.—An English paper contains
under the head of 'New American Patent,' the
announcement of a Patent hydrophobia Water
poof hat, made of the skin of a mad dog war-
rented not to take wauter.

Blocks made of a composition of coal dust,
river mud and tar, have been tried in England
as a substitute for coal in the furnaces of steam,
boats. They produced more heat in proportion
to bulk, and were less expensive than pure coal.

"So fades the lovely blooming Flower.,"—In
Scott co., Iowa, after a residence of four days,
the last single lady found a market on the 16th
ult. A correspondent writes, "our gentlemen
are three to one, and so anxious are pur settlers
for wives that they never ask , a single lady her
age. All they require is teeth."—Chicago A-

•'Pray, sir, is the section of the country in
which you are about to settle, sickly ?" said an
old gentleman to a couple of young physcians
who were displaying their learning on borad a
a steamboat. "Very much so, indeed," observed
one of them. "I expect to witness many death-
bed scenes in course of next summer." "I have
no doubt but that you will," replied the gentle-
man, "provided you get much practice."

Pork.—A lawyer charged a poor man three
dollars for advice. " There's the money," said
his client, " i t is all the money I have in the
world, and my family have been a long time
without pork." "Thank God!" replied the
lawyer, " my wife has never known the want of
pork since we were married."- Ai Nor never
will," rejoined the countryman, "so long as
she has so great a hog as you."

Gratitude.—A Dutch novelist's Dutch cap
lain casts the following reflections upon grati-
tude: " Gratitude is bell.metal for fools. I
have never been better paid than in assurances
of gratitude. Gratitude is the orange peel that
is thrown away when the juice is sucked ?"
Well done, Mynheer Von Dunk.

Weight of the Human Body.—M» Chaussie
dried a human body in an oven, the original
weight of which was 120 lbs.; when dry, it was
reduced to 12 Jbs. Hence-the solid matter of
the budy was water as one to nine or one-tenth.
From this it will be seen how great a proportion
the fluids of the body hear to the solids.

Sorrows.—A small sorrow distracts—a great
one makes us collected, as a bell loses its tone
when slightly cracked, and recovers it if the
fissure is enlarged.—Every heavy burden of sor.
rows seems like a stone hung round our neck,
yet are they often only like the Btone used by
pearl divers, which enables them to reach their
prize and to rise enriched.

A Cautious Widower.—In a village of Picar-
dy, after a long sickness, a farmer's wife fell
into a lethargy. Her ljusband was willing,
good man, to believe her out of pain, and so,
according to the custom of that country, she
was wrapped in a sheet, and carried out to be
buried. But, as ill luck would have it, the
bearers carried her so near a hedge, that the
thorns pierced the sheet, and waked the woman
from her trance. Some years after, she died
in reality ; and, as the funeral passed along, the
husband would every now and then call out,
"Not too near the hedge! not too near the
hedge, neighbors I"

M U I K I I K
Tn tills city, on the 10th instant, l.y the Rev. Mr, Mack,

Mr JAtVlK*; PAIGE, to Mrs. SAKAH M. SPRUNG,
all ol this city.

At Huiiric.tta, on the 1-th instant, by the R«v. E .
AV heeler, Mr. JAMES CROZIER to Alias AOMKS MONTGO-
MERY, till of this city.

Hy tlie Uev, Mr iSoardmtin, on the ISth instant, Mr
Peter Me.-uin, to Mi»s tisiher Curtis •

In Brighton, oh tiie 16th instant, by the Rev. Mr.Rich-
arson, Mr. William N. Sh*phard, orPittafprd, to Mil*
Mary 15. Uarnes, of the former place.

In Peiinekl, on ih«7ih.ult., by Kuniel fuller. Jr. Esq.
Mr, Fraukiiu Smith, to Alisa Phebe Gillel, aii ofP«n-

On the 14th Jnst. by the Rev. Mr. Goodwin, Mr. Or-
rin Hoi**, io MIB» CUarlotts Wright, both oi 'i*to any.
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172 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMUtEt.

B3F The subjoined beautiful lines—from the
pen of a young gentleman, whose poetic talent
bos been acknowledged in high places—hare
lost none of their beauty by delay,—The allu-
sions to the lamented ROCHESTER, are very ap-
propriate and pathetic; and the whole piece is
tinged with the richest poetic feeling :•—

Written for the Gem.
LOSS OP THE PULASKI.

Th« shades of midnight fling
Gloom on the rolling sea,

While, swift as falcon on the wing,
A bark moves gallantly.

Hundreds within her cabin sleep
In quietude profound.

Unconscious that the waters sweep
Beneath them and around.

Amid the sleeping throng
Are men of iron frame,

The gifted sage and statesman long
Known in the lists of fame :

Frail woman is on board—
Old Age with trembling bands;

And son and sire to health restored
By the balm of Southern lands.

They leave behind in dreams
Old Ocean's briny foam.

And wander by the laughing streams,
And pleasant bowers of home;

Familiar voices breathe
The words of welcome warm,

And snowy arms in fondness, wreath
Round many a manly form.

Ha! whence that clangor dire—
Those shriekings of despair—

That rush of thunder and of fire
Convulsing sea and air?

Why round that graceful bark
Of matchless speed and might

Boll funeral vapors, dense and dark,
Lik&Bemons of the Night?

Her iron sides are riven—
Her timbers torn in twain—

Like Autumn leaves by whirlwinds driven
Her fragments dot t main.

Upon her pride and power
Will dawn no cheering day;

Bat in this dooming, dreadful hour.
Those dreamers—where are they T

Where, where those visions sweet
Of kindred round the hearth—

Oh, will the parted household meet
No mere on this sad Earth ?

Will not the God who reigns
Alike in calm or storm,

Wbose breath can bind the deep in chains
Extend salvation's arm?

Some, whirled in flame on high.
Beneath the hissing waveB

Find without moan of Agony,
Unfathomable graven -,

And others madly cling
To plank and fractured deck

While heavy swells destruction fling
Across the sinking wreck.

Here, perishing Despair
Sends up appalling cries—

The froth of Ocean flecks his hair,
And blood-shot are his eyes;

And drowning Beauty calls
On man to save in vain :

Her sylph-like form through princely halls
Will never glide again.

There, with his wife and child,
The pious Pastor kneels,

But offers up, in accents wild,
No profitless appeals.

Faith, with a look serene,
Calms fear within the s o u l -

One kiss—the last—and darkly green
The waves above them roll.

A boat rocks on the t i d e -
Skill plies the bending o a r -

May God her trembling inmates guide
In safety to the shore !

From danger on the Deep
To home and friends restore them—

In vain!—the surf, with drowning sweep,
Breaks, in its terror o'er them.

Late 'mid the pallid band
I marked the form of one*

Whom annals of his native land
Pronounce a favored son.

His voice of hope and cheer
The faint of heart sustained,

When land was dimly seen, and fear

The rower's strong arm chainedi

Wife, child nor sacred home
Will glad his gaze no more.

With the saved /«» , all drenched with foam,
He stands not on the shore :

Fond hearts will wait iu vain
His coming far away— -

The blue sharks of the restless main
Have made his corse their prey.,

Ill-fated ship ! of all
Who shared'thy dreadful doom,

And sleep, beneath a briny pall,
Within a boundless tomb,

Where legions of the drowned
Fill grot and cavern dim—

Not one, not one was more renowned,
Or better loved than him.

W . H . C. HOBMBR.

* The Poet alludes to the lamented ROCHESTER.—ED.

Written for the Cem.
DEDICATION OF MOUNT H O P E . ^

" I've seen the moon gild the mountain's brow;
I've watch'd the mist o'er the river stealing,
Bat ne'er did I feel in my breast till now,
So deep, so calm, and sq hoi} a feeling:'
'Tis soft as the thrill which memory throws
Athwart the soul in the hour of repose."

We come,"we come from out the world's rude noise,
and bustling throng,

And enter this secluded spot, these hills and vales a-
among; •

To consecrate a place of rest, a dwelling for the dead:
Oh softly be each rising breath, and gentle every tread.

Thrice hallowed hour I that leads the soul to real scenes,
away

From such as life's illusive shades present from day to
day;

That softens and subdues eachtone, checks those intense
desires

That end in nought, while purer thought and feeling it
inspires.

No vaulted cells, or chisel'd work, of ancient art are
here,

Nor costly trappings that adorned the tombs of yore,
appear:

But nature's charms of loveliness are scattered all
around;

Embellishments most meet to deck such consecrated
ground.

A silent eloquence is felt—Death and Eternity,
Are traced upon the lofty boughs, and on the azure s"ky;
The falling leaf bears solemn truth, and in the breeze

we hear
Something of parting—sunder'd ties—the mourner, and

the tear.

They'll gather here—heart-stricken ones, to bury from
their sight,

The loved and lost, who mid life's cares were wont to
give delight;

The infant, and the prattling child, youth,- loveliest and
best,

And many-an aged one, all, all will mingle here j o rest.

Fresh flowers will shed their fragrance here, and grace-
ful willows bend .

O'er the green turf that hides from view the mourned
and cherished friend;

From these high hills, will sparkling streams flow, mur-
muring gently by,

And pools of crystal purity, within these vallies lie.

How sweet and quiet an abode! Oft will the"stranger
tread

Its paths, and seek amid its tombs some knowledge of
the dead ;

To virtue's memory repaythe tribute of a tear,
And learn the inscriptions friendship wrought,—oh say,

shall we be here ?•
Yes—many from among this throng, in peaceful sleen

will lie.
Unconscious of the charms around, or of the passer-hy:
We've chosen for ourselves a home—and now upon the

air
Is borne the requiem that we sing, and our own funeral

prayer.
Mount Hope ! that heavenly name imports thy high and

sacred trust. b

For till thetrump shall sound, thou'lt keep inviolate, our
dust; ' '

Then glorious forms will rise, to dwell in region far
more blest,

Where nought can enter, to disturb a Ionp, eternal rest.
_ _ A. C. P.

TIME PIECE.
"Could but our temper move like this machine.
Not urged by passions, nor delayed by sttleen
But true to Nature's regulating power, '
By virtuous aets distinguished every h o u r -
Then health and joy would follow as they ought.
The laws of motion and the laws of thought,
fcweet health to pass the present moment o'er,
And everlasting joy, when time shall be no mere.*'

From the Philadelphia Sdtutdttf Courier.
The following linen from the pen of Mrs. g y

we have received from a Boston friend, in mttnuaeripfc
They may have appeared elsewhere, but have not ne t
our eyes In print:

LAURA D. BRIDGEMAN,
The Deaf, Dumb and Blind CM of the New England

lmtitution for the Blind, Bottom.
BY MBS. SieOURNKY.

Where hides the light that to the eye
A holy message cave,

Tinging the retina with rays
From sky, and sea, and wave t—

And where the sound that to the soul
Its sinuous passage wrought 1

Or deftly breathing made the lip
A harp-string to the thought?

All fled!—all gone!—not even the rose
An odor left behind

Faintly, with broken reed to trace
The tablet of the mind.

That mind !- i t struggles with its doom,
The sleepless conflict see !--

As through its Bastile bars, it seeks
Communion with the flee.

Yet still its prison robe'it wears,
Without a prisoner's pain,

For happy childhood's mimic sun
Glows in each bounding vein.

And blest Philosophy is near,
Each labyrinth to scan,

Through Which the subtlest clue may bind
To Nature and to Man.

So. little daughter, lift thy bead,
For Christian love is nigh,

To listen at thy dungeon grate,
And every want supply.

Say, lurks there not some beam from heaven,
Amid thy bosom's night 1

Some eeho from a better land-,
To make, thy smile so bright ?

There's many a lamp in Greenland cell,
Deep 'neath a world'of snow,

That cheers the lonely household group
/ Though none beside may know;
And doth not God our Father's hand,

Light in thy cloister dim
A hidden and peculiar lamp,

' ' To guide thy steps to him ?

From the United States Gazette.
THE WIFE TO HER SLEEPING HUSBAND^
'The tie that binds the happy may be dear, irat that

which links the unfoitunate is tenderness unutterable.'
Four lustres, love, have pass'd away,

Since at the altar's side.
Thy nuptial promise bless'd mine ear,

And I was called thy bride :
Up sprung a thousand buds of Hope,

To consecrate that hour :
Alas ! a thousand beauteous buds.

That never came to flower.

For thou hast been in fortune's strife,
A thing for sorrow's aim :

Thy peerless mind and noble heart.
Thy proud unsullied name.

But vainly serv'd to chase afar,
The ills that thronged around,

And every dream of promised bliss,
A cause of grief was found.

The churchyard shows its little mounds,
Where long nave dwelt beneath.

Dear plants thaffri their vernal bloom
Were stricken down by_ death:

And friends we loved grew cold and Btera,
As riches took their flight:

And all, to thee, has chang'd to gloom,
Where thou didst turn for light.

Not ail, not ALL, my honor'd one,
For shining o'er thy sleep,

Affection's ray illumes thy couch,
And bids thy Mary-weep ;

Still may the happy boast of love,
Wluise strength was never tried:

By grief is all affection proved,
By grief is purified.

The husband slumber'd on,.nor knew
The watch that love was keeping,

But hope, with radiant promise seem'd
To mingle in his sleeping;

For 'mid the wildering dreams that mark'd
His sad unquiet rest, .

A smile.passed o'er the dreamer's brow,
And told that he was blest!

TAKE BACK THE CUP.
BY DAVID MARTIN.

Take back the cup—tfke back the cup.
-Nor press it to my lips again.

For though with sparkling wine filled up.
It hath the dreg of endless pain :

I will not wreck a God-like mind.
Against both Death and hell combined!

I've registeied a vow on high,
That if health smiles upon me now

N o friend for me shall 'i ave a sigh
No cloud shall darken mortal brow.

The Dead-sea of the mind I've passed '
Thank God! I see green land at last*!

My barque is out upon Life's Sea
Fair wind and weather may be mine.

My guiding star is Destiny,
n >*al ?uointa w h e r e KIor»ous meteors shine.But let the storm rage wild and blaek!

My barque must keep her onward track!
Then bear the poison- eup away!
rpJhK U.?h fl°we_rs bright entwine its brim
The'bottom hath the seeds of Death!

And on its surface serpents swim !
That charms us with a heaven perfume,

Till madness lights us to the iwoB!
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From Blackwood's Magazine.

LEGENDARY LORE—LAND AND SEA.
CHAPTER I.

JANE MARTIN was the only daughter of a yeo-
man living in the village of Meadham, not far
from the southern coast of England. The place
was divided from the sea by a low range of hills,
and the fields of pasture and of corn were sur-
rounded by extensive woods. These together
with the small collection of cottages and the
village church, presented a prospect of tran-
quillity and beauty.

Jane was the heiress of a cottage and a few
fields ; and without those advantages, had beauty
enough to attract more than one rustic lover.—
But no e of them could win her affections.—
Fler mother had died early, but had left on her
daughter's mind a tinge of her own imaginative
character. Her father was possessed of some
books which he was fond of reading, and de-
lighted to put in her hands. But he saw that
there was mixed up in her disposition a strong
portion of the irregular and fantastic strain,
which she must have had from her mother, who
always, he would add, had been a sort of fairy
body, rather than of common flesh and blood
like himself. Whatever touch of superstition
Jane could light on in his books of history or
travels, or in the belief and stories 6f her neigh.
bore, had for her a powerful charm. Dreams,
and pvnphecies, ?nd acco»»>tts /»<* gho?ts and vis-
ions filled her with awe. When she was about
fifteen, and was taken by her father to hear the
preaching of a wandering Methodist, a man of
eoarse but fervid eloquence, the descriptions in
which he rioted of the bodily torments of the
lost, and the never-ending delights of heaven,
were for her an exquisite, unimagined contrast
to the calm morality and grave devotion of the
parish church. The effect of that evening, for
the sermon was delivered after nightfall in a
dimly lighted barn, was so overpowering, that
she seemed for some days in a restless fever,
and at last was actually seized with illness.—
She rose however from her bed apparently strong
and fresh as before. Her beauty had lost noth-
ing of its attractiveness, and had gained some-
thing in expression. But she did not look
formed for happiness. The sensitive and exci-
table movement of her face, and the quick and
striking dilation of the pupils in her large light
eyes, conveyed the notion of a mind too early
disturbed, and too little under the government
of any settled principles of acfron, for the hope
of usefulness and peace. But surrounded as
was this countenance with pale brown hair, and
supported by a figure of healthy, youthful elas-
ticity, the whole pictnre of the girl had an affec.
tins sweetness.

Her favorite reading was an old collection
of voyages and travels, filled with records of
gainful and warlike adventurers, their inter-
course with foreign cities and savage tribes
erimes, sufferings, wonders, and superstitions—
on these she mused at every moment which she
could save from the care of her household af-
fairs and of the dairy and garden. She knew
nothing of the world except within a circle of
four or five miles around her father's house, and
all beyond presented itself to her mind as made
up of sparkling seas and spicy islands, gorgeous
towns, and beautiful and heroic men—ships so
light and gay as might sail among the clouds,
and cargoes of gold and fruits as glittering as
those summer clouds themselves. But, alas !
though within seven mile* of the coast, she had
sever seen the «ea; and the with to behold that
unknown boundless miracle of nature, became,
vb«n eh* had grown out of childhood, the

strongest feeling of her mind. Her mother she
knew was the daughter of-a seamen and had
spent her unmarried life at Southport, a town
and harbour distant some twenty miles from
Medham, where her father had found his future
bride. Now the long buried mother, whose
grave was in the churchyard and met her eyes
every Sunday, appeared to her in her dreams as
wearing some indistinct sea shape, as treading
lightly on the waves and beckoning hex to come
to that new and delightful region. The thought
was too precious to be spoken of to her father,
and the girl cherished it till she half persuaded
herself that something more than fancy had
shaped the image. For months she turned the
wish over and over till it grew into a project —
The notion of some unaccountable good to be
derived from looking on the sea—or som^aagi-
cal beauty clothing the great element-^^Tof
some mystery connected with the moment of
her success in the enterprise, fastened on her
imagination with no less strength than would on
many minds the hope of mounting from earth to
one of the heavenly bodies. The plan however
seemed almost impracticable. Her father was
growing old, a little peevish at any opposition
to his will, and more and more settled in his
daily round of habits. He was impatient at his
daughter's absence, except when he visited his
fields and gave directions to his one labour, a
business which seldom occupied more than an
hour at a time. The old man kind and saga,
cious. His slightest peculiarities were dear to
her and no image she had sa*T seen with her
bodily eyes was to her so agreeable as that of
the grey-headed and weather-beaten face; but
often while she sat beside him and supplied his
little wants, or answered his few and simple
observations, her thoughts would wander away
to the restless boundless sea with all its shores
and ships ; and the little world around her, for
which alone she had outwardly lived and which
alone she knew, seemed poor and small, com-
pared with the dazzling and amazing world of
which she knew nothing. She naturally avoid-
ed to express her feelings which she was aware
were stronger and more unusual than her father
or indeed any of her acquaintance could under,
stand or would approve. But the books which
he found her reading, and the questions which
&he sometimes ventured to ask as to the seaport
towns which he had visited in his earlier life,
in part betrayed her. One day during such a
conversation he suddenly exclaimed, " Heaven
help thee ! the sea seems always running in thy
head ! I should not wonder if the first idle sail.
or that comes wandering here catches thy fool-
ish fancy, and carries theo off from all our hon-
est country fellows. But take care Jane—they
are an unsteady, spendthrift, drunken set. At
best, their trade keeps them many a long month
in every year away from their wi7es and chil-
dren. Don't marry a sailor, Jane, don't marry
a sailor, or thy old father will break his heart."

This advice was not very likely to change the
current of Jane's thoughts. Her longing to look
upon the sea grew rather the stronger; but to
gratify it was not easy. The summit indeed of
the hills which bounded that inland country was
not further off than two hours' walking ; but
this was through unfrequented patbB and lonely
sheep.tracks up the downs. The village lay on
no line of traffic with the coast, and to under,
take an expedition to the shore without some
purpose of business would have sounded among
her neighbors like setting off on a crusade or a
pilgrimage, She shrank from owning her be-
loved secret even to her father, and nothing
therefore remained but to plan a clandestine ex.
cursion. This was possible only at night. A
ramble of the kind however had nothing very
alarming for ft country girL The imaginative

apprehensions which alone presented themselves
to the mind of Jane added to the charm, by en-
hancing the diguity of her enterprise. Spirits
she thought must needs be peculiarly her attend-
ants on the most momentous occasion of her
whole life, which had now reached the mature
age of eighteen.

The moon was shining in the summer sky
w hen she crept through her chamber-window and
sprang lightly on the ground. Had any one
seen her, it must have seemed from the excite-
ment of her look and manner under the homeli-
ness of her dark dress, that she was bent on a
different kind of meeting from that she really
meditated. She traversed the little garden, and
went on by well known paths which led her a-
way from the village, and under the shade of
hedges and coppices. Rapidly and with beating
heart she walked through quiet fields of corn,
and began to think that she was now escaping
all danger of interruption. In an hour she
reached the less cultivated and less populous
tract that divided the plain from the upland.—
Here she heard from behind her the church
clock which she knew so well, striking mid-
night. The path was no longer familiar to her,
but she knew the direction she had to take, and
her task increased in seriousness and interest
ttiemore completely she appeared engaged in it.
The downs arose grim and grey before her, and
after exploring for a few minutes, she struck in.
to the path that climbed their sides, and felt that
she had entered on a new world. But she be-
gan to be a little fatigued, aai1. mounted the hills
with less quickness than she crossed the valley.
Still she met no human being. The moon was
rising above her head and displayed her road,
and she thought she perceived the fresh sea-
breeze blowing down from the heights upon her
face. As she drew nearer and nearer to this
aerial summit, which she had so often looked
at almost with tear.", she cnld hardly believe
the reality of her own happiness. In spite of
her weariness, her heart was borne up with
wings. She paused for a moment a few yards
below the top of the ascent, and then ran head-
long on—and stopped.

There lay the sea beneath her, one sheet of
indistinct gray and moonshine, with the dark
land running off on. either side. In the obscuri-
ty an angelic vision moved along, with the moon
glancing on its white face ; it must be—could it
be ?—a ship ! She felt how deep were her own
emotions at the aspect of immense and unknown
power, t ough she could not have explained the
cause. The1 excitement of her raind did not
fail after its first rise, but. varii-d and prolonged
itself during her minuter examination of all
that lay before her. The moonbeams shifted
slowly as the liminalinn journeyed on and stoop-
ed towards the horizon. Here and there the
stars were faintly reflected in the gauze-veiled
mirror. The ship passed on in silent ghoBtli-
ness, and disappeared, while the weak murmer
of the waters of the waters on the shore be-
neath came to her as if whispering a secret
which she vainly strained her car to catch. She
stood charmed to the spot,until the first glimpses
of the early dawn began to mingle with the
gleams of night. And now she drank in with
insatiable thirst each moment of the great un-
folding vision. The brightening clouds—the
strengthening breeze—the cold sad sparkling of
the sea under the eye of day—the coloring of
the landscape, and the starting into clearness of
many vessels—all these were memorable events
to Jane. But the weariness of the body and the
exhaustion of the over-excited mind, compelled
her to rest, and by the increasing light she saw
a few yards beneath her a Bmall hollow in tke
hill, marked by an old thorn tree whioh shaded
a few Urge atones. On one of them she *»t
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and watched the scene before her, till in spite of
her efforts, her eyes closed against the light, and
her head drooped sideways against the bank.

CHAPTER II.

Jane had lost all consciousness, and was re.
called from sleep only by a voice at which she
started, and the first object that caught her eyes
was a young man who stood before her with the
broad sunshine streaming like a glory round
his face, and with a figure so graceful and an at.
titnde of surprise so lively,that Jane in the midst
of her fear, could not but think him the most
beautiful object she had ever seen. It was a
young Bailor, who had taken off his hat to en.
joy the air while climbing up the steep cliffs,
and whose exclamation on seeing the sleeping
girl had disturbed the dreams of her native vil-
lage and her cottage hearth.

"No offence, I hope, young woman: but I
could not help calling out when I found you
here, where I expected only the old thorn tree."

"Oh, no," she answered, "it is my fault—that
is, I believe I have been asleep, and it is very
wrong."

"Well, I do not see much harm, unless you
had fallen asleep when it was your watch on
deck, and you're hardly a sailor yet. But if I
may make so bold, it must be something out of
the way that brings you here at this hour of the
morning. The sum is not above half an hour
up. I have been this way pretty well at all
hours, and never found any one here yet but an
old shepherd, andperhaps sometimes of an even,
ing a pair of sweethearts ; and you are none of
the neighbors—I know them young and old for
three miles round."

Then came the explanation of Jane's adven.
ture ; and in telling it slightly as she did, there
was to her own feelings a strain of extravagance
in it, which she had never perceived until now,
when she was compelled to speak of it. The
stranger was full of wonder, but he thought,
from her look and manner, she must be telling
the truth. His determination to find out how
this was gained strength perhaps from his sense
of her personal charms; for the rounded active
figure and the soft face, with her bright eyes,
and long pale hair curling from under her bon-
net, were not lost on one who in his voyages
had seen many a pretty maiden, but never a
prettier than Jane Martin. He immediately pro.
posed, as he had no business that could no£
wait, to take care of her back to her father's.—
She refused with a deep blush and a downcast
look ; and wished a good morning, had turned
to go, but her steps faltered partly doubtless
from fatigue. In a moment the young sailor
was at her side, and insisted that she was too
weak to return without his help. The arrange-
ment was soon made; and at four o'clock in ihe
morning the pair set off on their walk, which
according to Jane'a design ought to have ended
about the same hour.

The road however was now down hill./ . She
had succeeded in the greatest aim she had ever
conceived, and her companion's arm was of
much assistance. Jane discovered in the first
half hour of their acquaintance, that he was the
soft of a fisherman's widow living in a cottage
at the foot of the cliff. He had early gone to
sea, and now at the age of twenty.two, had ris-
en to be second mate of a merchantman in
which he had made a voyage to the Mediteran.
ean. He had been on returning to England on
a visit to his mother, and bad set out that morn,
ing to walk across the country to Southport,
where he hoped again to obtain employment,
and perhaps a better situation than his last.—
After several other questions and replies, 'how,'
she said, 'do you pass the hours when there is
nothing to be done in the ship V

"I read or sing, or think of my friends at
home; and I fancy that some day or other there
may be some one on shore, younger and prettier
than my poor mother, who may remember me
when I am away, as I should remember her."

If Jane had been a lady she would hardly
have answered,—" Well, when I have nothing
to do, I mostly think of the sea, and how men
pass their lives upon it, and what sights they
have to look at,"

" And all this though you have no friend a
sailor—no brother or cousin, or lad that you
used to play with when you were both chil-
dren ?"

She blushed, and said, " No.—no one. My
mother's father was a sailor, and I have read of
many more in books, but I never paw one to
speak to before."

"And have you never thought if you would

like to have a friend who had made many a
voyage ? Would it not be pleasant to be able to
fancy that one you knew was on the wide
waves, and thinking of you while you would be
remembering him ?—some one whose return you
would look for, and who would bring you new
stories every trip of all he had fallen in with,
and perhaps some pretty trifles, and gowns and
lace from foreign parts ?"

It was with a low deep longing voice that she
answered,—"Oh, that would be too much hap.
piness !" Then she hung her head and hid her
face from him, but leaned the more clinging on
his arm. In truth she was almost overpower,
ed by fatigue and want of sleep, and they were
now at last within a stone's.throw of her fa.
ther's door. She turned from the lane they
were walking in, and passed over a stile into
one of his fields j~»nd when they reached the
orchard behind the cottage she begged William
to remain at its little gate while she went for.
ward, for she did not know in what state she
might find her father on account of her absence.
He remained leaning on the gate for a few se-
conds till startled by a woman's scream, when
he hurried in, and pushing through a passage
which contained three or four persons, all in
confusion, he found himself in the old man's
bedroom. There were several neighbors round
the bed, on which he lay apparently insensible,
and Jane stood supporting herself by one of the
bedposts, and with her eyes fixed on his face.
William went to her side, and saw the closed
eyes gradually open, and the father began to see.
Thmfast objects he beheld were his daughter,
afl^PFe young man standing by her in his sai-
lor's dress. He looked at them long and sadly,
and at last muttered, "I was sure it would be
so."

Jane now begged that she might be left alone
with her father, who was used to her attendance,
and specially requested William, as he was a
stranger, to stay in the outer-room till she could
go and speak to him. Reluctantly, and shak-
ing their heads, the neighbours went away.—
The father was still very feeble, and it was on.
ly after long delay, broken by floods of tears
from her, that she could communicate to him
the story of her own proceedings, and could
learn what he had to tell. On getting up, and
not finding her in the - house, bfi. had. hurried
about his own premises ; and still missing her,
had alarmed the neighbours nearest him, and
sent in different directions to look for her. But
on two or three of the messengers returning
without any tidings, he had fainted away, and
a crowd had gathered round him, as he lay on
his bed, the moment before Jane arrived. In
an hour he felt sufficiently strong to rise ; and
he and his daughter went to rejoin the sailor,
and offered him breakfast, of which they par.
took with him. But his fresh and lively look
was very different from the stern sadness of the
father, and from Jane's deep and confused de-
jection. He was not, however, discouraged
from speaking, nor she from listening. Even
the old man relaxed into civility before he took
his leave.

It was not many days till he came again, and
Jane soon learned that he had put off his jour-
ney to Southport. Thenceforth they met fre-
quently ; and in the summer evenings he was
seen walking about the quiet country lanes with
Jane leaning on his arm. It was, therefore, no
surprise to the village, when the banns were read
in the church for the marriage of Jane Martin
and William Laurence. With slow gestures
and thoughtful eyes her father gave her to her
husband. They returned to live with him ; and,
in the first glad flush of their love, the old man
died. His death was a shock to Jane, but nut
a lasting grief. She loved William too fully and
entirely to feel any gap in her life while she
possessed him ; and though she would have been
ready to toil for her father's comfort, had he liv-
ed, his death was far from overpowering, her.
Nay—though it is a severe truth—she felt re-
lieved from his silent forebodings, and seemed
to belong more entirely to William, now [that
all other claims oA her had ceased.

Not long after this William's mother was ta-
ken ill, and he was sent for to see her. She died
befor e his return,, and both were now deprived
of all they had much loved beyond each other.
In a few weeks it became necessary for William
to go again to his former home, in order to sell
the furniture and let the cottage, and Jane pro.
posed to accompany him. She rejoiced in thp
thought of again seeing the place whewjhey
had first naet, and of knowing more famjfQyr

that ocean which Kshe had obtained so insuffici-
ent a glimpse of. They went thither, and took
up their abode in the sea.side cottage. All about
it spoke of maritime occupation. The house
was partly constructed of wreck. The paling
around the puny garden was of the broken and
pitchy boarding ôf boats, and the shingle lay
driven in barren heaps against it. Within a
stone's.throw two or three fishing boats were
drawn up on the beach, and the children of the
fishers' families played along the shore. With,
in the cottage there was great want of many of
the inland comforts Jane had been used to, but
there were a few articles of transmarine curi-
osity, brought home by William, such as uncut
coral and pinkhearted shells.

Through the greater part of the day the hus.
band aud wife were busy in their household af-
fairs, examining and arranging their new pos-
sessions. But in the evening they felt them.
selves more at liberty, and they strolled togeth.
er along the shore. • Jane knew not what it was
that attracted her, but she had an obscure notion
of a wonderful and friendly power in the sea,
as if its movements had been the beatings of a
mighty paternal breast on which she could lay
her head. She walked along the outermost line
of foam, and every wave that broke delighted,
her, while at intervals she turned and stood, and
looked over the waters with vague but deep
emotion. A child who has been gazing at a
lovely star till he almost fancies it his his own,
would not be more gratified by seeing it sudden-
ly drop from the skies into his lap.

"Jane," said William, "you seem as much
pleased as a child with a new toy; yet the sea is
not to be joked with. Though there is only a
little ripple on it now, I have seen a swell that
frightened the best seaman on board ; and many
a hundred—ay, many a thousand ships, with all
tbeir crews, have gone to the bottom, smooth as
you may think it atop* I must tell you some
stories of shipwrecks, that you may not fancy it
all plaiu sailing, and may be willing to go back
home, away faom the surf." ~-

" You need not," said Jane; " I heard plen-
ty such stories from my mother, and I have not
forgotten one of them. Besides, tbe woman
with the green hair, who appeared to my grand,
father, is dreadful enough." *

" The woman withjhe green hair !' said Wil.
Ham suddenly. ••• Wfio saw that ? who told you
of it ?"

" My grandfather saw it twice, and my moth,
er told me of it. He used to make voyages to
Holland and Germany. I think, for I remember
my mother showing me the places in our old
map. Once he had not long left the po rt, some-
where abroad, when the fog began to thicken
round him, and the wind, at the same time, to
rise. The sailors wanted him to turn back, but
he would not, for he was a very bold and obsti.
nate man. The weather grew worse and worse;
and at last, when he had just refused the advice
of all on board to go back into harbour, he saw
a figure rise out of the water on the side nearest
the wind, and float in the air against the fog,
close to the mast. She put out her hands, as if
to push him and his ship back, and he noticed
her so well that he could describe her as he
could any of his friends. She was young and
hadsome, in a. long grey dress, with pale greeu(
hair hanging down over her neck. My grand-
father would not heed, and that night his ship
was dashed upon the shore, and he lost every
thing he had; all his crew were drowned, and
he was thrown upon the beach himself, almost
a corpse."

« Well," said William, " was that all ? did he
ever see her again ?"

'• Yes. For some years after this he made
successful voyages, and he spoke to his family
of the sight he had seen as of something strange
and remarkable, but not as if it had been of any
real importance. My mother had heard him de-
scribe the figure so often, that she said she felt
as if she had seen it herself. After she had been
married for some months, she went with her
husband to pay her father a visit, hefore she
should sail on what he intended should be bis
last voyage. He had laid out most of his pro.
perty in a cargo for the vessel, and expected to
make a great deal of money by it. The eve.
ning before he was to sail, he was returning
from the harbour to the house he lived in, a mile
or two out of Southport. The way lay along
the sea.side, and it was a beautiful summer eve-
ning, with a Blight sunny mist spread over the
water. After he had got clear of the town, he
turned round to look at the masts of hjs ship*
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which were plain enough to be seen, and he
noticed an odd movement, with some faint lines
in the sunshine, above the water. It grew
clearer and clearer, till he saw that it was the
woman with the green hair. He could have
thought it an hour Bince he last saw her, so ex-
actly was she the same, ezoept that now a weak
yellow brightness from the Bun fell over her
grey dress and pale green hair. She waved her
hand and looked at him, so that he understood
well enough that she warned him not to go back
to the ship. At first, he owned, he was dread-
fully frightened, but as she did not cease her
warnings, he turned his head from her and pro.
ceeded on his way. He did not dare to look
back again till he had struok into a path that
led down a hollow, so that the sea was hidden
from him. There was then no appearance of
the figure. He came home much changed in
his manner, and his face and voice were very
sad when he told his wife and daughter what
had happened to him. But he could not afford
to give up his voyage ; and, besides, he would
not have borne to be laughed at by his friends,
as he must have been had he staid on shore for
such a reason."

" And what came of it ?"
" My mother never saw him after the next

morning, when he went to sea. He was wash,
ed overboard and drowned before the eyes of
his crew. I was born three or four months af.
ter, and my mother was so affected by her loss ,
and by the 6tory of the greenhaired woman, that
she thought the impression made on her had
given me the same kind of features and look as
those o f the appearance described by my grand-
father. My hair, indeed, has never that I know
of been green."

William was long silent, and at least he said,
"Jane, I must tell you what I am thinking of.
I heard this story told by an old sailor of South,
port who said he had sailed in the ship, the mas-
ter of which was lost as you have just related,
though I had no notion that he was your grand-
father. But I have seen the green-haired wo-
man twice myself. I was in the Mediterranean,
and was the mate keeping watch on deck. The
night was cloudy, but every now and then we
had a good glimpse of moonshine. The moon
however was hidden whea I happened to be
looking towards the larboard bow, and I saw,
right- abreast of the foremast, hanging against
the clouds, the sort of figure you spoke of, with
her green hair falling about her. Her body and
dress seemed much Ine colour of the cloadu be-
hind, so that I could not make out her shape, but
j ust then a flash of moonshine came, and I saw
her as plain as I see you. She seemed, as you
said to be signing to us to change our course.
I called one of the seamen to try if he could
notice any thing in the direction in which I saw
her, but at the moment of his turning his head
she disappeared. I tried to think no more of it,
and an hour after a Greek pirate came up and
boarded us with a dozen men ; we had to fight
for it hand to hand, and lost three lives before
we got rid of the scoundrels, and I got a wound
in my shoulder that I feel even yet. Now it is
strange that the course the figure signed to us
to steer, as we found the next day, would have
taken us clear away from the pirrate into the
midst of the British squadron of men-of-war.
But there is something more cur ious than this-
You say your mother thought you had taken af-
ter the build of the figure from her hearing it
spoken of by her father ; now when I saw you
the first time that morning up yonder at the
lover's seat, the first tMhg that struck me was
—Well that girl is the likest I ever saw to the
green-haired woman. Your hair even had a lit-
tle greenish look, though that perhaps was from
the shade of the. old thorn tree above you. I
have never since been able to get it out of my
head that you and she are somehow sisters,
though I never saw two sisters to much alike.

Jane laughed, not very heartily, and owned it
was strange that he as well as her mother should
have noticed the likeness, " But you spoke,"
she said, "o f seeing this figure twice. How
did it happen the second time V*

" Oh ! that was much less remarkable. My
old captain made my fortune by promoting me
to be a mate, and getting me some.education.—
Soon afterwards he gave up the ship, and as he
was walking home from the town. I went haljlf-
a-mile or so with him to bid him good by ; I was
thanking* him for his kindness, when he said he
wanted no thanks, but he would be glad if I
would promise him one thing, and this was, that
of ever hy any chance be went to Be» again, I

would sail with him. I was looking up in his
face, and was saying, Y e s ; when I saw over his
shoulder, above a clump of trees on the top of
the down where it looks along the sea the same
figure of the green-haired woman. I was
bright sunshine, and I saw her quite plainly.
She was frowning and makiug signs to me as
if to prevent me from promising; but I was
not to be stopped so easily, and I gave the old
man my word I would go with him immediate,
ly on his letting me know, unless I should have
taken a berth in another ship beforehand.'"

11 And would you go now, that you are mar.
ried ?"

" To be sure I would — I must. Why, what
harm should happen to yoo-when I am away ?
And we should be all the better pleased with each
other on my return after a four or five months
voyage. But I don't think there is much chance
of it, for the old man has made his fortune and
is not likely to spend it."

CHAPTER III.

The husband and wife returned in a few days
from the sea-coast to their inland farm, and time
passed on quietly with them until their son was
born. Young Richard, for so he was named
after his maternal grandfather, was a new hap.
pineBs to both the parents. William too had
grown tolerably familiar with rural occupations,
and was pleased with the cultivation of his land.
It was now again midsummer, and the village
with its fields and trees looked as beautiful as
when Jane set out on her first expedition to the
sea. But how different were now her feelings !
It seemed to her as if in some mysterious way
she had in William married the sea itself, and
her restless fancies were all quieted. But this
calm was not to last. It was a bright July eve-
ning, and William had come in from the fields,
and was sitting down to his meal with his wife,
who was preparing the table, while he danced
the child upon his knee, when the postman came
to the door with a letter, which from the rarity
of the occurrence startled them as if it. had been
a gunshot fired into the room. The father turned

. pale when he saw the handwriting, and laid the
child on the floor. It was as he expected a let-
ter from his eld captain, saying that he had lost
his fortune by an unsuccessful speculation, and
was now about to embark again on a voyage to
Brazil, in which he claimed William's promised
help as chief mate of the ship. He saw at once
that he must go. Jane spent the evening and
most of the night in weeping, while he endeav-
ored to explain to hsr his wishes as to her mode
of life in his absence, and the measures she
should take for the management of the farm,
which with her active rural habits did not prom,
ise to be a very difficult busiuess. The next
morning at day-break, he started from Meadham
on his way to Southport, and Jane and her child
were left to cheer each other as they might.

The autumn and winter passed on, and with
the spring she had the hope of again seeing her
husband. But not so was it to be. The spring
brightened into summer, but William came not
with the leaves and crops. The summer ad-
vanced to maturity, but the husband of Jane did
not come to reap his harvest. She could no
longer endure the sight of Meadham, and as the
sea-side cottage was now again untenanted, she
resolved to remove thither, as if in being nearer
the sea she should be nearer to William. She
entrusted her farm to a laborer on whom she
could rely, and went with her child to live upon
the strange and inhospitable shore. For some
weeks she would spend hours in looking over
the sea and watching every vessel; but she grew
weary of this habit, and devoted herself to her
son. He was growing into a vigorous and live-
ly child, and his likeness to his father perpetual-
ly reminded her of the husband she had lost.
Her talk with the boy related almost entirely to
the life and exploits of seamen, and she seemed
to devetc him from his infancy to the task of one
day following and recovering his parent. No-
thing gave her so much pleasure as to see him
mingle with the fishermen and their children,
and so partly prepare himself for his future life.
Once indeed she^returned to Meadham for a few
days, in order to arrange the affairs of the farm,
and took Richard with her. But the delight
with which he beheld the inland cultivation, the
large trees, the green andSyellow fields, and the
comparative comfort and spaciousness of the
farm-house, so alarmed his mother, that she
never let him return there for more than a fevr
hours. Gradually he came t» consider the sea
as hit- inevitable destination, and »" share in her

superstition that if he but sailed on a distant
voyage, he oould not fail to find his father. He
was about eight years old when he begged to be
allowed to accompany one of the fishermen in
his voyage to Southport, where was the market
for his fish, and back to the fishing village—an
expedition which would last in all probability
only a day. He departed in all the joyousnees
of childhood, and his mother who had clothed
him in a new dress like that of a full-grown sea-
man and not like that of a fisherman, saw the
boat set sail with her son on board, as happily
as if he had been going to his wedding. But
while her eyes were still fixed on it, and before
it had gained twenty yards from the beach, she
discovered, sitting beside the mast, and as it
were pushing the child towards the land, the
grey figure of a woman with leng green hair.
She could not be mistaken; it was distinctly
visible against the dark red sail; Jane sank
baek on the shingle, pointing towards it with
her outstretched hand. After a leng delay, she
found strength to regain her home, and spent
the whole day at the window which overlooked
the sea, with her eyes fixed on the point of the
head-land round which the fishing boat would
first come in sight.

It was a clear and glowing evening close up.
on sunset, when the dark sail crept into view,
and looked a spot of blood in the bright and
glassy expanse lighted up by the sun, now set-
ting behind the down from which Jane had
first beheld the sea. She now watched the boat
that bore her only child—she hardly observed
any of the other sails that glided ever the wa-
ters, most of them at a greater distance than the
one she eyed so fixedly. Among those was a
square riggid vessel coming from the north into
the bay, with coals for the neighboring popula-
tion, and pressing on, anxious to save the tide
for unloading, so as to leave the unprotected
beach on the following morning. Jane knew
nothing of this but as she continued to observe
the boat while it drew on, and the ship advan-
ced in a converging line, and both were hardly
now more than a mile away from her, by some
mismanagement on both sides, the boat was
run down. It upset on the instant, and Jane
could distinguish one of the two men who were
in it clinging to a rope flung from the ship.—
What became of the other lives she could not see.
But for Jier the event was enough. Connected
with her husband's history, and the appearance
in the morning, the accident spoke plainly to
her mind. Aflter the first horror, she sat mo-
tionless with stiffened eyes, tiJi the ship took
the ground, when perhaps with some miserable
revival of hope, she ran out of the house to.
wards it. The first person she met was the res.
cued fisherman, who shook his head and drop,
ped his hand before she reached him. She sat
down on the beach, stooped her forehead on her
knees, and asked him no questions. Before an
hour some of the neighbouring women had
gathered round her, At last one of them ven-
tured to address her, and taking courage from
her silence, lifted her up in her arms; she made
no resistance, but walked quickly to her home.
Only on their attempting to lay her on the bed
she turned fiercely away, and.sat down, at the
window from which he had witnessed the de-
struction of the boat.

The women found they could make no change
in her determination, for she only answered
them by requests that they would leave her to
herself. They at last complied, and she re-
mained alone at her open lattice in the deepen,
ing twilight. Through it was to be seen the
line of coast to the right, with the black ship
lying at a quarter of a mile from her, beset
with men and wagons engaged in unloading
the coals. The shore beyond stretched away in
a dark line terminated by the headland, round
which she had seen the boat disappear in the
morning, and again return scarcely two hours
ago; she fixed her eyes upon the water between
this promontory and her, and saw them far in
the night gradually brighten beneath the moon.
It was after midnight when she discerned, in
this trembling radiance, a hazy speck hovering
above the waves ; and as she gazed more ear-
nestly, it became the woman with the preter,
human hair, who was again distinctly marked,
and looking mournfully at her. A dark mass
seemed rolling before her in the water, and as
she and it drew close to the shore, the expres.
sion of the sea-womaa'a face became so pite-
ous, that Jane got up and went to the edge of
the water, where driven at that instant on the
shingle lay the body of her son. S!u; !if,<J
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it from the waves, sad sat down on the beach
with the cold and heavy corps upon her knees;
it was dressed in tho new blue clothes which
she had made for him with so much pleasure
after the model of those worn by his father.-—
The water from them covered her with mois.
ture, over which at last the warm tears fell
down, while she felt the dead unresisting limbs,
and looked on the pale fece and staring eyes.—
The dark brown hair still hung about the fore-
head, dripping with the brine, and showing none
of the curls which she had so often handled.—
All else Beemed changed, but by long gazing
she could still recognise,' in the moonshine, the
fair boyish features and lips that never more
would smile on her. She could not bear the
horny stare of the eyes, and she gently closed
the lids before she lifted the body, and walked
with it to her home. When there, she called
for no help of her neighbours, but laid it on the
little grass-plot, while she went and' struck a
light. She again lifted the burden and laid it
on her own bed, in which her boy had always
slept. She tookofl the clothes, washed away
the sand and salt, stretched him as if in sleep
where he had been used to lie, and then threw
herself beside Ue senseless clay, and pressed
it to her bosom. Passionate grief, and floods
of tears followed, and then again she lay ex-
hausted and helpless, till her returning strength
broke out anew in bursts of misery ; at last she
was motionless as the corpse itself, and almost
equally lifeless. And while in this state,, with
her moveless arms hanging round the body, a
stranger, in the first grey of the dawn, entered
the house, the door of which was unfastened,
and saw by the sickly expiring light the specta-
ole of the mother and her dead child. At first
he started and shuddered, but soon began to
gaze steadily on the pair, till gathering con.
viction, he exclaimed, "Jane, Jane, can this be
you?"

She raised herself slowly and silently in the
bed from beside her child, and looked at the
speaker. A minute passed before she cried
aloud, "William, I have killed our boy." It
was indeed William, returned a broken and hag-
gard man. They spent the following hours in
such melancholy talk as became their condition.
Jane learned that her husband's vessel had been
wrecked on the coast of South America ; that
he and one or two others had escaped, but had
been long detained in the interior, partly among
the Indians ; had made several unsuccessful at-
tempts to reach Europe, and only now, after
eight years' absence* had arrived in England in
a vessel from Monte Video. He had landed at
Southport, and hastened to the fishing village,
which was hardly out of his road to Meadham,
and where he expected to hear some intelligence
of bis wife and child.

The corpse was borne in its coffin on the
shoulders of the fisherman along the path to
Meadham, for the cart-road went many miles
round. William and Jane walked together be-
hind the bearers up the down, and passed the
lover's seat where they had first met, and along
the whole track on which that summer morning
she had been supported by his arm while retur-
ning to her father's house. His hair was now
grey, but here was white as snow.

INVENTION OF THE ARABIANS.
A great number of the inventions which, at

the present day, add to the comforts of life, and
without which literature could never have flour-
ished, are due to the Arabians. Thus, paper,
now so necessary to the progress of the intellect,
the want of which plunged Europe, from the
seventh to the tenth century, into such a state
of ignorance and barbarianism, is an Arabic in-
vention. In China, indeed from all antiquity,
it had been manufactured from silk ; but about
the year 30 of the Hegira, A. D. 649. this in.
vention was introduced at Samarcand; and
when that flourishing city was conquered by the
Arabians, in the year 35 of the Hegira, an Ara-
bian, of the name of Joseph Amton, carried
the process by which paper was made to Mecca
his native city. He employed cotton in the
manufacture; and tho first paper, nearly re.
sembling that which we now use, was made in
the year 88 of the Hegira, A. D. 706. This in.
vention spread with rapidity throughout all the
dominions of the Arabians, and more espe-
cially in Spain, where the town of Satova, in
tlie kirgdem of Valencia, now called Tan-Phil.
ippo, was renowned from the twelfth century
for its beautiful manufacture) of paper.

It appears that, at this time, the Spaniards

had substituted, in th* fabrication bf paper,
flax, which grew abundantly with them, for cot-
ton, which was far more ssarce and dear. It
was not until the end of the 13th century that,
at the instance of Alfonso X., king of Castile
paper-mills were established in the Christain
states of Spain, from whence the invention
passed, in the fourteenth century, only to Tra.
visa and Padua.

Gunpowder, the discovery of which is gener-
ally attributed to a German chemist, was known
to the Arabians at least a century before any
traces of it appear in the European historians.
In the 13th century t was frequently employ,
ed by the Moors in their wars in Spain,' and
some indications -remain of its having been
known in the eleventh century.

The compass, also, the invention of which
has been given, alternately, to the Italians and
the French, in the thirteenth century, was al-
ready known to the Arabians in the eleventh.—
The Geographer of Nubia, who wrote in the
twelfth century, speaks of it as an instrument
universally employed.

The numerals which we call Arabic, but
which perhaps, ought rather to be called Indi-
an, were undoubtedly, at least, communieated
to us by the Arabians. Without them, none of
the sciences in which calculation is employed
could have been carried to the point at which
they have arrived in our day, and which the
great mathematicians and astronomers, amongst
the Arabians, very nearly approached.

The number of Arabic inventions, of which
we enjoy the benefit without suspecting it, is
prodiguous. But they have been introduced in-
to Europe, in every direction, slowly and im.
perceptibly ; for those who imported them did
not arrogate to themselves the discovery, but
acknowledged that they had seen them practiced
in the East. It is peculiarly characteristic of
all the pretended discoveries of the middle ages
that when the historian mention them for the
first time, they treat them as things in general
use. Neither gun powder, nor the compass,
nor the Arabic numeralz, nor paper, are any
where spoken of as discoveries, and yet they
must have wrought a total change in war, in
navigation, in science, and in education. It
cannot be doubted but that the inventor, if he
had lived at that time, would have had sufficient
vanity to claim so important a discovery. Since
that was not the case, it may reasonably be
presumed that these inventions were slowly im-
ported by obscure individuals, and not by men
of geirius, and that they were brought from a
country where they were already universally
known.

Such, then, was the brilliant light which lit-
erature displayed, from the ninth to the four-
teenth century of our era, in those vast coun-
tries which had submitted to the yoke of Islam,
ism. Many melancholy reflections arise when
we enumerate the long list of names which,
though unknown to us, were then so illustrious,
and of manuscripts buried in dusty libraries,
which yet, in their time, exercised a powerful
influence over the human intellect. What re-
mains of so much glory ? Not more than five
or six individuals are in a situation to take ad-
vantage of the manuscript treasures which was
enclosed in the library of the Escurial. A few
hundreds of men only, dispersed throughout all
Europe, have qualified themselves, by obstinate
application, to explore the rich mines of orien-
tal literature. These scholars with difficulty
obtain a few rare and obscure manuscripts; but
they are unable to advance far enough to form
a judgment of the whole scope of that literature
of which they have so partial a knowledge.

But the boundless regions where Islamiam
reigned, and still continues to reign, are now
dead to the interests of science, The rich
countries of Fez and Morocco, illustrious, five
centuries, by the number ' of their academies,
their universities, and their libraries, are now
only deserts of burning sand, which the human
tyrant disputes with the beasts of prey.

The smiling and fertile shores of Maurita-
nio, where commerce, arts and agriculture at.
tained their highest prosperity, are now the re-
treats of corsairs, who spread horror over the
seas, and who only relax from their labours, jn
shameful debaucheries, until the plague period,
ically comes to select its victims from among
them, and to avenge offended humanity. E?
gypthas, by degrees,, been swallowed up by the
sands which formerly fertilized it. Syria and
Pajestino are desolated by the wandering Be.

, douins, lew terrible still than tho pacha who

oppresses them. JJagdat, formerly tne resi.
dence of luxury, of power, and of knowledge,
is a heap of ruins. The celebrated universities
of Cufa and Baesora are* eitinet. Those of
Samarcand and Balhk share in the destruction.
In this immense extent of territory, twice or
thrice as large as Europe, nothing is found bat
ignorance, slavery, terror, and death. Few
men are capable of reading the works of their
illustrious ancestors ; and of the few who could
comprehend them, none are able to procure
them. The prodjguous literary riches of the
Arabians and the Mussulmans rule. It is not
there that we must seek, either for the fame of
their great men, or for their writings. What
have been preserved are in the hands of their
enemies, in the convents of the monks, or in
the royal libraries of Europe. And yet these
vast countries have not been conquered. It is
not the stranger who has despoiled them of their
riches, who has annihilated their population,
and destroyed their laws, their manners and
their national spirit. The poison was their
own; it was administered by themselves, and
the result has been their own destruction.

Who may say that Europe itself, whither the
empire of letters and of science has been trans-
ported ; which sheds so brilliant a light; which
forms so correct a judgment of the pa&t̂  and
which compares so we-11 the successive reigns
of the literature and the manners of antiquity
shall not, in a few years, become as wild and
deserted as the hills of Mauritania, the sands
of Eygpt, and the valleys of Anatolia? Who
may say, that in some new land, perhaps, in
those lofty regions whence the Oronoco and the
river of the Amazons have their source, or per-
haps, in the impregnable mountain, fastneses of
New Holland, nations with other manners, other
languages, other thoughts, and other religions,
shall notarise, once more to renew the human
race, and to study the past as we have studied
i t ; nations who hearing of our existence, that
our knowledge was as extensive as their own,
and that we, like themselves, placed our. trust
in the stability of fame, shall pity our impotent
efforts, and recall the names of Newton-, of
Racine, and of Tosso, as examples of the vain
strugglers of man to snatch that immortality of
glory, which fate has refused to bestow ?—Sit.
mondi. •

From Sketches by Box.
A VISIT*TO NEWGATE.

T)te Condemned Cell.—-We entered the first
cell. It was a stone dungeon, eight feet long
by six wide, with a bench at the further end, un-
der which were a common horse-rug, a bible
and prayer book. An iron candlestick was fix.
ed into the wall at the side ; and a small high
window in the back admitted as much air and
light as could straggle in between a double row
of heavy, crossed iron bars. It contained no
o«her furniture of any description.

Conceive the situation of a man, spending his
last night on earth in this cell. Buoyed up with
some vague and undefined hope of reprieve, he
knew not why—indulging in some wild and vi-
sionary idea of escaping, he knew not how—
hour after hour of the three preceding days al-
lowed him for preparation, has fled with a speed
which no man living would deem possible, for
none but this dying roan now. He has wearied
his friends with entreaties, exhausted the at-
tendants with importunities, neglected in his fe-
verish restlessness the timely warnings of his
spiritual consoler; and now that the illusion is
at last dispelled, now that eternity is before him
and guilt behind, now that his fears of death
amount almost to madness, and an overwhelm,
ing sense of his helpless, hopeless state rushes
Upon him, he is lost and stupined, and has neith-
er thoughts to turn to, nor power, to call upon
the Almighty Being, from whom alone he can
seek mercy and forgiveness, and before whom
his repentance can alone avail.

Hours have glided by, and still he sits upon
the same stons bench, with folded arras, heed-
less alike of the fast decreasing time before him,,
and the urgent entreaties of the good man at his
side. The feeble light is wasting gradually, and
the death.like stillness of the street without,
broken only by the r«mbling of some passing
vehicle which echoes mournfully through the
empty yards, warns him that the night is waning
fast away. The deep hell of St. Paul's str ikes-r
orte ! He heard i t ; it has roused him. Seven
hours left! He paces the narrow limits of hm
Cell with rapid strides, cold drops of terror
starting on his forehead* and every muscle «f
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hia frame quivering with agony. Seven hours!
He suffers himself to be led to his seat, mechan-
ically takes the bible which is placed in his hand,
and tries to read and listen. N o : his thoughts
will wander. The book is torn and soiled by
use—how like the book he read his lessons in at
school just forty years ago ! Hs has never be-
stowed a thought upon it since : and yet
the place, the time, the room—nay, the very
boys he played with, crowd as vividly before
him as if they were scenes of yesterday ; and
some forgotten phrase, some childish word of
kindness, rings in his ears like the echo of one
uttered but a minute since. The deep voice of
the clergyman recalls him to himself. He is
reading from the sacred book its eolemn promi-
ses of pardon for repentance, and its awful de-
nunciation of obdurate men. He falls upon his
knees and clasps his hands t© pray. Hush!
what sound is that ? He starts upon his feet.—
It cannot be two yet. Hark ! two quarters have
struck ;—the third—the fourth. It is ! Six
hours left. Tell him not of repentance. Six
hours' repentance for eight times eix years of
guilt and sin ! He buries his face in his hands,
and throws himself on the bench.

Worn with watching and excitement, he
sleeps, and the same unsettled state of mind pur.
sues him in his dreams. An insupportable load
is taken from his breast; he is walking with his
wife in a pleasant field, with the bright blue sky
above them, and a fresh and boundless prospect
on every side—how different from the stone
walls of Newgate ! She is looking—not as she
did when he saw her for the last time in that
dreadful place, but as she used when he loved
her—long, long ago, before misery and ill-treat-
ment had altered her looks, and vice had changed
his nature, and she is leaning upon his face with
tenderness and affection—and he does not strike
her now, nor rudely shake her from him. And
oh ! how glad he is to tell her he had forgotten
in that last hurried interview, and to fall on his
knees before her and fervently beseech her par.
don for all the unkindness and cruelty that was.
ted her form and broke her heart! The scene
suddenly changes. He is en trial again : there
are the judge and jury, and prosecutors, and
witnesses, just as they were before. How full
the court is—what a sea of heads—with a gal.
lows, too, aud a scaffold—and how all those peo-
ple stare at himi Verdict, "guilty." No
matter, he will escape.

The night is dark anil cold, the gates have
been left open,and in an iristanlhe is in the street,
flying from the scene of his imprisonment like
the wind. The streets are cleared, the open
fields are gained, and the broad wide country
lias before him. Onward he dashes in the midst
of darkness,, over hedge and ditch, through mud
and pool, bounding from spot to spot with a
speed and lightness astonishing even to himself.
At length he pauses ; he must be safe from pur-
suit now ; he will stretch himself on that bank
and sleep till sunrise.

A period of unconsciousness succeeds. He
wakes cold and wretched; thj dull grey light of
morning is stealing into the cell, and falls upon
the form of the attendant turnkey. Confused
by-his dreams, he starts from his uneasy bed in
momentary uncertainty. It is but momentary.
Every object in that narrow cell is too frightfully
real to admit of doubt or mistake. He is the
condemned felon again, guilty and dispairing ;
and in two hours more he is a corpse.

WHEATON AND T H E PANTHER.
Ben Wheaton was one of the first settlers on

the waters- of the Susquehanna, immediately af.
ter the war, a rough, uncultivated and primitive
man. As many others of the same stamp and
character, be subsisted chiefly by hunting, cul-
tivating the land but sparingly, and in this way
raised a numerous family amid the woods and
in a half starved condition and comparative na-
kedness. But as the Susquehanna country rap.
idly increased in population, the hunting grounds
of Wheaton were encroached upon ; so that a
chance with the smooth bore, among the deer
and bears was greatly lessened. On this ac-
count Wheaton removed from the Susquehanna
country, in Otsega county, to the more unsettled
wilds of the Delaware, near a place yet known
by the appellation of Waif* Settlement, where
fame was more plenty. The distance from
where lie made his home in the woods, through
to the Susquehanna, wa» about fifteen miles,
and was one contjnuad wilderness at that time.
Through these' woods this almost aboriginal
bgnUr r u often compelled to pass to the Sus-

quehanna, for various necessaries, and among
the rest no small quantity of whiskey, as he was
of very intemperate habits. On one of these
visits, in the midst of summer, with his smooth
bore on his shoulder, knife, hatchet, &c. in their
proper place, ho had nearly penetrated the dis-
tance, when he became weary, and having come
to the summit of a ridge (sometime, in the after-
noon) which overlooks the vale of the Susque.
hanna, he selected a convenient place in the
shade, as it was hoi, for the rays of the sun from
the west poured his sultry influence through all
the forest, where he lay down to reBt awhile
among the leaves, after having taken a drink
from his pint bottle of green glass, and a mouth,
ful of cold Johnnycake from his pocket.

In this situation he was soothed to drowsiness
by the hum of insects, and the monotony of the
passing winds among the foliage around him,
when he soon unwarily fell asleep with his gun
folded in his arms. But a/ter a while he awoke
from his sleep, and for a moment or two still
lay in the same position, as it happened, with,
out stirring, when he found that something had
taken place while he had slept, which had situa.
ted him somewhat differently from the manner
in which he .first went to sleep. On reflecting a
moment, he found he was entirely covered, head
and ears, with leaves and light stuff, occasioned
as he now supposed, either by the sudden blow,
ing of the wind, or by some wild animal. On
which account he became a little disturbed in
his mind, as he well knew the manners of the
panther at that season of the year, when it hunts
to support its young, and will often cover its
prey with leaves and bring its whelps to the
banquet. He therefore continued to lie perfect,
ly still, as when he first awoke; he thought he
heard the step of some kind of heavy animal
near him ; and knowing that if it were a pan.
ther, the distance between himself and death
could not be far, if he should attempt to rise up.
Accordingly, as he suspected, after having lain
still a full minute, he now distinctly heard the
retiring tread of the stealthy panther, of which
he had no doum, from bis knowledge of the
creature's ways. It had taken but a few steps,
however, when it again stopped a longer time ;
still Wheaton continued his silent position,
knowing his safety depended much on this.
Soon the tread was again heard, farther and far-
ther off, till it entirely died away in the distance ;
but he still lay motionless a fejyjnjcutes longer,
then he ventured gently and cautiously to raise
his head and cast an eye in the direction; the
ereature, whatever it was, had gone, and he could
see nothing. He now rose up with a spring,
for his blood had been running from his heart
to the extremities, and back again with uncom-
mon velocity, all the while his ears had listened
to the steps of the animal on the leaves and
brash. He now saw plaiuly the marks of de-
sign among the leaves, and that he had been
covered over, and that the paws of some crea-
ture had done it.

And if, as he suspected, a panther was the
animal, he knew it would soon return to kill
him, on which account he made haste to deceive
it, and to put himself in a situation to give it a
taste of the contents of old smooth bore. He
now seized upon some pieces of old wood which
lay all about, and placed as much as was equal
to his own bulk exactly where he had slept, and
covered it all over with leaves in the same man./
ner the panther had done, and.then sprang to a
tree near by, into which he ascended, from
whence he had a view a good distance about
him, and especially in the direction the crea-
ture had gone. Here in the crotch of the tree
he stood, with his gun resting across a limb, in
the direction gf the place where he had been left
by the panther, looking sharply as far among
the woods as possible, in the direction he ex-
pected the creature's return. But he had re-
mained in this condition but a shorj time, and
had barely thrust the ramrod down the barrel of
his piece, to be sure the charge was in her, and
to examine her priming, and shut down the pan,
slowly so that it should not snap and thus make
a noise, when his keen Indian eye, for such he
had, caught a glimpse of a monstrous panther,
leading warily two panther kittens toward her
intended supper.

Now matters were hastening to a cHinax
rapidly, when Wheaton or the papther should
finish their hunting on the mountains of the
Susquebanna, for if old Smooth Bore, should
flash in the pan, or miss her aim, the die would
be caet, as he could not load again ere her claws
would have sundered his heart string in the tree

where he was, or if he Bhould.but partially wound
her, the same must have been his fate. During
these thoughts the panther had hid her young
under some brush, and had come within some
thirty feet of the spat, where she supposed her
victim was still sleeping, and seeing all as she
left it, dropped down to a crouching position,
precisely as a cat, when about to spring on its
prey. Now was seen the soul of the panther in
its perfection; merging from the recess of na-
ture, hidden by the creature, along the whole
nervous system, but resting chiefly in the brain,
from whence it glared, in bright horror, from its
burning eyes, curled in its strong and vibrating
tail, pushed out its sharp white and eliptic fangs,
from its broad and powerful paws, ready for
glittering, glittered on the points of its uncov-
ered teeth, and smoked in rapid tissues of steam
from its red and open jaws, while every hair of
its long dun back stood erect in savage joy, de-
noting that the fatal moment of its leap had
come.

Now the horrid nestling of its hinder claws
drawn under its belly was heard and the bent
ham-strings were seen but a half instant by
Wheaton from where he sat in his tree, when
the tremendous leap was made. It rose on a
long curve into the air of about ten feet in the
highest place, and from thence descending, it
struck exactly where the breast and bowels of
its prey had lain, with a scream too horrible for
description, when it tore to atoms the rotten
wood, filling for several feet above it, the air
with the leaves and light brush, the covering of
the deception. But instantly the panther found
herself cheated, and seemed to droop a little
with disappointment, when however it resumed
an erect posture, and surveyed quite around on
every side on a horizontal line, in search of its
prey, but not discovering it, she cast a furious
look aloft among the tops of the trees, when in
a moment or two the eyes of Wheaton and the
panther had met. Now for another leap, when
she dropped for that purposo^but the bullet off,
and two buck shot of old smoothbore, were too
quick; as he lodged them all exactly in the brain
of the savage monster, and stretched her dead
on the spot where the hunter had slept but a
short time before, in the soundness of a moun-
tain dream.

He had " marked the spot where her young
were hidden, which, at the report of the gun
were frightened and ran up a tree. Wheaton
now cdtne down and fcand the paatber to meas-
ure, from the end of its nose to the point of its
tail, eight feet six inches in length ; a creature
sufficiently strong to have carried him off on a
full run, had he have fallen into its power. He
now reloaded and went to~ the tree where her
kittens, or the young panthers were, and soon
brought them down from their grapple among
the limbs, companions for their conquered and
slain parent.

Wheaton dismantled them of their hides, and
hastened away, lest some other encounter, be-
fore the night should set in, might overtake him,
of a similar character, when the disadvantages
of darkness might decide the victory in a way
more advantageously to the roamers of the for-
est. Of this feat Ben Wheaton never ceased to
boast; reciting it as the most appalling passage
of his hunting life. The animal had scented
him while asleep, had found him dead as she sup.
posed; intending to give her young a specimen
of the manner of their future life, or if this is
too much for the mind of a dumb animal, she
intended at least to give them a supper.

This circumstance was all that saved his life,
or the panther would have leapt upon him at
first, and have tore him to pieces, instead of
covering him with leaves, as it did, for the sake
of her young. The panther is a ferocious and
almost untatneable animal, whose nature and
habit8 are the same as the cat; except that the
natures and powers of this domestic creature,
are, in the panther, immensely magnified in
strength and voracity. It is in the American
forest what the tiger is in Africa and India, a
dangerous and savage animal; the terror of all
other creatures, as well as of the Indian and the
white man.

Religion.—True religion is confined to no deot,
to no parly, to no country, and to no age: like
the dew of heaven, its influence is universal-and
impartial, and when not opposed by prejudices,
its vital principals are to be equally found in
the heart of the Catholio and the Protestant, the
Jew, and the Mussulman, the Christian divine,
and the Indian bramin.
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•• Fireside Education."-—This is the age for
books of utility. The mother who now neglects
the proper education of her children, will not do
so, because she may not be herself instructed in
the important principles involved in " Fireside
Education." In addition to the many other
works which have been recently issued from the
press on this subject, this, from the pen of the
inimitable " PARLEY," is a mine of itself. No
mother—no father—no guardian or teacher of
youth should be without it,—for a hundred rea-
ions, some of which we shall urge the moment
flection is disposed of. The work may be had
|>f D. HOYT, on State.st., to whom we are indebt-
ed, as tb« agent of the Publisher, S. COLMAN,
New York, for a copy.

" The downy Fur.'"—The chilly atmosphere
reminds us of the approach of winter. The
glove and mantelet are now deemed essential to
comfort; and the cape and the muff are already
employed to keep warm the swan .like neck and
tiny fingerB of the ladies. The Otter and the
Lynx are fast superceding the Silk Plush and
Beaver, and a few weeks will find the ears of
all who can afford it, between the genial folds
of " the downy fur."

Of this luxury, our friend MOLLEN, under the
Methodist Chapel, Buffalo-st., has a rich variety.
Of course, the gents, and ladies will visit him,
and BUY. See advertisement.

EF The habit ot^employing girls in stores
is becoming too fashionable. The practice
should be discountenanced, except in places vis.
itedonly by ladies. It violates the natural
modesty of the female character, and strips it
of that coy reserve which constitutes its chief
loveliness. The retirement of the domestic cir-
cle, and not the busy walks of commerce, is
the legitimate sphere of woman. Take her
from that position—where nature placed her—
and she loses her caste, and endangers her vir-
tue. _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _

"Statue of Cleopatra."—-This Statue is too
indecent for exhibition in a moral community.
It may do to "show" in licentious JTrance, or
in the purlieus of large cities; but it should be
hooted from a community whose minds are not
yet moulded to sights1 grossly obscene. The
Statue itself should be abated as a nuisance,
and its exhibitor caged as a strolling vagrant.

A New Invention.—We were yesterday shown
a very ingenious and simple Invention, called
the " Tide and Current Water Wheel." It is
the handiwork of a young mechanic of Utica,
(F. H. SoimrwoaTH.) and has been favorably
•poken of by Dr. NOTT, Professor SILLIMAN
and others.

O"A young Polish Musician named Apoli-
nffiri de Kontski, only 12 years of age, is crea.
ting quite a sensation in London. He is called
by the Parisians • le petit Paganini'—and has
performed at the new palace before Queen Vic-
toria. His performances gave great satisfaction
—particularly the execution of pieces of music
composed by himself.

As a subline statue manifests its maker's
thought, so God's creation displays bis mind.
But conceive, that while the rude mass is shap-
ed into the lineaments of a man, it grows more
and more conscious of the advancing work, so
that each new outward line and trait is accom-
panied by a new and livelier inward sense of the
artist's design and, consequently, of his charac
ter, and we have a faint image of the scheme,
which the history of the world unfolds.

O'Rsilly's History of Rochester*—** "The
work is full and ample, in all its details, and ar-
ranged with much clearness and tact. We can
heartily recommend it to the reader, as a sue.
einct history, not only of Rochester, but of Wes.
tern New York. He will learn, especially,
from its pages, what that young town has be.
come, which Capt. Basil Hall described as a
place where ' streets started up in the forest of
their own aecord; as if a great box full of new hou-
ses had been Bent by steam from New York, and
tumbled out on the half-cleared land.' Where
he heard the anvils and hammers ringing,and the
saws and axes flashing amid the woods.ne would
now find a noble city of brick and stone, with
its spacious and well-paved streets, its nuraer.
ous steeples rising heavenward, and its inhabi.
tants rejoicing in its deep and well-founded
prosperity. When the Great West shall have fil-
led up, and N. York has become a London, what
will Rochester—a town which has reached its
present estate, not through the aid of immense
capitalists, or incorporated companies, but by
the integrity of those who, like the city itself,
have worked their way up • from the stump1—
what then, we repeat, will Rochester, with its
inexhaustible natural resources, become, and
what the other noble towns of middle and wes.
tern New York V*—Knickerbocker.

Our Yankee traveller, who saw the live Hoo-
sier, has again written to his mother.

"Western people go their death on etiquette.
You can't tell a man here that he lies, as you can
down east, without fighting, A few days ago a
man was telling two of his neighbors in my hear-
ing a pretty large story. Says I " Stranger,
that's a whapper!" Says he, *' Lay thare stran-
ger"! And in a twinkling of an eye, I found
myself in the ditch, a perfect quadruped, the
worse for wear and tear. Upon another occasion,
sais I to a man I never saw before, as a woman
passed him, "That isn't a specimen of your wes-
tern women, is it ? Says he, " You are afraid
of the fever and ague, stranger an't you ?"
"Very much says I" " Well,"Teplied he, • 'that
lady is my wife, and if you don't apologize in
two minutes, by the honor of a gentleman, I
swear that these two pistoles (which he held
cocked in his hands) shall cure you of that dis-
order entirely—so don't fear, strain ger ?" So
I knelt down and apologized. I admire this wes-
tern pnnntry muffKj bu^ curse me if I can stand
so much etiquette: it always takes me so una-
wares."—Chicago Democrat.

From the Notches Free Trader.
Singular circumstance.—Mr Brown the over,

seer of the plantation of Mrs. J. Hunt, in the
parish of Concordia, La, about midway between
the Mississippi river and the lake St. John,
while digging a well, found a rude gun twenty-
two feet helow the surface of a Btiff eane brake,
with gum trees growing upon it from three to
four feet in diameter. The stock of the rifle is
of walnut, has an antique appearance, and the
barrel bears in distinct letters, the name of the
probable maker, C. Kline. There was no lock
to be found with the gun.

There would seem to be no way on earth to
account for the finding of a rifle so deep be.
neath the surface of the hard ground, and at
such a distance from either the river or the
lake, but on the supposition that the channel of
the Mississippi was once in that spot—that the
rifle was dropped and sunk in the stream, and
that a change in the bed of the river filled up
the old channel, and imbedded the rifle in the
shore.

The only difficulty in the solution is to ac-
count for the length of time necessary to effect
so gteat a change. In what year was the Ger-
man rifle invented ? How long ago could it
have been possible for an Indian or French
hunter to have had such a rifle upon the waters
of the Mississippi 7 How many years would
have been required in accumulating the soil 22
feet in depth, with gum trees of such size on
its surface ?

These are questions for the antiquarian as
well as the geologist to answer.

(HT A country merchant wishing to be affable
and sociable to bis lady customer, as all mer-
chants should be, inquired if the people in her
neighbourhood had got the Mulberry fever?
"No," she replied, she "knew of no one who
had the mulberfy fever, but there were very
many, afflicted with the dysentery.—Bv^ff. Jou.

- We paint our lives in fresco. Tne soft ajpd
fusile plaster of the moment hardens under every
stroke of the brush into eternal rock.

To remove panes of Glass.—Tat soft soap on
the putty for a few hours, the putty becomes as
soft as though it had been put on a minute be-
fore, though the putty was before as hard as a
atone.

This is " soft soaping" to some purpose.
YANKEEISMS.—[From Bell's Life in London.]—

Extraordinary Hunger.—A gentleman, who had
eaten nothing for two-and-thirty days, happen,
ing to descry a dinner-table laid out for a party
of huntsmen, actually walked into a leg of mut-
ton, and has not been heard of since !

The Last Cast but One.—A very absent-mind-
ed carpenter, being desired to fit new legs on a
somewhat decayed chair, by a strange coinci-
dence set his own thereon, and made a new pair
for himself; never awaking to a sense of hie
error till the crazy piece of furniture sneezed,
opened the door, and walked quietly and delib-
erately out of the room!

The Last Case.—Being that of a gentleman,
who, in seeking to wind up his watch, wound up
himself, and never perceived his mistake till his
creditors objected to let him go on tick any lon-
ger !

GRATUITOUS ADVERTISING.
Every body knows, or -ought to know, that

the publishiug business is one of large expense
—employing a great number of persons, and
an extensive capital, that every paragraph set
costs a certain sum of money in the composi-
tion, or setting up of the type, and occupies a
certain space which ought to yield a proportion
of income to the proprietors. Every body must
know, too, that the main source of this income
is the portion of the sheet devoted to advertise,
merits, and that to ask the gratuitous insertion
of an advertisement,' or of a communioation, or
an editorial notiee to serve in the place of one,
is literally asking the publisher to incur an ex-
pense of a dollar or more without making him a
farthing in return.

It is to all intents and purposes asking him to
take a sum of money from his pocket and pre-
sent it to the applicant. Yet this thing- is done
every day, and many times every day; and that
too by men who have no earthly claim on the
charity of the publisher, and who can without
adverting to the fact'that the object of the ad-.,
vertisement or communication, is to promote
their interest, and not that of the publisher.

There are scores of persons who would never
dream of walking into a tailor's shop and ask-
ing for the gift of a waistcoat, or into a hatter's
and begging to be favored free gratis with a hat,
yet can see no impropriety in calling npon the
publisher for the gratuitous announcement of a
course of lectures, or a patent fly-trap, or any
other notion, in the bringing of which before
the public they happen to have an interest.

The Cash System.—The publishers of all the
newspaperB in Mobile, have come to the reso-
lution to adopt the cash system entirely in the
prosecution of their business^and in making this
determination, notify the public, that no tran-
sient advertisement will be published until paid
for, that all annual contracts for advertising and
subscription, for city or country, must be paid
for in advance, and all job work to be paid for
before delivered. This is the proper course, and
should be adopted by the profession throughout
the country. All the materials used in a print-
ing office—paper, ink and labor, are cash arti-
cles which must be paid for most usually on the
spot. Let the system be adopted to keep no
books exceptyour list of subscribers, and there
will be more independence in the press.

MARRIED.
In Salem, Washington county, on tbe 17th tilt., by tbe

Rev.rA. B. Lambert, Mr. HIRAM VIELE| of Roches-
ter, t'. Miss ABUY M. McFARLAND, of tbe former
place.

On the 3th ult., by the Rev. Mr. Robinson, Mr. Garret
Price of Livonia, to Miai Mary Ann Kellog of Geneseo

At Sharon, Coon, on the 28th instant, by the Rev.
Mr. Bradly Sillick, Mr. Nathan B. Hebard of this city,
to Misa Hannah, only daughther of the late Mr. Joaeph
Soule, of the former place.

In this city, on the Bth instant, Mr. Sandy Brown, to
Miss Betsy Baker, all of thia city.

By Elder IBMC CJ Goff, on the 4th instant, Joseph
Howe of Greece; to Etna Bartlett of this city.

At Southington, on the 91st ult. by the Rev. Mr. Jonei,
George G, Jesaup. to Misa Mary Youngs.
. On the 1st .instant,, by the Rev. G. R. Bnumway. Hen-
ry JeBsup, Jr.of WalWth, , to Miaa Mary, daughter of
David JForren, of Mactdon.
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BtautifuL—What a noble, heaven born senti-
ment warmed the heart of the glorious boy com.
mcmorated below ? Aye, if the whole world could
become even as such " little children," there
might be some hope in the destiny of men and
nations.

The Huzzas of Posterity.—A little boy near
Hagerstown, in Maryland was one day pointing
out to me a copse of trees as the place where
Washington, at the head of the Virginia Rangers
fought a battle long before the revolution with
some Indians headed by French from Fort Du.
quesse, now Pitsburgh. The lilte fellow had
some balls of lead which had been fired in that
battle, chopped from the centers of the now
massive and aged oaks. I saw the sunbeam of
some moral emotion was in his eyes, and I asked
him further of Washington, the brave youth
who led the Virginians into that thicket when
the war-hoop shook its boughs, and the rifle rung
in its gloom. His mind seemed to glance like
lightning thro* the illustrious deeds of arms in
which Washington had engaged, and settled
down at the scene of Yorktown. He told me of
one circumstance only. Said he, " when the
British troops were marched out of their entrnch.
ments to lay down their arms, Washington told
the American army, "My boys, let there be no
insults over a conquered foe ! when they lay
down their arms, don't huzza; posterity will
huzza for you!"

I could have hugged the little boy to my bosom.
Although he had not been able to read more
than four years, yet his mind had drank deep in
the moral greatness of the act of sparing the
feelings of a fallen foe. I asked him what it
was that Washington said that posterity would
do? he quickly answered huzza. "Huzza ! then,
said I ; and he sent his clear wild shout into the
battle wood, and I shouted with him, " Huzza
for Washington.'"

U " The New-York American has the follow-
ing allusions to an excellent work now for sale
by NICHOLS & WILSON :—

Prescotfs History of Ferdinand and Isabel.
la.—The London Courier, in a notice of this
work, which it predicts " mast undoubtedly
hereafter take its place on the same shelf wit!
Hume, Robertson and Gibbon," adds that " little
is the popularity it haa achkred with the Araer
ican public ; little do they yet appreciate it as

t he first star which has appeared on that horizon,
the darkness of which has hitherto been rendered
only the more visible by the brilliancy of such
authors as Irving and Cooper." The Courier
infers from this, that although works are occa
sionally produced in the United States, credita
ble to the talent and authorship of the country
they " do not prove a general advance in litera.
ture, or the degree to which it is appreciated and
encouraged there." The best refutation of all
this is the announcement of the third edition o
Mr. Prescotfs history, in less than nine months
from the date of its first publication. The first
edition was disposed of in a few weeks, and a
second, nearly twice as large, is now exhausted.
We suspect it will not be easy to meet with an
instance of an historical work of like cost and
magnitude—from the pen of an author before
unknown—which, without the aid of subscrip-
tion, has met with a more rapid sale, either on
the other side of the water, or on this.

More Indian Relies.—A visitor to the great
mammoth cave in Kentucky thus writes to the
Louisville Literary Register:

There is not a shadow of a doubt but that the
cave was once the habitation of the Indians.—
The ashes of their fires, and innumerable signs,
proclaim it once thickly populated. Canes part
]y burnt, are found nearly over the whole explor.
ed cave. Mummies have been found and re.
moved. A giant's bones rest near the mouth.—
Last week a pair of moccasins and a reticule
were found two miles from the mouth—all made
of very fine bark or grass, and handsomely plat-
ted. The reticule is very handsome, about six
inches in length, with tassels and draw strings.
The moccasins are not fellows—one is a smal
one, about eight inches long, and no doubt a
domed and warmed the beautiful foot of a prin
cess. |

A hardy seaman whe had escaped one of th
recent shipwrecks upon our coast, was asked by
a good lady how he felt, when the waves dashed
over him. He replied " Wet, madam,very wet.

The Days of Witchcraft revived.—Our read,
ers will recollect the case of a mulatto named
Yates, recently shot down and killed in Virginia
by a white man named Marsh, on the plea of
the latter that the negro used spells and charms
upon him and dumb "critters." In reference
to this affair, the Abingdon Statesman, in the
vicinity of which it occurred, says that region is
benighted with ignorance and superstition, and
then goes on to relate the following, which would
have almost been deemed incredible in the days
of Cotton Mather:

" One of the balls with which Yates was shot
was produced in court, and bore upon its sur-
face certain cross marks, which, we presume,
were indispensable, in order to make them take
effect, and break that power of enchantment
with which he was supposed to be invested, and
which he used without mercy, dealing out • spells'
and ' charms' not only upon human beings but
upon 'dumb critters.' It waB proved too, that
Marsh, according to MB own story, had upon
one or more occasions, drawn the likeness of
Yates, with chicken's blood, and having pre-
pared himself with bullets, into which a small
quantity of silver was put, had taken it to the
woods and fired at it, under the impression that
if he could strike it with a silver bullet, he should
forthwith knock all of Y.'s conjuring powers
into atoms, and relieve himself from the charm
under which he labored, and which was devel-
oped in the form of scrofula."

Such humiliating facts do, as the editor says,
speak trumpet-tongued for the introduction of
common school education into that State, whose
pride on this point does not seem to have gone
hand in hand with her liberal professions.—N.

Population of Russia.—We translate the fol-
lowing curious enumeration from a statistical
account of the Russian Empire, drawn from
official sources, and lately published, by M.
Martin Kabalsky.

"In Russia there are no less than 80 differ-
ent races, or nationalities, who speak 40 distinct
languages. The principal of these races are
the Sclavonic; Letonnic, Tatar, Finnish, Mon-
golian and Circassian ; besides which there are
of foreign origin the Jewish, German, Swee-
dish, Greek, &c. numbering about 1,500,000.
The Jews, about 800,000 in uumber, inhabited
parts of ancient Poland ; the Germans, about
500,800, are principally as&ensWed in the Baltic
provinces ; the Swedes are found almost exclu-
sively in Finland and the environs of Narew,
countries formerly belonging to Sweden ; and
the other residents of foreign origin are estab-
lished in various parts of the empire, but chiefly
in the cities. The other races that form part
of the Russian population, exclusive of the
Russian proper, or Muscovites, are the Sam-
oyedes, about 70,000, inhabiting the borders of
the Arctic ocean ; the Kamschatdales and other
people of Oriental Siberia, 50,000; the Esqui-
maux, found in American-Russia, 50,000; and
the Bohemians, or Zingaris, scattered over al-
most every portion of the empire, but most nu-
merous in the South and South West, amount-
ing to about 170,000.

"The whole population of Russia in 1832,
not including the kingdom of Poland, was 51,.
076,517, and that of Poland 4,037,925.

"This populatian is contained in 1840 cities,
of which 1607 are in Europe, 1210 towns or
burghs, and 227,400 villages.

St Petersburgh, the capital, contains 445,185
inhabitants, of whom 155,845 are women.

Remarkable Effort of Nature.—An English
paper has the following paragraph :

Mr. Pling, the celebrated cribbage player,
who is now residing at Broadstairs, affords a
very remarkable instance of what nature can
accomplish. This gentleman, who had been
dumb from his birth, while walking with Mr.
G. Almond, of Old Bond street, on Bridgeman
Cliff, Cork, suddenly saw a child dashed in pie-
ces alipost at his feet, it having fallen from the
cliff, upon which Mr. Pling suddenly exclaiming
"Oh heavens ;" and has ever since retained his
power of speech.

By the laws of Austria, no person can beexe
cuted for any crime, not even for the most clear-
ly proved murder, without his confessing his
guilt. If he refuse* to do so when the proof is
strong to demonstration against him, he may be
imprisoned, but he cannot be sent to his eternal
account with a crime unconfessed upon his soul
—Mrt. Trollope's Vienna.

HOW TO BE RICH.
The way to get credit is to be punctual! The

way to preserve it is not to use it much.
Settle often; have short accounts.
Trust no man's appearances—they are decept-

ive— perhaps assumed for the purpose of obtain,
ing credit. Beware of a gaudy exterior.—
Rogues usually dress well. The rich are plain
men. Trust him, if any one, who cerries but
little on his back. Never trust him who flies
into a passion on being dunned; make him pay
quickly, if there be any virtue in the law.

"Be well satisfied before you give a credit that
those to whom you give it are safe men to be
trusted. Sell your goods at a small advance,
and never misrepresent them, for those whom
you once deceive will be aware of you the second
time. Deal uprightly with all men, and they
will repose confidence in you, and soon become
your permanent customers.

Beware of him who is an office seeker. Men
do not usually want an office when they have
anything to do. A man's affairs are rather low
when he seeks office for support. Trust no
stranger. Your goods are better than doubtful
charges. What is character worth if you make
it cheap by crediting all alike ? Agree before-
hand with every man about to do a job, and if
large, put it into writing. If any decline this,
quit or be cheated.

r' Though you want a job ever so much, make
all sure at the onset, and in a case at all doubt-
ful, make sure of a guarantee. Be not afraid to
ask it ; the best test of responsibility; for, if
offence be taken, you have escaped a loss.

Delirium Tremens.—There is a most fright-
ful malady consequent upon the abuse of vinous
and spirituous drinks, which has been carefully
traced and minutely delineated, called delirium
tremens, which bears with it a most melancholy
train of symptoms. There is a great restlesB-
ness, a constant excitemgnjt, objects of the most
frightful nature are present^to the imagination,
the eye is wild, the paflht cannot he down, he
talks incoherently, and he fancies he sees faces
of extreme hideousness before him. Dr. Fear-
son witnessed a very distressing incident of a
patient, who, for a considerable time before his
death, imagined he saw the devil on the ceiling
above his bed, and as the disease, which termi-
nated rapidly, increased, he fancied the evil
spirit approached him with a knife to cut his
throat, and he actually expired makmgviolent
efforts to avoid the fatal instrument. The dis-
ease, sometimes, bursts forth after a debauch,
with tremendous violence, and in a most unman-
ageable form. Opium is the great source of re-
liance in almost every state of these attacks, but
blood letting, however much the inflammatory
symptoms may seem to require it is in a vast
proportion of cases most objectionable. The
quantity of opium that may be administered is
very great; forty grains have been given in the
course of the day, and four hundred drops of
laudanum in five hours; for sleep must be ob-
tained at all hazards, and sometimes, after the
most violent paroxysms, the patient has awaken,
ed perfectly rational.—Dr. Sigmond's Lectures.

Reproduction of the Legs of Spiders and Crus-
tacea. If the leg of a Spider be broken off in
the middle of a joint, the animal invariable tears
it off at the hip ; because the outer integument
of the leg being dense and unyelding, would not
permit the wound to close; and consequently the
creature would soon die of haemorrhage, or the
loss of the vital sanies, which in spiders and
Crustacea answers the Bame purpoes as the blood
in the higher orders of animals. But at the hip
the parts being soft and elastic, the wound spee-
dily closes, and the animal is little the worse
for the injury.

This fact is noticed in the Crustacea generally;
and it is worthy of remark, that the legs is repro-
duced, but not immediately—not until the annuj
al change, or casting of the shell. The new hmb
is at first slender, though perfect m its various
parts ; and it graduly increases in size until it
has attained the magnitude of the other legs.

A Brute in Human Form named James Quit-
ly was passing down Roosevelt street quite in.
toxicated. He encountered a small child, nam.
ed Hiram Holden, who was sitting on the side
walk, playing. The villian seized the child by
his legs, and dashed his head against the pave-
ment, lacerating it dreadfully if indeed the skull
was not fractured. The little sufferer did not
long survive. Quitly was secured and lodged
in prison.—N. Y. Sun.
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Written for the Qem.

SONG.—TO POESY.
BY C. THERESA CLARK.

Inspiring power! who once did'st fling.
Enchantments round Una path of mine -,

Clothing the earth, in fadeless spring.
Where now thine influence divine 1

In Ocean bed or cavern'd hall,
Say, where away, my muse doth hide ?

Thy sprites have answered not my call,
And wherefore leavest thou my side ?

I've sought in vain, from early morn,
When tear-drops wet the bending spray ;

When early purple mists are born,
Till Autumn's sunset clouds do play !

In radient beauty glowing far,—
IH nature's regal robes all drest,

Till eve with her pale, watching star,
Appeareth in the shadowy west.

From those dim skies I fain would learn,
Some trace of future as of past;

Whose orbs in wonted glory burn,
All mortal splendor to outlast—

Would dwell on characters which fate
Hath written on each placid brow,

Romantic dreamer '.—but too late'.
What hath the future for me now ?

Speak, thou that to my soul hast been.
A living fount in desert wild ;

Fair form! no mortal eye hath seen,
Before whose presence pure and mild,

Each grosser thought hath been refined.
In worship at thine altar shrine-

Whose sacrifice the pearl of mind
I do invoke thee by that sign!

Unheard, unknown, save to the train,
The favored fev^lIWyre,' and 'pen',—

Who in thy smiles-flBjoyful reign,
Or sink beneath thy frown again;

Smite yet the 'rock,' let waters sweet,
Gush forth as they have done of yore ;

And the blest votary at thy feet,
Spirit Divine! shall thirst no more!

Springfield, Mass. Sept. 20,1638.

Written for the Gem.

THE VOICE OF A LOVER.
Fallen ere long shall my fortunes be,
Yet my faith is firm—I will go with thee!
I yield not weakly to fancy's trance,
Or the fitful Same of young romance;
I dwell with a calm, unshrinking mind,
On the scenes that I seek and leave behind;
My future fate in a glass I see,
And my choice is fix'/l—I will go with thee!

I know that my kinsman will withhold
The lavish stores of bis promised gold,
I know that with vanished wealth will end
The fleeting love of each summer friend,
And that the crowds who court my eye,
Will cool and careless pass me by;
Joyless and vain was their praise to me,
Light is their blame—I will go with thee.

I know that I soon must lay aside
My splendid garments of costly pride,
And eft from my books and lute repair,
To con the lesson of ihrifty care ;
I know that tny days of frugal toil
Will but be cheered by thy voice and smile;
Yet that smite, that voice, a spell shall be.
To bless my lot—I will go with thee r

I have thought on this hour with many a tear,
In the timid weakness of woman's fear ;
It conies, and I rise the test above,
In the dauntless strength of woman's love •.
Gaze not upon me with looks so sad,
My atep is firm and my eye is glad ;
This last sigh for my home shall be,
Past is the trial—I will go with thee.

Wheatland, March 18tn. 1P36. E. H.

TEARS.
Tears are but dew that Mercy throws

Upon this world of ours ;
Like " beads of morning" on the rose.

To nourish Feeling's flowers!

MEMORY.
Memory—the parfume of the rose,

When all its bloom hath fled,
Shedding a glory and a charm

ABOT« the lost and des4.

Written for the Qem.

THE TWILIGHT HOUR.
It is the hallow'd twilight hour, with fond remembrance

blent,—
When visons of departed years, from mein'ry's shrine

are Bent—
It is a hush'd and holy hour, the quiet even tide,
When the lost, the loved appear, again with us to 'bide.

'Tis at the lonely twilight hour, that early visions throng,
And one by one, with hallow'd power, their memory

glows strong.
'Tis then we give full utterance, to feeling's deep con-

trol,
And phantasies of early youth, steal o'er the pensive

soul.

It turns our heart to early days—when life was fair and
bright,

Before the heart's best hopes were chill'd, in gloom, arid
sorrow's nipht.

Oh there is beauty in the hour of calm and still repose
When sunset light its lustre sheds, and day is at its

close.

Oh who can tell the many thoughts, that o'er the spirit
steal,

The glory of this mystic hour, that shadow'd heart may
feel.

The twilight hour ! oh 'tis an hour of many thoughts to
me,

It wafts my soul to yon bright world, were all is light
and free. INEZ.

Rochester, Oct. 1st, 1838.

Written for the Cem.

LIFE.
BY C. T. CLARK.

Life is a rough and stormy sea,—
Though oft the sunshine wanders o'er ;

And the unthinking voyagers we,
Who though we strive, yet gain no more;

Our barque the wild, and passion-tossed,—
The Syren Hope, our tempest stay ;

She smiling sits 'till all is lost,
And Death's dark night comes on our way.

We all must sail the self-same track,—
All run the same unknown career;

Nor shall we e'er retrace it back.
This earth is not our haven-sphere.

Springfield, Mass.

Written for the Cem.

THE WEEPING WILLOW.
BY C. T. CLARE.

Wave on1. —Wave on!—o'er the unnoticed mound,—
Where no sepulchral, snowy, urn appears;
Wave thy green branches o'er the loved, and young!
No more to wander in this vale of tears:
The wind-harp's tones, are wailing through the air,—
A symphony of grief, and sorrow true ;
The dark'ning-Cypress, and the mournful yew,
Alike, lament the cherished friends once dear ;—
Yet thou lamentest more than all of these,
Thy slender, drooping, head reclined full low,
While springs the grass in rank, luxurious growth,
And to thy sighing tendrils whispereth 'peace.'

Springfield, Mass.

CREATION AND REDEMPTION.
BY ARcnDBACON SPENCER.

14 Let there be light!"—were the words of creation,
That broke on the chaos and silence of night;

""he creatures ot Mercy invoked to their station,
Suffused into being, and kindled to light.

i4Let there be light!"—The Great Spirit descended,
And flash'd on the waves that in darkness had slept;

The sun in his glory a giant ascended,
The dews on the earth their mild radiance wept.

"Let there be light!"—and the fruits and the flowers
Responded in smiles to the new-lighted sky,—

There was scent in the gale, there was bloom in the
bowers.

Sweet sound for the car, and soft hue for the eye.
"Let there be light!"—And the mild eye of woman

Beam'd joy on the man who this Paradise sway'd ;
There was joy—'till the foe of all happiness human

Crept into those bowers—was heard—and obey'd.

"Let there be light!"—were the words of salvation,
When man had defeated life's object and end,—

Had waned from his glorious and glad elevation,
Abandoned a God and conform'd to a fiend.

"Let there be light'."—The same Spirit supernal
That lighted the torch when creation began,

Laid aside the bright beams of his Godhead eternal,
And wrought as a servant, cmd wept as a nan.

"Let there be light"—from Gethsemane springing,
From Golgotha's darkness, from Calvary's tomb"—

Joy, joy unto mortals, good angels are singing,
Tbe Bhilob ban triumph'* and d«ath is o'ereoio*

THE S E A SHELL.

Shell of the bright sea waves!
What is that we hear in thy sad moan Y
Is this unceasing music all thine own 1

Lute of tbe ocean caves 7

Or, does some spirit dwell
In the deep winding of thy chamber dim.
Breathing forever in its mournful hymn

Old ocean's anthem swell 1

Wert thou amurmurer long
In crystal palaces beneath the teas,
Ere, on the brieht air, thou hadst heard the breeze

Hour its full tide of songs 7

Another thing with thee—
Arc there not gorgeous cities in the deep.
Buried with flashing gems that darkly sleep,

Hid by the mighty sea ?

And say, oh, lone sea shell.
Are there nut costly things, and sweet perfumes
Scattered in waste o'er that sea gulf of tombs 1

Hush thy low moan, and tell,

But yet, more dear than all—
Has hot each foaming wave in thy fury tost,
O'er earth's most beautiful, the brave, the lost,

Like a dark funeral pall?

'Tis vain—thou answerest not '
Thou hast no voice to whisper of the dead—
'Tis ours alone, with sighs like odors shed,

To hold them unforgot.

Thine is as sad a strain,
As if the spirit in thy hidden cell,
Pined to be with the many things that dwell

In the wild, restless main.

And yet, there is no sound
Upon the waters, whispered by the waves,
Butseemeth., like a wail from many graves,

Thrilling the air around.

The earth, oh moaning shell—
The earth hath melodies more sweet than these,
The nusic gush of rills, the hum of bees,

Heard in each blossom's bell.

Are not these tones of earth,
The restlinp foliage, with its shivering leaves,
Sweeter than sounds that e'en in moonlight eves,

Upon the seas have birth ?

Alas! thou still wilt moan—
Thou'rt like the heart that wastes itself in sighs,
E'en when amid bewildering melodies,

If parted from its own.
AMELIA.

44 THE FOOL HATH SAID IN HIS HEART,
THERE IS NO GOD."—Psalm 14th.

4lNo God! No God '" The simplest flower
That on the wild is found,

Shrinks, as it drinks its cup of dew,
And trembles at the sound :

"No God!"—astonished Echo cries
From out her cavern hoar,

And every wandering bird that flies
Reproves the Atheist-tore.

The solemn forest lifts its head,
The Almighty to proclaim.

The brooklet on its crystal urn,
Doth leap to grave his name.

High swells the deep and vengeful sea,
Along his billowy track,

And red Vesuvius opes his mouth,
To hurl the falsehood back.

The palm tree, with its princely crest,
The cocoa's leafy shade.

The bread fruit, bending to its lord,
In yon far island glade,

The winged seeds, that, borne by winds,
The roving sparrows feed,

The melon, on the desert sands,
Confute the scorner's creed.

l4No God!"—What indignation high
The fervent Sun is stirr'd,

And the pale Moon turns paler still.
At such an impious word -,

And from their burning thrones, tbe Star?
Look down with angry eye.

That thus a worm of dust should moefc
Eternal Majesty. L. H. S.

MARRIED.
In this city, on the '25th inst. by Rev. Wm. H. Good-

win, Mr. L. C. COLT to HARRIET A. GRAVES,
daughter of William Graves.

At Oweeo, Tioga county, on the 16th inst., by the
Rev. Mr. Bailed, WM. H. C. HOSIER, Esq. of Avon,
to Miss STELLA 7. AVRRY, daughter of the late J.
H. Avery, Esq. of the former place.

In tbia city, on Monday the 29th instant, by the Rev.
Geo. Beecher, Dr. BERKLEY GILLETT. of Spring-
field, Ohio, to Miss SOPHIA W . AMSDEN, of this
city.

On the 30th inst., by the Rev. Geo. Boarriman, Mr.
ELIAS WEED, to Miss F A N N Y ELIZABETH
HATCH, all of tliia city.

In Wheatland, by the Rev. Silas Pratt, on the 82d
instant, Mr. Harrison Cox, to Miss Jennett A. Durand,
all of the above place.

At Pittsfield, Mass., on the 24th inat. by the Rev. Mr.
Brinmnade, William W. Mumford, Esq of Rochester,
to Miss Mary M. daughter of Joaiah Bissell, ESQ.. of
the former place.

On the 7th inst., by Elder Isaac C. GofT, Mr. Robert
Hues, to Miss Lydia Brown.

On the 25ih instant, by the same, Mr. John Beals, I©
Mrs. Lydia Latte, both of Greece.

By the same, on the same day, Mr. John Boston, to
Miss Lovlra Darcy, both of this city.

In.,T,r.?y' o n tlMJ S 3 d i n s t - . »y the Rev. Mr. Beman,
Mr. VVilham J. Armitage of Rochester, to Miss Else* ,
Ann Van Derlip of that city.
J n . ^ o t ? V l l ' e ' o n t n e 2 9 t h «lt.» by C. Allen, Era. Mr,
William Hawkherst, of Orange eouuty, to |KM» *Jlta*>
•tb Dean, of tbe former plat*.
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SCHMITZ, THE ENGRAVER.
A TRUE STORY.

Professor Krahe, superentendent of the Gal.
lery of Paintings in the city of Dusseldorf, on
the Rhine, was seated one morning in his study,
when a servant informed him that a young man
wished to see him. "Show him hilher," said
the professor. Accordingly, in a few minutes,
a lad of seventeen or eighteen years of age was
introduced by the servant into the study. See.
ing the dress of his visiter to be that of a baker.
the professor imagined him to have brought a
bread.bill, and was about to refer the matter to
his lady, when something striking in the youth's
countenance and manner made him hesitate un-
til the business was announced. When appar-
ently about to speak, however, the lad hesitated,
and cast his eyes on the ground. " What is it
you want with me, my lad ?" said Krahe in a
kind tone. " I have a book, sir," replied the
youth, drawing one at the same time from his
breast, "which I wish you too look at, and to
—to bay, if it should please you.

The professor took the proffered book into his
hand, and found it to be an illuminated prayer
book, or one ornamented, according to the anci-
ent fashion, with a number of colored figures
ând engravings. The skill of the examiner

told him at once that the book was a copy of
an edition which the Elector Clement Augustus,
of Cologne, had ordered to be thrown out, and
which had become very scarce and valuable.—
Bat there was more in the work before him than

"the professor imagined. " Where did you pro-
cure this, my lad ?" said he to the young baker.
" It is a copy from one which was borrowed,"
said the yonth, looking down. "Not an origi-
nal I" said the processor, turning o?er the leaves
again ; " and by whom was this copy executed ?"
The youth blushed modestly a* he replied, "By
myself." Krahe gazed on the lad with surprise,
and then, turning to a bookcase, took down an
original volume of the Elector's edition, with
which he compared the copy brought by the
baker's boy. The difference was scarcely dis.
tinguishable.

" Young man," exclaimed the professor, why
do you pursue the trade which your dress beto-
kens, when you are so well fitted to succeed in
a much higher one ?" The youth replied, " that
it was his perpetual, his dearest wish; but that
this^father having a numerous family, could not
afford the expense of suitable instruction. I
knew your love of art, and this emboldened rne
to make an application to you, in the hope that
you might purchase the copy, and honor me with
your counsel and assistance." The modesty
and cultivation apparent in the young baker's
manner, charmed the superintendent of paint-
ings, and confirmed the impression made by the
beautiful prayer-book. " Call on me here to.
morrow, without fail," said the professor em.
phaticajly, grasping the youth's hand and shak-
ing it warmly, as he led him to the door.

Early next morningv Mr. Krahe was on his
way to the house of a friend who resided some
miles from Dusseldorf. This gentleman was
blessed with abundant wealth, much of which
he generously expended in an enlightened pat.
ronage o f the fine arts and their cultivators.—
Krahe knew this well, and told him the story
of the baker's lad, «bowing";him at. the same lime
the illuminated prayer-book. The gentleman
was astonished and delighted with thesty le of the
engraving. " What can I do to assist this
wondffful boy ?" This was the question the
professor wished and anticipated. " Lend him
two hundred crowns to continue hia studies, and
I have no doubt but he will become one of the
moat dutinguubed engravers of the day. . And

I, myself, will be his security for the repay-
ment ." "He shall have three hundred crowns,1'
said the gentleman, "and I will have no secu-
rity." Pleased with his success, the professor
returned to Dusseldorf.

Young Schmitz, &s the baker's lad was nam.
ed could have fallen at the feet of M. Krahe,
whfn the latter produced the means of liberat-
ing him from the oven, and of pursuing his
favorite studies. Under the professor's auspices
Schmitz was soon prosecuting the science of
geometry and drawing, besides storing his mind
with other elements of liberal education. For
two years he continued his studies assiduously
in Dus?eldorf and made such rapid progress that
Professor Krahe saw the place could afford his
protegee no farther instruction, and advised him
to proceed to Paris. Schmitz of course follow,
ed his benefactor's advice. With a letter of in-
troduction to M. Willes, a celebrated engraver
in the French metropolis, arid the remainder of
his well economised store of money, he took his
leave for a time of Dusseldorf, leaving his heart
behind him, without knowing whether or not it
would be taken care of till his return. More of
this, however, hereafter.

Schmitz, now a fine looking young man of
twenty, accomplished his journey to Paris in
safety; but so anxious had he been to live fru-
gally by the way, that he had done his constitu-
tion injury, and he fell ill immediately on his ar-
rival. He got himself conveyed to a monastery,
where every attention was paid to him. Inci-
dental expenses, however, during his long con-
tinued illness, swallowed up tlie whole of the
money upon which he depended for the com-
mencement of his studies. When he di<l at last
issue from the monastery restored to health, he
was pennyless, and his pride, or bashfulness, or
perhaps a mixture of both, forbade his making
any application to Mr. Willes in the character
of an indigent beggar. Poor Schmitz now wan-
dered about the streets, musing on the unfortun-
ate condition to which he was reduced, and igno-
rant in what direction to turn for his daily bread.
Accident determined his course. One day he
was met by two soldiers of the Swiss guard, one
of whom gazed attentively at him ; and exclaim-
ed. " Friend, are you not a German ?" " I am,"
" What quarter do you come from ?" " From
the neighborhood of Dusseldorf," was Schmilz's
reply. " You are my countryman," said the
soldier joyfully, and then inquired into his con.
dition. Schmitz told what had befallen him,
and that as he could not think of being troub-
lesome to or dependent upon anyjjonc, he was
in want of a livelihood. The soldier advised
him strongly to enlist in the guards, assuring
him that he would have abundant leisure time
to prosecute any studies he liked. After a lit.
tie consideration, Schmitz, seeing no better
course open to him, followed the soldier's advice,
and enlisted for four years in the Swiss guards.

The captain who enlisted him was struck with
his appearance, and inquired into the story.—
This was unexpected means ef good to the new
soldier ; for the captain, shortly after, took him
to Mr. Willes, and introduced him to that emi-
nent artist. The consequence was, that every
moment of leisure time which the service would
permit, was spent by Schmitz in pursuing the
art of engraving under Mr. Willes, who appre-
ciated his talents, and was extremely kind to
him. Thus did the four years of soldiership
pass agreeablo away, and when they were ended
she young man continued two years longer to
study his art. He then returned to Duuseldorf,
loaded with the most honorable attestations of
his skill, industry, and probity,

Professor Krahe received his protegee with
open arms, being equally delighted with lua
mental and scientific progress as with the im-
provement wuioh a military hfo had made in

his personal appearance. Mr. Krahe himself
was the first to secure the professional services
of Schmitz, engaging him to work in the cabi-
net. Every successive day his conduct endeared
him more to the professor, who acquired for him
a father's affection. Two years passed away in
this manner after Schmitz's return to Duesel-
dorf, when, one day, he was invited by the pro.
fessor to an entertainment to meet a party of
friends. Schmitz presented himself at the ap-
pointed hour at Mr. Krahe's, and found many
persons assembled whom he knew, and whose
friendsh p he had gained. Seating himself by
one of these, Schmilz began to converse with
him. After a little discourse, the gentleman
cast his eyes to the top of the room, and whis-
pered to the young engraver, • How pale the
professor's daughter looks ! One would have
thought Henrietta would have mustered a better
color for such an occasion as this.' Had the
speaker at the moment turned his eye upon the
party he addressed, he would have seen a face in
an instant grow much paler than that which
caused his remark. His words indeed had ex-
cited an extraordinary emotion in the heart of
Schmitz. As soon as it subsided a little, the
latter asked his friend what he alluded to as dis-
tinguishing this occasion from others. ' What,'
said the other, ' do you not know that the stran-
ger who is now at Henrietta's right hand, has
been for some years affianced to her, and he has
come from his home at a distance, to arrange
the marriage? But, Schmitz! Good Heaven!
are you ill ?' Yes,' muttered the artist, in a
choked voice; then constraining himself into
something like outward composure, he whis.
pcred, ' Assist me, for mercy's sake, to retire
without observation ! I am very ill!' Hi*
friend took him by the arm, and they succeeded
in leaving the room without notice. When
they reached Schmitz's residence, the latter
begged his companion to return to the company,
and to mention nothing farther if Schmitz's ab-
sence should be observed, than that he felt a lit-
tle unwell. The gentleman, though suspicious
that something lay under the matter, promised
to act as the artist implored him to do.

Schmitz was left alone with his wretchedness,
for very wretched he was. He had long loved
the daughter of his worthy benefactor, with a
passion of which he scarcely knew the force.
Though he had never dared to hope for success,
and had always regarded her as far above him
in every respect; yet the bare idea of her being
united to another came like a dreadful awaking
from a dream. His eyes, on this night closed
not in sleep; and when he appeared in the pro-
fessor's cabinet, in the morning, dejection was
too deeply written on his countenance to escape
that gentleman's notice. By the by,v said Mr.
Krnhe kindly, 'you were unwell last night, we
were told, Schmitz. I fuar you aie really very
ill.' The poor artist burst into tears. Startled
and vexed at his condition, the professor inquired
narrowly into the cause, and at last the young
man confessed the truth. ' Have you ever inti-
mated to my daughter the state of your affec.
tions V said the professor, after a pause, in
which anxiety and sympathy were depicted on
his features. ' Never,' answered Sohmitz with
energy; 'not in the most distant manner.
Could I have dared, humble as I am, to have
spoken of love to the daughter of my patron and
benefactor? I was contented to see her; but
that satisfaction,' continued he, with a sigh, 11
will not. long have now !•

The benevolent professor tried to sooth and
comfort the youth ; assured him of his affec.
lion—'that he loved him as his own child—but
counselled him to subdue his passion, as it would
soon be wrong, criminal, to indulge in it.
Schmilz promised, and strove to obey him. But
the struggle was too much for hia constitution,
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189 THE GEM AND LADIES' AMULET.
He fell ill; and the illness was destined to be a
long one. When it first attacked him, as it was
impossible to conceal from Henrietta the bodily
state of one who had long beon her friend and
companion, professor Krahe thought it best to
tell her the whole truth at once, determining, if
he found her now averse to fulfil the engagement,
which had been entered into when she was very

Joung, and before Schmilz's return to Dusscf-
orf, thai he would take some means to break

off the proposed match. But Henrietta heard
the intelligence of the young artist's passion
merely with a sigh, and rose and left her fa-
ther's presence. Her father did not know ex-
actly what to think of the symptom. When he
saw her again, however, he thought he could
see that she had been weeping. He then en.
deavored to discover the state of her mind ; but
Bhe put a stop to it, by saying firmly, ' Father,
I am betrothed. Schmitz,' she continued, with
a sigh, 'has my pity, but duty and honor '
She left the professor to conclude the sentence
himself.

Love is not so harsh to his votaries, as he is is
sometimes said to be. Henrietta's betrothed re-
turned to his parents, and in his letters written
afterwards to his mistress, he let some hints es-
cape him that his parents now started some ob-
jection to the matcfi. Henrietta was eagle eyed.
In an answer returned by next post, she gave
her lover perfect liberty to follow his own incli.
nations, renouncing every claim resulting from
his promise. The result was the gentleman ac-
cepted of ihe permission she gave him. No
woman likes even the semblaice of desertion ;
but we will not say whether Henrietta felt glad
or otherwise on this occasion. Suffice it to say,
that on the day on which her late lover's letter
came, she entered her father's study just when
twilight was setting in. ? Well, my girl,' said
the professor, kissing her fondly when she came
in, * I have been idling for half an hour, musing
upon poor Schnwtz. Rut I must have candles,
and to my writing.' f?o saying, he stretched
his hand to the bell, but Henrietta caught it,
exclaiming, * Oh no, dear papa, it is too early
for candles ! You study loo much ; and I wisli
to ftpeak with you.' ' Well, my love, won't we
be still the belter for lights?1 'No,-no,' said
she,, sitting down by his side. After a pause,
Bhe began, 'Papa, I know you love Schmitz'—
' I do,' said the professor, 'and.would to Heaven
you could, and did love him too, Henrietta !f

The youngjady let her head fall on her father's
shoulder, as she replied, ' I can—and do, papa !
Every obstacle is removed, and Henrietta will
be his, if she can promote his felicity !'

The professor read the letter which his daugh-
ter gave to him, and kissed her again and again
with deJight. It was not long ere the joyful
father was by the side of the slowly recovering
Sehmilz, and informed him of the change which
had occurred. The good news was like to have
proved as fatal as his despair. But he recovered
from his emotiou, and ere long was led by his
benefactor to the presence of Henrietta, one eve-
niDg of whose company cheered and restored
the artist to something like a new state of being.

But, on the morning following this meeting,
what was the surprise of Henrietta and her fa-
ther to learn that Schmitz had left the town by
day-light in a carriage with four horses, taking
with him all his plates and drawings! Poor
Henrietta was thunderstruck—was miserable!
She had now surrendered her whole heart to
the artist—but he was a maniac! What else
could be the meaning of his conduct? The
professor himself was in terror for the reason of
his friend. Meantime, day after day passed, no
letter or intelligence of any kind arrived to quiet
the dreadful anxiety under which they labored.
On the ninth day, however, while Henrietta sat

f azing from the window in the direction in which
e hud departed, a carriage drove up to the pro-

fessor's door, and Schmitz sprang out. In a
few moments Henrietta was in his arms, and he
had not only quieted her fears, but replaced them
with the deepest joy. Pie had gone to Munich
and thrown himself at the feet of the Elector
Palatine—had told his history—shown his work
and certificates—and had moved the Elector so
much by his tale, that the Prince had put his
services in requisition as an engraver, and had
assigned to him a fixed salary of six hundred
florins. 'Now,' said Schmitz, whon he had told
his tale to his mistress and her father, ' now am
I more worthy—or ai. least more the equal—of
my Henrietta.1

Few who know any thing of the history of
••irttaenta! engraving, are ignorant of the great

merits of his art, or of the hero of this little
story.

The circumstances related here are in strict
accordance with the truth.

U N C L E S N O O K S .
A TALE TO BE READ.

Uncle Snooks had a pretty hard time oti't
sometimes, when the women folks used to come
and plague him about not selling any more to
their husbands. There was one Barny Belcher,
who drank up his farm. They used to say his
old cow choked him,because he sold her last ofall
his stock, and died in a fit, while he was drinking
the very first dram, that he bought with the
money he. got for her. Barny's wife tormented
Uncle 'Zeik from morning to night; and her
oersecution, together with the loss of his prop,
crty, as I always thought, drove him out of his
ousiness and shortened his days. She was a
proper fire-brand, though she never took any
spirit herself. There was not a happier couple
in our parish when they were first married ; and
they had a family of four little children, that
every body used to notice for their neat appear-
ance. I've seen them many a time of a Sun-
day, going to meeting, hand in hand, and all four
abreast, with their father and mother. Barny
was a very thrifty farmer, and I never thought
he was the man to die a drunkard. It used to
be said that there hadn't been a likelier couple
married in the parish for many years; for tho'
they had almost nothing to start "with, yet they
were, both of them, amazing handsome to look
at; they were as smart as a couple of bteel traps,
and very industrious into the bargain. They
did surprising well for several years. But he
got to be an ensign, and rum and regimentals
did the business for poor Barny, in less than no
time. When he got to be pretty bad, she first
came to the house, and then to the shop, to get
uncle 'Zeik not to let him have any more liquor.
They had a good many talks about it, but uncle
'Zeik would have his way. At last she con.
suited a lawyer, and came over to the shop, and
gave uncle 'Zeik a real dressing, before more
than a dozen customers. " Well, Nelly Belch-
er," said uncle 'Zeik, when she came in, re-
solved to be beforehand with her, " what do you
want to-day ?" " Mercy," said she, " if I can-
not have justice. You know well enough what
I want. I now request you once again to sell
my husband no more spirit." " And how can I
help it?" said uncle'Zeik, somewhat disturbed
by her resolute manner. " I have taken a law-
yer's advice," said she, - " and you've no right to
sell to common drunkards." " Do you say that
your husband is a common drunkard ?" said lie.
"To be sure I do," she replied. " I really do
not think your husband is a common drunkard,
Nelly Belcher," said uncle'Zeik. "Snooks,"
said she, clinching her fist, " you are—what
you are. You know that Barny is a common
drunkard, and you made him ss, you old—li-
censed, rum-selling church-member." "Go
out of my shop," cried uncle 'Zeik, stepping to-
ward her. •« I wouldn't touch the poor woman,
Mr. Snooks," said one of the company ; " she's
driven on by the state of husband and children."
"Touch the poor woman!" cried Nelly, stretch-
ing herself up—and she was the tallest woman
in the parish—" let him lay the weight of his
rummy finger upon me, if he dares ; and though
I'm poor enough in purse, Heaven knows, I'll
show him I've the spirit of my father, who
thrashed him, when he was eighteen, for steal-
ing a sheep skin. I won't go out of his shop,
nor budge an inch, till I've said my say, in the
presence of ye all." " Nelly Belcher," said un-
cle'Zeik, "you'll have to pay for this." "Pay
for it?" cried Nelly, with a screaming Voice,
" and havn't you got your pay already ? Havn't
you got the homestead and the stock, and the
furniture? And didn't Barny.pawn the chil-
dren's clothes last Friday, and bring you every
cent that he got for them ? You've got every
thing, from the ridge pole down ; you've got it
all here, amongyour wagesW iniquity;" and, as
she said this, she gave a blow, with her fist,
upon the top of uncle 'Zeikv8 till, that made the
coppers rattle pretty lively I tell ye. "Snooks,"
said she, " you've got every thing. I havn't a
pint of meal nor a peck of potatoes for my chil-
dren. Stop—-I'm mistaken ; there's an old rum
jug in the house, that's been in your house often
enough ; you ought to have that ; and there's a
ragged straw bed ; you shall have them both,
and any thing else you'll find,, if you don't let
Barny have any more rum. You've made your
bargain, Snooks, your own way i but there's a

third party to it, and that1* tho devil. You'v*
got pour Barny's money, in your till, and th
devil's got your soul in his fire-proof, and he'll
keep it there safj till thi; day of judgment."—
Uncle 'Zeik offered 'Bijah Cody a handsome
present if he'i! turn her out of the shop. *' I'd
a leetle rather not, Mr. Snooks," answered 'Bi.
jah, with a look that showed plainly enough
how much he enjoyed uncle 'Zeik's torment.—
" Look here. Nelly B&lcher," said uncle 'Zrfik--
and he was getting wrathy, for he stamped his
foot pretty considerable smart—" the second
Tuesday of November next the court will sit,
and you shall aoswer for this." " What care I
for your court!" replied she; "the time will come,
and it may come this hour, when a higher court
will sit; and. you shall answer for more than all
this a thousand fold. Then., you cold-hearted
old man, I will lead my poor ragged children
before the bar of a righteous God, and make a
short story of their wrongs, and ^f that poor
young man's, who has fallen by your hands, just
as surely as though you had killed him with rats,
bane. There's none of you here that doesn't
remember me and Barny when we were married.
Now, I ask if you ever dreamt that we should
come to this ? Was there erer a little farm bet-
ter managed 1 And if I was not a careful,
faithful, iudustrioua_wife to Barny, I wish yoa
to say the very worst to my face. "-And were
my liltle.ones ill-treated? Hadn't they-whole
clothes for Sunday, and wasn't they constant at
meeting for years, till this curse crept'in upon
us like an adder ? And till then did you ever
see a likelier man than Barny ? And as for his
kindness to me and the_children till that hour,
it's for me to witness ; and I say it before ye all,
that before lie tasted this old man's liquor, there
never was a hard thought or a bitter word be-
tween us. He was the boy of my foolish love
when he was seventeen, and the man of jny
choice when he was three and twenty. I gave
him an honest heart, that never loved another,
and the trifle of worldly goods that my mother
left me ; but he has broken the one and squan-
dered the other. Last night, as I lay upon my
straw bed, with my poor children,11 thouglitof
our young days, and our little projects of hap.
piness ; and as 1 saw poor Barny, in my fancy,
just the trim lad that he was, with his bright
eye and ruddy cheek, I felt my eyes filling with
tears, as they're filling now. I hope I may nev-
er shed another," said she, dashing them off
with the back of her hand, and rce^ming hex
look of vengeance. " I'rti going to cross your
threshhold for the last time, and now mark me
well. I ask you, once for all, to sell poor Bar-
ny no more liquor. If you do, I will curse you-
till J d:e, as the destroyer of my husband ; and I
will teach my children to curse you when I am
dead and gone, as the destroyer of their father."

* * * * *

Uncle Snooks continued to sell rum to Barny
Belcher as before, whenever he got any money.
It was thought by a good many, that Nelly.had
lost her reason, or very near it, about that time.
She soon found out that Barny got rum at our
shop; and sure enough, she brought her four
little children, and, standing close to the shop
door, she cursed uncle 'Zeik, and made them do
so too. It worried him exceedingly. WheneVi
er she met him in the road, she used to stop
short, and say over a form that she had, in a low
voice ; but every body knew, by her raising her
eyes and hands, that she was cursing uncle 'Zeik.
Very few blamed her; her case was a very hard
one, and most folks excused her on tho score of
her mind's being unsettled by her troubles. But
even then she made her children obey her,
whether present or absent, though it was said
she never struck them a blow. It almost mads
me shudder sometimes when I've seen these
children meet uncle 'Zeik They'd get out of
his way as far as they could.; and when he had
gone by t they'd move their lips, though you
couldn't hear a word, and raise up their eyes and
hands, just as their mother had taught them.
When I thought thfse children were calling
down the vengeance of heaven upon uncle 'Zeik,
for having made them fatnerlees, it made my
blood run cold. ''

After the death of her husband, she became
very melancholy, and a great deal more so after
tho death of her twoyounger children. She did
not curse uncle 'Zaik after that. But she at.
ways had a talent for rhyming ; and she used t<»
come and Git upon the horse block befSHi our
shopi' andsing a sort of song that was meant t»
worry uncle 'Zeik, and it did worry him dread-
fully, especially the chorus, wtien«ver b«
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heard that, he seemed to forget what he was
About, and fvery thing wcnl wrong. 'Twas
something like this—

He dug a pit ns deep us hell.
And into it maxv a drunkur < fell;
He dug the pit for sordid pelf,
And into that pit he'll fall himself.

One time when poor Nelly sung the chorus
pretty loud, and the shop was rather full, uncle
'Zeik was so confused that he poured half a pint
of rum, which he had measured out, in his till,
and dropped the ehange into the tin pol, and
handed it to the customer.

I really felt for him ; for about this lime two
of his sons gave him a sight of trouble. They
nsed to get drunk and fight like serpents. They
shut the old gentleman down cellar one night,
and one of them, when he was drunk, slapped
his father in the face. They did nothing but
run him into dubt; and at last he got to taking
too much himself, just to drown care. Old
Nelly was right; for uncle Snooks fell into his
own pit, before he died.

After the temperance society was formed, he
lost his license, and got to be starving poor, and
the town had to maintain him. He's been crazv
several years. I went to see him last winter
with father, who has tried to get him into the
state hospital. It made me feel ugJy to see him.
He didn't know me ; but all the time I was
there, he kept turning his thumb and finger, as
though he was drawing liquor, or scaring it
down with a bit of chalk upon the wall. It
seemed as if he had forgotten all his customers
but one; for though the wall.was covered with
charges of rum and brandy, and gin and flip,
and teddy, the whole was set down against Bar.
ny Belcher.

REVOLUTIONARY ROMANCE.
West Point was one of the most impregnable

posts of the American army during the Revolu-
tionary war. Its commanding situation afford.
ed a view of the country for many miles around,
and its natural defences, assisted with little art,
rendered it one of the most important fastnesses
ef the American army, during the eigiit years'

B8t with the British nation ; and the conse-
lce attached to it, in a military point of view,

»s evinced in the frequent and unsuccessful
attempts of the enemy to obtain possession of it.
It was here that Arnold conceived the horrid
idea of bartering his country for gold. Thia
conspiracy, however, aiming a death blow at lib-
erty in the western hemisphere, resulted as every
one knowB only in the univers-al contempt and
ignominy of Arnold, and the lamented death of
the unfortunate Andre.
t It was in the latter part of the year 17—, the
fourth year of the struggle between England
and her colonies, that the British meditated an-
other attack on West Point, which they intend-
ed fchould decide the contest For this, purpose
secret preparations had been going on for some
time, and small parties were sent out to recon-
noitre the American camp. About three or four
days before this memorable action took place,
one of these reconnoitering parties, fatigued
with the exertions of the day, and finding them-
selves unable to reach the place of destination
before night, halted near the entrance of a wood,
resolving there to take up their quarters for the
night.

The party was headed by a brave officer, Col.
W , who, though young, had already dis-
tinguished himself in several engagements.—
Being within three miles cf the American camp,
and of course liable at any moment to be sur-
prised and taken prisoners by the Americans or
savages, who prowled around, two of the party
were obliged to act as sentinels, while the oth-
ers reposed themselves. Col. W , not be.
ing inclined, laid himself on the ground near a
tree, which his companion had ascended, and
was completely absorbed in a reverie of bright
hopes of future ghry, strangely mingled with
thoughts of those he had left in his native land.
Suddenly he was aroused by the trampling of a
horse, and seizing his musket was about to awa.
ken his companions, when he perceived through
the trees a foaming steed which had run away
with its rider ; in an instant he perceived it was
a lady, and darting through the thickets, he
caught the bridle of the horse just in time to
prevent her from being crushed under his heels,
he assisted the lady to d srnount, and half dead
with terror, she sank almost senseless on the
trunk of a tree. By the time the officer had se-
cured the horse, she recovered from her fright
tad informed him ihat p'>« v, a. the (<a:-r;bur of

General Monlrose, commander of the garrison
then otationcd at West Point—that riding out
with some of her companions, her horse had ta-
ken fright, and ehe was soon lost to their view,
and probably but for his assistance would have
been dashed to pieces in the forest. Whori the
lady was sufficiently rested, the gallant officer,
at her own request, set out to escort her home.
The sun was setting in all its splender. and
throwing its departing rays on the beautfiully
variegated hue of the distant forests, as they
came within sight of the American encamp-
ment; they had not proceeded far, when they
met the lady's companions, her own brother and
a young friend, riding at full speed in search of
her. Overjoyed at finding her in safety, they
forgot for a moment the presence of a stranger
—the rescued lady was first to remember it, and
turning to the officer said:

' By what name shall I thank the preserver of
my life ?'

' Reserve your thanks, fair lady, for him in
whose hands.I was but the humble instrument,'
said the officer ; 'my name is Eugene W ,
Colonel of his majesty's 23d regiment.1

Eugene !' said the lady's brother, ' is it
possible he can have forgotten his friend George
Montrosu ?' and the soldiers embraced each oth-
er.

They had been classmates and intimate friends
at Oxford, and when the father of Monlrose re-
moved with his family to America, just before
the breaking cut of the Revolutionary war, little
did the friends expect when parting, to meet
again as soldiers in a different cause.

The morning at length dawned, which was,
as it might be said lo decide the fate of the colo-
nies, for the British were in possession of New
York, and several other important places, and
expected il successful in this last attempt, to
bring the colonies into entire subjection. But
tlieir projects were defeated. The Americans
received intelligence of their movements a few
hours before, and made such hasty preparations
as time would permit, and being actuated by one
spirit, to conquer or die. this small garrison
office hundred men held out against four thou-
sand of the British troops, till they received re.
lief from head quarters, three flays after, and
then the British were entirely defeated. Gen-
eral Montrose was wounded, but not mortally,
and his son escaped unhurt, although he was in
the thickest part of the fray. Several of the
enemy were taken prisoners, and among them
was the gallant Col. W . Severely wounded,
he would never have recovered, but for the care
and attention of Emily Montrose. After the
campaign was ended these two persons to sin-
gularly brought together, were united in mar-
rage.

ASTONISHING FACTS RELATIVE TO
A FORMER ORGANIC WORLD.

Dr. Buckland giving a description of the
most interesling fossil organic remains, shows
that the extinct species of plants and animals
which formerly occupied our planet dispiay,
even their fragments and relics, the same marks
of wisdom and design which have been univer-
sally recognized in the existing species of orga-
nized beings.

After giving some account of the supposed
cases of fossil human bones, and establishing
the remarkable fact of the total absence of any
vestiges of the human species throughout the
entire series of geological formations, he passes
to the general history of fossil organic remains—

" It is marvellous that mankind should have
gone en for so many centuries in ignorance of
the fact, which is now so fully demonstrated,
that no small part of the present surface of the
earth is derived from the remains of animals
that constituted the population of ancient seas.
Many extensive plains and massive mounlains
from, as it were, the great charnel houses of
preceding generations, in which the petrified
exuviae of extinct races of animals and vegeta-
bles are piled into stupendous monuments of the
operations of life and death, during almost im-
measurable periods of past time. 'At the sight
of a spectacle,' says Cuvier, 'sr terrible, as that
of the wreck of animal life, forming almost the
entire soil on which we tread, it is difficult to
re-train the imagination from hazarding some
conjectures as lo the cause by which such great
effect have been produced.1 The deeper we de-
scend into the strata of the earth, the higher do
we ascend into the archaeological history of past
ages of creation. We find successive stages
marked by varying forms of animal and veguta.
bio We, and tlies- generally (!ifK r rn^re nn/> mnre

widely from existing species as we go further
downwards into the receptacles of the wreck of
more ancient creations. * * * *

" Besides the more obvious remains of teetacea
and of larger, minute exmination discloses, oc-
casionally, prodigious accumulations of micros-
copic shells that surprise us no less by their
abundance than by their extreme minuteness.
The mode in which they are crowded together
many b,; estimated from the fact that Soldani
collectea from less than an ounce and a half of
stone, found in the hills of Casciaoa, in Tus-
cany, 10,454 microscopic chambered shells.—

* * * * Of several species of
these shells, four or five hundred weigh a sin-
gle grain ; of one species he calculates that a
thousand individuals would scarcely weigh one
grain."

Extraordinary as these phenomena must ap.
p; ar, the recent discoveries of Ehrenberg, made
since the publication of Dr. Buckland's work,
are still more rriarvellous and instructive. This
eminent naturalist, whose discoveries respect-
ing the existing infusorial animals we have al-
ready noticed, has discovered fossil animalcules,
or infusorial organic remains, and not only has
discovered their existence by the microscope,
but he has found that they form extensive strata
of tripoli, or poleschiefer, (polishing slate,) at
Franzenbad, in Bohemia—a substance supposed
to have been formed from sediments of fine
volcanic ashes in quiet waters. These animals
belong to the genus Baeillaria, and inhabit
silicious shells, the accumulation of which form
the strata of polishing slate. The size of a
individual of these animalcules is about l-288lh
of a line, the 3.400th part of an inch. In the
polishing slate from Bilin, in which there seems
an extraneous matter, and no vacuities, a cubit
line contains, in round numbers, 23,000,000 of
these animalcules, and a cubicfiuch 41,000,000
of them. The weight of the^cubic inch of the .
tripoli which contains them is 270 grains.—
Hence there are 187,000 of these animalcules
in a single grain, or the silicious coat of one of
these animals is the 187,000th part of a grain.

Since this strange discovery was made Mr.
Ehrenberg has detected the same fossil animals
in the semiopal, which is found along with the
polishing slate in the tertiary strata of Bilin,
in the chalk flints, and even in the semiopal or
noble opal of the porphyrilic roeks. What a
singular operation does this fact exhibit of the
remains of the ancient world ! While our habi
tation are sometimes built^ofthe soJid aggregate
of millions of microscopic shells ; while, as we
have seen, our apartment are heated and light-
ed with the wreck of mighty forests that cover-
ed the primeval valleys, the chaplet of beauty
shines within the very sepulchres in which mii-
lionsof animals are entombed ! Thus has death
become the l>anduiaid and the ornament of life.
Would it were also i'.s instructor and guide !

A true gentleman—written by a lady.—A true
gentleman and a fine gentleman are not, as is
too universally supposed, synonymous charac-
ters. A true gentleman misses no opportunity
of obliging his friend. y«t docs it in so delicate
a manner that he seems rather to have recei/ed
than conferred a favor. He is honorable in
himself, and in the judgement of others, his
word is sufficient for the fulfillment of an en-
gagement. In his demeanor is combined mild-
ness and firmness, dignity with condescension,
affability with discretion ; sincerity, simplicity
an1 ease are prominent charactcristiss. He is
neither a slave nor an enrmy to pleasure, but
approves or rejects, or refuses, as his reason
dictates : he stoops not to flitter a knave, tuougb.
he may fill an exalted station : nor does he ne-
glect merit, though he may find it in a cottage.
He defeats the malice of an enemy with forbear-
ance, his understanding is never supplanted by
vanity; he does not love where he does not es-
teem ;in his friend.-hip he is steady and sincere;
and if he understands the true character of an
intelligent lady, he never salutes her with a pro-
fusion of what a fine gentleman would call elo-
quent flattery (but creates in the mind of an in-
telligent female disgust, disapprobation and dis-
like,) but addresses her with a proper degree of
respect, and converses for the purpose of mutual
instruction.

Cause and Effect.—Two persons meeting,
one observed to the other, " Si our old friend,
the counsellor is dead ; and I am surprised to
hear that he has left so very few efferts." " Not
at all to be wondered at," replied the other, ''a*
I understood hv ho:l very f.w euuscs."
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From the Metropolitan Magazine,

CLAITDI1VE.—A TALE.
BY TMK AUTHORESS OF " MISREPRESENTATION."

"ONE day Love rode a butterfly, seeking1 a
flowury ehrine. The Heartsease withered as
the god approached ; the sly urchin smiled to
•ee the ruin he had caused, then flew away.—
The Snowdrop could not stay his flight; she
WBB too pale and scentless—Love needs return
—requital. Upon a sloping sunny bank a single
Violet raised its peerless head; thither flew Love;
the perfume pleased him, and lie thought to creep
into the fragrant bell; but the wild wind rote,
the tiny flower bent before the blast, and the coy
god waa gone. Love is too often but a sunshine
friend. Long, long he fluttered near a graceful
Rose ; but her cup, so free and open, gave en-
trance to another—the roving Bee was welcome
there ; and Love must reign alone. Evening
came on, Love was a-wearied, and his gay cour-
tier's pinions drooped. He saw a dim and mel-
ancholy flower—* Here will I rest,' quoth he.—
Then in the Nightshade's gloomy folds Love
sought repose and found oblivion."

•' I see neither wit nor beauty in all that,"
said Claudine, as pettishly she threw away the
book.

" There is, at any rate, a moral," replied her
father, with a grave smile ; " take care that
you, Claudine, do not one day share the young
god's fate, and, in spite of all your beauty, pass
into oblivion."

Claudine thought there was no danger of any-
thing of the kind; she was exceediugly pretty,
her father considered rich, and the cold disdain
with which it had hitherto pleased her to treat
her admirers, seemed only to increase their num-
ber.

'• I think it extremely foolish," she answered,
"and I wonder who has had the impertinence
to write such nonsense in my scrap-book."

There were no albums in those davs.
" I t is not unlike Philip de la Condamine's

hand-writing," said a young companion ;— '• 1
know his sisters well, and have often seen his
letters (o them. I am almost certain it is his."

" Philip de la Condamine—Philip de la Con-
damine !" exclaimed Claudine, still more offend.
ed than before ; for Philip had red hair, his voice
was harsh and inharmonious, he limped slightly
in walking, his manners were abrupt, and there
was in his whole deportment that awkward
bashfulness we often see in persons sensible of
bodily defects. Philip de la Condamine was,
therefore, Claudine thought, the last man who
should have ventured to teach her such a lesson;
and she again repeated, that she thought he had
been guilty of great impertinence.

" Philip is an excellent man," observed her
father.

" I hate excellent men, especially if they have
red hair," said Claudine, impatiently. Then
taking the page from the book, she tore it into
% thousand pieces, and, scattering them on the
ground, proposed to her companions that they
•hculd betake themselves to the verandah.

Now it happened that Philip de la Condamine
had, on the preceding evening, made proposals
to Mr. Pierrepoint for his daughter's hand ; the
offer had been rejected ; for, although Mr. Pier-
repoint would gladly have accepted Philip for a
son-in-law, he knew Claudine's feelings towards
him rendered the marriage quite impossible.—
De la Condamine was about to leave New Or.
lc«ns for a short time; but, notwithstanding
his disappointment, he would not go without a
farewell visit to Claudine, and he was even now
upon his way to Mr. Pierrepoiiits house. He
was ushered into the drawing-room, where the
fragments of his little fable, scattered upon the
floor, instantly attracted his attention ; while,
through the open window,, he heard the lady of
his love amusing a circle of giddy companions
at his expense. And as the laughter of these
heedless beings grated upon his ear, Claudine,
apprized that a stranger was within, entered the
room. She saw iiiblantly that he was vexed
and angry.and believing the indignity with which
she had treated his effusion to be the cause of
his displeasure, endeavored to soften his annoy,
ance by affecting ignorance of the author.—
Philip made no reply, but fixed his ey*son hers,
and, with a withering look of scorn and detes-
tation, left the room. Claudine was very much
distressed ; under her proud and haughty bear,
ing there lurlicd a woman's timid heart, and
from that hour she feared Philip de la Conda-
mine as much or more than she believed he ha-
ted her.

I wo years passed on, and all was changed in
Claudine Picrrepoinl's lot. Her father died—
died, too, insolvent—and she became a beggar
and a slave. For her maternal ancestors be.
longed to that degraded race; and though no
traces of her dark origin shadowed her lofty
brow, or dimed the rose that blushed upon her
cheek—although till now the hideous circum-
stance had not even been suspected by the poor
wretch whose fate hung all upon it—yet was it
true. No act of mandmission had been passed
—she was a slave, and claimed as such by the
unfeeling creditors. She was a slave) nothing
might save her from her fearful destiny ; expos-
tuation, entreaty, even gold was tried j fora
hall-brother of her father's, who chanced, at the
period of his decease, to be upon the spot, deep-
ly interested for the unprotected orphan, used
every means to save her. It was in vain.—
Her beauty had enhanced her value; all he could
offer would not meet the price the heartless
wretches set upon her; and she, who had been
so delicately reared—the beautiful, the pure,
the lofty.minded Claudine—stood shrinking
from the public gaze, a jest, a sport,, the victim
of cupidity, of viler passions still. Once only
she raised her tearful eyes—once she was seen
to shudder, and then, befriended by her sex's
weakness, fell on the ground insensible. In
that state she was purchased at an enormous
price; in that state she was carried to her mas.
ter's dwelling ; and when returning conscious,
ness brought all the horror of her situation to
her mind, she was in a strange room, with unfa-
miliar faces round her. Nor dared she ask
whose it was, or whose the menials so intent
on her recovery, lest she should hear the name
she dreaded most on earth.

" Leave me !" she cried to the negress who
seemed most active, " leave me ! Oh ! let me
be alone. I want no food, no attendance, I on-
ly want to die. I thought I was dead : why,
why did you recall me to this miserable world ?
Leave me, I say "

The s.aves obeyed ; and the wretched crea-
lure, starting from the sofa on which 6he had
been lying, quickly approached a table where
some refreshments had been placed, and, seizing
a knife, fer a moment meditated self-destruc,
tion. But the instinctive love of life, the fear
of offending her almighty Maker, delayed her
frantic purpose ; and while she stood irresolute,
the soand of u shuffling footstep caught her ear,
and her whole frame shook with horror; she
knew her most appalling fears were realised —
De la Condamine had purchased her—De la
Condamine now stood beside her. For a few
seconds neither spoke ; at length he broke the
painful silence.

" We are both changed, much changed, Clau-
dine, since the morning when my folly called
forth your merriment; when, after having spurn-
ed my love, you derided my infirmities, and
made a mockery of that which should have cal-
led forth pity and compassion. Claudine, do
you slill recollect that day ?"

Claudine bent her head forward, and the long
tresses fell in rich clusters on her pallid cheeks.
" I do remember it," she said ; " I have, I f.ar
but too much cause ; but for my foolish conduct
on that fatal morning, perhaps I had not been
as I am now—your slave !"

" Not so, not so, Claudine, you are no slave.
You are free, free as the mountain rivulet. It
is true, the wealth I once presumed to offer you,
the gold I valued most, because 1 looked upon
it as a means of gratifying you, has saved you
from an ignominious fate ; yet you are no slave,
I have bought your freedom."

" Freedom !" almost shrieked Claudine.
•• Yes, you are free."
" Bless you! O bless you !"
He waved his hand impatiently. "Your

kinsman left New Orleans this morning, for he
could not bear to witness your unhappincss ; but
I have despatched a messenger to ttli him you
are here, and beg his immediate return. This
evening, or to-morrow at the latest, I expect
nun, and you will leave this place together ?"

" Bless you ! O bless you !" Claudine once
more exclaimed, as throwing herself upon her
knees, she seized his hand, and pressed it to her
boating heart. For a moment Philip looked to.
wards her, then raised her gently, placed her
upon a seat, and silently withdrew.

Mr. WiHiam Pierrepoint was an English mer-
chant of very moderate fortune, residing in the
neighborhood of London; thither, after some
little delay, he brought his adopted charge, and
bade his wife and daughters look upon her as a

child and sister. The injunction waa unneceti
"ary ; they were kind, simple-minded people*
who saw nothing in their new relative but what
was dear and lovely; and she was speedily do-
mesticated in the family. Claudine was sensi-
bly alive to all their kindness, and in return
strove to be cheerful, to appear happy ; but it
might not be—her thoughts were ever in her
own far country, and the remembrance of the
degradation she'had suffered pressed like a heavy-
weight upon her heart. There were others be-
side her family who loved Claudine, for she was
beautiful ; her long dark eyes, so soft and pen.
"ive, her graceful mien, her exquisitely moulded
form, raised her above the herd of merely preUy
women : and, all impoverished as she was, there
were not wanting those who gladly Would have
linked their fate with hers—but one had left hit
image on her heart, and it seemed sacrilege even
to entertain a thought of love or preference save
for him.

Years passed away—Claudine's beauty faded,
faded bcfWe its time. Beauty, even with us,
the flower but of a day, is still more evanescent
in the daughters of the western world. Clau.
dine was changed : it mattered not; her loveli-
ness had been but a pernicious gift, and its de*
parture caused her no regret.

It chanced about this time there was a dinner-
party—a dull, formal dinner-party. The ladies,
seated in a circle, looked wearied, made insig.
nificant remarks, and twirled their fans. The
gentlemen stood about the room in knots of two
or three, and talked of the funds and politics.—
The owner of the house was in a sort of grave
fidget (if my readers can comprehend such a
stale ;) the lady, in the midst of her endeavors
to amuse her guests, looked anxiously in the di-
rection of the door, and not very complacently
towards her husband, for she knew the dinnet
was being spoilt, and the person who caused
the inconvenient delay had been invited espe
cially by him. At length, her patience being
fairly exhausted, dinner was ordered, to the in-
finite relief of the assembled parly ; the guests
took their places at the table, the soup was hand-
ed round, and something like a thaw began.—
Just then a carriage drove up to the doc
shabby knock was given, an awkward lookl
person shuffled into the room, muttered in a
husky voice some faint excuses for his tardy ap
pearance, then sank into the vacant seat, and,,
without looking round, applied himself to the
half-cold soup that was set before him.—Mr*.
Barton, the owner of the house, gave the poor
man a stiff reproving bow, while the majority of
the company, paused in their eating, or their
talking, to speculate from whence had sprung
so strange a looking being. But there was
present one person whose cheek glowed, whose
hoart beat, and hand trembled ; Claudine Pierre-
point was among the guests, and in that uncouth
stranger recoguiscd Philip de la Condamine.—
Sho found no opportunity of speaking, or even
of bowing to him, for they were seated at the
same side of the table, and it was impossible to
catch his eye. As, however, the ladies left tha
room, she ventured an inclination of her head.
It was barely answered ; in fact, he doubted
whether the salutation had been meant for him.
Claudine fell she was forgotten, and her father's
warning rushed upon her mind.

The evening glided on; the gentlemen came
up from the dining-room ; there was music,
flirting, conversation—but De la Condamine, a
stranger and neglected, stood alone. Claudine
mustered all her courage, and addressing him
by name, proffered her hand. He started.

" You do. not recollect me," she Baid color-
ing, " l a m so changed and altered. Philip de
la Condamine forgets Claudine Pirrepoint."

Philip looked earnestly at the agitated Clau.
dine, then said (he was no courtier, he never had
been one,) something of " time," something
about "J.ho lapse of years."

That night, in the dark slillnesdof her cham-
ber Claudine wept—wept for tire beauty she had
lost; Philip had loved that beauty, now it was
gone, and with it all her chance ofpleasing him.
Claudine was wrong ; there yet remained some-
thing superior to her vanished charms—the spir-
it's loveliness was there and soon did Philip
own its power. They again met. Mr. Pierre-
point, anxious to testify his sense of gratitude
towards the man who had acted thus noble a
part, gave him an invitation to his house ; and,
thrown once more into Claudine's society all
tho affection with which De la Condamine had
formerly regarded her revived, and ere long it
was generally known an engagement had taken
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place. He returned to New Orleans to make
tome arrangements rendered necessary by his
fjjture plans : for as Claudino's reappearance in
w i C l t y W a s judged impossible, it was settled
be should be received as a junior partner in her
Uncle* house, and about six months after Mrs.
Barton's dinner-party he and Claudine were
married.

•' And were happy ever after."
Not altogether, gentle reader! There were

at first drawbacks to their felicity : Philip's for-
tune had already suffered from the enormous
•urn ho paid for Claudine's freedom ; transfers
of properly are seldom unaccompanied by loss—
his was peculiarly unfortunate; for many years,
therefore» it required much toil on his part, and
economy on hers, to enable them to live at all.—
Claudine thought nothing of her own privations,
but it pained her sensibly to see him overworked
and anxious, and self-reproach was bnsy when
she reflected, as she hourly did, that it was from
love to her these trials and anxieties had aripen.

44 Philip," she said one day when he appeared
unusually harrassed, " my own Philip, you have
bought my happiness at too high a price."

*' I do not think so," he replied. -
"Oh, if you knew how bitterly I lament my

blindness, my folly, my worse than folly !"
" Pooh, pooh ! who could expect a beautiful

girl of seventeen to fall in love with such an ug-
ly dog as I am. / was the fool for even think-
ing of it."

I believe it is hardly necessary to inform the
reader that the groundwork of L|ppjiiU.le tale is
true. The disgraceful scene j u n m i c h Clau-
dine bore so conspicuous and pWMm a part, has
been enacted—may be repeated with, i fear, but
4itUe chance of a chivalrous Philip de la Con-
damine to interpose between the victim of an
iniquitous system and her dark <destiny.

J * * •

From the Baltimore Patriot. *

T H E BEAUTIFUL JULIA.—A FACT.

I knew the beautiful Julia L , when in
the bloom of her seventeenth summer. She
was beautiful—amiable—accomplished. Her
form was the very symbol of grace, and in her
dark, liquid, melting eye, there was a heavenly
charm that captivated the soul. The burning
words that fell from her lips of love, contained
in them the very poetry of sound, and often
ba.ve I hung over her at the piano, entranced by
sound, sweet as those when the angels strike
their golden harps in * * • , * Never have
I heard a voice so soft, so sweet, so melodious.
O h i it wan like the faint notes of an jEuIean
harp breathing over the bosom of a moon lit
lake. But the beautiful, the fascinating Julia,
was led away by the love of dress, which brought
on a puleionary disease. I saw her when the
rose had faded on her cheek, and the brilliance
of her eye had departed. But oh! though
cnanged she was still beautiful! I bowed down
«>t her feet and spoke of returning health and of
the roses that should again bloom on her-cheek ;
but shetjaid herfair hand upon her heart, pointed
to heaven and shook her head. Oh ! I can still
see the expression of her beautiful eyes! Every
day brought intelligence that the beautiful flow-
er—that she whom every one loved, was fading
away. At length she grew belter. I was re.
joiced ! A few days after in the happy belief
that she was recovering, I was playing upon
the violin. I heard a gentle step at my door—
it was my mother. She entered and sorrowful.
ly said, '•'poor Julia is gone—she is dead .'" The
sound came like a thunderbolt to my heart; the
musieal instrument fefl from my hands, and I
burst into tears, repeating my mother's words—
poor Julia is gone—she is dead.

I stood by the vax.it and saw the once beauti.
ful Julia entombed. It was a mournful moment,
for all who knew her loved her. Time rolled
on. The seasons changed—Spring carne with
ber beautiful flowers, hut the lovely Julia, the
sweetest flower of them all, were seen no
more.

Eight years passed away on the wings of
time. Again I stood by that vault, which was
opened to receive another. I was seized with
an irresistable desire to see once more, that
beautiful being, I unscrewed the lid of the
coffin—there she lay—the shroud was gone,
and the face was full, though of a dark hue. \$
could almost recognize the lineaments of for-
mer b-auty. I was musing uprohhe mutability
of from an happiness, miien a blast o f air swept
a tray the ashes from the face, and left nothing

but a ghastly skull before me. God of mercy ?
I involuntarily exclaimed, is this the once beau,
liful Julia! A voice from the silent city of
the dead seemed to answer—"This is the end of
beauty—this is the conclusion of all human
grandeur!*1 I unclasped the hands, which
were crossed upon the once fair and beating bo-
som; and, as I held the cold relic in my own, I
asked myself, if this could be the once small
white hand which danced so delightfully over
the keys of the piano, and woke the entrancing
sounds of music. I turned away from the re.
mains of the lovely one and wept, till the sound
of approaching mourners aroused him.

The Stars—The 6tarB!—Look at the distant
star which twinkles in the firnament. There it
has shone with untliminished lustre for centuries.
The eyes that are sealed in death thousands of
years have gazed upon it, and seen it theBame as
we'behold it now. It has held its place thro' suc-
cessive empires. If we look back th-ough the
vista ot distant ages we find it there- It beheld
Rome in her might and her majeBty. It looked
upon Babylon in the days of her glory. It saw
Egypt in her rising greatness. Yet still it
shines on, without change or diminution of
lustre. Perpetuity, constancy, is stamped upon
it. Yet this is but a feeble type of the constau-
cy and endurance of heavenly friendship. Thus
saith the Lord, which giveth the sun for a light
by day, and the ordinances of the moon and stars
for a night, which divideth the sea when the
waves thereof roar; the Lord of Hosts is his
name; if those ordinances depart from before
me, saith the Lord, then the seed of Israel shall
also cease from being a nation before me forev-
er. The mountains shall depart, and the hills
be removed, but my kindness shall not depart
from thee; neither shall the covenant of my
peace be removed, saith the Lord that hath mer.
cy on thee.' If we attach so much value to the
constancy that can abide but * few years at most,
how can we estimate aright that which endures
for ever ?—Think of a friendship, the measure
of whose duration is eternity itself, the tenure
of it without limit or end. O, what a basis for
everlasting confidence is this !

O* TJie last number of the North American
Review contains a Review of Spark's life and
writings of GEORGE WASHINGTON, an interesting

work recently published in 12 volumes, and
which is republishing in England, France and
Germany. In the course of the review, which
is very ably written, the following beautiful tri-
bute is paid to the wife of Washington :

•' The matrimonial connexion of Washington
was eminently happy, and continued for forty
years till his death. With her intimate ac-
quaintances, the character of Mrs. WASHINGTON
was the theme of untiring praise. To the na-
tion at large, she was the object of affectionate
respect: for it was known to all men, that she
made the home of the Father of his country
happy. Affable and courteous, exemplary in
her deportment, remarkable fur deeds of charity,
unostentatious, and without vanity, she adorned
private life by her domestic virtues, and with
dignity and giace every station to which her
husband's eminence called her. There is no
doubt that much of the calm and equable action
of Washington's chancter is to be ascribed to
the happy influence of his wife, to the freedom
from domestic care, resulting from her excel-
lent management, and to the even spirits, which
can rarely be enjoyed but in a cheerful home.

An Extract.—When I pass by the grogshop
and bear the idle dispute and.llie obscene song
—when I see the cart rolled along filled with
intoxicated youth, singing and shouting ae they
go—when I discover the boat sailing down the
river, ^ f e r e you can discover the influence of
rum byTne noise which it makes—I cannot help
but ask, were these people taught to read ? Was
there no social library to which they could have
aecess ? Did they ever know the satisfaction
of taking an improving volume by a peaceful
fireside 7 Or did they ever taste the luxury of
impgpving the mind ? You hardly ever knew
a young man that loved his home arid his book,
that was vicious. Knowledge is often the poor
man's wealth. It is a treasure that no man can
steal, no moth nor rust can corrupt. By this
you turn lisa cottage to a palace and you give a
treasure which is alwjgs improving and never
can be lost.

The Nashville Whig says—" A Bowie Jrni/e
slaughter took place a few days since in Holines-
ville, Miss. Mr. Hobbs was the victim; Stroth-
er, the butcher."

A DANGEROUS WEAPON.—A Mr. Jackson, of
St. Louis, has invented an air gun cane, which
will kill a rat six rods distance, and. may be dis-
charged thirty times at once loading.

Noble Act.—The citizens of Cincinnati have
presented a house and lot, & c , valued at $1200
to Mrs. Mary Ann McComas and her sisters
and children, as an act of charity to compensate
her in some measure for the double loss she BUS-
tained by fire on the 21st, in the destruction of
her property, and in the death of a fine little
boy who perished in the flames. The unfortun.
ate widow is sister-in-law to the editor of the
Troy (Ohio) Times. The little boy of 8 years
of age perished because he could not be per-
suaded by his mother to jump out of the window
from a small height, as his sister aged 12 did
upon a feather bed the mother threw out.

A Thought.—Were children accustomed from
infancy, to hear nothing but correct conversa.
tion, there would be but little need of their learn.
ing arbitrary rules of Grammar; they would
naturally speak and write correctly. Hence it
is that children of educated parents are general,
ly so much more easy and graceful in their con.
versation than the children of the uneducated.
Our language like our manners, is caught from
those with whom we associate ; and if we would
have the young improve in this important part
of education we must be careful that they hear
no vulgarism from us. Parents and teachers
cannot be too particular in their use of language
in the presence of imitative children.—Pet-
talozzi.

Goto Church.—There is no one thing which
helps to establish a man's character and stand-
ard in society, more than a steady attendance
at church, and a proper regard for the first day
of the week. Every head of a family should go
to church as an example of parents who have
loved them, and watched over their best inter-
ests. Lounging in the streets and bar-rooms on
the Sabbath day is abominable and deserves se-
vere censure, because it lays the foundation of
habits which ruin one, body and eoul. Many a
young man can date the commencement of his
dissipation, which made him a burthen to him.
self and friends, and an object of pity in the
sight of his enemies to his Sunday debauchery.
Idleness is the mother of drunkenness—the Sab.
bath is to young people generally an idle day,
therefore if it be not properly kept, it were bet.'
ter struck out of existence.

Go to church !—If you are a young man just
entered upon business, it will establish your
credit. What capitalist would not sooner entrust
a new beginner, who instead of dissipating his
time, his character and his money in dissolute
company, attended to his business on business
days, and on the Sabbath appeared in the house
of God. Go to church! with a contrite heart,
pour out a sincere thank offering for the mercies
of the past week.—Baltimore Patriot.

A SINGULAR DUEL.—The Richmond Whig, in
announcing the death of Col. F. B. Povell, of
Powhattan county, Va., furnishes a very interes.
ling account of a duel that was fought same years
since between that gentleman and Col. W. S.
Archer, of the same slate. The terms were pis-
tola aj ten paces. The first fire was ineffectual
and Col. Archer proposed, in order to make
quicker work of it, that both parties should have
the privilege of advancing at the next fire, with-
in what distance and time they pleased. Colonel
Povell agreed. The word was given and the lat-
ter fired without leaving his place, hitting Col.
Archor's hat, and through it the comb with which
his hair was fastened. Archer advanced until
his pistol touched his antagonist's breast, ex.
claiming " Sir, your life is in my hands—make
acknowledgments or I'll blow you through in an
instant." "Ill make no acknowledgments," ana.
wered the undaunted Povell. and exposing his
bare bosom to the instrument of death, taunted
Col. Archer to fire, in terms that indicatsd his
unyielding firmness of soul. " I will not kill
so brave a man," was the reply of the latter, as he
fired in the air. Col. Povell apologized, now
that the means of intimidation were removed;
they both shed '.ears, shook hands and proved the
sincerity of the reconciliation by continuing ever
after the best fricuda.
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"TAe Knickerbocker.1*—The November No. of
this favorite magazine is on hand. It will af.
ford timely amusement to those in whose ears
yet ring the tumult of the just closed political
contest; and should receive additional patrons
from among those whose intense patriotism for.
bade them, up to this time, the quiet pleasures of
light literature. Its pages are always instruc-
tive and amusing, and seldom more so than now.
Mas. Phillips journal is a most interesting por.
tion of several of the late numbers, while the
tales from the "Kushaw property" arc exceed,
ingly clever and amusing. "The Wanderer's
Return," " The Sympathies," " The Miser,"
'•Hans Carvel," &c. &c. all afford what the
readers of monthlies always seek.

The Mechanics" Association.—We are happy
to know that this association is now in a flour-
ishing condition, and that its usefulness is de-
monstrated by the large number of Books week-
ly drawn from its library by those for whose par-
ticular benefit it was established. Its officers
are active in the performance of their somewhat
arduous duties, and every member feels a de-
gree of responsibility resting upon him, which
will ensure the permanency of the association.
Our citizens, too, generally appreciate the im.
portance of sustaining it, and we doubt not it
will advance in importance and usefulness with
every month. Success attend every effort to
elevate the intellect, and place the mechanic a-
mong the most enlightened as he is now among
the most useful classes of Society !

NEW WORK!
" PELAYO, A STORY OF THE GOTH, by the author

of • Mellechamp,1 • Guy Rivers,1 ' The Yamasse,'
«J-c. <$•<;." The HARPERS have commenced their
winter literary campaign. The- first fruits
are before us. In " Pelayo'1, the favorite au-
thor of " Mellechamp," has sent out an interest,
ing work, drawn from an interesting age. Of
its particular excellence, we must defer the ex-
pression of an opinion, until we shall have over-
come both volumes. It may be had of NICHOLS
& WILSON.

Christmas and New Yeir Gifts —The season
for the presentation of Tokens of Affection is
at hand, and our Booksellers are unusually well
prepared for its arrival. NICHOLS & WILLSON
have a rioh'»assortment of splendcd Annuals—
some of them vastly superior to any thing ever
before offered in this market. Go, ye swains,
and purchase ; for mayhap the gorgeous splen-
dor of either the "Keepsake," the "Oriental,"
the "Souvenir," the "Landscape," or the Book
of Flowers," may prove a more eloquent advo-
cate of your hopes, than your own bashful lips.

A Learned Ferryman.—A Ferryman on the
Potomac, whose father had died in a fit of the
Gout, answered a friend, (who had not heard of
his father's death, and who enquired after his
health,) in the following very learned language :

SIB;—The extreme frigidity of the circumam.
blent atmosphere,-had so congealed the pelucid
aquaous humors of the enormous river Potomac,
that I was constrained to procrastinate my in.
tended egress into the palatine province of Ma-
ryland, to obtain the assistance, coagatancy and
co-operation of a distinguished son of ^scula-
pins, until the peccant deleterious, matter of the
arthritic had ascended from the inferior major
digit of my paternal relative in consanguinity,
pervaded the cranium, and produced an absolute
•cUnguishment of vivification.

TRAVELLER'S GUIDE TO WISCONSIN AND IOWA.

This is a very useful little work, and as the pub.
lisher is now in the oity, those who wish a sy.
nopsis of tho geography &e. of these territories,
should avail themselves of this opportunity to
procure this '• Guide.11

MR. EDITOR:—After listening with extreme
pleasure to the highly poetic and eloquent dis-
course of the Rev. P. Church, on the dedication
of Mount Hope Cemetery, I chanced to read
the following beautiful lines written by Miss
Gould, after the dedication of Mount Auburn,
at Boston. And judging from the effect which
they produced on my own mind, I think you
will confer a favor on many of your readers, by
giving them a place in your columns. B.

A VOICE FROM MOUNT AUBURN 1
A voice from Mount Auburn! a vocie !—and it said:
"Ye have chosen me out as a home for the dead;
From the bustle of life ye have rendered me free •,
My earth ye have hallowed—henceforth 1 shall be
A garden of graves, where your loved ones shall rest;
O. who will be first to repose on my breast 7

"I now must be peopled from life's busy sphere;
Ye may roam, but the end of your journey is here.
I shall call! I shall call! and the many will come
From the heart of your crowds to so peacefnl a home.
The great and the good, and the young and the old,
In death's dreamless slumbers, my mansions will hold.

"To me shall the child his loved parent resign ;
And, mother, the babe at thy breast must be mine!
The brother and sister for me are to part,
And the lover to break from each tie of the heart.
I shall rival the bridegroom, and take from his side,
To sleep in my bosom, his Beautiful bride.

"And sweetly secure from all pain they shall lie
Where the dews gently fall, and the streams ripple by,
While the birds sing their hymns amid air-harps that

sound
Thro' the boughs of the forest trees whispering around,
And flowers bright as Eden's at morning shall spread.
And, at eve, drop their leaves o'er the slumberer's bed.

"But this is all earthly ! while thus ye enclose
A spot where your ashes in peace may repose —
Where the living may come and commune wiih the dead,
With God and his soul, and with reverence traad
On the sod, which he soon may be sleeping below :
Have ye chosen the home where your spirit shall go 1

"Shall it dwell where the gardens of Paradise bloom,
And flowers are not opening to die on the tomb ?
With the song of an angel, a vesture of light.
Shall it rise in a world iree from shadow and blight:
Wnero the waters are pure, from a fount never sealed,
And the secrets of heaven are in glory revealed 1

"A day hastens on—and an arm then shall break
The bars of the tomb—the dead trump shall awake
The dead from their sleep in the earth and the sea.
And, 'render up thine!' shall the sound te to me!
Trepare for that hour, that my people may stand
Unawed by the scene at the Judge's right hand."

A Baekwoodiwin Heroine.—A correspondent
of the Louisville Journal writing from Helena,
Ark., under date'of the 12th ult., says—

•'Last week a Mrs. McBride of Monroe Co.,
a widow lady, was informed by one^of her chil-
dren, that the dogs had treed a panther, within
half a mile of the house. Having no ammuni-
tion, she Bent to a neighbors and prosured pow-
der and lead moulded some bullets, loaded her
gun, and proceeded to the place and brought
down her game at the first fire. The report of
the gun started up another panther near at hand,
which ran up a tree, within half a mile of the
other. She again loaded the gun and killed the
other, also, at the first fire, from the top of one
of the tallest trees. What would your city la.
dies say to this? I happened to be there the
same day and received the statement from her.
self."

An Aged Bride.—& woman recently died in
Italy, aged 142 years. She had had 8 husb*nd8,

L i n a h i s fiOW5Om flUrTirV,ecl her" T h e w i d ° ™is in his 62nd year. He married her when he
was twenty and the brid. had just completed her
century ; ,t is sa.d he looked more to her fortune
and to the probabil.ty of her decease, t h a n T
her personal charms. She punished his mer
cenary spirit by living forty years afterwards.

PRINTER'S PROVERBS.
Never inquire thou of an editior for the news,

for behold it is his duty at the appointed tima
to give it unto thee without asking.

When thou dost write for his paper, never say
unto him, " What thinkest thou of my piece?"
for it maybe that the truth might offend thee.

It is not fit that thou should ask of him who
is the author of an article ; for his duty requires
him to keep such things to himself.

When thoudost enter into a Printing Office,
have a care to thyself that thou dost not touch
the type, for thou niayest cause the Printer
much trouble.

Look not on the copy which is in the hands ef
the compositor ; that is not meet in the sight of
the Printer.

Neither examine the proof-sheet, for it is not
ready to meet the eye, that thou mayest under.
stand it.

Prefer thy town paper to any other ; subscribe
immediately for it, and pay in advance, that
it may be well with thec and thy little ones.

SINGULAR INCIDENT.
At a public house in Scotland, a soldier stop-

ped to take some refreshment. He was ushered
into a room where the landlord happened to be
making merry with some neighbors, and the
soldier being a man of wars and travels, he
highly entertained them with stories. At length
one of the most inquisitive highlanders asked
him what was the most cruel sight, he had ever
seen in hisJ0PMt He answered that he had seen
many a reiMiltjrp sight, but something connec-
ted with them&friacre of Glencoe beat them all!
and there he saw sixteen men bouud hand and
foot, then placed side by side on a bench, and
sixteen musket balls fired through their stout
hearts ! Upon this the landlord took an occa-
sion to go out, and beckoned to one of his neigh,
bors to follow.

'I now understand,'said he, "that this red
coat was at the murder of my father, for he
was one of these sixteen men; I am resolved
to run him thro' with my dirk this instant.'—
'Agreed, my brave Donald;' said his neighbor;
'but first let him entertain us with more of his
adventures.' They went in together, and, sure
of their prey, requested him to continue his
narrative.

•About dawn.' continued he, 'we were under
orders to quit Giencoe. Passing by a brook,
we heard the screams of a child. The captaja
said to me 'Go Duncan, destroy that child if it
be a male, if a female spare it.' I found a de-
cent looking woman forcing the corner of a
blanket in which it was wrapt into its mouth,
and thus trying to save it my heart melted with
pity—I told the captain it was a female child 7

Upon this the landlord exclaimed, 'I was that
child in my mother's lap! often has she told
me the tale with tears of gratitude! I had a
little while ago resolved to slay you ; but now
put off that red coat, and be as my brother for-
ever V So saying he called his aged mother, and
related the circumstance to her, who was sensi.
bly affected at having the deliverer of Infer child
pointed out to her. His discharge fronThis reg-

j iment was purchased, and he is now an inmate
and faithful servant in the employ of the inn-
keeper.

Roman Remains in Africa.—During the last
expedition undertaken into the interior of Afri-
ca by the French from Algiers, they ascended
the Qusd Kleb, as far as its source, to Redjel
Safia (Sigus.) The Roman city was built on
several hillocks, and to judge from the quantity
of cut stones lyir.g scattered on the ground, it
must have covered a very large surface. Al
the summit of one of the hills is to be seen the
sanctuary of a temple, the walls of which are in
many places three or four yards in height. A
square pedestal, placed in the rear of the edifice,
bears the following inscription :—" Genio Colo-
niBB €irtaj S. R. P. Siguitanor." Other inscrip.
tions were also found in the interior of tha
sanctuary, which clearly proved that Redjel
Safia was the real site on which stood the city
of Sigus. *

A correspondence between a Yankee school
master in Mississippi, and his mother in Main*

r» „ Mfty 15. 1838.
Dear son-Come home. A rolling stona

till deaV 0 mO88' affectionate mother

Dearmother-I wont,- Compere!

f h r n T t fat* Y°U r
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£EM AND LADIES' AMULET.
A ROMANCE OF REAL LIFE.

Robert Taylor.—According to his account he
it the son of the lale Lord Kennedy, who mar-
ned his mother twelve months after his birth.—
His mother dying when he was young, his fa-
th«r ordered him to he put «o nurse; and a wo.
man named R-ihinson, in the oily road, London,
received £180 a year and £1 a week, to take
care of him. When about seven years of age,
he was stolen by some gypsies, who deserted
him at Birston, where a collier picked him up,
and he was employed in the pits. It happened
in the mean time that Lord Kennedy died, and
having no lawful issue, he bequeathed the great.
or portion of his property to the subject of this
narrative. Inquiries were instituted in all di-
rections to find him out; and advertisements
fully describing his person, and some particular
marks upon his arms, were inserted in the lead-
ing journals. Just at this time he was taken ill
at Bilston, and was in the habit of attending a
•urgcon daily for his prescriptions. The sur-
geon having seen the advertisement, thought he
recognized the person wanted in his patient;
and on asking him questions, and examining
him closely, he became convinced that he was
in reality a "diamond in the rough ;" and he
accordingly wrote to the advertising parties in
London. He was recognized by Mrs. Robinson,
and was placed in a situation of affluence ; but
unhappily there he took a large sum of money
with him and went to Bilston, where in dissipa-
tion, he spent it, and was brought near to death.
In this situation an angjj of the Temperance
Society crossed his patff^he became a "tee to-
taller," and after raising the wind to a consider-
able extent from those who had well assured
themselves of his future hopes, he started again
for London in good style, and once more placed
himself under the care of Mrs. Robinson.—
Having remained there for the last three years,
he became uncomfortable, and resolved upon
leaving. It appears that, according to one of
the eccentricities of the will under which he has
obtained a portion, and is to have the whole of
his property, he was bound to live with Mrs.
Robinson until he got married, or attained the
age of twenty-one. He advertised for a wife,
and receiving an answer from Birmingham, went
there last week, and seeing the fair one, fixed
Saturday for the marriage. She wished to wait
till Monday. Upon which he inquired for an.
other girl, was introduced to Mary Ann Skind-
mpre, who was fetched out of .Mr. Barbel's fac-
tory in Newhall street, to see him on Friday,
and on Saturday morning they were married by
license at St. Phillips church, beth looking for-
ward, no doubt, with the pleasing anticipation
of being in two years in the enjoyment of prop-
erty to the enormsus amount of £60,000 per an-
num. He is only eighteen years of age, and
his wi fe not so old. She is a good looking girl,
and the daughter of poor but honest parents in
Edmund st. They remained in Birmingham
until Tuesday morning, when they started for
Derby.—Birmingham Journal.

PRINTERS' BILLS IX PARTICULAR,
DUNS IN GENERAL.

There is certainly embedded somewhere in
human nature, a principle which leads men to
turn up their noses at printers's bills. Of all
sorts of duns, a printers' dun is the most undone
dun. There is rest neither night nor day for
the sole of his foot and a denial to him is a mat-
ter so natural that he has become a standing
monument of patience. Those who wish to pre-
pare themselves for elevation in eternity ought
to engage to collect debts for a printer. Job's
long suffering spirit is a " mere circumstance to
that of a printer's dun. We are well aware that
the best kind of a dun is a bore most intolera-
ble. He is a man, to make the best of him, who
carries with him a multitude of calamities and,
like a camel before a simoon, all sorts of people
•an scent his approach. •?**

" Mr. J. Smith, here is your bill for a small
matter due the office of the Luminous Illitr.ina-
tor." This is the fiffcfljnth time that I have call-
ed, and you will oblige me by paying up."

Mr. Smith puts on his spectacles, approaches
(he collector, inspects the bill, and walks off
faying, "Pshaw, these printers' bills are nuisan-
ces. Ten years I have subscribed to the Illu-
minator, and what good has it done ? I can't
•ee any benefit that I have reaped from it. I
Only subscribed to patronize the concern. Didn't
•xpect to be teased every day with a trifling a c
•eant. Step my paper!"

Tho reply of Mr. Smith, contains the very
philosophy of the thing. Mr. Smith cannot
see the " benefit he has reaped from the Lumi-
nous Illuminator," and hence ho won't pay the
bill. Now, when Mr. John Smith's boys have
a coat, to keep out the cold, the benefi» he reaps
from it is tangible. He can comprehend the
quid pro quo. But a newspaper shuts out igno-
rance from the nobler, the intellectual portion
of his natu:e, and it is .therefore incomprehensi-
ble. He can't feel it, and therefore says it is not.
We believe that schoolmasters' bills, doctors'
bills, lawyers' bills, ami divines' bills, are all
more difficult of collection, than shoemakers',
grocers' or merchants' bills. The reasons is
because the " benefits reaped," are not suscepti-
ble of touch or visual demonstration. The rul-
ing principle is the same throughout Christen-
dom

Most persons dan feel the absence of a news-
paper, although they cannot comprehend its
presence. It is a simple, gentle, daily adviser.
It comes freighted with noiseless news to man's
door, and most persons take it up as they do the
hand of a long tried friend, whose Argus eyed
nature penetrates all quarters of the horizon.—
Like that friend too, few know its loss until it
occurs, and than there is a vacancy in the day—
an insipid hour in the morning, that used to" be
filled with the pleasing instruction which it
brought. Ah ! ye two legged sinners that ne.
gleet tho printer think of the intolerable curi-
osity which your newspaper has frequent re.
lieved you of, and, then go straightway and re-
pent !

As we have elsewhere observed, we have a
most excellent and ho'nest&'et of subscribers and
we are duly thankful for all their kindness. In
concluding this article, we bestow our benison
upon them. To the young men we wish that
choicest blessing—a good wife. To the young
ladies, attentive lovers and kind husbands. To
the old men, (we love old men) we wish obedi-
ent sons, sweet hours of repose, and a hopeful
contemplation of the future. To the old women
—but we forget: there are HO old women. Our
gallantry is sadly at fault.

Desert of California.—T,lifs immense plain,
the existence of which was, until very recently,
wholly unknown, is situated in the centxal part
of Upper or New California, in Mexico. It is
limited on the north by a mass of rocks, which
separate it from the head waters of the Lewis
river; on the west by an irregular chain of
mountains, extending in parallel ridges along
the shores of the Pacific Ocean ; on the east by
the western branches of the Colorado, and on
the south by the valley of the Colorado. Its
area is equal to that of Virginia, and consists
of an elevated platean or table land, flanked on
all sides, by descents more or less inclined, ac-
cording to their geological structure. In all
its essential features, this remarkable waste re-
sembles the great Sahara of Africa. It pres-
ents little else than an arid surface, broken at
intervals by a few detached mountains of limi-
ted extent; but rising in some instances above
the region of perpetual snow. From these
mountains, smaH streams flow during the rainy
seasons. On reaching the plains these torrents
instantly disappear in the sand, leaving no
other trace of their existence than the frag,
ments of rocks and other debris, which are
borne down by the current and deposited at the
basis of the hills. No region can present a
more dreary and desolate appearance. A solita-
ry antelope or black tailed deer, wild in the ex-
treme, and a few straggling Indian^ among the
most wretched objects in creation, may some-
times be seen traversing the plaius. The coun
try beyond the mountains wliich bound the Des.
ert on the west, is inhabited by numerous tribes
of the Bhort haired Indians. They occupy the
vallies of the Buenosventura, and hunt the elk,
autelope, black tailed deer, grisly bear, &c.—
Immediately adjoining the desert on the north
east, is situated one of the most extensive
lakes in this part of the continent. In common
with all other isolated lakes of great extent, its
waters are strongly impregnated with rock salt,
which abounds in the mountains on the east.—
Tanner's Geographical Notes.

Michigan.^A New York Carman, who by
six years of industry, had accumulated about
$3,000, but during the last year has been unable
to make any thing of consequence, beyond the
expenses of his tamily, started for the West a
few weekf ago, to ie« whether something better

might not be done. At Ann Arbour in Michi-
gan, he found a pioneer who six years ago bought
one hundred and fifty acres of luxuriant land,
at $1 25 per acre, and had put up a house, a
barn and other out-houses, so as to have all
things comfortable, and had put down eighty
acres to wheat for the next year. He wished
to go farther west, and was ready to sell his cul-
tivated farm for much less than the generally
estimated value of such estates. The Carman,
after consideration, offered his $3,000 for the
farm, which was accepted. The Pioneer and
Carman, it will be noticed, have grown rich
just equally, for both have been at work an
equal time, and now they exchange estates, and
both certainly have done very well, and much
better than either could have done n any other
country than this.—Jour, of Com.

Blennerhassett.—A Louisville paper publishes
a long notice, purporting to be derived from the
vice consul of the U. S. on one of the Baha-
ma Islands of the life or death of Blennerhas-
set, remarkable for his connexion with Aaron
Burr, and signalized by the eloquence of Mr.
Wirt. According ta this notice he died in
Philadelphia as late as last spring, "under his
true name, Lewis Carr." After serving in the
engineer department of the Brrtish army some
years, being of a respectable Irish family it is
said he settled on the island of Jamaica, in the
West Indies ; anu that he accumulated a fortune
there by bold mercantile adventures. In 1803,
it is farther said, he arrived at New Orleans
with the accomplished wife of a distinguished
gentleman of Jamaica, who had absconded with
him, assumed the name by which he was after-
ward distinguished, and finally located on the
famous island in the Ohio, near Marietta.—
After the explosion of the Burr conspiracy, ha
fled to New Providence, one of the Bahamas,
and became a lawyer, -resuming "his true name
Lewis Carr." In 1829 he was a member, and
subsequently Speaker, of the legislative assem-
bly. He became embarrassed soon after ; re-
turned to the U. S. in obscurity a short time be-
fore Col. Burr's death, and died in Philadelphia
last spring, known only as Lewis Carr.

We give this queer story* greatly abridged,
as we find it. The writer professes to have
been his partner in the law for 20 years past.

How far the above is correct we have no
means at hand of ascertaining ; 'out we have
reason to think that some parts of it are apo-
cryphal. If we mistake not, Blennerhasset re.
sided for several years in Montreal. We know
that we saw him there once or twice.—N. Y.
Com. Adv.

The Best way to Teach.r^— It was once said by
the French philosopher, Diderot, • that the best
way to edueate a child is to tell it stories, and
let it tell stories to you." There is so much
true philosophy in this remark, we will extend
it a little.

There is a school-room education, and an
ambulating or walking education ; the one is
obtained out of the book on the bench ; the oth.
er from walking among and talking of things.
And we believe that this out door instruction
has been too much neglected ; education having
been conducted on the principle of looking out
of the window at things, instead of visiting ob.
jects, and learning their properties and uses.

The student, for example, looking out of his
college window at the horse, can give five or six
namcs.to the animal: one in Latin, one in Ger.
man, another in Greek, and then the French
name, &c. The stable boy can give but one
name ; yet which knows the most of the pro-
perties, nature, disposition, and uses of the
horse !

Education consists too much in merely nam-
ing things, when it should relate more to their
properties and uses. It should connect words
w ith ideas, and ideas, as much as the nature of
the subject will allow of, with objects.

If we instruct children orally while visiting
nature, words, ideas objects will naturally be
more in connexion with each other than the
school-room lesson make them. And the teach,
er should take occasion to instruct in the fields,
in ship.yards in the crowd .d streets, and in th«
pathway of canals and railroads.

He should talk on allthebe subjects, and elicit
from the children their own impressions, inqui-
ries and reflections. He should talk and walk,
and let the children talk and walk more, in tht
process of education than has been the practist
with the majority of iiuW uc tors.—-C«*n. 8.
A$*i*t.
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AUTUMN.
O, with what glory comes and goes the year '.—

The buds of spring—those beutiful harbingers
Of sunny skies and cloudless times—enjoy
Lite's newness, and earth's garniture spread out;
And where the silver habit of the clouds
Comes down upon the autumn sun, and, with
A sober gladness, the old year takes up
His bright inheritance of golden fruits,
And pomp and pageant fill the splenid scene.

There is a beautiful spirit breathing now
Its mellowed richness on the clustered trees,
And, from a beaker full of richest dyes,
Pouring new glory on the Autumn woods,
And dipping in warm light the pillared clouds.
Morn, on the mountain, like a summer bird,
Lifts up her purple wing; and, in the vales,
The gentle wind—a sweet and passionate wooer—
Kites the blushing leaf, and stirs up life
Within the solemn woods of ash deep-crimsoned,
And silver beech and maple yellow-leaved;
Where Autumn, like a faint old man, sits down
By the way side a-weary. Through the trees,
Tne apriphtly robin moves; and mottled finch
That OB wild berry feeds —whilst, oft in clusters
On cottage roofs, the traveller swallows throng.

Oh, what a glory doth this world put on
For him that, with a fervent heart, goes forth
Under the bright and glorious sky, and looks
On duties well performed and days well spent!
For him the wind—aye—add the yellow leaves
Shall have a voice, and give him eloquent teachings.
He shall so hear the solemn hymn that Death
Has lifted up for all, that he shall go
To hu long resting-place without a tear!

From the Philadelphia Morning Star.
The following beautiful lines written by Henry W.

Hemans, son of Mrs. Hemans, we do not remember
ever to have seen in print. They wi I be found to con-
tain much of the beauty ai>d pathos which have thrown
such.a witchery around ihe poetry of his gifted mo-
ther.

They ask me why I did not weep ?
They say my love was chill;

Oh! think not sorrow is not deep;
Because its voice is still.

The secret pang—the smothered sigh,
Corrode the heart, but shun the eye.

It was not beauty's power that moved
This fond heart to adore;

I loved her not as others loved,
And yet I loved her more,

For tho' her outwardTorm was fair,
WHhin was beauty still more rare.

And yet I scarcely ought to mourn
The spirit early fluwn ;

Ere the soft heart, by anguish torn,
Affliction's blight bad known.

For I'm in tears, and she<at'rest;
The sufferer cannot weep the blest.

She sleeps, whjare, in the balmy air
The perfume?wild flowers wave,

And violets spring in garlands fair
Ajqund her hallowed grave,

And waft their sweet, their living breath,
Around the silent couch af death.

And often at the evening's close
I seek that lonely tomb,

To tend a solitary rose
Which blossoms o'er her bloom—

A graceful emblem of the dead.
As pure and bright, as swiftly fled!

_ 'HBHRT W. HUMANS.
Shrewsbury, England.

BY GONE DAYS.
BY L. B. t .

Dream no more of that sweet time
When hearts and cheeks were young;

Dream no more of that sweet time
Ere the veil from life was flung.

Yet the cheek retains the rose
Which its beauty had of yore,

Bat the bloom upon the heart
Is no more.

W e have mingled with the false.
Till belief had lost the (harm

Which it had when hope was new,
And tit* pulse of feeling warm.

W e have hud the bosom wrung
By the mask which friendship wore,

Affection's trusting happiness
Is no more.

W e have seen the young and gay
Dying as the aged die;

Miss we not the laughing v o i c e -
Miss we not the Irughing eye ?

Wishes take the place of hope,
W e have dreamed all' faith is o'f>r.

Its freshness made life fair and that
Is no more.

From the New York American.

TO A FAIRE P E R S O N N E U P O N SHORT A C -
Q U A I N T A N C E .

I may not, would not, quite forget
The hours I passed with thee;—

'Twere death to say, "I love"^and yet
Silence harder seeiueth me.

Ah no'.—I never can forget
These words of joy from thee ;

They jay , thou lov'si another;—yet
How bright thy beam o'er m e !

They say thou art a "sad coquette;"
Yet how to doubt a smile,

In which Day-dawn and Eve are met
For Fraud, if this be Guile.

And then, thine eye, of mourn's grey hue,
- Kindling with beams of wit ;—

If its deep glories prove untrue,
Let all be false, like it.

— - A h yes!—I ought and must forget
The hours I pass'd with thee;

Half-lovers were we when we met,—
Such can w e no more be?

Forevei be forgot, the day,
The form, the voice, the eye,—

Since thou thyself art ta'en away,
Take, take thy memory.

The dewy freshness, from my heart;
Thy Genius off my mind;

The untold grace—the thrill—the d a r t -
Leave not a dream behind! KJ*

MARRIED.
On Wednesday morning:. 14th instant, ai St. Luke's

Church, by the Rev. l>r. VVbitehouse. Mr. JOHN C.
ACKLEY. to Miss MARY JANE, daughter of Epn-
raim Moore, Esq. all of this city.

On the evening of the ISth instant, by the Rev. Geo-
Beecher. Mr. Horace R. Fletcher, to Miss Olive J.Hunt,
all of this city.

In Penfield, on the 15th instant, by Elder P. Kelsey,
Mr. Ezra Franklin Howes, ot Brighton, to Miss Mary
Jane Kobb, of the former place.

In Salem, Washington county, on the 17th Hit., by the
Rev. A. B. Lambert, Mr. H T R A M VIELE, of Roches-
ter, to Miss ABBY M. M C F A R L A N D , of the former
place.

On the 3th ult., by the Rev. Mr. Robinson, Mr. Garret
Price of Livonia, to Miss Mary Ann Kellogof Geneaeo-

At Sharon, Coun. on the 28th instant, by the Rev.
Mr. Bradly Sillick, Mr. Nathan B. Hebard of this city,
to Miss Hannah, only daughtuer of the late Mr. Joseph
Soule, of the former place. *

In this city, on the 8th instant, Mr. Sandy Brown, to
Miss Betsy Baker, all of this city.

Ky Elder Isaac C. Gofij on the 4th instant, Joseph
Howe of Greece; to Ema Bartlettof this city.

AtSouthington, on the 21st ult, by the Rev. Mr. Jones,
George G. Jesaup. to Miss Mary Youngs.

On the 1st instant, by the Rev. G. R. Shurnway. Hen-
ry Jessup, Jr. of Walworth, to Miss Mary, daughter of
David JParren, of Maeedon.

In Victor, on the 24th ultimo, Mr. Snmuel R. Bacon,,
to Miss Almira L. Gilbert, eldest daughter of deacon O.
Gilbert, of Lima, N. Y. *

In Lima, on the 6th instant, by the Rev. J. Barnard,
jr. Mr. E. Birchard Warner; to Miss Francis S. Clark.

In this city, on the 21st instant, by the Rev. Mr. Abel,
Mr. JOHN JWES, to Miss ALMA HARRIS, all of
this city. ^SF

DIED.
Of a lingering illness, on the 3rd instant, at his resi-

dence in Brighton, one mile east of this city, David L
Bales, Esq., aged 63 years.

Judge Bates was extensively and favorably known as
one of the principal Enginers, during the construction
of the Erie Canal, and afterwards a Chief Engineer of
the Ohio Canal, and other public works, during bis re-
sidence here for nearly 20 years past. Nor was he
more distinguished for his scientific attainments, than
for unbending integrity of character, to which was
joined in an eminent degree an amiable and generous
disposition.

Hia funeral was attended at the hour of afternoon
service, on Sunday the 4th, by a Inrge concourse, at the
1st Presbyterian Church in this city.

On Saturday, the ilth instant, at SouthHndley, Mass.
Mrs. Rebecca Smilh. wife of trust us T. Smith, former-
ly of Rochester, and mother to Mrs. E. F . Smith.

Very Affecting.—A farmer going to get his
grist grmii.da&t a mill, burrowed a bag of one of
hia "neighbor!. The poor man was somehow or
other knocked.inlo the water by the water-wheel,
and the bag went with him. He was drowned,
and when the melancholy news was brought to
his wife, she exclaimed, '• My gracious ! what a
fuss there will be now abont that bag!"

"True modesty is ashamed to do any thing
that is repugnant to the rules of right reason:
false modesty is ashamed to do any thing that is
opposite to the humor of the company. True
modesty avoids, every thing that is criminal :—
false modesty; every tiling that is unfashionable."

A Good Shot.—Mr. Charles Rittenhouse hill,
ed'wilh ordinary, shot, on the bank of the Wis.
sahickon, from the top of a tree, at the distance
of eighty yards, a grey eagle, which measurred
five feet ten inches from the extremity of one
wing to the other.—Phil. U. S. Gaz.

False Bosoms.—" Wife," said a tyranical hu»"
band to his abused consort, " I wish you to make
me a pair of false bosoms." " I should think,"
replied she •• that one bosom as false as your*
is, would be sufficient.

A man of an open character, naturally discov-
ers his faults more than his virtues—the former
are not easily forgiven, because the latter are
not seen.

Which is the best, to be overhead and ears
in love, or in waler ? In the winter, in love;
in the summer, in water.

T O T H E L A D I E S O F ROCHESTER.
Desirous of rendering the City Library useful to the
greatest pr icticable extent, and particularly impressed
with the importance of extending its benefits to the La-
dies of Rochester, the Young Men's Association have set
apart an afternoon of each week, (Thursday, from 2to

,5 o'clock,) for the convenience of the female relatives
of the members and subscribers who may desire to ex-
amine the Library and select books for themselves—
which books may be returned and exchanged three times
a week—(on the evenings of Tuesday, Thursday and
Saturday, when the Library is regularly opened for tbe
accommodati on of members and subscribers.)

The Ladies are respectfully informed that this arrange-
ment will take effect on and after Thursday, the 29ib~
November instant.

HENRY O'REILLY,
HENRY A. DEFOREST,
EVANDER S. WARNER,
CHRISTOPHER T. AMSDENr

Directors of Y . M. Association.
City Reading Rooms, Nov. 21,1838.

ENGLISH AND AMERICAN ANNUALS
for 1839—for sale at the City Bookstore, N o . 6 Ex-
change street.
Fisher's Drawing Room Scrap Book, 30 plates, royal 4 to
Beauty's Costume, by Heath, 13 do do do
The Waverly Keepsake, 60 do do do
Italy, France and Switzerland, 43 do do do
The Oriental Annual, 18 do 8 vo
Friendship's Offering, 10 do 12 mo
London Forget Me Not, 11 do do
Christian Keepsake, 10 do. do
The Gift, 9 do do
The Token, 9 do- 18 mo
Religious Souvenir, 8 do do
The Violet; 7 do do
Juvenile Forget Me Not, ft do do

Also—English Annuals for 1837, '8, besides a great
variety of splendidly bound and Juvenile Books, suita-
ble for presents for the coming holidays.

novl4 NICHOLS & WILSON.

E L E V E N T H V O L U M E O F T H E G E M .

" The GEM'S alive, and alive like to be," if the pre-

sent number of paying subscribers can be retained. Of

thiB we have no doubt, and our only regret is. that other

business is so pressing that we are unable to give much

time to the extension of its circulation.

The next volume will be piIWiBhed on the same termi

as the present—one dollar to mail subscribers—ten shil-

lins to those who call at the office—and twelve shillings

to city subscribers who have their papers left at their

doors:—to be paid in all case* in ADVANCE. Preseftl

subscribers who wish to take tbe eleventh volume, will

please make their remittances tarlyt so that we eao da*

termine how large an edition to print.
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A SEMI-MONTHLY JOURNAL OF LITERATURE, SCIENCE, TALES, AND MISCELLANy.

X. ROCHESTER, N. Y.—SATURDAY, DECEMBER 1, 1838. No. £4.

NEW PUBLICATIONS.
PELAYO ; A Story of the Goth. Harper «J-

Brothers.-rWithout pretending to historical
accuracy in carrying out the plot of this "etory,"
Mr. SIMMES has kept in the path of history more
closely than is the wont either of the writers of
novels, or the chroniclers of the romance of
history. This may be attributed partly to the
good sense ef the author, who should know, and
doubtless does know, Jhat it is the duty of all
caterers in this department of literature, to
blend, as far as possible, instruction with amuse-
ment ; and partly because the period in Guthic
history daring which the events recorded were
(in part) enacted, was so really romantic, that
reality required but little of the support of ima-
gination, to make up a book of romance. But
-while there is in the historical accuracy of the
work, much to approve—and while the volumes
cannot but please the reader, so interesting is
the plot, and so well thrown together is the gen-
eral material:—there is a prolixity in the de-
tails,.a minuteness in the description of char-
acter and conversations, which tires the mind

fbjr entirely imprisoning the imagination. It is
too much the habit of modern authors to write
as if.they were to be read by biockheads,incapa-
ble of appreciating the beauty of a flower unless
its leaves were torn asunder that every shade and
fibre may be placed palpably before the eye.—
Acting under this impression, they draw out all
their characters with such an unnatural minute-
ness, as to make them disagreeable, and paint,
so laboredly, all the passions, as to make the
liveliest of them as dull and stupid as the prosa-
ical pen by which their delineation is tortured.
This is too much the case with "Pelayo." In
the first volume, the really talented aulhor ap.
pears as if fearful the plot would reach its con.
summation, before material, for four hundred pa-
gee was piled up. But this was not necessary,
as it appears there is a "sequel" to follow "Pe-
layo"—after the fashion of BUXWER'S "Maltra-
vers." If Mr. SIMMES, instead of drawing out
all bis characters to so great a length, for the
purpose, as we fear was the case, to leave suf-
ficient matter for a "Sequel," had compressed it
all into the two volumes before us, "Pelayo"
would have excelled either "Mellachamp" or
•' The Yamasse"—works upon which any author
might be willing to rest his fame.

But, after all, few will read "Pelayo" but with
pleasure. Wijfi all its faults, it is an agreeable
work. The subjoined chapters are selected at
random. Pelayo with his brother Egiza, are
proceeding toward the cave of Wamba, to meet
with the counsel of warriors, who are plotting
the overthrow of the usurper Roderick, that the
kingdom might be restored to the jPrjnce Egiza,
the eldest, though degenerate son of the mur-
dered King;Witiza. After a weary journey
through the wilderness, from Cordova, the two
princes meet with the following adventure:—

CHAP. xrv.
11 STAND back, before I strike thee to my feet

and beat thee into powder !"
It :v^s thus that a fierce voice arrested the

progress ano~&ft-8peech of Pejay/o. A gigantic
and wild figure spraiT^-SSJphis path even at
the entrance of the cottage7uTttt*«thx^hold of
which they had now come, and
heavy club before their eyes. The foot of Pe-
layo had struck upon the cumbrous body of the
man, who lay sleeping at the door of the hovel,
and aroused him into angry consciousness.—
Egiza started back, almost in terro^ as he be-
held ther uncouth and strange figvigji arising
from the earth. Bat not so Pelayo, whom noth,
ing could easily daunt or take by surprise.—
Yet well might the appearance of the stranger
inspire apprehension, without shame, in any
human bosom. His figure was Herculean—his
features dark—his hair, which was long and
deeply black, streamed wildly from his shoul-
ders, and the thick beard was matted above his
lips and chin in rugged folds, which did not
seem to be lifted often, even to permit of the
free access of food to his wide and swagging
lips. His gesture well accorded with his out.
ward seeming. It was blustering and fierce,
and the voice was that of one who would seem
to have been struggling to outbrave tjie tempest
in the piercing strength of its shrieks.

" Stand back !" he cried, as he rose and stood
before the princes—"I will not speak again to
thee, but strike."

In an instant the thick short p*?ord of Pelayo
waved in his hand, and, despite of all the en-
treaty of Egiza, who would have restrained his
progress, he advanced upon the savage.

"Beware!" cried the stranger, in a threaten,
ing voice, yet receding somewhat from his po.
sition.

" Urge him not, Pelayo; ha will crush thee
with his mace," cried Egiza.

"Then get-thy weapon ready to slay him
when he does so," responded Pelayo, chiding,
with a stern tone, his laggard brother. " But
fear nothing, Egiza—I have no fear. This bur-
ly monster can do nothing with me in so clear a
light; and be sure I shall not deal so tenderly
with him as I did but a little while ago with
thee."

" Back !" cried the savage, seeing the deter-
mined approach of Pelayo—" back ! I warn
thee."

But Pelayo laughed scornfully, still advan.
cing, and Egiza also drew his weapon and came
on closely aftei his brother. The savage swung
the heavy mace about his head, and in another
instant it would have^ome fatally down upon
that of Pelayo, but that the quick-sighted and
fearless warrior suddenly closed in with him,
and with the hilt of his sword struck the savage '
a blow between his eyes which half stunned
him, while it dazzled his vision with the most
stupifying glare. Without falling, he tottered
back against the door of his hovel, under the
overhanging eaves of which, in the open air, he
seemed to have been sleeping. His mace, still,
in his hand, fell by his side ; and though he lift,
ed it a second time, he seemed confused and ob-
jectless, and did not again aim to strike either of
the princes. Pelayo grasped the huge weapon
with a sudden hand, while Egiza presented his
bared weapon at the throat of its owner.

"Give me room," cried the man, recovering,
and seeking to push away the princes ; bui he
was checked as the* sharp point of Egiza's wea-
pon pricked his extended hand.

" Be not foolish, man,", said Pelayo, kindly ;
" we seek not to do you harm. We are friends,
and would only crave from thee a place of shel-
ter and quiet for the night, which is already
half gone."

" Who artthou ?" demanded the savage, in
reply.

'•Thy master—have I not written my name
between thine eyes?—thy-friend, if thou be-
lievest in me," was the calm but authoritative re-
ply of Pelayo.

"I can fightthee still," replied the man,fierce-
ly ; " I have no master but Ipsistos—the mighti-
est God."

^ As thou wilt," said Pelayo, " though I care
not to~figill * f̂ie, for I would sleep—my com-
panion and" myself « e weary. Give us lodging
in thy cabin, and I w n h W t h e e » " t h e m o r n '
ing, and plague thee with fhi
deny us, and I will put my sword
even where thou staridest."

" I like thy speech, and will try thee, as thou
sayst, in the morning," replied the savage, with
a laugh that was harshly pleasant in the deep,
melancholy silence of those midnight and bleak
hills. He continued:

" Thou Bhalt have the lodging thou requirest,
6trangcr ; and .if thou canst strike me 'tween
the eyes by. daylight, as thou hast done to-night,
I will go with thee for a season."

" Wilt thou follow me ?" demanded Pelayo,
eagerly.

"If thy pursuit shall please me—what is that?'
replied the savage.
' " War !"

" Good !—with whom ?"
" Mine enemy."
" Give me the stroke at morning thou hast

given me to-nightj and »hv enemy shall be
m'pc," was the promise of* he- savage.

" By Hercules the Striker, I will make thy
bones ache !" said Pelayo.

" If thou canst," said the dthcr.
" What art thou ?" asked Pelayo.
" A man—dost thou doubt me ?"
" No ! The name of thy nation I would
" Bascome !" [know ?"
" Ha!—what dsst thou here, then ?"
" Live!"
"What brought thee to these parts, I mean ?"
"I was a warrior, but the King Witiza was a

better. I fought against him, and he made me
a prisoner, with many of my people. I was re-
leased by the new king, and then I fled from
Toledo."

"Wherefore, when he released thee ?"
"I feared bis tyranny."
"Why, what hadst thou ta fear? What

should tempt him to thy injury ? What hadst
thou to lose?"

"My freedom!" replied the savage; and^as
the reply reached the ears'of Pelayo, he grasp,
ed convulsively the arm of Egiza while he re-
plied—

" Comrade, I'll blacken thee with bruises on
the morrow, I so resolve to make thee follow
ine. But let us into thy dwelling."
' "It is open to thee," replied the man—"there's

fire, and thou will find acorns upon the hearth.
For thy couch—the dry earth is beneath theo ;
the. turf makes a good pillow, but I prefer mine
here, where tho air keeps it ever fresh. I will
watch at the door while ye are sleeping."

"Watch well!" 6aid Pelayo—"beware the
stranger does not again strike thee between the
eyes."

"We'll wait till day for that," replied the
other, merrily, while tho two young princes, ac.
cepting his courtesy—such as it was—at once
entered the miserable hovel, where they slept
without interruption until tho day had fairly
dawned and the red sunlight oamo gliding in
through the thousand decayed openings of the
hovel.

CHAP. XV,
PJZLAYO started to tye feet and awakened his

brother.
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"I must go forth and do battle for my follow,

er," said he, gaily.
"Thou wilt not fight with him, Pelayo ?" said

Egiza.
••And wherefore not, if it needs?" was there,

ply "such good limbs in a soldier are worth
fighting for, and we are too slack of men in our
service to stint the price we pay for them. I
will but stand a blow with the trusty Bascone,
and I will not shrink from a bruise or two : he
will not do me much evil, for I have a trick of
the hand which shall bind him, and of which he
cannot know. But I think not to bide the buf-
fet. Speak lower, for still he sleeps, as thou
niaysthear by the heavy breathing from with,
out. Let him but sleep on till I stand above
him, and I make him my follower without
strife."

"Thou wilt not strike him as he sleeps, Pel-
ayo '" said Egiza.

"What dost thou take me for, Egiza ? respon.
ded the other, as he turned upon and sternly
surveyed his brother—"hast thou known me
so long from youth, to think me grown base in
my manhood ? By Hercules the Pilot, thy own
course must have undergone dreadful alteration
when thou doubtest so of mine!"

Thus speaking, Pelayo grasped his sword by-'
the middle, and cautiously moved.tajtite^Soor of
the hovel, which, with like caution, he unfast-
ened. The savage-*>a>eone still slept, with the
whole bulk^SfeSlrame stretched at length be.
">re. tfiSTentrance. Pelayo. placed one of his
ftst over his body, and thus bestriding him
with a light hand he struck the hilt of his sword
once more between the eyes.of the sleeper, just
where he had stricken him the night before.
The Bascone awakened and gazed round him
with astonishment.

*• Get up and follow me," cried Pelayo—" I
claim thy promise."

"Thou must fight me first," said the Bascone*-
"No!" responded Pelayo, with' a laugh, "I

have already won thee. I pledged myself to
strike thee again between thine eyes where be-
fore I struck thee: again was not my sword upon
the spot when thou awakened ?"

"Yes, but I slept then," said the Bascone,
"And the warrior is bound who sleeps. I

have won thee, for I awakened before thee,
and this gives me the game. Arise, then, my
follower, and give me thy name."

"Thou art wise not less then strong," said the
Bascone, "and hast fairly outwitted me. Thou
art worthy to be a great leader, for thy head
and hand agree. Still would I like to try thee a
buffet, if it were only to repay thee fox that
which I suffered at thy hands last night."

"Thou canst not ifHhou weuldst, good Bas.
cone," said Pelayo—"thine eyes are swollen
too greatly with the blow, and well I know thou
couldst not see the double ends of thy enemy's
staff at the same moment. They would tw inkle
on both sides of thy crown at once, and when
thou struck'st most heavily at thy foeman's
neck, his legs would be around thine own.
Thou art fairly my follower, good Bascone, and
let it content tbee to strike my enemies as thou
wouidst have stricken me. Be satisfied, such
desire will more greatly pleasure me. Tell me
thy name."

"They call me Britarmin among my breth-
ren the Basques ; and name me besides, when I
am hungry, the -Seven Teelh ; and when I am
satisfied, the 'Nine Sleepers ;' for when I have
not eaten long, and find wherewithal to requite
myself at last, they affirm that I am equal to
any seven of my brethren in the business of the
feast—when it is over, I call for the repose of
nine."

"I shall know how to provide for thy seven
teeth, Britarmin—but this shall be only when the
fight with my foe is over."

"If I am to follow thee—asl confess it some-
hew pleases me to thi ,k so, for I like thy val-
our, and thy wit, and thy frank spirit—give me
thy name also."

" Surely—like thyself, I too have my by
names; and while I have an enemy, men cal
me 'Sleepless ;' and while I have a friend they
call me 'The Watchful.'"

"Good names, my lord," said Britarmin ; "bu
what did they name thee at thy birth ?"

Pelayo put his hand upon the shoulder of th<
Bascone, and looked him sternly in his face as
he replied—

"I tell thee the name of one who is an ene
my to all tyrants, and a doubly sworn foe to
that tyrant who is now upon the throne of Ibe.
ria—-1 tell the this, Bjritarmio, as I am willing

henceforward to intrust thee with my life—I am
Pelayo."

"Brother., thou shouldst not," whispered EgL
za.hurriedly, as he came forward.

The Bascone seemed to understand the mo.
five of interference and the sense of the expos,
tulation ; for, turning a severe look upon Egiza,
he cried enthusiastically to'Pelayo, while he
put the hand of the prince upon his head—

" Britarmin is no traitor, Thou hast done
well to trust me with thy secret, Prince Pelayo
—henceforward I am thine. Lead on—I fol-
low thee."

We were indebted to NICHOLS & WILSON for a

copy of the foregoing work.

" A ROMANCE OF VIENNA; by Mrs. Trol.

loppe."—This old lady appears to still retain
the spirit and fancy of youth; Indeed, it may
be doubted, whether her intellect is not all fan.
cy-—properly and only adapted to tbeigytaBfac.
ture of fairy tales and rom^ft« Her famous
Book upon tbjs_oi«f»rfry should have been viewed
a s i^oirfance rather than as a reality. If it had
Been, and been laughed at as a proper compan-
on for the " Mysteries of Udolpho," or the
Arabian Nights," instead of exciting the wrath

and the denunciations of the whole nation, it
wouldUPPe soon vanished into merited oblivion
But, exciting-, as it did, the combined intellect
of the world of critiques, it was damned into no-
toriety, and became to be received as fact and
no fiction, from the very fact that volumes were
written to prove that it was not fact.

This " romance," however, does not affect to
be faet; but simply and only a romance. It is
true, it gives some pretty minute details of what
the reader is to infer as the " Domestic Manners'*
of the Viennians; but those details, being given
in a romance, may be received as either fact or
fiction, as the fancy of the reader dictates.
Aside from these details of " manners"—of the
manners of the ton of Vienna, (for the old lady's
pedantry always leads her into the tip-top of
" society,") the romance is quite aB unexcep.
tionable, and quite as interesting, as most of
modern romances. The frame work is well
laid, and the superstructure so artfully com.
bined as to keep the reader in continued expec-
tancy of newdevelopements—exactly the secret
of the interest of romance;

It opens with what most works of fiction
close—a marriage. The husband is a rich Aus-
trian nobleman. The wife is a beautiful En.
glish orphan. The match was perfected in se-
cret, but in accordance with the usages of the
Catholic church, to which the young Countess
belonged. The first two years of the married
life was spent in the retired mountains of Aus.
tria. During this period the lovely English or.
phan became the mother of a beautiful boy, and
soon after its birth, the lascivious husband and
father abandons his wife and child for the socie-
ty of the fair visaged waiting-maid whose co-
quetry was too fascinating to be resisted by the
weak minded Count of Alderberg. A cold-
hearted letter announces the desolation of the
young mother, who, hearing of the paterna
kindness of the good Emperor Francis, resolves
to visit Vienna and communicate to him the
barbarous conduct of the profligate Count. She
does so ; but although her romantic tale was re
ceived as truth by the good 'Emperor, Bhe could
not be prevailed upon to reveal the name of her
husband. Meanwhile, during this visit, her boy
was stolen. By a stratagem of the Cou«t, her
eagerness to gain her lost child, vyas made'th
means of her imprisonment in a castle of a cold
blooded and avaricious Jew, whtere, with he
child, she was successfully kept for many
mdnths, and until aided in her escape by an ol
woman who acted as the nurse of her boy. The,

were, however, soon overtaken—not, however*
before the romantic tale of her marriage, and
her visit to the Emperor, was communicated to
the old* nurse. The Count had heard of his
wife's visit to the Emperor, and when arrested
in her flight, he made her swear that she would
never communicate the fact of her marriage, or
the name of her husband, to any living soul.
The taking of this oath being the only condition
upon which she'could continue in the possession
of her child, she consented ! The good nurse,
indignant at such base conduct, inconsiderately
avowed her knowledge of the story, frj^rfi^fi
avowal, by the counsel of thj^rfSfLy Jew, she
was taken back to. *Jfte t-astle and imprisoned.
Meanwhile, s, liberal annuity was conferred upon
*lie-htrart-broken wife, who lived in melancholy
etiracy, supervising the education of her lovely

Ferdinand, until, at the solicitation of his fa.
her (who felt proud of the expanding intellect
nd beauty of his son, and who occasionally

visited him) she consented to have him placed
n a University at Vienna. Though thus sepa-
ated from her whom his young heart loved with
ill the intensity of filial affliction, he frequently
-isited her in her loneliness, and held, with her,

an uninterrupted correspondence.^ After a few
ears, the young Ferdinand received, by the in-

fluence of his father, a commission, as aid-de-
camp, to the Austrian General. Thus honored,
he soon became a great favorite with the no-
blesse, notwithstanding the reported cros banis-
ter upon his birth. Being all that was noble in
manhood, at the age of nineteen, he became
plighted to a young Countess—all intellect and
nobleness of soul. But a cloud was to be cast
over the hopes and happiness of our hero and
his betrothed Gertrude. Ferdinand had domi.
ciled in a family of opulent Jews—the agent in
crime of the profligate Count Alderberg". The
wife of Belthazzar—hating her own husband—
imbibed a criminal regard for her youth-
ful lodger. She avowed her regard, but
he delicately, yet resolutely, refused to min-
ister to a passion so unholy. That instant
the love of this fair Jewess, was turned into
hatred, and she resolved upon revenge. Her
plan was this : The Jews were held in holy ab-
horrence by the Austrians. Their very pres.
ence was deemed a contamination ; and none
who were, however remotely, connected with a
Jew, could be received in any society.. Madame
Ruih Balthazer knew this; and she chose the
fashionable milinery establishment of Madame
Flabeau, to carelessly announce that the moth,
er of the gay Ferdinand, who had become th*
reigning star in the circles of Vienna, was a
Jewess. This remark was soon spread over the
length and breadth of Vienna; and the result
was not only Ferdinand's severence from socie-
ty, but his renunciation by the lovely Gertrude.
She had consented to receive him as the illegit-
imate son of Count Alderberghj because so no-
ble in himself;. and had gone farther, and con-
sented to dwell wijh the mother whom Ferdi-
nand so deeply loved, and from whom he would
not consent to reside ; but she could not bring
her good heart to consent to a perpetual resi-
dence with a Jewess—although she never would
believe that Ferdinand was nut himself a Chris-
tian. The result was, a letter frem her to Fer.
dinand, announcing her determination, although
it broke the poor girl's heart to make the an-
nouncement. Having been closely confined to
the bed of his sick father, during the gathering
of this dark cloud, he was ignorant of the story
in circulation ; nor did Gertrude's letter speci.
fy the cause of the change of her determination.
Deeming it to be on account of his supposed
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illegitimacy, he left Vienna for the abode ot me
mother, to weep with her over the fleetness of
the friendship and love of earth.

Meanwhile, the old nurse—after eighteen
years imprisonment—made her escape, and fled
to the Emperor's palace to assert ihe rights of
her "dear lady and the beautiful boy," by giv-
ing up the name of the perfidious Count. The
Emperor and his Minister Sully, remembered the
romantic tale told them by the fair lady so
many years gone by—which the striking re.
semblance of Ferdinand to that lady, had
more than once brought up anew to their
memories—and when the good frau Wagoner
reiterated the tale, it was not long before the au-
thority of the Court was brought in requisition
to place the Countess Aldebergh and the favor-
ite Ferdinand, in the position to which they
were entitled. This was soon accomplished.
For more than twenty years, the old nurse had
retained possession of a casket of Jewels be-
longing to her "dear lady," in which casket was
the certificate of the marriage of Adolph
Count Aldebergh to Mary de Ringold, duly sign-
ed and certified. This certificate was given to
Prince Sully—Aldebergh was arrested—a depu-
tation of Countesses and Princesses, among
whom was the lovely Gertrude, proceeded to
the retired dwelling of the Countess—the discov-
ery was announced—Ferdinand and Gertrude
were made happy—the Jewess ; who falstly
changed good Christians into Jews, ran off with
a play actor—old Belthazar was punished—the
good Wagoner was rewarded—the rascally
Count buried his mortification in wine and
joumeyings—and thus the curtain drops.

The counter plots are equally interesting ;
and whoever wishes to read this romance, can
do so by calling at the bookstore of STANWOOD
&. Co.* and purchasing the volumes.

"GAZETTEER OF MICHIGAN ; by John T. Blois."

We are indebted,to H. STANWOOD & Co., for a
eopy of this work. It is a neat volume of 418
pp., and is filled with interesting historical and
statistical matter. Every land holder in that
thriving State, should have a copy of this work,
and no one should either purchase lands, or take
up their residence, without first consulting the
" Director for Emigrants,11 which forms an ap-
pendix to the "Gazetter." Wo shall draw upon
its pages hereafter.

"BABYLON : A Poem, by C W. Everest. Can-
field 4- Robins, Hartford."—The poetic efforts
of this gentleman have often received the enco-
miums of competent judges of what constitutes
true poetry. The Poem before us is marked bj
great beauty, pathos and grandeur. It cannot
fail to add to the fame of its author, or to se-
care the approbation of those who can appro-
eiate a successful effort upon a theme so sub.
lime. The Poem may be had at the bookBtore
of H. STANWOOD & Co.

BlacJcwood'g Magazine, for October.—Altho'
the politics of this Magazine are high tory, all
its political articles are characterised by deep
thought and research, and cannot, therefore, be
perused by an American reader, without profit.
The article in the No. before us, headed "The
Cabinet and the Country," is full of interest to
the student oi English politics; while the light-
er articles are from the pens of the most emi-
nent of the European authors in that depart-
ment of literature. The typography of the re-
print, is equal to the original, and we are sur-
priced that so few of our citizens are patrons of
• work BO eminently deferring of patronage.

"TA« Metropolitan."—A* usual, the Metropo-

litan is full of amusement. It is exclusively
devoted to light literature, and is one of the re.
prints now issued from the press of Mrs. LEW.
ER, New York.

11 The Knickerbocker."—This is becoming,
more and more, the favorite Monthly; and it
deserves to so become. Its»pages are well filled
with well written articles, which can be perused
by no one, without their being both instructed
and amused.

JENNY AND THE WATCH.

In some of tbe country parts oF Scotland, a
eustom prevails of young men giving their
watches in trust to young women for whom they
have declared their attachment. The watch is
kept and carried in the bosom of their fair one,
until the anxious couple are united in the bonds
of wedlock, when, as a matter of course, the
pledge of sincerity is delivered up to its original
owner. This is imagined by country lasses to
be an infinitely better plan for securing the
fidelity of a sweetheart, than that of breaking a
sixpence. A watch is a valuable and highly
prized article. It is worth at least a couple of
pounds ; and the loss of that sum by an indivi-
dual in a humble condition of lifp, is a very seri-
ous matter. Still, we believe there are cases in
which the proposed match is broken off, and the
watch abandoned for ever; though doubtless
this is only in case of great fickleness, or when
weighty reasons for desertion interv^«^jp>

The following laughable incident regarding a
watch so entrusted, occurred a few years ago.—
Jeuny Syinigton, a well-favored sprightly girl
in a certain farm-house in Galloway, had been
entrusted with the watch of her sweetheart,
Tain Halliday, a neighboring shepherd, and
which she carried with scrupulous care in her
bosom ; but even the most carefully kept arli-
cles will sometimes disappear in spile of all the
precautions considered necessary to preserve
them. Jenny, be i t known, was esteemed a first
rate hand at preparing potatoes for the family
supper; none could excel her in serving them
up, beaten and mashed in the most tempting
style. On one occasion, in harvest, when the
kitchen was crowded with a number of shearers
waiting for their evening meal, and while Jenny
was busy beating a mess of potatoes, what did
the unlucky watch do. but drop from her bosom,
chain, s^als, and all. into the pet among the po-
tatoes ; Jenny's head being turned away at the
moment, she knew nothing of the disaster, apd
therefore continued to beat on and on at her task.
She certainly was a little surprised when she
felt there was 6till a hard potatoe to beat, not.
withstanding her previous-diligencc ; but think-
ing nothing of it, she continued to beat, occa-
sionally giving the hard polatoe, alias the watch,
a good thump with the end of the beetle. At
length she thought she had fairly completed the
business ; and so infusing a large jar of sweet
milk into the mess, she stirred ail together, and
placed that vessel ready f< r the attack of the
hungry on-lookers.

Behold, then, the pot—a round gawsy tripod
—planted in the middle of the floor. A circle
was formed round it in a trice, and horn for horn
the shearers began to stretch and strive. Many
mouthfuls had not been taken before certain
queer looks began to be manifested. •• Devil's
in the tatties," says one, " I think they've got
banes in them." " Banes!" says another,
" they're the funniest banes ever I saw; they're
made o' broken glass and pieces b'brass ; I'll
sup na mair o'them." With that, another pro-
duced a silver watch-case, all battered and use-
less, from his capacious horn spoon, and a uni-
versal strike among the suppers immediately
ensued. It was clear that a watch had been
beaten up with the potatoes ; so the good wife
had nothing for it 'but to order the disgraced
pot out of the way, and to places a basket of oat-

I meal cakes in its stead.
What were poor Jenny's feelings during this

strange denouement 1 On the first appearance
of the fragments of the watch, she slipped her
hand to her bosom, and soon found how matters
stood. She had the fortitude, however, to show
no symptoms of surprise ; and although every
one was wondering were the broken watch had
come from, she did not disclose her knowledge
of how it had found its way into the pot. As
it had belonged to no one in the house, the ma.
terials were net' identified aid as Jonny was a

young woman of great prudence and modesty,
and had never shown any one that she had a
watch in her possession, no one teased her about
it. In a short time the noise of the ciroum.
stance died away, but not till it had gone over
the neighborhood, that the family had found a
watch in the potatoe pot; and among others, it
came to the ears of the owner, Tarn Hallidsy,
who was highly pleased with the conduct of his
beloved Jenny ; for he thought that if she had
eried or sobbed, and told to whom the watch
belonged, it would have brought ridicule on them
both. Tarn was, in short, delighted with the
way the matter had been managed, and he
thought the watch, was well lost, though it had
been ten times the value.

Whatever Tarn's ideas were on the subject,
Jenny felt conscious that it was her duty to re.
place the watch. Accordingly, next time she
met her lover, she allowed no time to elapse be-
fore she thus addressed him :

" Now, Tam, ye ken very well how I have
demolished your good silver watch, but it is need,
less to regret what cannot be helped. I shall
pay you for it, every farthing. The one half I
will give you when I get my half-year's wages
at Marti'mas, and the other half soon, as my
brother is aw'n me three pounds, which he has
promised to pay me afore the next Fastern's
e'en fair." "My dear Jenny," said the young
man, taking her kindly by the hand, •' I beg
you will say nothing about that ridiculous affair.
I do not care a farthing for the loss of the
watch ; mair by token, I have gotten a rise in
my wages frale the new laird ; for I maun tell
ye, I'm now appointed chief herd in the Ca's
Hope. However, te take any payment from
you, to rob yon of your hard-won penny-free,
would be disgraceful. No, no, I will take none
of your wagts: but there is one thing I will
take, if you are willing, and which, I hope, will
make us bailh happy for life. •' And what may,
that be, Tam, now that ye're turned a grand
'head shepherd ?" " I will take," said he
" yourself, but mind I do not ask you as a re-
compense for a paltry watch ; no, in my eyes,
your worth is beyond all estimation. If you
will but agree to be mine, let it be done freely ;
but whether you are married or not, from this
time hence-forth, the watch is never more to be
spoken of."

What followed may be easily imagined. Tam
and Jenny were married as soon as the plenish-
ing for the cottage at the Ca's Hope could be
prepared; and at the wedding, the story of the
watch and the potatoe pot was made the topic
of much hearty mirth among the assembled
company. The last time we visited Jenny's
cottage, we reminded her of the transaction.—
•' Houts," said she, ' that's an auld story now ;
the laird has been sae weel pleased wi' thegude-
rnan, that he has gien him a present o'ihat
eight-day clock there ; it cost 8 pounds in Jamie
Lockie'sat the east port o' Dumfries, and there's
no the like in a' the parish."

UNCLE SAM'S PECULIARITIES—RO-
MANC1NG.

(Dialogue in a Jersey Tavern.)
Peddler. Have you been to the Bowery, neigh,

bor, lately ?
Stranger. Not very lately.
Peddler. What a first-rate place that is for

music!
Kentuck. Don't talk of York music. I have

a horn as come from France that i'll turn all
the milk sour when you blow it hard.

Peddler. And I have a trumpet that will throw
a monkey into fits.

Kentuck. Why I can whistle better than some
of them common trumpets. I whistled once
kind of sharp, and it gave a polecat the agy.

Peddler. When I was last at the Bowery, the
musicianners played so strong that it tuk two
men to hold the leader of 'em in his seat; and
in one part he played so fast, six of the others
eouldn't overtake him, altho' they all did their
tightest.

Kentuck. It takes me to sit, some tones as I
can play, and lean hardly. I played on an old
flying pan once so all-fired powerful that it driv
away the mice.

Peddler. That was'cause the frying-pan was
cracked, and driv every thing as mad, as it-
self

Kentuck. Well, I'll tell you a fact ; there's a
fife in Kentuck that once whistled so piercing,
that it bored a hole slick through the shingles.

Peddler. Yes, that's true; and there's a drum
at the liewery that bat t« be played by » leetl*
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baby, for if a grownup man was to try it, it
would go off liko thunder, and perhaps blow the
roof off from the house.

Farmer. I want to toll you two of a dream
I had the other night: I dremt as all the liars
was dead, and it is come true.

Krntuck. Yes they're all dead.
Peddler. Except two, and they're fixed in this

part of the State.
Kentuck. You've seen something, lhal's a

fact—though you are a leetle man. Wherea-
bouts were you raised?

Peddler. Why, I was raised I expect in Con.
necticut. I'm four feet nothing and a half,
when my boots are on. My father lived in Bir-
mington, fourteen miles from Rome, and not
far from Syracuse. My father built the first
house there, and~hamed it after a power of pans
called Birmingham hardware, as we had from
Boston. Twelve new towns have been fixed
since then all around us. WThen they all join
considerable, my father i« going to call it Mount
Olympus, and Icalkilate it '11 be the finest city
in this or any other country.—Bentlys Miscel.

SATURDAY, DECEMBER 1, 1838.

YOUNG MEN'S ASSOCIATION ROOM, )

Nov. 26, 1838. \
ANNUAL MEETING.

Agreeable to notice in the daily papers, at
half past 6 o'clock, the meeting convened, and
was called to order by the President, when the
proceedings of the last meeting were read and
adopted.

The subjoined Report of the Board of Direc-
tors for the past year, prepared by the Record-
ing Secretary, was then read, and adopted.

REPORT.

To the members of ths Association of Young
Men of Rochester, their Board of Directors
respectfully report :—
The Board take pleasure in calling the atten.

lion of their fellow members to the prosperous
circumstances under which the first year of
their existence as an Association has come to
its close.

Difficulties of threatening' character attended
the commencement of the enterprise, and many
discouragements dampened the ardor and di
minished the hope of some who, at first, appear,
ed most sanguine of success. An institution
of similar name, and with like objects in view,
had been suffered to decay, and its library to be
lost. This proved, to some minds, that the
young men of Rochester, active as they were
known to be in all efforts to do good to others,
would not become permanently interested in a
project for their own advantage;—and that the
older inhabitants of the city, liberal as they were
acknowledged to be in giving to objects of
charity abroad, could not be induced to sustain
an institution which in many things would ac-
commodate themselves, and would exert upon
their children much influence for good.

Notwithstanding these and' many other dis-
couragements, the Association of Young Men
was formed; and by the constant increase of
its members and subscribers, and donations to
its library, has shown the high estimate which
the citizens of Rochester place upon efforts of
this nature.

By the liberality of the citizens, the Board of
Directors have been enabled to execute, unem-
barrassed, the plans of the Association as de-
tailed in ^ils Constitution. Halls convenient
for the purposes of the Association have been
secured and furnished. Tables have been cov-
ered with the principal Magazines and Reviews
of Great Britain and America, with the Reports
of various institutions for the advancement of
arts, education, and morals, and with numerous
religious,political and miscellaneous documents,

and newspapers from all parts of the Uni-
ted States and the Canadas. Lectures have
been delivered at the hall of the Association
which, for scientific value and literary merit,
will not suffer on comparison with those heard
by any similar institution in the land. By a re-
cent and necessarily limited effort, a library has
been collected at an expense of about $2000,
which numbers some 1500 volumes, and to which
additions arc constantly made. The books are
almost entirely of the latest editions, and each
volume of the standard works, in' numerous in-
stances, contains what formerly was printed in
several volumes. The works of Joseph Addi-
son, comprising the Spectator, the Guardian,
etc., are contained in three octavos, instead of,
as formerly, some twenty duodecimos.

The poetical works of Milton, Beattie, Gray,
Collins and Young, which formerly numbered
some eight or ten volumes, are now all bound
together. Indeed nothing is hazarded in saying
that the library of the Association of Young
Men of Rochester already is richer in matter
than many older collections which contain 4000
volumes. The character of the books can best
be learned by an inspection of the shelves or a
reference ĝ, the catalogue. The aim has been
to sekwst wjfwks which, while they have enough
variety to please all tastes, and enough attrac
ttvenesa to ensure their being read, have also
sufficient solidity to convey useful instruction.
With this view, care has been taken to collect
as nearly as possible, a comple body of history—
that most entertaining, if not most useful of all
knowledge—exhibiting as it does, the.character
of man in all ages and circumstances, and that
not as drawn by subtle metaphysicians, but as
revealed by MB own actions. Students of uni-
versal history will find already in the library the
means of obtaining thorough information of the
old world and the new.

Amateurs of political history, also, will find
there abundant means of pursuing their favor-
ite study, as far as this coantry is concerned, in
the numerous biographical records and political
writings of American Statesmen—as Washing,
ton, Franklin, Hamilton, Jefferson, Burr, Mor-
ris and others;—in the laws of the United States
and of New York, from the commencement of
republican government in both,—and from the
reported debates of slate and national conven-
tions, &c, &c.

At the same time, other branches of literature
have not been neglected. The cases cf books
contain many standard works on theology and
ethical and metaphysical philosophy,—the best
authorities in many of the numerous departments
of natural sciehces,—Encyclopedias and other.,
valuable collections of miscellaneous knowl-
edge,—together with the writings of the most
popular poets of Europe and America, and se-
lections from those productions which consti-
tute the fashionable light literature of the day.
The library, it will be remembered, is not own-
cd by a company of stockholders distinct from
the Association, but is the property of the Asso-
ciation itself, and, therefore, not liable to be di.
verted to other uses than was originally intend,
ed.

With all these advantages secured, and not-
withstanding all the expenses incidental to the
operations of the Association, especjally during
a first year's existence, every due has been dis-
charged, and a small surplus-of funds remains
in the hands of the Treasurer, as will be seen
more particularly by a reference to his separato
report.

The number of subscribers to the reading
rooma is ninety seven,—the number of members

of the Association is one hundred and thirty
nine /—and additions are constantly made to the
catalogues of both.

During the winter the lectures were so-
thronged as often to prevent the entrance of*
many who were desirous of gaining admission,
and throughout the year the reading rooms have
been frequented by numerous visitors, both citi-
zens and strangers. Still there are many mem
bcrs who do not appear to appreciate the advan-
tages they might obtain by habitually availing
themselves of these means of intellectual im-
provement.

Is there need of urging upon those so well in-
formed as are they to whom this report is ad-
dressed, the importance of sustaining an insti-
tution which promises so much usefulness ?

Soon after the perpetration of that crime
which led to the first capital punishment that
has ever been inflicted in the county of Monroe,
several large meetings of citizens were held for
the purpose of devising sotne means of rational
amusement for the young men of the city, in or-
der to prevent them from seeking, in haunts
that were found already abundantly provided,
that recreation which, from the constitution of
their natures, they must have. Encouraged by
the promises of co-operation and support at that
time made by their elders, a few young men
formed an Association for morel and intellectu-
al improvements which, though at first small in

I its size, and limited in its resources, has steadily
increased in the nurfffrer of its members and in
the means of its usefulness.

The necessity for the existence of some such
institution has not yet ceased. Those who get
gain by the corruption of youth are still labori-
ous in their avocations and offer numerous
amusements, possibly innocent in themselves,
but dangerous in their accompaniments. Eat-
ing houses with each a newspaper and a bar,—
bowling alleys with their temptations to drink-
ing and their temptions to betting,—garaeing
tables with their enthralling aJiui tuiciile and

their degrading companionships,—and entice-
ments to every vicious indulgence are diligent-
ly provided by those who excite appetite and
feed passion for the sake of emolument.

The propriety of encouraging regular theatri-
cal representations is still occasionally suggest-
ed, in order, as it is said, to raise the reputation
of tho city for taste and the cultivation of litera-
ture,—to furnish a place of amusement for trav-
eling strangers,—and to prevent a resort to some
worse means of recreation by young men.

But what would more favorably affect the
reputation of the city for liberality and the love
of letters, than the creation and support of an
Institution like the Mercantile Library Associa-
tion of the city of New York ? Or what place
can bo more suitable than the halls of such an In-
stitution for leaving stranger friends, when too
much occupied to entertain them personally ?—
But the advantagoes and interesting occupation
furnished by such an Association for its mem.
bers during their hours of leisure, is the most
powerful, as well as the most obvious argument
in favor of continuing to it a liberal support.
There must be periods of intermission of busi-
ness,' and the young will then have their
amusements to dissipate the accumulated
uneasiness of even a busy confinement.—
That youth, indeed, must be singularly destitute
of vivacity, who is not irresistably impelled to
leave, at times, the dull course of ordinary bu-
siness, or the sober pursuits of scientific inves-

' tigation, and expend his superfluous excitability
by indulging in such change of objects of
thought, as shall furnish him cheerful ami se.
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ment if it docs not produce in him boisterous
mirth. It is vain to urge the young to employ
their hours of relaxation in tho acquisition of
what is useful, unless they aje directed to that
which is also entertaining. Even this will fail
to attract all; for so averse are some, at those
moments, to everything with which they have
ever associated the idea of a task, that nothing
can be pleasant to them by which they arc to
acquire learning, or wealth, or power. The As.
sociation of Young Men has endeavored to
meet this demand for an agreeable and useful
change of the objects of thought. It has aim-
ed-at procuring lectures, a library, magazines,
papers, to furnish pleasing and varied instruc-
tion ; and thus to encourage, in those who can
be induced to fiequcnt the rooms, habits of
thinking, and provide them the means of ob-
taining wholesome food for thought. In this
species of effort, the Association of Young
Men has not been alone. Honor is due to the
members of the Literary Association of Me*
chanics, for their persevering labor in the same
good cause. The course they pursue is parallel
to ours ; and of so near proximity, that mem.

bers are occasionally found enrolled on the cat-
alogues of both.

From the liberal and increasing manifesta
tions of favor which the Association of Young
Men has received during the first year of its ex-
istence, full confidence is felt that success
awaits its operations in future, and that the foun-
dation has here been laid of an institution which
in time will reflect honor on the city. But such
Associations have in their organization nothing
which insures their perpetuity. Their machine-
ry is not of the self moving order, and if the
propelling power is withdrawn, their only re.
raaining force is the attraction of gravitation—
the direction of their progress is, uniformly and
with constantly accelerating speed, toward the
ground. The ingenuity which contrived, the
active energy which set in motion,and the friend
!y co-operation which sustained, will ever be ne-
cessary to insure productive labor. Forgetful,
ness of this fact has ruined most of those Asso.
ciations which, commencing under as fair aus-
pices as our own, have flourished for a brief pe-
riod and (hen gradually or rapidly decayed.

The Board of Directors cannot pass unim-
proved the present opportunity of expressing
their thanks for the zeal with which their efforts
have been seconded by the members of the As.
sociation, and their gratitude for the liberality
with which the means of carrying out their plans
have been furnished by the subscribers to the
reading rooms and the donors to the libra.iy. It
is hoped that the same readiness to act and the
same generosity to give will be manifested in
all succeeding years of the existence of the in-
stitution.

To the Hibernian Society particularly, is the
Association indebted for the aid which, with the
prompt liberality characteristic of their coun-
try's sons, they lent to the collection of a libra-
ry, at a time when the success of that effort
seemed most problematical.

The clergy of the city, generally, deserve
thanks for the ready zeal with which they havo
entered into the plans of the Association, espe-
cially those individuals of their order, as well as
those gentlemen of other professions and occu.
pations, who have rendered so valuable assist-
ance in giving variety and interest to the series
of lectures.

With this report of the operations, condition
and prospects of the Association, its Board of
Directors surrender the charge which was com-
mitted to their care.

H. A. DE FOREST, Corresponding Sec'y.
Kochcster, Nov. 26, 1838.

Tho President then presented the proposition
of tho Board of Directors of the " Athenfioum'
to give the benefits of their charter for the use o
tho Association—and a committee of four, viz
Messrs. H. L. Stevens, J. \V. Gilbert, H. A. De
Forest and E. P. Smith, were appointed to con-
fer with the Directors of the Athenaeum and re-
port at the Association's next meeting.

The meeting then proceeded to the election of
officers, and Messrs. Chumasero and Elwood
were appointed Tellers. The votes were given
for the officers separately, and a majority of all
the votes given for each respective officer was
as follows:

For President, HENRY O'REILLY.

Vice President, WM. CHURCHILL.
Corresponding Secretary, H. A. DE FOREST.
Recording Secretary, J. A. EASTMAN.
Treasurer, A. K. AMSDEN.

The following resolutions were then offered
and passed unanimously :

On motion of Jasper W. Gilbert, it was
Resolved, That the thanks of this Association

be presented to H. O'Reilly, Esq., for his inde-
fatigable and successful efforts in behalf of the
Association—and for the dignity, ability and im.
partiality, with which he has presided over its

Resolved, That the thanks of thi^EssocKMon
be presented to the other officers for^feirjjjpity
in discharging their several duties, and espe.
cially in watching over and promoting the in-
terests of the Association.

Resolved, That so much of the proceedings
of this meeting aa, relates to the annual meet-
ing, with the Report of tbe Board of Directors,
be published in th|> Daily Papers.

Resolved, That this meeting adjourn to meet
on Tuesday Evening, December, 4th, at half
past 6 o'clock.

E. S. WARNER, Secretary.

THRILLING SKETCH.
" A portal of tbe arena opened, and the com-

batant, with a mantle thrown over his face and
figure, was led in surrounded by the soldiery.—
The lion roared and ramped against the bars of
his den at such a sight. The guard put a sword
and buckler into the hands of the Christian, and
he was left alone. He drew the mantle from his
face and firmly looked around the amphitheatre.
His fine countenance and lofty bearing raised a
universal cry of admiration. He might have
stood for an Apollo encountering the Python.
His eye at last raised to mine. Could I believe
my senses ? Constantius was before me ?

" All my rancor vanished. An hour past I
could have struck my betrayer to the heart—I
could hare called on the severest vengeance of
man and heaven to smite the destroyer of my
child. But; to see him hopelessly doomed ; the
man whom I had honored for his noble qualities,
whom I had ever loved, whose crime was at the
worst but the crime of giving way to the strong-
est temptation that can bewilder the heart of man
—to see this noble creature flung to the savage
beast, dying in tortures, torn piecemeal before
my eyes, and his misery wrought by me. I
would have entreated heaven and earth to save
.iim. But my tongue cleaved to the roof of my
mouth. My limbs refused to stir ; I would have
thrown myself at the feet of Nero ; but I sat like
a man of stone—pale, paralvzed—the beating of
my pulse stopt.

" The gate of the den was thrown back, and
the lion rushed in with a roar, arM a bound that
bore him half across the arena. I saw the sword
glitter in the air; when it waved again it was
covered with blood. A howl told that the blow
had been driven home. The lion, one of the
largest from Numidia, and. made furious by
thirst and hunger, an animal of prodigious pow-
er, crouched as if to make sure of his prey,
crept a few paces onward, and sprung at the'
victim's throat. He was met by a second
wound, but his impulse was irresistible, ami
Constantius was flung upon the ground. A ory
of natural horror rang around the amphitheatre.
The struggle was now for instant life or death.
They rolled over each other—the lion reared
upon his hind feet, and, with gnashing toeth
and distended talons, plunged on the man- again
they rose together Anxiety was now at its
wildest height. The Bword swung round the
champion's head in bloody circle*. They fell a.

gain, covered with blood and dust. The hand o
Constantius had grasped the lion's mane, and tho
furious bounds of the monster could not loose the
hold, but his strength was evidently giving way—
he still struck terrible blows, but each blow was
weaker than the one before—till collecting his
whole force for a last effort he darted one mighty
blow into the lion's throat, and sank. The sav-
age yelled, and spouting blood, fled howling
round the arena. But the hand still grasped the
mane,and there his conquerer was dragged whirl-

I ing through the dust at his heels. A universal
| outcry now arose to save him if he were not al-

ready dead. But the lion, though bleeding at
every vein, was still too terrible, and all shrunk
from the hazard. At last the grasp gave way,
and the body lay motionless upon the ground.

"What happened for some moments after, I
know not. There was a struggle at the portal; a
female forced her way through the guards, rush,
ed in alone, and flung herself upon the victim.
The sight of a new prey roused the lion ; he tore
the ground with his talons-.he lashed his stream-
ing sides with his tail; he lifted up his mane, and
bared his fangs. But his approach was no longer
with a bound ; he dreaded the sword, and came
snuffing the blood on the sand, and stealing round
the body in circuits still diminishing.

" The confusion in the va<t assemblage was
now extreme. Voices innumerable called for
aid. Women screamed and fainted ; men burst
into indignant clamors at this prolonged cruelty.
Even the hard hearts of the populace, accustom-
ed as they were to the sacrifice of life, were arous-
ed to honest curses. The guards grasped their
arms, and waited for a sign from the Emperor.
But Nero gave no sign.

" I looked upon the woman's face. It was Sa-
lome! I sprang upon my feet; I called her by
every feeling of nature to fly from that place of
death, to.come to my arms, to think of the ag»-
niesof all that loved her.

" She had raised the head of Constantius on
her knee and was wiping the pale visage with
her hair. At the sound of my voice she looked
up, and calmly casting back the locks from her
forehead, fixed her eyes upon me. She still knelt, r
one hand supported the head, with the other she
pointed to it, as her only answer. I again adjur-
ed her. There was the silence of death among
the thousands around me. A fire flashed in her
eyes—her cheek burned. She waved her hand
with an air of superb sorrow.

" I am come to die,' she uttered in a lofty
lone. ' This bleeding1 body was my husband—
I have no father. The world contains to me
but this clay in my arms. Yet,' and she kissed
the ashy lips before her, 'yet my Constantius,
it was to save that father that your generous
heart defied the peril of this hour. It was to
redeem him from the hand of evil, that you a-
bandoned your quiet home !—yce, cruel father,
here lies the noble being that threw open your
dungeon, that led you safe through the confla-
gration, that to the last moment of his liberty
only thought how he might preserve and protect
you.' Tears at length fell in floods from her
eyes. ' But,'said she in atoneu>fwild power,
' he was betrayed, and may the powers whose
thunders avenge the cause of his people, pour
down just retribution upon the head that dared

7

" I heard my own condemnation about to be
pronounced by the lips of my child. Wound up
to the last, degree of suffering, I tore my hair,
leaped upon tha bars before me, and plunged
into the arena by her side. The height stunned
me, I tottered a few paces and fell. The lion
gave a roar and sprang upon me. I lay helpless
under liim. I felt his fiery breath—I saw his
lucid eyo glaring ; I heard the gnashing of his
white fangs about me.

"An exulting shout arose, I saw him real as
if struck; gore filled his jaws. Another mighty
blovv was driven to his heart. He sprang high
in the air with a howl. He droppod—he was
dead. The amphitheatre thundered with accla-
mations.

" While Salome was clinging to my bosom,
Constantius raised me from tho ground. The
roar of the lion had roused him from his swoon,
and two blows saved me. The falchion was
broke in the heart of the monster. Tho whole
multitude stood up, supplicating for our lives in
the name of filial piety, and heroism. Nero, devil
as he was, dared not resist the strength of the
popular feeling. He waved a signal to tho
guards ; the portal was opened ; and.my cliil-
dren, sustaining my feeble steps ,and,.showered
with garlands and ornaments,froim innumerable
bands, slowly led ine from h
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194 T H E GEM AND LADIES'
A Horrid Death.—The Convent de St. Claire,

at Dombes-lessaux, has lately been the theatre
of a catastrophe which has plunged a highly
respectable family into the deepest grief, bv
the Io89 of a beloved child, and created a deep
sympathy among the inhabitants of that part of
the community,—as much indeed, from the
melancholy nature of the circumstance itself,
as from the unexampled manner in which it
took place. Monsieur and Madame B. had pla.
ced their only child, a beautiful girl ten years
of age, in the above mentioned convent, con-
ducted by Ursuline nuns during several years,
and enjoying a high reputation as an establish-
ment for fenia'c education. The unfortunate
child, Louise B. it appears, had incurred the
punishment of the cachot, or prison—the usual
mode of correction adopted in French schools,
and was in consequence shut up in the place
used for that purpose.

It was observed that the moment the door was
closed upon the child her screams were height-
ened to a remarkable degree, but no particular
importance was attached to the circumstance,
and she was left in the cachot, situated at the
bottom of the garden, and at such a distance
from the house that her cries were inaudible to
the inmates. About an hour after the child had
been shut up, a violent knocking was heard at
the outer gate of the convent, which being
opened, a labouring man, who happened to be
conducting a cart along the road, which passes
near the premises, presented himself, and in an
authoritative tone demanded "whom they were
murdering in the convent ?" Adding that he
had distinctly heard the sighs and groans of a
dy-ing person proceeding from the premises at
toe bottom of the garden, and insisted on know-
ing the cause.

The nuns immediately explained to the man
the fact of the child's imprisonment, and assu-
red him that his imagination had attached more
importance to the matter than was necessary.—
The man nevertheless insisted upon seeing the
child, and the nuns were ultimately compelled
by hi9 positive and determined air to accede to

• his request, and they had no sooner arrived at
the spot where the child was confined than the
convulsive sighs which struck their ears excited
apprehensions for her eafety. The door was
immediately opened, when a spectacle of inde-
scribable horror presented itself. The unhappy
child was lying on the ground in the most ago-
nising convulsions, and a cat employed in tear-
ing away the flesh from her neck and face.—
Every effort was had recourse to in order to
save the life of the child, but such was the na-
ture of the unhappy sufferer that she expired
three days after the event, in a state of the most
horrid delirium. It is supposed that the cat,
which happened to be shut up with the child, be-
came in the first instance frightened by her
screams, and consequently infuriated.—Paris
paper.

From the St. Augustine Herald.*
SEMINOLE ANCEDOTES.

The intrepid bravery and tender affections of
one of those Indians, are strikingly verified in
the following anecdote. Having taking refuge
for some time in the city of St. Augustine, and
got the name of Peter, he removed his residence
to St. Anastatia's Island, which mades the har-
bor of the city, employed as a hunter by Mr.
Fish, an English gentleman, who owned that
inland, and who gave it celebrity by the culture
of the sweet orange. Peter being absent, a
party of his enemies crossed the river, surpru
sed his habitation, and murdc red his wife and
two children. On his return he did not hesi-
tate a moment on the course to pursue ; he fas-
tened up his house containing the dead, repair-
ed to Mr. Fish' s dwelling, near by, to borrow
a gun that Mr. Finh had made with a large
bore, expressly for shooting ducks in large
flocks. In this Peter put an uncommon load
of buck shot, and gelling into his canoe, pro.
ceeded up the river, all alone, about six miles
to a creek on the main, as though instinct had
pointed out to him thrj way they went. He had
n »t ascended the creek far, when a distant
•moke, curling above the forest, apprized him
of an Indian camp. He landed, and taking his
course through the woods of a hostile country,
discovered four Indian men setting on a log
side by side, and a fifth near by employed in
cooking ; hu circled round so as to bring the
four in a range, crept up close, fired, threw
down his gun and rushed up with his loma.
<*awk. The report, the fall of four Indians,

and Peter's presence armed with such a wea-
pon and not very pleasant countenance, were
so sudden and impressive, that the one that was
cooking neither attempted defence or flight,
and became an easy prey to vengeance. By
this lime he found that one of the fallen was but
wounded, and was endeavoring to reach his
arms, but Peter had the advantage in being al-
ready armed. On searching, he found the
scalps of his wife and children stretched and
hungont to dry, which he brought off, with sev-
eral articles of his properly they had stolen,
some of their arms, and the scalps of the five
Indians he had killed, the greatest of all tro-
phies, in the conception of the Indians, retur-
ned home aud buried his wife and children the
same evening: and literalis pined to death over
their grave. This ancedote I had from Mr.
Fish who pointed out to me poor Peter's grave,

SPANISH JEALOUSLY.
Considerable sensation has been excited in

Madrid by a murder committed by M. Rodri-
guez, the Deputv, on the person of his wife, a
young and beautiful woman, to whom he was
married at Seville about two years ago. M.
Rodriguez, who is extremely jealous, accom-
panied hie lady to a masked ball given by M.
Vinadores. His wife's brother was amongst the
guests, incognito, and wishing to cure his broth,
erin-law of his failing, imprudently accosted
him with an inquiry if he was as jealous as ever.
" I any. aUill events, not jealous of you, beau
masemt," was the reply. •• There you are
wriijlgJ' said tlie masque, "for you have a very
hand«»me'%ife, with whose charms I am deeply
smitten." " So much the worse for you," re-
torted M. Rodriguez. li By no means," said
the brother, "for your wife returns my affec-
tion, and, as a proof of it, I can inform you
that she has a violent mark under her right
bosom." At these words M. Rodriguez seized
the stranger with the utmost violence by the
hand, exclaiming, " Your life or mine ! Meet
me in a quarter of an hour at my house !" He
then tore his wife from the quadrille which she
was dancing, and, wiihout saying a word to her,
hurried her home. On reaching his hotel, he
ascended the staricase with his wife still on his
arm, dragged her into his cabinet without pro-
curing a light, opening his secretary, and tak-
ing from it a loaded pistol, placed the muzzle
close to his wife's bosom, and shot her through
the heart. At the report a number of domestics,
accompanied by the ill fated ladyks brother, who
had been the involuntary cause of this frightful
catastrophe, rushed into the room with lights.
On witnessing the dreadful sight which met his
eyes, the brother tore off his mask, and pro-
claimed his near relationship to the victim.—
The disclosure deprived the wretched husband
of his senses, and he was hurried from the spot
in a state of raving madness, which the Madrid
correspondent whom we quote, fears, but we
might, perhaps, more charitably hope, he will
not survive.

DEATH.
"I prayed by my dear sister's body, and with

the face uncovered. How affecting all these
things ! How little does the imuaortal spirit re-
gard it!

'•How affecting it is to leave the persons we
have known all our lives, on whom we should
have been afraid to Jet the wind blow too rough-
ly, to leave them jn the cold ground alone !—
This quite strikes my imagination always on'
such occasions. But there is another thing
which has impressed itself in the present in-
stance much more powerfully than in any other
I ever remember—1 mean in contemplating the
face of our dead friend to observe the fixed im-
movableness of the features. Perhaps it struck
me more in my sister's case, because her coun-
tenance owed more of the effect it produced to
the play of features than to their formation.—
I could not get rid of the effect it produced on
me by this stiff and cold fixedness for a long
tune."—Wilberforce.

Hydrophobia.—A case of hydrophobia and
its cure by the application of a certain specific
by Mr. Jennison of New York, is given at
great length in the Sunday Morning News, ac-
companied by several affidavits of great length
and particularity. If we are to depend upon
this statement and give credence to the testirno.
ny brought forward »o corroborate it, the cure
of this Miss Dickens is one of the most wonder-
ful on record.

YANKEEANA, OF THE LONDON AGE.
There is a man in Kentucky so sharp-featur-

ed, that he cuts all his acquaintance.
Bread is so low in Virginia, that many poor

famili< s cannot raise it. What arc the loafers
about.

A chrieal Error.—The New Orleans Picay.
une says a little mulatto girl, who took a couplo
of undressed dolls to church with her, was turn-
ed out by the janitor, he taking the girl to be
an i doll atrees-a.

Useful Invention.—Among the new inven-
tions is a gun, which cannot go off by any pos-
sibility, ltis recommended by the New York
Spirit of the Times as just the thing for cock-
ney sportsmen.

A Misfortune.—The editor of the New York
Sun recently bio .e a pair of of spectacles in
trying to read a Welsh newspaper.

Nice Eating.—A Connecticut merchant ad.
verlises wooden pails and birch brooms under
the head of "fruit and confectionaries." This
is worse than! he one who put mill.saws and
mouse-traps under the head of "fancy goods."

Panacea.—A chap calling himself Reuben
Hill, recommends a quack nostrum known as
"Dyspeptic Cordial," which as he says, cured
himself of the rheumatism, his wife of the sick
head-ache, his daughter of the fever and ague,
and his mother of a had cough, besides mending
the cellar stairs, and putting the baby to sleep.

Neglecting the Antecedent.—The Albany Jour-
nal gives the following as Dr.Morse, the geog-
rapher's account of Albany as it was some thirty
years a?o. "It contains," eays the doctor,
"about 2000 houses, and 9900 inhabitants, all
standing with their gable ends to the street."

If she will, she will;
If she won't, she won't,
And there's the end on't.

A Woman's Firmness.—A case of a novel
character occurred yesterday in the United
States Circuit Court at Providence. The Pro-
vidence Courier says:—A young lady of a very
interesting appearance, and respectable char,
acter, was brought up by the marshal for refu.
sing to be sworn, and to giveJier testimony be-
fore .the grand jury. Justice Story addressed
her in a very eloquent and respectful manner :
and with all the kindness of a father, urged u-
pon her the duty and the necessity of persons
giving testimony, to promote the cause of jus-
tice, and the public safety. He informed her,
that, however painful to him, the law left no
discretion for him to exercise ; and that, if she
persisted in her refusal, the only course he
could pursue, was, to commit her to jail and to
keep her there till she should consent to take
the, oath.

True to her woman's nature, she replied in-
stanter, and without hesitation, that she would
go to jail rather than be sworn, and was con-
demned accordingly. It seems that a young
gentleman whose addresses she was not inclined
to favor, had written her two letters, which she
suffered to remain in ihe post office. Another
young gentleman took one of the letters from
the post office and delivered it to the lady, who
received it with the seal broken ; and tho young
lady was summoned by the letter writer, as a
witness against the letter bearer, and from some
cause best known to herself, she refused to make
oath.

Since the above was in type, we learn that
the young lady has been liberated, and has been
restored to her friends.—Boston Transcript.

Singular result of chance.—About three years
since, a citizen of this county was in New-
York attending an auction, and birl off a gold
watch; and returning home, sold it to a neigh,
bor. Eugraved upon the inner case was a for-
rner owner's name, and the words, " From hi$
affectionate mother" Within the last few days,
its present possessor was turning over the leaves
of the army register, and observed the name
among the graduates of West Point. Having
an acquaintance who was also a graduate of that
institution, he made enquiry, aud learned from
him that his fellow cadet, had a watch stolen
from his room, which he had heard him lament,
as it was a present from his mother ! And upon
seeing the watch he readily identified it! The
young man is now an officer of the army in
Florida, and measures have been taken to re-
•tore to him his mother's gift.—Lockport Bal.
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O* The following communication was sent

to us on Monday, but was mislaid. It is proper
that the nefarious and abominable doctrines ad.
located by the Robesperians of this country,
•hould be exposed, and we therefore give place
to this communication—with the omission,as the
writer will observe, of the personal allusions to
a deluded individual of our o<vn city 5

FnenH ri-v.'«Gn—Having been informed by
Cue of our most respectable citizens who attend-
ed Mr. Canfield's lecture "on the pleasures of
the married life," &c , I take the liberty to in.
form you of one of the most prominent features
of the old gentleman's discourse, viz : that in
th's age of the world it would be more condu-
cive to the happiness of mankind in general,
were it the custom of the country for every man
to put away his wife at that moment when thev
should cease to live agreeably together,and take
to himself another partner—not adhering to the
words of scripture, "Thou shalt not put away
thy wife save for the cause of fornication."—
After the close of the lecture, a certain gentle-
man made a few additional remarks showing
the evils and miseries which have had their ori-
gin from a certain sect of people called Chris-
tians, for instance, the institution of state pris-
ons, jails, penitentiaries, orphan houses, &c.

It has always been considered, in this enlight-
ened age, that state prisons, jails, &c. were in-
Btituted from motives the most pure, and built
for the safety of our more peaceable citizens as
well as bestowing an actpf charity upon our
destitute ones who people our orphan and poor
houses But new light has fallen upon these
men's visions.

B. A. C.
P. S. Although there was a polite invitation

given to the female part of our city to attend,
yet only one was present. May the bloom of
our city ever continue to frown upon lectures
of this kind—holding their chastity dearer than
life.

Small Mistakes.—As a minister and a lawver
were riding together, says the minister to the
lawyer, "Sir, do you ever make mistakes in
pleading?" " I do,'' says the lawyer. "And
what do you do with mistakes !" inquired the
minister. •* Why Sir, if large ones, I mend
them—if rmall onra, I let them go." ** And
pray Sir," continued he, "do you ever make
mistakes in preaching?" "Yes Sir, I have."
41 And what do you do with mistakes?" said the
lawyer. " Why. Sir, I dispose of them in the
tame manner as you do—I rectify the large and
let the small orn s go." " Not Jong since," con-
tinued he, "as I was preaching I meant to ob-
serve that the Devil was the father of liars ; but
made a mistake, and said the father of lawyers.
The mistake was so small that I let it go."

In reference to the unpremeditated style of
Lord Chatham's eloquence, Horace Walpole re-
marks, " Though no man knew so well how to
•ay what he pleased, no man ever knew so lit-
tle what he was going to say."

The following is the closing paragraph of the
Will of Patrick Henry :—1 have now disposed of
all my properly to my family ; there is one thing
more I wish I could give them, and that is, the
Christian religion. If they had this, and if they
had not that, and I fmd given them all the
world, they would be poor.

March of Refinement.—A London cobbler
thus announces his calling Surgery perform,
ed here upon old boots and shoes, by adding of
the feet, making good the legs, binding the bro-
ken, healing the wounded, mending the consti-
tution, and supporting the body with new soles.
Advice gratis, by B. Marks.

Sean Mag.—With regard to Capt. Marryat's
having "capered nimbly in a lady's chamber" at
Louisville; as alleged in some of the newspa-
pers, we cannot uphold him at all—though if the
lady's husband is satisfied, I don't know why we
should not be.—Mobile Adv.

RATHER TALL.—A Yankee states that there is
a man in Vermont who is so tall that he cannot
tell when his toes are cold ! That is probably the
person who never allows his servants to sit up
for him as he can put his arm down the chimney
and unbolt the street door.

A Horse's Tongue Torn out by the Root.—A
most horrid occurrence took place on Friday
night, at the Livery stable of E. Chamberlain
and Son, 143 Liberty street, near the North Riv-
er. It appears that the partition between two
stalls was imperfect, and the boards having !
shrunk, now stand about the eighth of an inch
apart. TP.13 crevice comes directly in the cen.
tre of the trough, ard the horses, in eating
from the latter, have gnawed a hole through of
about two inches diameter. On Friday night,
oats were given to one animal, and as he fed,
the horse in the next stall began to lick the
grains which were phshed through the hole in
the partition. Not satisfied with taking the oats
that came through, the poor beast thrust hi«
tongue in to gather as much as possible. The
intruding member was seized by the feeding
horse, and held tightly. Both raised their hea-ls,
the one probably in fury, and the other in pain,
until the extended tongue was actually drawn
two feet up the narrow crevice first mentioned.
In an agony of fortune, the suffering horse be-
came almost mad, and continued to kick, paw
and rear, until his tongue was actually torn out
by the root.

Ancedote of the late Sir Edward Nagle.—
When a young man, travelling in a post-chaise
up Shooter's-hill, a hig'iwayman rode up presen-
ted a pistol inio the window, and demanded his
money or his life. Sir Edward, then a veiy
athletic man, seizing the arm of the ruffian,
twisted the pistol from it, dragged"1 him though
the window, and placing him by his side to keep
him quiet, ordered the post-boy to drive on.—
The humble supplications of the robber were
answered with "Be easy boy, be easy ; I won't
hurt you." Still the conscience striken high-
wayman kept pleading, till at length the chaise
reached the Captain's lodgings, when he hauled
the fellow out of the coach, walked him up to
the garret, and locked themselves in. He then
took off his eoat, and said, "Now sir, I neither
mean to hang you nor hurt you, but I'll just
give you a broth of a bating," which having
accomplished, he opened the door, bade the
robber be off, and the next time he stopped a
coach to tap at the window, and ask if Pat
Nagle was inside, before he ventured to poke
his pistol.

A Horrid Scene.—A freind informs us that
while passing through Fore Street on Tuesday,
he was acosted by a stranger who urged him to
visic a house in Cotton street, where a woman
had killed her child. On reaching the house, a
scene of the most revolting kind presented itself
Near the fire sat a woman, holding in her arms
a child apparently six or eight months old.
She was evidently crazy or intoxicated and was
realing to and fro moaning "they have killed
my child" Upon examination, the child clasp,
ed in her arms was found to be dead ! Once,
the people about said they had rescued it from
her grasp, and had resuscitated it;but the moth-
er had made so much ado, that the child was
given to her, and had again been suffocated ap-
parently beyond recovery. Another child of
the woman sat at the back part of the room on
a bundle of rags, wild with terror. The whole
scene was one of abject wretchedness. The
woman and her children were Irish, and had
come from the east last week, with their hus-
band and father, who had left them and gone
to Boston, To cap the climax of misery the
Overseers of the Poor were called in, and the
woman, with her living and dead| >ffspring, were
transported to the poor house.—Portland Argus,

A case involving a breach of the marriage
promise was tried at the late term of Qunen
Anne's County Court. The. fair plaintiff was
Miss Elizabeth C. T. Honey, and ihe faith-
less swain bore the name of William Lamp.—
They jury rendered a verdict of $2000 in favor
of the lady. A motion fora new trial was made
by the defendant's counsel, and in consequence
thereof the plaintiff relinquished $750 of the
damages; the .defendant was accordingly mulct,
ed in the sum of $1250.—Com. Adv.

A sealed bottle was picked up at Nieuport,
near Ostend, on the 15th Oct. containing a writ,
ing in English, to the effect that it had been
thrown overboard from the British Queen on
the 10th -if August, ten days from New York,
in 55, 33 N. lat, 44, 23 W. long., in order to as.
certain the current of the ocean. The bottle
had, therefore, drifted about 1,500 miles two in
months.—Qalignani'a Messenger.

Lippett's Patent Safety Steam Engine.—This
engine, now exhibiting in Centre street opposite
the Post Office, is worthy of attention, from
the novel and safe manner in which the steam
is generated. Instead of boilers, there are a
number of metallic generators, which are kept
hot by the fire beneath, as in other engines, and
upon which cold water is injected ; thus furn-
ishing all the steam that is required for working
the engine The generators are flat iron plates,
of sufficient size to sustain a uniform heat. The
steam is forced directly into the cylinder, and
no space is left around the generators for its
accumulation ; so that all danger of explosion
is entirely obviated. The power of the engine
can be increased to any extent by enlarging the
iron plates. The water is contained in a re.
servoir, kept full by a common pump, and falls
upon the generators as fast as mav be required.
The generators will weigh about the same as the
boilers of a common engine of the. same power.
The expense of the engine and the cost of fuel
to work it, is much less than that of the
ordinary engines; while it is more compact,
weighs less, and as far as we can see, is in every
respect calculated to answer the purposes for
which it is intended.— Express.

The celebrated Danish sculptor Thorwaldsem
arrived at Copenhagen, from Rome, on the 18th
Sept. on board the frigate Rota. As soon as the
frigate came to an anchor, numerous boats dres-
sed with colors and garlands of flowers, and
each having a band surrounding the ship play-
ing national airs. In some were professors of
the university, members of the academy of
aris, savans. and artists. To these demonstra-
tions the frigate returned a salute. Verses were
recited and sung in his honor, to whicn he re-
plied from the poop of the frigate. On landing
and taking his ^eat in a carriage, the populace
took off the horses and dragged him in triumph
to the palace of Charlettenburg, where he was
presented to the King, who gave him a most
gracious reception. In the evening he was be-
renaded by torch light.

Murder of a Child by its Mother.—The neigh-
borhood of the 8ih avenue was thrown into
great excitement yesterday by the rumor, found
unhappily true, that a respectable woman had
murdered her infant of 15 months old and at-
tempted also to commit suicide on herself. It
appears that a Mrs. Mary Ann Rhodes, a wo.
man of high spirit and good character, being
embroiled in some unfornate domestic differ-
ences with her husband, a carpenter, who is
stated to have neglected her and not provided
necessary comforts for the family, became dis-
tracted almost from despair, and in an evil hour,
when she had believed her husband had unfeel-
ingly gone on an excursion of pleasure ts Sla-
te n Island, administered laudanum to her infant
and to herself—which proved fatal to the first,
a most interesting child, but not to the mother,
who confessed she had committed the crime,
and lamented she could not have been consign-
ed by the same means to a common tomb with
her child.—Star.

' You are the very person I wanted,' said a
lady at a ball to an officer; 'you must dance
with Miss . I'll introduce you tocher.'—
" Excuse me, I am no dancer.' 'Oh but you
can't refuse now. She is a pretty girl, and has
a fortune of thirty thousand dollars. 'Why,
really I am not a marrying man myself: but if
your ladyship please, IHl mention her to our
mass.

Cure for Dyspepsia.—It is said, that the stu-
dents in a Virginia College have found a large
quantity of anti-dyspeptic pills in a field at-
tached to the seminary, in the shape of variouB
large STUMPS, which thev are engaged in dig-
ging up, in their leisure hours. These vegeta-
ble preparations are found to produce a highly
salutary effect in cases of the most confirmed
dyspepsia. _ ^ _ _ _ _ _ _

"True modesty is ashamed to do any thing
that is repugnant to the rules of right reason :
false modesty is ashamed to do any thing that is
opposite to the humor of the company. True
modesty avoids every tiling that is criminal :—
false modesty, every thing that is unfashionable.*

Utility of Laughter.—A hearty laugh is occa-
sionally an act of wisdom ; it shakes the cob-
wibs out of a man's brains, and the hypochon-
dna from his ribs, far more effectually than eith.
er champagne or blue pills.
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I J * That there is much poetic taleut among the fair
•lames of our favored Republic, no one cau for a mo-
ment doubt, who has road the exquisite effusions of
Mrs. sSisournoy, ••Amelia," "Viola," und others, whom
w could but need not now particularize. Enrolled
v;.ong ihe most gifted of these, we find the name of
Miss H.F.Gould, one whom the pre*s and people of
this country should delighi to honor. The productions
of her muse have a natural sweetness and grace rarely
to be met with, in which purity of thought ami felicity
of expression are happily blended. Take the following
specimen.

THE SILK WORMS WILL.
BY MISS n , F. OODLD.

On a plain rush hurdle a Silk worm lay,
When a prouJ young-Princess came that way,
The haughty child of a human King
Threw a sidelong glance at the humble thing,
That took with a silent gratitude,
From the Mulberry-leaf her simple food—
And shrunk, half scorn and half disgust,
Away from her sister child of dust ;
Declaring she fever yet could see
Why a reptile form like this should be,
And that she was not made with nerves so firm,
As calmly to stand by a ''crawling" worm.

"With meek forbearance the silk worm took
The taunting words and spurning look,
Alike a stranger to self and pride,
She'd no disquiet from ought beside,
And iii ed of a meekness and peace possessed.
Which these debar from a human breast ;
She only wished, for the harsh abuse,
To find some way to become of use
To the haughty daughter of a lordly man,
And thus did she lay a no lie plan.
To teach her wisdom and make it plain
That the humble was not made in vain;
A plan so generous, deep and high,
That to carry it out—she must even die !

" \ u more," said she, " will I drink or eat,"
I'll spin and weave me a winding sheet,
To wrap me up from ihe sun's clear light,
And hide my form from her wounded sight;
In secret then, 'till my end draws nigh,
I' 1 toil for her, and when I die,
I'll leave behind as a farewell boon,
To the "proud young Princess' my whole 'cocoon,'

-To be reeled and wove to a shining face,
And hung in a vnil o'er her scornful face !
And when she can calmly draw her breath,
Through the very threeds which caused my death,
%Vhen she finds at lenpth she has nerves so firm,
As to wear the shroud of a crawling worm,
May she bear in mind that she walks in pride,
In the winding sheet where the silk worm died!

Warsaw, August -23, 1833.

Every reader will bs impressed with the poetical
beauty of the following stanzas. They were written
by J. N. McJilton, the editor of the Baltimore Monu-
ment. Such poetry touches the soul.

I HAVE NO FATHER THERE.
I saw a wide and well-spread board,

And children young ana fair
Come one by one—the eldest first.

And took their stations there-

All neaily clad and beautiful,
And wiih familiar tread j

They gathered round with joy to feast
On meaU and snow-white breud.

Beside the board, the father sate,
A smile his leatures wore •,

As on the little group he gazed,
And told their portions o'er.

A meagre form arrayed in rags,
A near the threshold stood ;

A half-starved child had wandered there
To beg a little food.

Said one—" Why slandest here, my dear?
See there's a vacant seat,

Amid ihe children—and enough
For them and thee to eat."

" Alas for me !" she child replied,
In tones of deep despair,

" No right liuve I amid yon group,
1 have no father there."

O hour of fate, when from the skies.
With notes of deepest dread,

The far resounding trump of woe
(Shall summon forth the dead:

What countless hosts shall stand withont
The heavenly threshold fair.

And gazing on the bleat, exclaim,
1 taavct no father there.

From the New York American.
T H E E A G L E A N D D O V E .

BY LtEDT. O. W. PATTEN, D. 8. A.

'Tis the bird of Jove's thunder !
'Tis iJis win? of Love's joy!

Why roam ye together,
Thou fierce one—and coy 7

In the path of the lightning,
Ye traverse the sky ;

What hold ye in union.
Oh ! low one—and high ?

Thro' clouds ye float proudly !
But weak one, beware !

Thy pinion <>h -e weary,—
Thy home is not there.

'Tis the sky, for the mighty !
'Tis the spray, for the small!

Low bird, with t!ie lofty,
Come back er e ye fall!

Oh! look at Love's picture
I draw at your side •

III match'd from the altar,
Goes bridegroom and br ide.

One proud and high titled,
And stern to repro ve ;

One meek, but undowered,
An^born but for love.

Togcth#—together—
They speed on their flight;

They flo&t thro' Life's ether,
That dark one and bright.

Till chill'd and benighted,
Unskill'd thus to fly,

The wing of that gentle one,
Falls in the sky.

Camp near the Sawanee, Florida.

PARTING SONG.
TUNE—"And will thou say farewell, love ?'•

BY THOMAS RAGS.

And canst thou say farewell, love.
And thus—thus coldly part?

My sighs, my tears must tell, love,
The anguish of my heart.

But if thou thus canst bid adieu,
'Tis fitting we should sever ;

Be mine despair—peace be with you ;
Farewell—farewell for ever !

But wilt thou ne'er on me, love,
A kind reflection cast ?

Oh, I must think of rhee, love,
So long as life shall last.

For ne'er ah! ne'er can 1 forget,
Can cease to mourn—oh never,

That thou canst thus without regret
Bid me—fareweil for ever.

Go—sweetly pas3 thy days, love,
I'll haunt thee now no more ;

And may the next that prays, love,
Thine idol shrine before,

Present a heart as true as mine,
A warmer can be never ;

Though since so dead, so cold is thine,
I bid farewell for ev jr.

INDIAN NAMES.
BY MRS, L. n . SIGOURNEY.

"How can the red men be forgotten, while so many
of our states and territories, rivers, and lakes, are de-
signated by their names."

Ye say they have all passed away,
That noble race and brave,

That their light canoes have vanished
From off" rlie crested wave,

That 'mid the forests where they roamed
There rings no hrntcr'ts shout;

But thriir name is on your waters—
Ye may not wash it out.

'Tis where Ontario's billow
Like ocean's surge is curled,

Where sti ong Niagara's thunders wako
Hie eclio of the world.

Where red Missouri bringeth
Rich tribute from the west,

And Rappahadnock sweetly sleeps
On green Virginia's breast.

Ye say their canoe-like cabina
That clustered o'er the vale,

Have disappeared, as withered leaves
Before Ihe Autumn gain :

But their memory liveth on your hills.
Their baptiem on your shore j

Your everlasting rivers speak
Their dialect of yore.

Old Mus sachusetta wears it
Within her lordly crown,

And broad Ohio bears it
Amid his young renown.

Connecticut hath wreathed it
Where her quiet foliage waves,

And bold Kentucky breuihus it home, I
Through all her ancient caves.

Wachusett hides its lingering voice
Wi'hin his rocky heart,

And Aiii-£.':.':y graves its tone
Througliouthis ioi'ty el'art;

Manadnoek on his forehead hoar"
Doth seal the sacred trust,

Your mountains build their monument,
Though ye give the winds their dust.

Ye deem those red browed brethren
The insects of an hour,

Forgotten and despised, amid
The regions of their power :

Ye drive them from their father's lands,
Ye break of faith the seal,

But can ye from the Court of Heaven
Exclude their last appeal 1

Ye see their unresisting tribes,
With toil-worn steps and slow,

Onward through trackless deserts pass,
A caravan of wo •,

Think ye the Eternal's ear is deaf?
His sleepless vision dim? '

Think ye the soul's bloorl may not cry
From that far land to him 7

THE PARENTS' LAMENT ON THE DEATH
OF A BEAUT1PUL BOY.

By Robt. Dibb, Wharfdale Poet.
He is fled, he is fie'!—pure, spotless and bright;
As a meteor he pasi'd through the darkness of night
As a bright stream of fancy—we saw him awhile,
And we thought of the future with many a smile.
We saw him in infancy—first pledge of love!
For his welfare on earth, we breath'd prayers above ;
We saw him again—as 'ie ran by our side,
His father's fond liope— and his mother's own pride;
We saw him again—but in anguish could trace,
The dark tint of sickness hang on liis sweet face ;
With deepest emotion we watch'd his career,
Sometimes with fond hope—but toe often with fear—
Our affection was boundless—our hearts were intt-nt,
For he seem'd like a vision, which Heav'n had sent
To lead our affections and thoughts far above,
Where all is encircled in heav'niy love!
We saw him again—but in sorrow most deep,
For in cold stilly death our poor cherub did sleep!
As we gazed on his features so placid and mild, •"
Our tears bath'd the form of our beautiful child !
Oh! where was the brightness of that sparkling eye?
Which oft had beguil'd us of many a sigh—
Or where was the innocent rapture of joy ?
Which came like a summer's cloud over our boy— \
Alas ! it was fled—but with hope came relief,
For in Heaven he knows not of sorrow or grief;
Surrounded with angels, in splendor and peace.
He tastes of pure pleasures thai never shall cease !

DEATH IN A FOREIGN LAND.
Not long shail this feeble pulse remain,

And this falling strength endure,
Thy sunbeams, fiurftally, shine in vain,

Thy climate can work no cure ;
And I sigh, when through myrtle groves I roam,

By the balmy breezes fanned,
" Oh ! why was I sent from my quiet home,

To die in a foreign land?"
They KNOW I must die ; I remember well,

Their foreboding looks and sighs ;
And can death be charmed by an earthly spell.

Soft zephyrs, and azure skies?
I would give them all, on the wood to look

Where the clustering nut-trees stand,
And to gather lilies by the brook

That runs in my native land.
I weep not because in early youth

I am called from this world of care;
I have humbly studied the book of Truth,

And mourned o'er my sins in prayer;
And I hope through the" Saviour, in whom I trust,

I may join the blessed band
Of holy angels and spirits just,

In a brighter and better land.
But my light and vain companions here

No calm to my mind impart;
Their language is foreign to my ear,

And their manners to my heart,
Would, when I lie down to yield my breath,

My kindred could round me stand •,
I think I could greet the Angel of Death

If îe caine in my own dear land!

ELEVENTH VOLUME OF THE GEM.
"The GEM'S alive, and alive like to be," if the pre-

sent number of paying subscribers can be retained. Of
this we have no doubt, and our only regret is. that other
business is so pressing that we are unable to givemueh
time to the extension of its circulation.

The next volume will be published on the same terma
as the present—one dollar to mail subscribers—ten shil-
lins to those who call at the office—and twelve shilling!
to city subscribers who have their papers left at their
doors:—to be paid in all cases in ADVANCE. Present
subscribers whrj wish to take the eleventh volume, will
please make their remittances early, so that we con de-
termine how large an edition to print.
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From Blackwood's Magazine.

HE WILL COME TO-MORROW.
CHAPTER 1 .

T H B Common of Carricksawthy, which forms
m portion of that district known by the name
of the Vale of Towy, is one of the most pictu-
resque spots in South Wales. The clear, gur-
gling stream of the sawthy, spanned by a
wooden bridge of the simplest construction,
flows through its centre ; cottages of a comely
and cheerful aspect, and with their small strips
of garden-ground full of flowers, are scattered
about its borders ; flocks of sheep are constant-
ly pasturing on its thick, elastic carpet of green
sward ; and a ridge of breezy downs, redolent
of thyme and other wild shrubs—beyond which
rise the frowning peaks of the Black Mountains,
imparting spirit and dignity to a landscape that
otherwise might seem too tame—enclose it on
mil sides but one, where runs the high-road past
Llangadock, a homely village,J consisting of
one straggling street, which stands at the dis.
tance of almost a quarter of a mile from the
common. On a serene spring or summer day,
nothing can be more enlivening than this scene.
The sun brings vividly out the emerald green of
the turf, always so refreshing to the eye ; im.
parts added neatness and beauty to the cotta-
ges ; and lightens up with smiles the stern rug-
ged features of Llyn-y-van and his giant neigh-
bors. Xafis, too, seems every where, in briskest
activity about yon. You hear the Sawthy chat,
tering and laughing along its pebbly channel;
the trout of the sewen leaping up from its deep
quiet pools, between the gravelly shallows; the
bee booming heavily past you, as it starts from
the bosom of the wild flowers that enflame the
common : and the thrush, the chaffinch, and the
linnet chirping merrily among the shady copses
that creep half-way up the downs.

It was on the noon of a day like that I have
just alluded to, that two young people, a male
and a female, walked slowly across the delight-
ful common towards the high-road, which the
Carmarthen stage-coach passed on its way to
Gloucester, and thence to the metropolis.—
They were engaged in earnest conversation, and
a serious—not to say, a sad—expression was
visible on the countenance of the lady, who,
when she reached that part of Carrisksawthy
which leads direct into the road, paused an in.
•tant, and pressing her companion's arm, ad.
dressed him as follows:—"and will youthen
promise to be back in a fortnight, Charles ?"

"Can you doubt it, Fanny ?"
•*No, no, I do not doubt i t ; but I know not

how it is—-a gloom comes over me when I think
of the time that must elapse before we shall
meet again. You, in the midst of the bristle
and gaiety of London, will not feel the hours
pass so wearily( as we shall here in this quite
neighborhood."

"The gaities of London ? say rathert the sol
itodes, Fanny. What friends have I there ?—
At whose house shall I be made welcome ?—
Where is the society which shall recompense
me for that which I leave behind me ? Believe
roe, dear girl, a great city, however full of bus.
ilo and animation it may be, holds out lew at-
tractions to one who, like me, must pace its
streets alone, sit in his inn alone, and from
morning till night.-.hoki eomtnunion only with
bis own thought*."

"Are those thoughts of so very gloomy a
character, then ?" inquired the lady, with a faint
attempt at a smile.

•'Not to, Fanny :.yoa mistake me altogether.
IIow can I be otherwise than cheerful when I
thiak of ton f I merely meant to say, that to

one who has not a eingle friend there, nor even
so much as an acquaintance with whom he can
converse, London is not the place you concerie--
it to be; so cheer up, it is but a short time I
shall be absent; and then we shall be united, no
more to part. What, I have won a smile from
you at last! Ah, love, if you did bat know how
much a smile becomes you, you would never"—

"You will write to us the instant you reach
town, Charles?"

"Of course ; it will be my chief—indeed my
on 1>—pleasure."

"Pray heaven this business may not detain
you longer than the time you nroati&n."

"Never fear it, dearest. Twelvg*or fourteen
days hence, we will be again strolling together
over Carricksawthy," said the young man, glan.
cing back at the common whichHhey had just
left behind them ; "you know the hour the coach
passes the turnpike ; well, meet me there this
day fortnight, as you used to do when I came
home from school at Bristol, and trust me I
will not disappoint you. See, Fanny," contin-
ued the speaker, drawing a little locket from
his breast, "here is a lock of your hair, which
for the last year I have constantly wstrn next
my heart. This is the attraction which will
hurry me back to the cottage. Were even its
proudest mansions thrown open to me, and all
its gaities within my reach, London would nev-
er be able to. divert or diminish the influence of
this precious talisman. I have but to cast my
eyes OH it, and fancy will instantly bear me
back to the home where we have passed so ma-
ny happy hours U»»elher."

The earnestness and cordiality with which
her companion spoke,, greatly comforted Fan-
ny, and they moved on towards the turnpike,
where the old gate-keeper was standing, look-
ing anxiously along the road, with his hand
held up before his eyes to shade them from the
glare of the sun.

The instant they came up, he said, "You are
only just in time, master Charles; the coach
will be here in a minute or so ; indeed it should
have been here before now," he added, glancing
at the turnpike clock, "but I suppose it stopped'
to taks a passenger at Llangadock."

•'No doubt—no doubt," observed Charles;
"Fanny, love, what ails you ? Why, your arm
trembles within mine like an aspen leaf!"

"I cannot help it—indeed I cannot—I know
it is weak and childish to give way to such
thoughts, but I have a presentment that this par.
ting"

"Will be for just two weeks, and not an hour
longer," interrupted Charles, wfch a gay air;
"perhaps for even a less time ; for the instant I
have disposed of the houses, I shall return ; so
take care, Fanny, that I do not surprise you
one day when you are reading a chapter of her
favorite, old-fashioned, Sir Charles Grandison
to jour aunt, or singing that ballad which you
know my father ie so fond of."

"Oh, Charles, how you can talk in this light
way at such a moment ? I could not."

"No, because you are a foolish little girl, who
as my grave father is constantly telling you
allow you? imagination to run riot. Fanny,

dearest, dismiss, I entreat you, for both our
sakes, these gloomy forebodings, and instead of
anticipating sorrow, lookforward with hope.—
Do not sit in the shade, but come abroad into
the sunshine. As you love me, and would have
me be happy during my absence let me know
and feel that I leave a light heart behind me."

Just as the young man finished speaking, his
servant appeared, bending beneath the weight
of a portmanteau, which he deposited outside
the gate, at the same time bringing intelligence
that the coach had cleared the village, and would
be up immediately. No sooner had he announ.
de ibeso tidings, than Uu vehicle cam* in

sight, and a few minutes after drew up at the
gate.

"Now, sir," said the driver, jumping down
from his box, "quick's the word, if you please ;
I'm behind time already. Here, David"," ad-
dressing the gate-keeper, "bear a hand with the
gentleman's portmanteau."

While the luggage was being stowed away
on the roof of the coach, Charles stood aloof
with Fanny, who, making an effort to conceal
her emotion, observed in a subdued tone of
voice, "by this lime to-morrow, Charles, you
will be far away from us "

"Yes, love, but my thoughts will be with you
still. In the morning I shall say to myself—
now she is going out with iny father for a ram.
ble across the common,.or through the village ;
at noon—she has just seated herself at ihe win.
dow with a volume of our favorite Thomas in
her hands ; in the evening—she is now at tea
with her aunt, listening with a sweet smile of
resignation—Fannjr, dear, you know how often
you have made me laugh with that arch smile
of yours !—to some portentous anecdote about
the fashions of the last "

Their conversation was here broke in upon by
the coachman's pithy request that the gentleman
would 'look sharf;' whereupon Charles, tearing
himself from Fanny's side, said, "Good bye, God
bless you, love ; be sure you meet me here this
day fortnight, and depend on hearing from me
the instant I reach London ;" and with these
words he sprung into the coach, which in an
instant bore him from ner sight.

Fanny Davis at this period, had just comple-
ted her eighteenth -year. She was the only
child of an English officer of dragoons, who,
after a long term of Military service, had reti-
red on half-pay into the cheap seclusion of
South Wales, accompanied by his newly wad-
ded wife, who died while Fanny was an infant
—a loss which her husband took grievously to
heart, and which, preying on a constitution al-
ready enfeebled by severe wounds, brought him
to the grave within two years from the lime*
when he had become a widower. Fortunately
however, for the poor orphan thus doubly be-
reaved, she found an affectionate and exempla-
ry guardian in her father's maiden sister, who,
on hearing of her brother's loss and consequent
melancholy, came to take up her abode perma-
nently with him. With this lady, who was ev-
ery way qualified to superintend the education
of her niece, Fanny's days glided away peace-
fully and happily in the retirement of a neat
but humble cottage which her father had pur-
chased shortly before his death, in the immtxJi.
ate neighborhood of Carricksawlhy common.

At no great distance from them dwelt the
clergyman of the parish, a simple kindly.na-
turcd man of recluse and studious habits. In
this gentleman's society, the Davises spent a
great portion of their time'. His son in par.
ticular, a fine spirited youth, about three yearn
older than Fanny, was her constant campanion.
Together they might be seen racing like wild
colts about the common, laughing and shooting
in all the irrepressible glee of chi dhodd; or
climbing with fearless foot the steep acclivitie*
of the Black mountains , or gathering the hare-
bells, and wild strawberry plants that grew
thickly among the hedges of Leven-gornuth ;
and in the evening, Mr. GrifFyths, who usually
finished his day at the cottage, would play the
part of schoolmaster, and" seating the young
couple, one on each side Of him, give them los.
sons suited to their age ; read them passage •
from works calculated to excite their don'glit
and wonder; and instile into them those groat
principles of religion and morality, w'iuiuut.
which there can be no sure guarantee for sue.
cess or happiness in life, bo passed the tima
until Charles Griffiths had attained hia ihir.
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teenth, and Fanny her tenth year, when an un
cle of the former, who was a merchant in Bris-
tol, and had neither wife nor children of his
own, wrote to his brother to request that his
son might be sent to him, when he would place
him at school, and probably provide for his fu-
ture fortunes. At first the simple-minded cler-
gyman decided on refusing this liberal offer,
not liking the idea of separation from a child
who formed his chief source of happiness ; but
when he came to weigh the matter carefully in
his mind, he resolved to sacrifice his own per.
sonal feelings to his boy's interests, and con*
sented to his departure.

It was a melancholy day to the Davises, when
Charles called at the cottage to bid adieu to his
playmate Fanny. She hung round his neck,
and entreated with tears that he would take her
with him ; and even her aunt shared some por-
tion of her distress, so completely had the
youth's frank, cheerful, arid intelligent nature
won upon her feelings. He himself was not
less affected than his 'little sister,' as he was in
the habit of calling her ; but when, on reaching
Bristol, he was received with a hearty welcome
by his relations, who took a liking to him at
once, he soon forgot the grief, and became re-
conciled to his change of life. Ad it was ar.
ranged that he should spend his school vaca-
tions alternately with his uncle and father, he
saw Fanny once a year, and during his absence,
kept up a regular monthly correspondence with
her. Thus four years rolled away, when it be-
came expedient to consider what should be done
for him. His uncle, struck with the lad's quick-
ness and sagacity, so unusual with those whose
boyhood has been passed in comparative soli-
tude, thought of commerce; but before he
could come to any decisive arrangements, the
increasing infirmities of his father, to whom
he was devotedly attached, induced Charles to
return home, where he finally took up his resi-
dence, paying, however, occasional visits to
Bristol, till the death of his uncle, who died
when the young man had just entered on his
twenty-first year, leaving him a small amount
of funded property, together with one or two
cotrages which he possessed in the neighbor-
hood of London.

From this period the union of Charles and
Fanny was the talk of all the gossips in the
parish, who agreed in declaring that they were
formed for each other, and that a handsomer,
kinder, or better behaved young couple never
graced the vale of Towy. Mrs. Davis—for the
good lady had years since dropped the comfort,
leas 'Miss'—was precisely of the same way of
thinking. She was anxious to see her darling
niece comfortably settled before she herself
quitted life; and as Fanny would inherit what
little property she had,to. leave, and dreams of
worldly aggrandizement never troubled the
minds of the family circle, she felt p rsuaded
that the prospects of the young folk were quite
a* sunny as they ought to be. Accordingly af-
ter many long and'solemn consultations with
Mrs. Griffyths, the marriage was resolved on ;
but previous to its taking place, Charles, who
had hitherto received the rents of his cottages
very irregularly, and for the last two years,
none at all—his tenants being of a sad, migra-
tory disposition, and much addicted to moon,
light Sittings/' as his London agent took care
U inform him punctually twice a-year—Charles
resolved to look, into matters himself, and to
come to some final settlement, so that he might
enter upon his new state of life without any
pecuniary annoyance to molest him. Besides,
he had projected with Fanny a variety of pleas,
ant schemes. For instance, the cottage garden
was to be enlarged ; additions were to be made
to their little library; when they were to make
a trip to Clifton, and possibly even visit Snow,
don and its romantic neighborhood; and the
agreeable project* could only be carried into ex.
ncution by the sale of the cottages, from which
CharLs expected to derive a sum sufficient for
all his purposes. He accordingly decided on a
visit to the metropolis, and it was arraigned
that the marriage should be eolcmized immedi-
ately after his return, which he determined
should be in a fortnight.

CHAPTER II

As Fanny returned home, it was with a slow
gtepof one whose mind is oppressed by doubts
and fears. A presentment of she knew not
what, bang like a heavy weight upon her heart.
la vain she tried to purauade herself of the foJ-
jy of her apprehensions, and choer her spirits

by the reflection that Charles would be back in a
few days. There are times as all must have
felt', when vague presentments of impending ill
fall like a blight upon the mind, and despite the
efforts of reason, deprive it for the season of
all energy. So much had he been with her of
late, so congenial were their tastes and pursuits,
and so absolute was her dependence on him,
that when on reaching the cottage she found
Charles no longer there, a light seemed vanish,
ed from her path, and her once happy home,
forlorn and darkened, to wear the aspect of a
house of mourning. Hers was in fact just the
sort of nature to entertain a pure, fervent, and
engrossing passion like this. She was a ere*
tare of quick and ardent impulses ; simple and
affectionate ; of a high-toned order of imagina-
tion—too often, alas! humanity's worst foe;
with all the freshness of youth in her heart, as
its bloom was on its cheek ; and with a certain
innate refinement of look and manner which
far more than compensated for the absence of
that artificial polish induced by an acquaintance
with what is called 'good society.' Though un.
educated in the fashionable sense of the term,
yet she had read and thought much—had a po-
et's eye for the ever-varying aspects of nature
—the stern, emphatic frown of winter, the sun-
ny smile of spring, the grave, serene majesty of
autumn—and was familiar with the works of
many of our best writers; for Mr. Griffyths, 10
whom she was as dear as if she were his own
child, had beejjj^siduous in his efforts to draw
forth all the. jjowers of her mind. For auch a
being to love—and love with her whole soul as
though it were the element from which her life
derived its verdure, and without which the
stalk of her youth must decay—was as natural
as for birds to sing, and flowers to 'fill the lap
of May.' The casket that enshrined this fair
treasure was every way worthy of it. He* fig-
ure was buoyant, sylph-like, and graceful in
every movement; her countenance, with the
soft blue eye and exquisitely formed mouth, full
of expression; and she had that sweet,, low
voice, 'an excellent thing in woman,' which
wins its way to the heart, like the music of
one's native home heard in a far off land. Such
was the innocent, trusting, and lovely creature
who now, for the first time in her life, felt
thought press like a burden on her imagination,
which she would fain but could not shake off.

The night after Charles's departure her pillow
was pressed by an aching head , but the morn-
ing soon dawned, and with it-came a reassured
spirit. In a day or two at farthest she should
have a letter from the young traveler, and this
would go far" to fill up the void occasioned by
his absence. Three days thus passed ; and ear-
ly on the fourth, the Langadock postman
brought up the expected expistle to the cottage.
Oh, how Fanny devoured its contents ! It was
written in the most cheerful spirits. Charles
had nearly accomplished the business which
took him to town.and would to a certainty be back
that day week, when she was to meet him, as
agreed upon, at the turnpike gate. Holding the
precious document in her hand, Fanny flew first
to her aunt, and then to Mr. Griffylhs, to com.
municate the welcome intelligence, and in the
evening sat down and penned an answer, which
she took herself to the post office.

As the happy creature's mind had now recov-
ered its usuul elasticity, the hours flew rapidly
by, the week approached its termination, and
now it wanted only one day to the period which
Charles had fixed on for his arrival. On the
evening of that day Fanny took a stroll with
her aunt through the village, who could not re-
frain from a smile when she saw the joyous and
excited state of tier mind. " By this time to-
morrow, aunt," she said, "Charles will have
returned to us. I have been to the gate, and
they tell me the coach passes it at noon. Oh,
how happy it will make us all tj sec him again!
And we shall have so much to talk about, you
know ! We shall hear all his adventures—where
he lived—how he employed his time—and what
he thought of those fine new streets and build-
ings that we read so much about. And then we
have so many plans to arrange for the next
month. We are to spend a few days at Clifton,
which Charles tells me is one of the loveliest
spots in England ; to visit Balh where Charles
went to school; and Tintern Abbey on our way
back ; and if the weather continues favorable,
to take a trip to North Wales, which I have so
long wished to see. Oh, how happy we shall
be, shall we not, aunt ?" and thus the lively
girl ran on; while all who passed her, young

and old, blessed the radiant countenance which
beamed with such ineffable sweetness and good
humor.

The next day Fanny was astir with the lark ;
and long ere the sun had dispelled the vapors
which cling round the forehead of Llynn-y-van,
she had gathered a basket full of the choicest
fruits in the garden, and disposed her flower-pots
on the lawn in front of tile cottage, in-the- order
that she knew Charles mosf liked. Mr. Grjf.
fyths came up to breakfast with them—an unu.
sual thing with him, for he was a late riser—and
when the weal was over, Fanny quitted the room
to complete her preparations for the traveler's,
arrival. The wonted dinner hour at three
o'clock was put off till, four; the servant was
sent into the village to purchase the- tenderest
poultry that could be procured; the fruit, trim,
ly garnished with" leaves and flowers, was set
out on the sideboard ;. and a bottle of unimpeach,
able wine, which had remained in the cellar since
Captain Davis's death, was hunted up and
broached for the occasion.

When all these little household preparations
were finished, Fanny, simply and graeefully at.
tired in white, Charles's favorite dress, with a
single rose in her hair, and a light straw bonnet,
whose shape set off her beautiful face to the
greatest advantage, took her way alone, for she
would not even accept of her aunt as a covnpan.
ion, to the place of meeting; As she tripped
across the common she could not help contrast.

. ing the present state of her feelings with what
they were on the day when she parted from

, Charles. Then Bhe was a prey to blank dejec-
tion. Now she was all hope and cheerfulness.
Every well-known object on which her eye now
rested seemed arrayed in more than usual beauty
—every sound that came to her ear seemed in-
formed with a blithe.r spirit. 'A brighter—freshj
er green adorned the elastic carpet on which she
trod ; the precipitous flights of the Black Moun-
tains, furrowed with the storms of. ages, wore a
sunnier aspect; the thrush from the depth of
the neighborhood copses sang sweeter in her ear ;
and a more invigorating influence breathed in
the-wind that came wooingly toward her. The
church clock from Llangadock struck two as she
crossed the little wooden bridge that spans the
brawling Sawthy. In half.an-hour hence, she
said, to herself, I shall be passing this very spot
with Charles ; and the reflection lending addi-
tional impetus to her movements, in a few min-
utes she reached the turnpike, wJao«e sat the g-ele-
keeper on a bench outside his ddor, with a lank,
ard of cwrw beside him.

•' A fine afternoon, Miss Fanny."
•• Yes, indeed, David—what time do yon ex.

pect the coach by ?"
" I t will be here in a few seconds, miss," re.

plied the old raan. " I suppose now you are
j expected Master Charles," and the speaker look-

ed archly at her, for their betrothment was no
secret to the neighborhood.
^ " Yes," said Fanny, with a brightening glow
on her cheek; " we rather think he will be
here to-day, as Mr. Griffyths has received no
intimation from him to the contrary;" and then,
anxious to drop the subject, though it engrossed
all her thoughts, she entered the house, and be-
gan caressing the gatekeeper's grandchild—a
fine curly.headed boy, some five or six years old.

She was thus engaged, infinitely to the delight
of the child, who made her assist him in hunt*
ing a kitten under a chest of drawers, when sud.
denly her quick ear caught the roll of wheels,
and bounding to the door, she exclaimed, clap,
ping her hands with joy, "Here it is—I am sura
this is it!"

At about two hundred yard's distance from
the gate, the road made a sudden bend, forming
an actue angle, so that no vehicle could be seen
till it was close to the turnpike, though the
tramp of the horses' feet might be heard long
before. For some minutes, therefore,1 Fanny,
was in a state of the niost exciting suspense;
but the moment the supposed stage turned the
corner of the road, she found, to her disappoint,
ment, that it was merely a private carriage.

" Never fear, young lady," said the gatekeep^
er, " it will be here immediately ; Joe's always
remarkably punctual ; I never knew him ten
minutes behind in my life, and I 've kept this
turnpike ever since your father—ah, here it
comes, you can tell it by the cloud of dust it
raises ; now then, Miss, now for Master Charles;
I'll warrant me he 's on the look-out;" then, in
an undertone to himself, "Wel l , well.* it's
.quite natural at their age, poor things ; I re.
member at their time of life I was just as food
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of courting as they are, though it seems strange
enough to me now. j" and so shying, the honest
fellow finished his tankard, as if to make him.
self amends for his departed sensibilities.

How the young girl's heart beat as the sound
of wheels drew near! Precious load that vein,
cle born, for all the most cherished on earth
was there. And now it turns the corner—an
instant, and it is halting at the turnpike gate !
But no kind voice greeted Fanny's anxious cars
—no familiar face was lit up with smiles at her
presence. The passengers were all strangers to
her. One brief, searching dance sufficed to tell
her this ; and before she could summon up cour.
age enough to make inquiries, the coach was
again on the move, leaving the wretched girl
standing on the foot-path a'prey to the bitterest
disappointment.

Pitying her distress, the old gate-keeper ap-
proached her. '•Come, come, Miss Fanny,"
said he, "don't take matters so to heart: depend
on it the young gentleman will be here within
the next four-and-twenty hours. Most likely all
the places were engaged when he applied at the
booking-office, for, as you must have seen your-
self, the coach was full inside as well as out:
my life on it, he will come to-morrow."

'* Yes, yes, David, you are right: he will come
to morrow ; but it will be a great disappointment
to his father, for we all fully expected him to.
day. Is there any other coach that will pass
this road in the course of the evening ?"

" No, Miss : this is the only one."
" Well, then, Imust tiavo patience till to-mor-

row, when I will calf here again. Good afler-
nooriv"—and with a heavy sigh Fanny turned
away from the turnpike, and pursued her solita-
ry road home.

On reaching the, garden gate, her aunt, who
Caught sight of her from the window, surprised
to see her return alone, hastened down the lawn
to meet'her.

"Why,"how is it, Fanny?" exclaimed Mrs.
Davis*1 •'where is Charles?"

" Qbyaunt, aunt," replied Fanny, bursting
into tears, " he is not come—he never will come
—I have seen him for the last time."

" Nonsense, child ; but come in—Mr. Grif-
fyths is waiting to hear the news."

They entered the parlor, where the clergyman
was sitting with spectacles on nose, conning
over his next Sunday's sermon ; and greatly was
Fanny comforted, when her first acute burst of
anguish was over, by perceiving how-soon the
tdd folks uu>£a-r«»»n<aiL*d to GkaxH&B'a non-ap-
pearance. They took fur granted that his affairs
had detained him longer than he had calculated
on, and felt^assured that he would arrive on the
morrow, or the day after at farthest. They even
rallied Fanny on what she called her ' presenti-
ment ;' but finding that this light tone pained
her, Mr. Griffyths, who was we 11 aware how
v.vid her imagination was, and how apt she was
at times to be carried away by its impulses,
whether sad or cheerful, assumed a more earnest
manner, and after"poiuting out to her how com-
pletely the letter from Charles had proved the
fallacy of Aose vague fears whichiiad beset her
on the evening of his departure, at length sue
ceeded in persuading her that her apprehensions
on the present occasion would turn out to* be
equally groundless. " He will be here to-mor-
row, or the day after," added the clergyman,
" but if not, depend on it you will have a letter
from him, explaining the cause of his prolonged
absenpe,"—an opinion in which Mrs. Davis co-
incided.

Op the following day, immediately after
breakfast, the anxious girl set off for Llangadock,
concluding, as Mr. Griffyths had suggested,
that there would be a letter for her if Charles
meditated a longer stay. She met the postman
on her road, and ascertaining from him that
there were no communications either for the
clergyman, her aunt or herself, 3he turned back
to the cottage, not disappointed', but fully con-
vinced that Charles would be with her that day.
Again therefore were the domestic arrangements
o f the preceding day repeated ; and at the ap.
pointed hour Fanny bent her steps to the turn-
pike, accompanied by Mr. Griffyths,,whom she
kept at his utmost speedy at the same time ex-
pressing .her surprise that he walked so "very
—very elow !" .

They "nadvnot reached the gate many minutes
before the'coach again drew Up. Fanny looked
anxiously'into the passengers' faces, but, as be-
f/iita. Vkp.ir.wfere all stranger a to har. •<;TtnUin/4 i"''rangers to her. ""ZtnkindV

eWufrhurdd as sfie turned afray with a sick-'
neaa of heart that passes description, " unkind

when he knows what agony his suspense occa-
sions me !"

Mr. Griffyths himself now began to feel some
uneasiness respecting his son, but observing his
companion's profound dejection,he strove to keep
up a cheerful spirit, and repeated, as they return,
ed home, that Charles would be with them in a
day or two. Mr. Davis reasoned in the same
manner, but not once throughout the remainder
of that long, gloomy evening were they able,
with all their endeavors, to rouse Fanny's spirits.
A thousand conflicting emotions beset her, as
she sat silently by the window, looking out on
Carricksawthy. She recalled the many proofs
of devoted affection that Charles had shown her
—his frank and generous nature—his anxiety
to anticipate even her slightest wishes—and
above all, his utter indifference to the taste and
pursuits of the gay world—and at once dismiss,
ed the idea that he had forgotten or forsaken her.
But there ajrose another dreadful apprehension
in her mind. He might be ill—stretched on the
bed of sickness in some lone,^comfortless inn,
with none but strangers to minister to Iris wants ;
or—God of Heaven !—he might be dead ! and
giving way to this last impression, the sensi-
tive girl covered her face with her hands, and
sobbed as if her heart was breaking. At night
when she returned to her chamber, she knelt
down and strove to compose her mind by prayer.
Long and fervently she supplicated that the bit.
ter cup might pass away; and when the next
day came, and brought with it sorfee languid re-
vival of hope, she set out again to the post-office,
and thence to the turnpike; but at both places
she was doomed to meet with the same disap-
pointment.

CHAPTER III.

Adieu from'henceforth to all hope-in Fanny's
mind ! That blessed balm has lost its power to
act. The kind remonstrances of the now real-
ly alarmed old folks take not the slightest bold
on her attention. Silent, but urfcomplaining,
and without the power even to shed a tear, she
sat for hours tog'ether with.her eyes scarcely ev-
er lifted fr6m the ground ; nor did she even ex-
press satisfaction when Mr. Griffyths informed
her that he had written to the landlord of the
inn where his son had given his address, and
was in daily expectation of a reply. One sole
thought haunted her imagination. Charles was
dead ! The companion of her childhood, the
friend and adviser of her youth, the chosen of
her heart, who should have walked hand and
hand with her through lire—him she should meet
no more this side the grave ! Yet, strange to
say, though entertaining this conviction/ she
still persisted in paying a daily visit to the turn-
pike, notwithstanding all her aunt's entreaties,
who began to dread the effect of such repeated
shocks on her reason. The stale of seclusion
in which she lived—the very objects which sur-
rounded her—tended still farther to increase
Fanny's sense of utter desolation. She could
not cast her eyes in any one direction but some-
thing reminded her of the departed. From the
window she beheld the bridge where he used so
often to stand watching the sun drop behind
Llynn-y van; his flute lay between the book-
shelves; his landscape-sketches adorned the
wall ; and the very volume which he had been
reading- tj?e evening before he left, remained just
where he placed it, on his writing-desk.
. Four days had now elapsed since Charles had
been expected home, and the fifth was drawing
to a close. On the night of that day Mrs. Davis,
whs had not long retired to rest, was suddenly
roused from sleep by a piercing shrink proceed-
ing from her neice's chamber. She rushed into
the room accompanied by her servant, who had
been Fanny's nurse in childhood, and by the
dim rush.light which was burning on the table,
beheld her sitting up in bed, in a state little short
of distraction.

•'Oh Gad !" she cried, wringing her hands
in agony, "he is dead, aunt—he is dead—dead—
his spirit stood beside me just uow, and in
a hollow voice—oh so altered from what it
used to be !—he bade me a long farewell."

"My dear love, be composed, I entreat you."
said Mrs. Davis, seating herself on the bed be.
side her* niece, and wiping, the damps from her
forehead, "do not give away Jo these dismal fan-
cies. It was mere dream—noiiiing more."

"Not so, aunt: it is a solemn revelation from
another World.' "I grayed to be permitted Lo see
him but once more, even .though he* were
no longeron earth ; and my prayer has been an.
ewered ! It was his form I saw—his voice I

heard, do you think I could fail to know him
again ? He is dead, I tell you, dead ! and I was
'not by to soothe his last moments ! Charles—
dearest Charles—why did you ever leave us ?
Hark !" she continued, turning abruptly to her
aunt with a look of stiange meaning, "do you
not hear a distant bell ? They are tolling for a
funeral—are they not ?"

Her servant here whispered something in
Mrs. Davis''ear,which attracting her niece's no-
tice, she said, with a bitter smile, "You think
I arn ill, aunt—mad perhaps; but no, no, I am
well—quite well-—would to God that I were—
hark ! here is that dreadful bell again !" and
with a sudden, impetuous movement she raised
her hands to her head, as if to put out the sound.

In this bewildered state she continued for up -
wards of an hour, when she sunk exhausted in.
to a heavy but unrefreshing sleep, while her
aunt kept watch beside her till daybreak.

When she appeared at breakfast next morn,
ing, her look—her voice—her manner—impres-
sed Mr.Griffyths, who now spent almost all his
days at the cottage, with the saddest forebo-
dings. She scarcely answered any question
that was put to her ; but when she did, it was
with an abruptness and irritability that showed
how much the effort cost her. A settled, icy
despair seemed to have frozen up all her facul-
ties. Even her manner to her aunt was altered.
She appeared suspicions of her every look and
movement; and, when she happened to over-
hear her consulting in an under tone with the
clergyman about the propriety of calling in
mgdical aid from Liandovey, she turned on her
a glance that made her shudder. Suddenly,
however, her whole demeanor changed. She
started up .from the chair where she had been
sitting near the window, and before her Jiuni
could recovery froiij her astonishment, sbe was
half-way across the lawn on her return with a
letter addressed to Mr. Griffyths. How dread-
lul wasthe expression of her countenance when
she re-entered the parlor! She had snatched the
letter from the postman ; the writing was un-
known to her ; but she saw that the seal was
black !

Giving the communication into the clergy-
man's hands, she exclaimed, with a ghastly smile
" Well, aunt, I was right; it was no dream ;
Charles, once my Charles, is dead !

It was even so. The letter was from the
house-agent whom the young man had employ-
ed to arrange the sale of his cottages, and sta-
ted in dry formal business-like terms, that
shortly after his arrival in London, he had
caught a violent cold, that he had made light o f
the matter, neglecting the most ordinary pre-
cautions ; the consequence of which was that a
fever of the worst kind had supervened, and af.
fecting the brain, had carried him off in a few
days;and that the writer had only been made
acquainted with the melancholy circumstances
by accidentally calling at the inn where the
young gentleman lodged, when the landlord re.
quested him to loose not a moment in commu-
nicating with the deceased's relatives.

On the receipt of this intelligence Mr. Grif-
fyths, on whom it fell with quite a stunning ef-
fect, started off for the metropolis by the same
coach; and from the same place, as his illfated
son ; who was buried in one of the gloom isl of
the city churchyards, far from his native home
and from her whose heart was hourly breaking
for his loss.

CHAPTER rv.

When the clergyman returned home from his
mournful journey to London, another dreadful
shock awaited him. The child of his affections
—the pride of his age—lay in a state of utter
delirium. Her quick and ardent feelings al.
tornately acting, and reacted on, by an imagina-
tion equally fervid, had wholly overpowered
her reason—made her, in shart, a raging man .
iac. Could she havo endured to share her griefs
with another, she would doubtless have escaped
this last numbing blow ; but with that moody
waywardness which is by no means uncommon

•with imaginative temperaments, she shrunk
from sympathy, even offered by those mo.Bt dear
to her ; and kept the thoughts and feelings that
were wearing her away fast locked in the sane-
tuary ef her own bosom. FM six days, during
which her disordw raged with uncommon vio-
lence, she rarely slept, took little or no suste-
nance., and was incessantly starting up from her
pillow, raving in the most impassioned terms
'about Charles. Sometimes she would imagine
herself walking home with him from the turn
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pike, and pat question after question to him
about tho way in which he spent his time in
London, then bursting into a wild shriek, bid
them close all the doors and windows, for a
strange bell was tolling in her ear. Anon, she
would cry out that a phantom was standing by
her side ; that it fixed its dead, stony eyes con.
tinually upon her ; breathed a fire into her brain
and shrivelled up her skin by its touch. At other
times, fierce suspicions would beset her : she
was deceived—basely and treacherously de.
ceived ; Charles had arrived—she knew he had
—but they purposely kept him from her sight.
And whenever this idea crossed her fancy, her
red, diliated eye would glow like hot steel ; her
whole frame quiver with passion ; and it was
with the greatest difficulty that those in atten.
dance upon her could prevent her leaping from
the bed, and forcing her way out of the house.

On the seventh day of her malady, as her aunt
and Mr. Griffyths were reading the prayers for
the sick in her chamber, the physician came in
to pay his usual visit, and having examined his
patient, who lay perfectly motionless, with her
eyes half-closed and one hand pressed upon her
heart, said, "The disorder is approaching a cri-
sis, and four-and-twenty hours from this time
will decide for life or death.

"Surely she will recover" exclaimed Mrs.
Davis, while the tears streaming down her
cheeks showed that she was prepared for the
werst. .
frThe physician shook his head. At length,
after a pause, "I will not deceive you," he ob-
served , " it is far from unlikely that your niece,
considering that youth and good constitution
are in her favor, will recover from this attack ;
but, the shock she has received has strnck so
home to her imagination, that though the body
may rally, 1 have little hope of the mind."

"God's wiil be done," faltered Mr.Griffyths ;
"but it ia a hard trial to see those go before me
who should have followed the old man to his
grave—and so young, so happy, so affectionate
aa they were !—i' seems but yesterday that they
were both children together—and now one is
dead, and the other must know me no more—in.
deed, indeed, it is a sore trial, and more, almost
than I can bear ;" unable to w res lie with his
grief, rose hastly and quitted the room.

Just as the physician had predicted, the more
violent symptoms of Fanny's disorder gradual,
ly abated, and toward night she sank into a
long, quiet, and to all appearence, a refresh,
ing slumber. Her aunt, who kept a constant
vigil by her side, entertained a confident hope
that when she awoke it would be to conscious,
ness but it was not so. She awoke, indeed and
no longer a raging maniac, but what perhaps
was atill worse, as being more hopeless, a si.
lent imbecile. There was one singularity at.
tending this new phase of her malady, which
showed how deeply her love for Charles was in-
grained, as it were into her very nature. Ev-
ery day at noon, though previously to that hour
she remained in a state of perfect apathy, not
seeming to recognize any one by look, speech,
or gesture, she would start into something like
activity :.a. dim, transient twilight dream of rec-
olleclion would come over her ; and she would
hasten up stairs to her chamber ; dress herself
with marked care in white, comely attire ; make
the best of her way to the turnpike, acom-
panied by the nurse, who followed unobserved
at a distance ; wait at the gate till the coach
came up ; inquire if Charles was among the
number of the passengers ; and then depart
with a vacant smile on her countenance, mut-
taring, as a ho turned away, "He will come to.
morrow!" On her re:urn she would relapse
into her usual state of lethargy, moving median-
icaliy about the lawn, with leaden pace, bowed
head, and arms hanging idly by her side, or
standing at the door, and indulging in a low,
feeble laugh whenever she saw Mr. Griffyths
approach the cottage. The physician urged
the expediency of her removal to a private a.
gylum at Carmarthen, where he said she would
receive every attention that her case demanded
but Mrs. Davis shrunk from the idea of consign
ing her to the mercy of strangers, especially
when she was informed that recovcrj was by no
means probable.

So passed a year, at the end of which Charles'
far the r, weighed down by grief** and infirmities
followed his son to the grave. No one was now
left but Mrs. Davis, whose whtfte time was de*
v«ted, with unrelaxing attention, to her niece
It wan a melancholy haunt, that collate now,
wfeef• fcfl 4ad oace been so cht'urful—«UH more

melancholy the spectacle of that vacant coun-
tenance once so expressive—once so radiant
with youth, and health, and beauty. But
comfort yet remained for the old lady : she
felt that she was fulfilling a sacred duty ;
and this enabled her to stuggle with her lot,
and even to bear it with resignation. In pur-
suance of the physician's advice, she made re-
peated efforts to recall Fanny to reason, by ap.
pealing to her old tastes and feelings; the songs
that Charles mo9t loved to hear were played to
her, in the hope that they might bring back
some fragment, however imperfect, of recollec-
tion; his favorite books were thrown in her way;
hia name continually repeated in her hearing—
but all was unavailing—the dark fixed claud
brooded over her mind.

Four long monotonous years had now rolled
away, and daily during this period, whether the
season was cold or sultry, wet or dry, the poor
girl was seen at the wonted hour to repeat her
visit, at the turnpike gate, make the same in.
quiry, receive the same reply, and then return
home, exclaiming, "He will come to-morrow !"
No one thought of interrupting her; she was
regarded by all with the tenderest and most re-
spectful feelings of sympathy; and many a sigh
was heaved, and many a bright eye grew dim, as
the White Lady—such was the name by which
she was known to every traveler on the road
—was seen hastening across Carricksawthy.
At the commencement of the fifth year her last
remaining relative died ; and now there remain-
ed only her qkl nurse, to whose care her aunt
had in her last moments consigned her. Yet
Fanny appeared wholly unconscious of Mrs.
Davis'Jdeath ; made no inquiries after her; and
even watched the funeral procession move away
from the cottage without testifying the slightest
emotion.

But this state of mind was at length to have
an end. It is a still summer evening—so still
that the dry yellow leaf hangs unstirred upon
the ash : the Sawthy lapses with the gentlest
murmur over its shrunken bed ; the quiet sheep
are pasturing on the common—and there, upon
that light grassy mound which fronts the bridge
and draws warmth and cheerfulness from the
golden sunlight, sit two female figures, the
younger of whom, apparently from sheer
exhaustion, is reclining on her companion's
shoulder. Can that wasted, spectral form,
whose dim eye and sunken countenance speak
of fast approaching mortality, be Fanny.? Yes
it was indeed that once lovely girl who had
crawled forth for her usual walk—but not as
in earlier and happier days to feed imagination
on the imposing pageantry of this, Nature's
choicest season, for alas ! the chambers of her
mind still continue darkened ! Yet more than
once during the last week, a feeble ray of intel-
ligence had glimered in upon her brain ; some-
thing like consciousness had revived : and on
this day particularly, the symptoms had assumed
so cheering an aspect, that her nurse had pur-
posely prolonged their walk, in the hope that
the balmy, healthful evening air might tend to.
aid the languid efforts of nature. As they sat
together on the sunny hillock, suddenly the
bells of Llangadock struck up a merry peal, for
there had been a wedding in the morning, and
this in a secluded Welsh village is always an
affair of infinite rejoicing. Fanny started at
the sound ; raised her head gently ; and said,
while a smile stole over her counfenance,
"Nurse, what are those bells ringing for 1"

"Fanny, dearest F-mny !" exclaimed her as-
tonished and delighted attendant, her eyes fil-
ling with tears, thank heaven you know me
again !"

'•How distinctly we hear the music nurse !
I thought at first they were tolling for —but
no, no; these are not the sounds I have heard
so often of late in dreams. I suppose it is the
evening chimes they are ringing."

"No : it is a wedding peal, Fanny."
"A wedding ? Oh God !—Let us return home,

nurse ; it is cold; very cold; getting late too ;
my aunt will say we have been out too long."

"My child*=—my dearest child—what shall I
say ? Can j ou bear to hear the truth ? Yes it
must be told—I can conceal it no longer."

"Nurse," replied Fanny, with solmen earn
estness, "I can bear to" hear any thing—nothing
can touch me now. My aunt is dead—is it not
so t"

."It is too true."
" And Mr. Griffyths, my more than father—

his father 1"
" He too is dead,"

" Dead—all dead—and lam letiaione ; YTCI
it will not be for long. Let us come home
nurse; I feel exhausted; my strength is not
what it used to be."

They walked slowly on to the cottage, and
when they reached it, Fanny instantly sought
that bed from which she was doomed never again
to rise. During the few days that remained to
her of existence, nothing could exceed the sweet
and patient gentleness of her nature. There
was no more sullenness—no more irritability—
she knew that she was dying ; one by one she
felt life'd finest ligaments giving way, and seem,
ed anxious only to fit her soul for the great and
solemn change that awai'ed it. Seldom she
spoke, or made allusions to those who had gone
before her ; and never, even when fevered with
pain, suffered a complaint to escape her lips ;
for a light from heaven had shone in upon her
spirit, strengthening and purifying, and exalting
it, while the material frame was hourly verging
to decay. But was the past forgotten 7 Not so.
The low, faint sigh ; the tear stealing its way
down the wasted cheek ; the touching scriptural
passage, ' I shall go to him, but he will not re*
turn to me,' whispered in the intervals of suf.
fering, and in the long, silent watches of the
night—all this told that thoughts of earth still
mingled with those of heaven in Fanny's mind.
On the evening of her death, feeling herself a
little stronger than usual, she had requested to
be raised up in bed, and sat, propped with pil.
lows, near the open window, looking out upon
the landscape beneath her. She,saw the com-
mon—the bridge—the distant road—scenes how
dear to memory !—and gazed on them with all
the yearning fondness of one who feels that they
are beheld for the last time. While thus she
sat, with her hands folded on her breast, and her
lips feebly moving in prayer, a sharp, sudden
spasm struck to her heart, and a film came across
her sight. " Nurse," she said, " where are you 7
—it is getting dark—the sun has long set—dear,
est Charles!"—and uttering that loved name,
she died. The child of many sorrows was at
rest.

A SCENE OF THE "INCONSTANT" RE
VIVED!

Cambaceres listened with deep attention, and
when I had ceased speaking, he said—

The number of crimes which are committed,
and which human justice cannot punish, is un.
fortunately very considerable. The story I
have just heard reminds me of a circumstance
which I will relate to you, and which I hope
you will bear in mind, "IF ever, when separated
from your wife, you should be inclined to fancy
yourself a bachelor.

• About the close of the government of the Di-
rectory, the keepers of a hotel garni, in the Rue
de l'Universite, waited on the minister of police,
and in a state of great agitation, stated that one
of his lodgers, whom he named, had been mur-
dered on the preceding night. He had engaged
the lodging about six o'clock in the evening,
describing himself as an inhabitant of Melun,
who had come to Varis for a day or two on busi.
ness. After ordering his ehamber to be prepared
for him, he went out, saying that he was going
to the Odeon, and would return immediately,
after*the performance. About midnight he re.
turned, but not alone: he was accompanied by
a young and beautiful female, dressed in male
attire, whom he stated to be his wife, and they
were shown to the apartment which had been
prepared. In the morning, continued the hotel
keeper, the lady went out; she appeared to be
fearful that her husband should be disturbed;
and she desired that no one should enter the
room until her return. Several hours elapsed,
and she did not make her appea.ance; at mid.
dayi considerable surprise was manifested at her
prolonged absence, and the servants of the hotel
knocked at the gentleman's door, but without
receiving any answer. It was now discovered
that the lady had locked the door, and earned
the key away with her. The door was broken
open, and the unfortunate man was found dead
in his bed. A doctor was sent for, and he de.
clared it to be his opinion that the man's death
had been caused by a blow from a hammer
adroitly inflicted on the left temple. The fe.
male never again appeared; she was sought for
in vain.

• In about a month afiej a similar murder waa
committed. The victim was likewise a man
from the country, and his death was produced
in tho manner I have above described. The af-
fair excited considerable consternation ia Part*.
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Within a lorinigm * inira crime or tne same
kind m i committed; and in all these affairs
the mysterious female in man's attire was in.
volved. It is scarcely credible, but neverthe-
less true, that eighteen or twenty of these ex-
traordinary murders were committed with __im-
punity I In every instance, the little that was
seen of the woman rendered it difficult for any
one to give a minute description of her person ;
all the information that could be obtained was,
that she was young, very pretty, little, and well
formed. This desription of course answered
that of many women in Paris beside the mur-
deress.

* Meanwhile, Napoleon arrived from Egypt,
and possessed himself of the reins of govern-
ment. Being informed of the atrocities which
had been committed in the capital, he directed
that active measures should be taken for the de-
tection of the criminal. He spoke to Fouche
on the subject. At that time the capital was
filled with Fouche's spies. One of these spies,
a fine looking young man, about twenty, was
one evening accosted in the street by a person,
whom he at first supposed to be a very handsome
youth. He passed on; but suddenly the thought
struck him that the person who had spoken lo
him was a woman in disguise, and he immedi-
ately recalled the female assassin.

* " It is she !" he exclaimed, " I have discov.
ered her, and my fortune is made."

4 He turned back, and entered into conversa
tion with her. She at first denied her disguise,
but finally acknowledged it, and the young man
prevailed on the nymph to accompany him home,
in the character of a young relation from the
country.

' " Where do you live ?fl she inquired.
' He named a hotel in which one of the mys-

terious murders had been committed,
'"Oh, no; I cannot go."
• •• Why ?"
* " Because I am known there."
These words confirmed the suspicions of the

police agent. He alluded to his property, and
mentioned two Hundred louis which his uncle
had given him, of which, he said, he had not
•pent the twentieth part, adding, 'Well, then,
if yon will not go to my lodgings, where shall
we go V

The female mentioned a hotel, to which they
immediately repaired. The young man was
about to leave the room to order supper, when
the woman called him back.

' Will it be safe,' said she, ' to leave your
money all night at your lodgings ? Is it not
likely you may be robbed 7 Suppose you go and
bring it here.'

' A h ! ' thought the young man, 'the veil is
now raised ;' and then, without the least appear-
ance of suspicion, he thanked her for the pru-
dent hint, and went away, under the pretence of
going to fetch the money.

He immediately repaired to the office of the
police minister, and gave information of the
discovery he had made. Furnished with the
cum of one hundred and eighty louis, he returned
to the house where he had left the woman. He
was accompanied by several agents of the po-
lice, who stationed themselves at the door of the
apartment. The murderess and her pretended
lover sat down to supper. She requested him to
reach her handkerchief, which she had left on a
0on$ole behind his chair. He rose to get-it, and
during the instant his back was turned, she
poured a powerful narcotic into hie glass.

He did not perceive this, and drank off his
glass of wine hastily; but he had no sooner
swallowed it than he exclaimed, ' What wretch.
«d wine!' The lady made the same complaint.
A second glass was poured out, and pronounced
to be better.

Meanwhile, the young man felt his head be.
•oming confused, and his limbs growing stiff.
With well-acted concern, the woman rose, and
throw her arm round his neck, apparently with
the intention of supporting his drooping head.
At this jpoment he mechanically raised his
band, and he felt the fatal hammer in the side
pocket of the coat worn by the female. He felt
conscious of the danger of his situation; he at.
tempted to rise and leave the room, but his
strength failed him. He tried to speak, but his
tongue was paralyzed. By one desperate effort,
be made a faint outcry, and then fell on the floor,
fca a state of utter insensibility.

The woman drew the little hammer from her
packet and laid it on the ground. She then
Marched her victim, took hi* purse, and depot.
i M ift k» U>« pocket of the waiateoat the wore.

She placed his head in the requisite position to
receive the deadly blow, and she had raised her
right arm for the purpose of inflicting it, when
the fatal hammer was suddenly arrested from
her grasp. The police agents opportunely en-
tered the room at that moment.

' A h ! Monseigneur,!' I exclaimed, 'surely
you are narrating fiction, not fact. But of
course, this monster in woman's shape paid the
penalty due to her crimes 7'

4 That whieh occurred after her arrest,' pur-
sued the J'rince, • is the strangest part of her
story. On her first examination, she gave the
following romantic account of herself. She
was of a respectable family, and of irreproacha-
ble conduct; but having bestowed her affections
on a young man, who had treacherously forsak-
en her, she had from that momeut vowed impla-
cable hatred against all the male sex; and the
murders 8he had committed were actuated by
HO other motive than vengeance for the injury
inflicted on her feelings. Would it be believed
that there were persons weak enough to pity this
unfortunate victim of betrayed affection ? The
sensibility of the world, especially of the great
world, in often very ridiculous, and sometimes
very blameable. An effort was made to screen
this wretched culprit from the punishment of
the law. When asked why she committed rob.
bery, as well as murder, her defenders could
give no satisfactory reply. The criminal, how-
ever, underwent the penalty of the law ; and cer-
tainly society had reason to rejoice that the pun-
ishment of death had not been abolished.'

APPALLING INCIDENT.

The following is extracted from a private
journal kept on board of the Vincennes, one of
the vessels attached to the Exploring Expedi-
tion, and published in the Bunkerhill Auro-
ra :—

' Just before noon, while taking in the main
top-gallant sail, one of the crew who was on the
yard, by the slatting of the sail, had the bunt-
line thrown over his head, and before he could
free himself, was jerked off and forward of the
yard, where he hung dangling by the neck at
the height of eighty feet. He struggled for a
moment only, trying with both hands to reach
the rope over his head, and then they fell pow-
erless by his side. He was first observed by the
boatswain, who looked up, on seeing a hat fall
overboard. I was by his side, and never shall I
forget the face of horror, nor the unearthly and
fearful shriek that broke from him after point-
ing aloft for a few seconds, incapable of utter,
ing a sound. It was like that sometimes heard
from persons suffering under the nightmare—
It was indeed a most awful sight, to behold a
fellow creature tKus quivering in the air, his
arms dangling to and fro, and his whole body
swaying backwards and forwards with every roll
of the ship, fifteen and twenty feet, and every
little while striking with fearful violence against
the mast. In a few seconds a dozen men were
aloft to his assistance, but it seemed as many
hours, c

And here a now danger presented itself; one
of them, thinking only of* freeing the'6ufferer's
neck, caught him with one hand, leaning over
the topsail yard, as he swung in, and began cut-
ting the rope with the other. Providentially,
the attempt was seen and arrested by the 1st
Lieut. Had he cut the rope, the jerk must have
thrown them off together. He was now soon
liberated,, but declared to be dead. On being
lowered on deck in a hammock sent up for the
purpose, the means used for the recovery of
persons whose animation is suspended, were suc-
cessfully.used, and he is now doing well. An-
other minute and all would have been over with
him. On examination of the manner in which
he was suspended, his preservation is a little
short of miraculous. There was only a single
turn round his neck. Had it slipped, (and
Heaven only can tell what prevented it,) he
would have been dashed to pieces, or whirled
overboard, where with the heavy sea that was
running, he must have perished. Had it caught
an inch nearer his ear, he must have suffocated,
ere relieved. And in view of his escape, will
you believe it, all he thinks of it stopping his
grog to.day, lest it should induce fever ! Not
half an hour since I went to see him, and he
•aid ' it was bloody hard a man must lose his
grog because he came near breaking nil neek.'
Such i* the old inan.of.wat'a-nuin."

SATURDAY, DECEMBER 15, 1838.

I T A plan it on foot in this city to provide

by a general tax for the suitable education of

every child within its limits. The subject has

been fully discusried in public meetings conven-

ed for the purpose, and it is almost unanimous-

ly approved. We know not how to give our

readers a better view of the outlines of the plan,

and awaken an interest in their minds for its

adoption, than by copying a series of numbers

from an able pen, which are now appearing si-

multaneously in the daily papers of the city.

PUBLIC S C H O O L S . - N O . 1.

Desirous of bringing to the view of^the citi.
zens of Rochester, the subject of public school
education and the desirableness of rendering
its provisions commensurate with the wants of
our youthful population, and accessible to all, I
know of no way in which it can be done so con-
veniently, as through the medium of your col.
urans. I ask a place, therefore, for this, and a
few succeeding articles on the same subject.

Whatever diversities exist among us, as to the
mode of prganizingand conductingthese schools,
we are all united in desiring that the mass of
mind within our borders should be raised to a
condition of intelligence and virtue. Every
sentiment of patriotism, of public spirit, of pa-
rental affection and ohristianity, of which we
can boast as a city,, cannot fail to be enlisted in
the latter object, however various may be our i-
deas of the best plan for securing it. Of this
we are the more convinced from the character
of alt the speeches which have been made, in
our recent public meetings on this subject.

Indeed, it must be left to the Spiritual or po.
litical tyrants of the old word, those advocates
for the divine right of kings, to throw out ob-
structions in the way o£ elevating the great bo.
dy of the people. They may talk of the im-
practicability of popular governments, of the
vulgar rabble who were never made to think for
themselves and whose education must be con.
ducted with reference to subjection to their nat-
ural lords, and of the criminality of opinions a-
mong the common people at variance with the
institutions which rob them of their bread and
crush them under the iron hoofs of power, and
they may waste their logic, as befits them, in
proving that the few were made to think, inter,
prct and legislate for the many. For them to
oppose all education which is not in furtherance
of their designs of despotism, is in character'*'
with the position they occupy, a« the natural
successors to those forms of power and preemi-
nence which sprang up in. a barbarous age.

But, thank God, the broad Atlantic rolls be-
tween us and them, and a still wider difference
of political sentiment divides between us. Our
institutions are free as our mountain breczf s ,v

they belong to the people, the nation, all the
mind within their limits capable of giving them
direction; and they have not yet become hoary
in crime, or consolidated with the blood of in-
nocent millions, or rich in the merchandise of
aouls. We are all, in our birth, alike noble, and
the poor farmer's son may vie with the family of
Washington for the first office in the gift of the
people. Hence, ignorance, so far from being
the key ttone in our arch of empire, wo«fct,
were it generally to prevail among the f»opfev

inevitably crumble thai arch to l
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Our history is a tragical one. Our home it.
Belf, the great continent which had slept from
the foundation of the world, unknown on the
chart of civilized man, became known to Eu.
rope on the eve of the greatest moral and polit-
ical revolutions that have ever existed. The
watchful eye of a guardian Providence, seemed
to see that some place of resort would be neces-
sary for the good, the intelligent and pious, to
secure them and their principles from being lost
amid the convulsions which were about to shake
the nations. And what could be better suited
to this object, than the trackless wilderness
which overspread this continent ? What could
have been more opportune than this opening for
the growth of freedom, for the expansion of
mind that had been pent up under the oppres-
sive institutions of the old world, and for a trod-
den down and neglected portion of, the human
race, to rise to the condition of intelligence and
enterprise? Now, our institutions, yea our.
selves, had^'bur origin in circumstances like
these. All our greatness would have remained
in its embryo slate to this day, among the cot-
tages and in the corners of Europe, but for the
scope which it has here found for developement.

Allow me to ask, therefore, what should be
made our great concern, in regard to our own, or
the youthful population which is continually
floating in upon us from other nations. What
is it that has, in former ages, entrenched the few
in their power over the many ? What is it that
gives preeminence to man ? Is it not education?
Shall we then, as a city, allow the improvement

.of our Btreets, public! buildings, and other fea-
tures of our physical condition, to take prece-
dence of institutions for the elevation of the
mass of mind which is included within our lim-
its 1 Ought we not, may we not, WILL we not,

make our own community to young minds how.
ever poor and depressed, as the rich soil of a
garden is to the withered and down trodden
shrubs which are transplanted within its limits?
Can we not easily make our seats of learning
the brightest ornaments of our city, so that
where Rochester is named, the world over, its
intelligence, virtue and means of youthful cul-
tivation shall rise prominently to view? We
think this may be done, and we hope to make it
appear, in the course of our future remarks on
the subject. And not only may it be done, but
done as cheaply as what we are now doing, and
in a way, that, while all shall feel and acknowl-
edge with generous pride the benefits, not an in-
dividual will be oppressed either with taxes, or
:n any other manner. It is with confidence,
therefore, that we throw ourselves upon the in-
telligence and good sense of our fellow citizens,
while we discuss a subject so vital to oar future
well being. Y. X.

NUMBER I I .
CITIZENS OF ROCHESTER—We stated in our

former communication, that however character-
istic it may be in the abettors of tyranny to neg-
lect or obstruct the education of the great mass
of the people, for us, republicans, to follow their
example in this respect, would belie all our
principles, and would prove a suicidal process
to ourselves and our institutions. Much as ty
rants may have done to prevent the diffusion of
knowledge, it is an interesting fact, that some
of the sovereigns of Europe are noio stealing the
march upon republican principles, in bringing
the means of education to the door of every
peasant in their dominion*. This has already
been done by the King of Prussia ; the Empe
rorof JUesia is following his example ; Franc
in waking up to the subject of general educa
tion ; Lord Brougham and other names tha

stand pre eminent in the present annals of Brit-
ish politics and literature, are exerting them,
selves in favor of the same great cause. And
thus, the very men who might-be expected, from
their connexion with the old monarchies and
aristocracies of the earth, to oppose the eleva-
tion of the mass of the people, are, I fear, in
advance of us, whose principles and being and
life and all arc involved in the subject. Whelh-
er it is a principle of benevolence, of public
spirit, and of love to intelligence; or whether
it be a conviction that knowledge must spread
among the people, and a desire to render it in-
noxious by directing it themselves and shaping
it to- suit the existing institutions; or whether
it be something else, that has thus aroused Eu-
ropean rulers to the importance of .general edu-
cation, the fact stands out as one of the bright-
cst features of the age in which we live, and au-
gurs the approach of great events in the cause
of man. Should monarchy exist in form, its
poisonous tooth will be extracted, so soon as
its interests become involved in the education
of its millions of subjects.

But not UTpursue this train of thought further
at this time, let us turn our attention to the sev-
eral features of the plan for extending the bene-
fits of education to all the youthful population
of our city, which we have proposed to show, is
not only feasible, but cheaper and e,asier prose-
cuted, than the one which now leaves fifteen
hundred children without the means of educa-
tion, and provides but meagre advantages.for
the remainder, and that too in some cases but a
small portion of the year. The plan to which
we allude has already been brought before this
public, in the report of the Committee which
was appointed last August to take this subject
into consideration. We shall now Btate the
several items of the plan in our own language,
and then, in future communications, point out
as clearly as possible, how theywould operate
in practice, and ofFet-reasons to show the pref-
erableness of this plan before all others in a
community like our own.

1. That all the public schools of the city
shail be under the supervision and control of a
CENTRAL COMMITTEE or BOARD OF EDUCATION,

composed of two trustees from each district,
elected as they are at present, together with six
additional members elected by the Common
Council.

2. That tKese schools shall be FREE, or with-
out direct charge for tuition.

3. That the sum necessary to their support,
over and above the amount annually received
from the State, BHALL" BE RAISED BY A GENERAL

TAX ON THE REAL AND PERSONAL PROPERTY OF THE

CITY.

4. That each district shall be so large as to
admit of a school house two stories high, and
fitted to contain two departments, one for chil-
dren in the lower grades of education to be un-
der the charge of femaleB, and the other for the
higher branches of English education to be
taught by gentlemen.

5. That though nothing be attempted at
present towards providing CLASSICAL education
for the pupils in these schools, yet, it would be
desirable to have the privilege of doing BO, as
soon as the condition of the city shall warrant
the measure.

In touching en these several points, we shall
enlarge", so as to include the duties in detail of
this Board of Education, their manner of being
introduced into office, and their term of service ;
and we shall endeavor also, to show the actual
bearing of the other principles upon the state
of things as we find them in this community.

y z.

, NUMBER III.
We pretend to no authority, either from the

leaves of the Sibyl or from the voice of oracle
and inspiration; nor do we propose to doom
ourselves to a voluntary death, like some an.
cient lawgivers, to secure the adoption of the
plan proposed for conducting our public schools.
All we ask is, that reason and fact may be al-
lowed, to speak ; and we are sure that whenthey
do, they will meet with a cordial and efficient
response from the good sense of our fellow citi.
zen3. And!, if it be indeed trueu that our plan
is altogether the most favorable to the cause of
general education among us, and if it may be
carried into effect at as cheap a rate as any oth-
er, and without injury to any one's interest, but
greatly to the advantage of all, it would seem
to be a great misfortune, that, through mistaken
notions in regard to it, an opposition shonld
arise to occasion its defeat. By an event so
disastrous, we might, as a community, be thrown
ages back on the dial of intelligence and virtue.

With candor, therefore, let us look at the first
principle stated, viz., that -of uniting all our
public schools under ONE BOARD of supervision
and control.

In regard to the manner of constituting such
a Board little need be said. TJis may be done
simply by bringing the trustees now elected by
the several districts together, under a chairman
annually elected from their number, with a sec-
retary to record all their doings in detail, and to
hold quarterly or more frequent meetings, as
their duties might demand. And then this
Board might constitute the trustees in the sev-
eral districts sub-committees, to exercise a con-
tinual supervision over their respective schools
snd make report to the whole Board in its regu-
lar meetings. They might meet on a specified
day in each quarter, in the Court House, for in.
stance, at nine o'clock in the morning; the
chairman might designate them two by two to
each school, which they could visit and examine
in all the branches of learning .from tiuu hour
till mid-day or one o'clock in the afternoon;
and then, by previous appointment, they might
meet again at the Court House, at three or four
o'clock in the afternoon, to report, the state of
the schools. In these reports, they could in-
clude the degree of improvement in grammar
arithmetic, geography, writing, reading, spell-
ing, and all the branches taught, together with
the general appearance of the schools as to
neatness, order, and the qualifications of teach,
ers, with every thing else that might be of inter.
est. And in this way, the advantage's of a regn.
lar visitation would be enjoyed by the schools,
which, we all know, would be of immense value.1

Teachers would be incited to diligence ; pupils
would be inspirited with ambition and a desire
to excel; parents would be called out to witness
the progress of their children in learning ; the
wants of the schools would be well understood
and promptly attended to; and we should be
continually accumulating a fund of experience
to aid our future operations, which would be too
valuable for money to purchase.

As plenary power would be vested in this
Board of Education, t© assume the entire con-
duct of the schools in all their departments, it
would "devolve on them, to direct as to the man.
ner of erecting school houses, their size, form,
provisions of ventilation, & c , in itself a subject
invested with an importance to the bodily health
and intellectual vigor of children, which isap-<
predated by few. We may touch on thiri point
still farther in another nunrber; but will only,^
for the present, say, that convenience in schqol,
houses doss not necessarily imply great jwtt.
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Wheel carriages may now be purchased for
950, and $100, which are vastly more comfort,
abkj to the rider, than the jfold and silver chari.
ots which were manufactured for the ancient
lords of Rome at a cost of millions. We are
not pleading for coat, but convenience, which, in
the construction of school houses, may be had
as cheaply as inconvenience, provided the sub.
ject bo well understood.

On this Board, also, would devolve the duty
of selecting and dismissing teachers; and it
would Be necessary that they should elect from
their own number an EXAMINING COMMITTEE, to

carefully inquire into 4he qualifications of all
who might present themselves for that office,
including, not only their competency to teach
the several branches of learning embraced in
the schools, but, also, their moral character,
skill in government and general fitness to pre.
sent wholesome models for the imitation of ris,
iog intellect. And the Board would of course,
make no election of teachers, till they were re-
commended as competent by the Examining
Committee.

It will be seen, that to make the manner of
forming this Board as plain as possible, we have
contemplated it simply as a union into one body,
of the trustees now elected in the several dis-
tricts. But it must be considered, that as there
are now three of these trustees in each district,
the number, if they were all brought into one
Board, would be immoderately large. Hence,
the plan is to have two trustees eleeted from
each* district, and the number which would be
thus introduced, will appear when we come to
remark upon the. principles that shauld govern
us in districting the city. And, inasmuch as
our fire department, the construction of our
bridges, our streets, and all matters of this kind,
are connected with the Common Council, we
can see no reason why the subject of General
Education should not, in this respect, stand on
the same footing. We, therefore, propose to
give the Common Council the power of adding
six members to the Board Of Education, that
the interests of our City Authorities may be
duly represented in that body.

The reasons for constituting such a Board,
which might perhaps be deemed alike weighty,
Vren if we were confined to our present-mode
of supporting these schools, we shall consider
in our next number. In the mean time, we
must entreat our fellow citizens to suspend their
judgment about cost, taxation, the power of this
Board to raise all they please, and like ques-
tions, till they come to be considered in their
proper place. The subject of empowering this
Board to appoint a salaried Superintendent of
Public Schools, will also be duly considered,
with the reasons which have-prompted the sug-
gestion. Y. Z.

If UMBER 1 V.
CITIZENS or ROCHESTER—We shall doubtless

be met, at this point, with the objection, that
we are a very busy community—that all are mak-
ing money or trying to do it—that the state of
things in older cities is no criterion for us—and
that the men cannot be found to do so much gra-
tuitous work aj we would throw upon this Board
of Education.

But, would these duties be more onerous than
those now performed, without pay, by our May-
or, Aldermen and Common Council? This ob-

jection, we think, is founded in a baseless esti-
mate of the benevolence, public spirit and Intel,
ligence of Rochester. Let the experiment be
tried—let an object of this magnitude invite the
labor and sacrifice of our citizens; 'and we have

no fear but that it will call into exercise the best
talents we have among us, men who would do
the duties promptly, without asking or desiring
other compensation, than the pleasure they would
feel in promoting the pause of general education.
It would be necessary, of course, that they
should be introduced into office under the so-
lemnity of oath or affirmation ; and it is contem-
plated to have it so arranged, that only half of
them should go out of office the same year. But
these are subordinate matters, that do not re-
quire remark.

It is true that a great many things might be
done in the way o'f securing the attendance of
poor and neglected children, of keeping up a
daily and constant vigilance over teachers, of
devising improvements in the general plan of
procedure, of selecting the most useful class
books, of securing the best model for school
houses and superintending their erection, of
procuring for them appropriate furniture, of
drawing up reports and disbursing moneys ; in
all these and too many other ways to admit of
previous enumeration, a service may be per.
formed for the benefit of our public schools, the
details of which might prove, in the end, too
much for a Board of Education. To provide,
therefore, for such an exigency, it is proposed
to give them the power of employing, as soon as
they might deem it expedient, a Superintendent
of Public Schools, with a salary sufficient for
his support, who should keep an office to which,
teachers and pupils might resort with their re-
quests or complaints, and where all the in-door
business might be transacted. That advanta-
ges would accrue to the cause of general educa-
tion among us, from the labors of a judicious
Superintendent, sufficient to pay the price of
his salary, we think must appear too evident to
require argument. The only point at irsue in
any mind is, whether we are able to go to the
expense of employing sucli a man ? This ques-
tion will be noticed when we come upon the
subject of finances and taxation. We would
only say, at this time, that there are considera.
tions in regard to the progress of this plan,
which must greatly modify the opinions of those
who might be inclined to object to it on the score
of expense. We hope, therefore, that they will
suspend their-judgment, till the whole matter
is fairly before them.

In the mean time, it is proper that we should
attend to some of the reasons, why, in a com-
munity like this, all who are officially concerned
in the supervision and control of Public Schools,
should be united in one Board, instead of acting
independently of each other, as at present.

1. The contiguity of our city school districts
requires that their operations should be regula-
ted with reference to each other. Lads over ten
or twelve years of age may, without much in-
convenience, go to the school which is most re-
mote from their father's residence; and in some
cases the school of another district may be as
conveniently attended, even by the smaller chil.
dren, as the one in their own district. The
consequence is, as we now experience it, that
when one school becomes more popular than the
others, pupils come flocking into it from every
quarter of the city, and all district lines are
trampled under foot. Hence, while the one is
injured by too large an attendance, the interest
of the others declines for the want of pupils.
Not only so, but refractory children, who need
nothing so much as to be confined to wholesome
discipline, find means of escaping from one
school to another, and thus of setting govern-
ment and order at defiance. Now, by uniting
them all under the same regimen, these evils

would be counteracted. The Board would have
its written by-laws, not only with reference to
the internal arrangements of each school, but
also to regulate their operations among them,
selves.

2. By constituting a Board of Education in
the manner suggested, our public schools would
stand on a level with the other great interests
over which our Municipal Authorities exercise a
supervision. Why should the leveling of streets
be deemed so much more worthy of legislation,
than the elevation of mind to the dignity of
virtue and intelligence ? Why should not our
ambitious politicians be as anxious to leave their
impress upon the moral natures within their
reach, as upon the rocks on which bur city is
built ? Is not the soul more imperishable than
the lime-stone ledge ? Is not the work of deck-
ing it with kno.wledge ami calling forth its la-
tent energies, to increase the intellectual stores
of our community, more noble, mere generous,
more exalted, than that of strowing our walks
with stone? We would by no means speak
disparagingly of the improvements which our
Authorities are prosecuting with such praise-
worthy zeal; but would simply plead, that the
provision of general education is equally worthy
of their legislative patronage. By giving them,
therefore, the eleation of six members in the
Board of Education, and requiring annual re-
ports to be made to them of the financial con.
cerns of the schools, with every thing else of
interest pertaining to them, we should place
them on the same list with our fire department,
our streets, and with all similar interests.

3. Such a Board would be more efficient than
our present trustees. Three men having at com-
mand only the resources of one small district,
and with much ignorance and prejudice in their
constituents to encounter, could not be expected
to do the same for education, even if they were
ever so much disposed, that «rwtld be accom-
plished by twenty or thirty trustees, the most of
whom held their office independently of the suf-
frages of that particular locality.

These hints, fellow citizens, with others which
we propose to offer, may serve to explain the
reasons for preferring to commit all our Public
Schools to the control of one large Board, rather
than leave them in their present dissevered and
inefficient condition. Y. Z.

tD" The Troy Mail offers a reward of $10
for the detection of the scoundrels who are in
the habit of stealing that paper from the doors
of subscribers. The only reason why we do
not keep a standing reward for the apprehen.
sion of these rascals, is, that they are so purely
the dregs of community—the very loafers of
loafers—that,when delected they are too low to
be susceptible of punishment. Money they
have none to pay a fine ; and if you send them
to jail, you only give them an opportunity to
grow fat. at the expense of the county. Besides,
none but men who are 1—sy will steal a news,
paper, and it is cruel to give the jailor the trou-
ble of scrubbing their dirty carcasses.

" How to raise the" Batter.— It is said there
is a place down east, where the land is so poor,
that the inhabitants never rise till noon. By
the same token, SWAN & Co., have a compound
which raises buck-wheat batter BO quick that
you are obliged to put brilchen upon tt to keep
it from hopping on to the gridle ! And such
cakes !—they are so light that but for their pala-
tability, you would deem them gossamer weights
to throw in the balance against a loco foco'shon.
esty.
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MARGARET MILLER DAVIDSON.

[Most of our readers, we presume, are familiar with
the " Literary Remains of Lucretia M. Davidson," a

.young lady, who resided (until her early death,) in the
northern section of this state, in perfect obscurity ; but
whose poems are now known and admired in Europe
as well as throughout this country. The New York
Evening Post furnishes the following notice of a youn-
ger sister of Miss D., whose history is similar. The
Philadelphia National Gazette says of the latter," The
specimens of her juvenile productions which are given,
will astonish even the scientific reader, who associates
intellectual precocity with the premature developement
of the supposed organs of the mind and affections. An
early death from consumption is nearly always the
consequence in extraordinary cases of this kind; and
the present adds another to the touching instances
which the history of infantile genius affords."—The
Evening Post intimates that the "Literary Remains"
of MisB Margaret M. Davidson will probably be pub-
lished.]— Alb. Argus.

From the New York Evening Post.
Among the deaths mentioned in the journals, is that

of Miss Margaret Miller Davidson, which took place at
Saratoga Springs, in the 16th year of her age- She was
tue sister of Lucretia M. Davidson, whose literary re-
mains have been published, and were deemed so extra-
ordinary that one of the most eminent authors of the
age thought them worthy of a notice form his pen in
the Quarterly Review. Margaret, the youngest sister,
whose death has recently occurred, was, if possible, a
more extraordinary person than the elder poetess. "Her
intellectual powers showed indications of astonishing
strength and maturity, at an age when she was scarcely
out of her infancy. When she was but five years old
she learned to write of her own accoid, and in secret,
by copying the printed characters in books, apd the first
use she made of the art was to commit to paper the ver-
ses which she even then composed. She observed, how-
ever, the greatest reserve in regard to her writings, and
it was only by accident that her mother, in discovering
a little hoard of her literary treasures, foundtbatshehad
learned to write, and at that tender age bad already be-
come an author. The following lines were written at
the age of nine years. W e question whether the an-
nuals of literary composition can show any thing pro-
duced at that age, equal to them in merit, in propriety
and beauty of thought, versification and command of

language.
HOME.

I would fly from the city, would fly from its care.
To my own native plants and my flowretsso fair.
To the cool grassy shade and the rivulet bright,
Which reflects the pale moon in its bosom of light.
Again would I view the old cottage so dear.
"Where I sported a babe, without sorrow or fear ;
I would leave this great city, so bri liant and gay,
For a peep at my home on this fair summer day.
I have friends whom I love, and would leave with re-

gret,
But the love of my home, oh! tis tenderer yet.
There a sister reposes unconscious in death,
'Twas there she first drew, and there yielded her breath:
A father I love is away from me now,
Oh! could I but print a sweet kiss on his brow,
Or smooth the grey IOCKS to my fond heart so dear.
How quickly would vanish each trace of a tear.
Attentive I listen to pleasure's gay call,
But my own happy home—it is dearer ihan all.

Her moral faculties were unfolded with the same pre-
maturity as her intellectual. She is described to us as
one of the most conscientious, rightminded and affec-
tionate of human beings, overflowing with the most
gsnerous sympathies.

A shade of melancholy, however, always seemed to
rest upon her mind, as if a presentiment of her early fate
was continually present. Her bodily and nervous or-
ganisation were extremely--delicate. A strain of fine
music produced upon her the most remarkable effect; it
made her to tremble and weep, and sometimes seemed
almost to stop the circulation in her veins. She died of
the consumption, early, and, as it seeired, fully ripened,
both in her moral anil intellectual nature, for the next
stage of our being, that world of subtler essence, larger
knowledge and deeper emotions.

The following is the last thing she wrote. It is ad-
dressed to her mother, and seems to have been compcra-
eJ in the prospect of approaching dissolution :

Oh mother, would the power were mine
T o wake the strain tlion lov'st to hear,
-And breathe each trembling new-born thought
Within thy fondly listening ear,
As when in days of health and glee,
My hopes and fancies wandered free.

Bat. mother, now a shade hnth passed
Athwart my brightest visions here;
A cloud of darkest doom hath wrapt
The remnant of my brief career t
No song, no «who. can I win.
Toe «packliag fount bath dried wrfchia-

The torch of earthly hope burns dim,
And fancy spreads her wings no more,
And oh, how vain and trivial seam
The pleasures that I prized before \
My soul, with trembling steps and slow,
Is struggling on through doubt and strife t
Oh, may it prove, as time rolls on,
The pathway to eternal life !
Then, when my cares and feais are o'er,
I'll sing Ihee, as in " days of yore."

I said that hope had passed from earth,
'Twas but to fold her wings in Heaven,
To vyiiisper of the soul's new birth.
Of sinners saved and sins forgiven ;
When mine are washed in tears away,
Then shall my spirit swell my lay.

When God shall guide my soul above,
By the soft chords of Heavenly l o v e -
When the vain cares of earth depart.
And tuneful voices swell my heart—
Then shall each word, each note I raise,
Burst forth in pealing hymns of praise,
And all not offered at his shrine.
Dear mother, I will place on thine.

Saratoga Springs, November, 1838,

THE DYING BOY.
The following lines were written after reading an

account of the death of a young mother and three chil-
dren, from the inhuman neglect of the husband and
father. The wife was taken suddenly ill, and left alone
with her little ones, while her husband went to procure
a physician, and other needful assistance, the nearest
house being over two miles distant v but be forgot every
thing save his own depraved,appetite, become intoxica.
ted before accomplishing his errand, remained so for a
week, and on his return found them all dead. It is sup-
posed that the mother died soon after the birth of her
child, and that the child struggled longest—that in try-
ing to soothe his expiring sister, he sank down from
weakness beside her, and could not atjaat release him-
self from her grasp.

Oh! mother dear, my lips are dry,
And Bessy's hands are cold ;—

Mother, dear mother! help me nigh
Vour bosom; surely you can hold

Your little boy. I will riot cry,
Nor ask again for drink or bread,

If you will only let me lie
Upon you breast, and hold my head.

Oh, mother! call your little boy
To your bedside; he'll try to crawl:

You said I was your only joy.
Your darling Henry, and your all i

And then, you looked and screemed out so ;
" Boy ! to your cruel father go.

Why do you weep and wail to me ?
Fly! fly '• I've nothing here for tbee !"

Don't atare so on m n mother dear,
I'm still; though Bessy will not stir ;

And she's too cold to lie so near ;
O, why 'don't father come to her 1*

Pour Bessy cried herself to sleep;
I wisn I could ; but when I try.

My lids won't shut—and always keep
Wide open on your staring eye 1

Mother 1 how can you lie so still
With the dead baby in your arms?

Who did the little dear one kill 1
You said 'twas now safe from all harms;

Can't I be dead too, mother, say 1
I'm sure 'tis very lonesome here ;

la heaven a very great long way T
And is our father waiting there 1

I'm tired now, and cannot go,
And the bright sun does blind me so :

Oh, shut your eyes, dear mother, do !
And let me love to gaze on you.

How can you see us lying thus,
On this iced floor; our feet so cold 1

O.ce you would fondly run to us,
And round us both the blankets fold.

•I'm falling ;. oh! the room turns round* i
I cannot see you now ;—but hark!

I hear a soft and pleasant Bound—
Perhaps it is the little lark,

I love such sounds na these to hear,
And it is dark no longer n o w -

Dear little girls, with wings are near,
And ihey are smiling on me too.

Oh, 'tis their sones so sweet and clear—
I think 1 hear them softly say,

Dear children, slay no longer h e r e -
Come, como with us, we'll lead the way,

It must be heaven where they dwell:
1 come! I come! Mother, farewell!

POLAND — The following fine lines, from the pen of
Judge Conrad, of Philadelphia, are taken from a poem
in the November Knickerbocker, a very rich and varied
number, which we have been unable to notica as it de-
served :

" The famished boy. of lordly birth,
Stand > weeping by the smouldering hearth.

Where all his race have died.
And Poland wuiln, in widowed woe,
Her martyr'd soiis/Tiur ruthless foe I

" And Europe heard l.erlast, wild shilek.
Nor answered to the call J

The Austrian whet his vulture be*K,
And fevered for her fall \

And Pruoaia shouted in b

And England, traitress to the free $
Was hurlotinp with Gaul!

Gods ! did the Corsican but reign,
How would they leap to arms again I

" But all in vain ! his eagle wing
Low in the dust is laid :

The children of the thunder-kin?
- Have sheathed the lightning-blade j
And since he fell, their land hath been
The plaything of whate'er was mean,

Betraying and betrayed!
By Europe chained, then vainly free,
The slaves, the dupes of tyranny!"

THE LONE ONB.
AIR—'* Sittin* on a Rail."

WORDS BY ROBERT T. CONRAD, 18Q.

Sung by Mr. Quayle, at hit Farewell Coneirt.

They told the soldier's widow'd bride
That he a glorious death had won:

" O! would." she shrieked, '• we too bad died,
My child, for we are l o n e -

Desolate and lone! ^
Desolate and lone!
Desolate and lone!"

Her heart was with her dead.

Her babe in all her sorrow smiled,
Her early doom'd, her only one ;

Death from her heartstrings tore that child.
And left her all a lone-

Desolate and lone '.
Desolate and lone!
Desolate anil lone!

She pray'dto join Hei dead!

The widow clasp'd her sunken brow—
Her pale lips breatli'd a broken mwan—

She sunk—her heart had burst—and now
She is no more alone t

Never more alone I
Never more alone1

. Never more alone I
She sleeps beside her dead I

MARRIED,
In this city, on th« 28th instant, b* the Rev. Mr.

Bcecher, gTHOMAS PARSONS," to Miss JULIA
GORSLINE, eldest daughter of Richard Gorsline, afl

° On"tiie Uth inst., by the Bev." Tryon Edwards, Mr.
CHARLES H. BRIGGS, to Miss FRANCES M.,
daughter of Ezekiel Fox, all of thjs city. *

On the 8th instant, by the Rev. Mr. Boardman, Mr.
D. D. Lynch, to Miss Margaret S. Bowker, all of thi#
citv

In Caledonia, on the 4th instant, by the Rev. Mr. D*
Noon, Hector L. McLean, Esq. of York, to Miss Mary,
second daughter of Donald McKensie, Esq. of the for-

in iwga .ea the 4th instant, by the Rev. Donald Me
Laren, Maj. Hugh McCoIl.of Wbeathind.toMiss Mary
Blue, of the former pla«». ./

In Riga, on the 6th instant, by the Rev. D". C. M*
Learen, Mr. Peter Campbell, to Miss Isabel McPhersQ*,
b°In thifcfty', on the 6th instant, by the Rev. P. Church,
Mr. Ray Peckharo* to Miss Rachel Ford.

In Barre, on the 29th ult., by Ira Clark, Esq. Mr.
John W. Ames to Miss Phebe Ann Ketchum, both of

In Palmyra, on the 1st inst., by I. E. Beeeber, Eeq..
Mr. Abram Vandine, to Miss Lorejta Tinny, both of
that place. *

DIED.
At Brockport, on the 5th instant, Louisa, aged nearly

ten years, and on the 3d ult., Mary, aged seven yean,
only children of Daniel Burroughs, jr. Esq.

Mr. B has indeed been sorely afflicted ; on the 10th
October be was taken ill of a fever and for four week*
was seriously and a portion of the time dangerously
sick ; while be was confined to his bed bis youneer
daughter Vlary, sickened, languished in extreme suffer-
ing and died. Her funeral services were held in tb«
room where the father lay, and where he was compel-
led to lie while- she was conveyed to the grave He
was neither able to assist and minister to her in her
dying hours, nor attend her remains to their resting
place. A few days after the decease of Mary, and while
the fond parent was yet feeble, Loutsa, sole survivor or
his children, was attached by a disease Hke that which
bad borne Mary away, which closed her life, after an
illness of about three weeks, the last days of whic*
were to her days of agony. The mother of these gins
left this world for a better, in May 1833. She was an
amiable and lovely woman, and these were lovely chil-
dren. The beautiful mother and beautiful daughter*
now sleep side by aide. The childless father B O ™ ' ? *
to mourn. It must be a source of high consolation o
him that he has an excellent wife to sympathise with
and sustain him, one who weeps for the lost ones, wjt»
all bin a mother's grief.— [COM. ._

ELETENTH VOLUME OF THE GEM.
"The GEM'S alive, and alive like to be," if the pre-

sent number of paying subscribers can be retained. Of
this we have no doub', and our only regret is. that other
business is so pressing that we are unable to give mvb
time to the extension of its circulation.

The next volume will be published on the same tenwi
as the present-one dollar to mail subscribere-ten sbtt-
lins to thosfl who call at the office—and'twelve shilling*
to city subscribers who have their papers left at the*
doors-.—to be paid in all cases In ADVAMOB. F r e w *
subscribers who wish to take the eleventh volume, «U»
please make iheir remittances early, «o that we can de-
ermine how large an edition to print.

O - Those who procure five subs«ribi>r« o»d pny <•«•
dollnrs, will be entitled to six copies,—«x tw«lv« aepMi
and a bouud volume ft* tea dollars.
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FILIAL WORTH REWARDED.
" My tale is simple and of humble birth,
A tribute of respect to real worth."

Yoa are too parsimonious, Henry,' eaid Mr.
D to one of his clerks, as they were to.
gether in the counting house one morning,
4 give me leave to say that you do not dress suf-
ficiently genteel to appear as a clerk in a fash,
ionable store.' Henry's face was suffused with

'a deep blush, a tear trembled on his manly
eheek. ' Did I not know that your salary was
sufficient to procure more genteel habiliments,'
continued Mr. D. ' I would increase it.'

' My salary is sufficient, amply sufficient,
sir,' replied Henry, in a voice choked with that
proud independence which poverty had not been
able to divest him of. His employer noticed his
agitation, and immediately changed the subject.

Mr. D. was a man of immense wealth and
ample benevolence; he was a widower, and had
but one child, a daughter, who was the pride of
his declining years. She was not as beautiful
as an angel, cr as perfect as Venus; but the
goodness, the innocence, the intelligence of her
mind shone in her countenance, and you had
but to become acquainted with, to admire and
love her. Such was Caroline Delancy when
Henry first became an inmate of her father's
house. No wonder, then that he soon loved
her with that deep and devoted affection—and,
reader, had you known him, you would not
have wondered that love was soon returned, for
their souls were congenial ; they were cast in
virtue's purest mould—and although their
tongues never gave utterance to what their
hearts felt, yet the language of their eyes was
too plain to be mistaken. Henry was the very
soul of honor, and although he perceived that
he was not indifferent to Carolfne, he still felt
that he must conquer the passion which glowed
in his bosom. ' I must not endeavor to win
her young arfd .artless heart,' thought he—'I
amjjennyless, and cannot expect that her father
woujd ever consent to our union—he has ever
treaf&d me with kindness, and I will not be un-
grateful.' Thus he reasoned, and thus he hero,
ically endeavored to subdue what he considered
an ill-fated passion.

Caroline had many suitors, and some who
were every way worthy of her ;.but she refused
ail their overtures with a gentle, yet decisive
firmness. Her father wondered at her conduct,
yet would not thwart her inclinations.

He was in the decline of life and wishing to
see her happily settled ere he quilled the stage
of existence. It was not long ere he suspected
that young Henry was the cause of her indif-
ference toothers : the evident pleasure she took
in hearing him praised, the blush that over-
spread her cheeks whenever their eyes met, all
served to convince the old gentleman, who had
not forgotten that he was once young himself,
thattli y told more than a common interest in
each other's welfare. He forbore making any
remarks upon the subject, hut was not as dis.
pleased at the supposition as.the. pennyless
Henry would have imagined.

Henry had now been about a year in his em.
ploy. Mr. Delancy knew nothing of his fam-
ily, but his nlrict integrity, his irreproachable
morals, his pleasing manners, all conspired to

• make him esteem him highly. He was proud
of Henry, and wished him to appear in dress
as well as in manners, an respectable as any
qne. Ho had often wondered at the scantiness
of his wardrobe, for although he dressed with
moat scrupulous regard to neatness, hie clothes
w«re almost thread.bare. Mr. D. did not think
this proceeded from a niggardly disposition,

and he determined to breach the subject, and if
possible, ascertain the real cause—this he did
in the manner we have before related.

Soon after this conversation took place, Mr.
D. left home on business. As he was returning,
and riding through a beautiful little village, he
alighted at the door of a cottage, and requested
a drink. The mistress, with an ease and po-
liteness that convinced him that she had not al.
ways been the humble cottager invited him to
enter. He accepted the invitation—and here a
scene of poverty and neatness presented itself,
such as he had never before witnessed. The fur.
niture, which consisted of nothing more than
was absolutely necessary, was so exquisitely
clean that it gave charms to poverty, and cast
an air of comfort on all around. A venerable
looking old man, who had not "seemed to notice
the entrance of Mr. D. sat leaning his head on
his staff, his clothes were clean and whole, but
so patched that you could have scarcely told
which had been the original piece.

1 That is your father, I presume, said Mr. D.
addressing the mistress of the house.'

' It is, sir.1
' He seems to be quite aged.'
1 He is in his eighty.third year; he has sur.

vived all his children excepting myself.'
1 You have once seen better days.'
1 I have—my husband was wealthy, but false

friends ruined him ; he endorsed notes to a
great amount, which stripped us of nearly all
our property, and one misfortune followed
another until we were reduced to poverty. My
husband did not long survive his losses, and
two of my children soon followed him."

' Have you any remaining children ?'
• I have one, and he is my only support. My

health is so feeble I cannot do much, and my
father being blind, needs great attention. My
son conceals from my knowledge the amount
of his salary ; but I am convinced he sends us
nearly all, if not the whole amount of it.'

4 Then he is not at home with you ?'
• No sir, he is a clerk for a merchant in Phil-

adelphia.'
• Pray what is your son's name ?'
• Henry W .'
' Henry W !' reiterated Mr. D. " Why,

he is my clerk, I left him at my house, not a
fortnight since.'

Here followed a succession of inquiries,
which evinced an anxiety and solicitude that a
mother alone could feel: to all of which Mr.
D. replied to her perfect satisfaction.

' You know our Henry V said the old man,
raising \£s head from his staff; well sir, then
you know as worthy a lad as ever lived—God
will bless him. He will bless him for his good-
ness to his poor old grandfather,' he added in a
tremulous voice, while the tears ran down his
aged cheeks.

' He is a worthy fellow, to be sure,' said Mr.
D. rising and placing a well filled purse in the
hands of the old man. • He is a worthy fellow,
and shall not want friends.'

' Noble boy,'said he mentally, as he was rid-
ing lci'urely along ruminating on his interview;
• noble boy—he shall not want wealth to enable
him to distribute happiness. I believe he loves
my girl, and if he does, he shall have her, and
all my property in the bargain.'

Filled with this project, and determined, if
possible,to tfscertainjthe true stale of their hearts,
he entered the breakfast room the next morning
after his arrival home.

• So Henry is about to leave us to go to Eng-
land to try his fortune,' he carelessly observed.

1 Henry about to leave us 1' said Caroline,
dropping the work she held in her hand—' about
to leave us to go to England!' she added in a
tone which evinced the deepest interest.

• To be sure—but what if he is, my child.'
1 Nothing sir, nothing—only I thought we

should be rather lonesome,' she replied, turning
away to hide the tears she could not longer
suppress.

4 Tell me, Caroline,' said Mr. D. tenderly
embracing her, ' tell mejtdo you not love Hen-
ry ?, You know^I wisft*fyour happiness, my
child. I have ever treated you with kindness,
and you have never until now, hid any thing
from your father.'

1 Neither will I now,'she replied, hiding her
face in his bosom. 'I do most sincerely esteem
him, but do not, for the world, tell him so : for
he has never said that it was returned.'

" Henry,' said he, entering the counting •
house, ' you expectjo visit the country shortly,
do you ?' ' "•",

' Yes sir, in about four weeks.'
' If it would not be too inconvenient, rejoin-

ed Mr. D. I should like to have you defer it a
week or two longer.'

• It will be no inconvenience, sir, and if it
would oblige you, I will with pleasure.'

' I t will most certainly oblige me, for Caro-
line is to be married in about six weeks, and I
would not miss having you attend the wedding.'

• Caroline to be married, sir,' eaid Henry,
starting as if by an electric shock, 'Caroline to
be married ! Is it possible !'

1 To be sure it is —but,what is there so won.
perful about that V '^

' Nothing, sir, only it was rather sadden, rath-
er unexpected, that's all.'

' It is rather sudden, to be sure,' replied Mr.
D. ' but I am an old man, and wish to see her
have a protector -, and as the man is well worthy
of her, I see no use in waiting any longer, and
am very glad that you can stay to the wedding.'

' I cannot stay, sir, indeed I cannot!' replied
Henry, forgetting what he had previously paid.

' You cannot ?' rejoined Mr. D. ' why, you
ju»t now said you would.'

1 Yes sir, but business requires my presence
in the country, and I must go.'

' But you said it would put you to no incon-
venience,and that you would wait with pleasure.'

' Command me in any thing else, sir, but in
this request I cannot oblige you,' rising and
walking the floor with rapid strides.

Poor fellow—he had thought his passion sub-
dued ; but when he found that Caroline was so
soon, so irrecoverably to become another's the
latent spark burst forth into an inextinguishable
flame; and he found it vain to endeavor to con-
ceal his emotion.

The old gentleman regarded him with a look
of earnestness—'Henry,' said ho, 'tell me
frankly—do you love my girl ?'

' I will be candid with you sir,' replied Henry
unconscious that his agitation had betrayed
him. ' Had I a fortune such as she merits, and
as you, sir, have a right to expect, I should
think myself the happiest of men co.Jd I gain
her love.'

' Then she is yours,' cried the delighted old
man—' eay not a word about, property, my boy ;
true worth is better than riches. I was only
trying you then, Henry; Caroline will nuver
be married to any one but yourself.'

The transition from despair to happiness was
great. For a moment Henry remained silent;
but his looks spake volumes. At last—'I
sorn to deceive you sir,' said he, • I am poorer
than what you suppose—I have a mother and
grandfather who are'—

1 I know it. I know it all, Henry,' said Mr.
D. interrupting him. ' 1 know the reason of
your parsimony, as I called it, and I honor >ou
for it—it was that which first put into my head
U give you Caroline—so she shall be yours, and
may God bless you both !
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Shortly after this conversation, Henry avow,

ed hia lovo to Caroline, and solicited her hand,
and it is needless to say that he did hot solicit
in vain. Caroline would have deferred their
union until the ensuing spring t but her father
was inexorable. He supposed he would have to
own one falsehood* he said, and (hey would wil-
lingly have him shoulder two; bnt it was too
much—entirely too much—and he would not on.
dure it; he had told Henry that she was going
to be married in five weeks, and he should not
forfeit his word. But perhaps,1 added ho appar-
ently recollecting himself, and turning to Hen-
ry, 'we 6hall have to defer It after all, for you
have important business in the country about
that time.'

* Be merciful, sir,* said Henry, smiling, " I
did not wish to witness the sacrifice of my own
happiness.* ~ v

*I am merciful,' replied the old gentleman,
' and for that reason would not wish to put you
to the inconvenience of staying. You said
you would willingly oblige me, but you could
not, inded you could not'.'

'You have once been young, sir,'said Henry.
41 know it, I kmto it, replied he, laughing

heartily, • but I am afraid too many of us old
folks forget it—however, if you can postpone
your journey I suppose we must have a wed.
ding.'

We have only to ael«\ that the friends of
Henry were sent for, and the nuptials -olem-
nized at the appointed time; and that, blessed
with the filial love of Henry and Caroline, the
old people passed the remainder of their days in
peace and happiness.

THE CONVICTED LOVER.
The following is a part of a sketch contained

in a little volume entitled "The Bit'o writin1 and
other tales,* just out.

The lover, a 'broth of a boy,' of about twenty
yearsof ape, was convicted arid sentenced to be
executed as one of a party of 'tithe arrangers'
who had attacked a gentleman's house tor the
purpose of rifling it of arms, and al which one
or more of the Police was killed, just as he was
about being wedded to his own Moya. Notwilh.
standing the evidence upon the trial was most
positive with regard to his having been among
the foremost ol the murderers, his attorney and
a friend, entertained strong faith of his inno.
cence, and succeeded in obtaining such proof
of it, as led to strong hopes of a pardon. To
this purpose the Attorney had gone to Dublin,
and it was on the morning of the execution that
we now introduce his friend, anxiously awaiting
hin return.

• Early on the second morning, t took a walk
into the country, along'the Dublin road, vague-
ly hoping to meet, even so early, our zealous at-
lomey returning to us with the white handker-
chief streaming from the window of his post
chaise—that idea had got Jnto my head, like a
picture, and would recur every moment. I met
him not 1 lingered on the r<jad—I heard our
town clock pealing twelve—the boy 1 ad but an
hour to live- I looked towards the country jail,
whither he had been removed for execution—
the black flag was waving over iis drop door.
Glancing once more along the Dublin roan, I
ran as fast a* I could towards the jail. Arriv-
ing at the iron gale of its onfer yard, I was
scarce conscious of the multitude which sat on
a height confronting it, all Implied and silent, or
ef the strong guard of soldiers at the gate, till
one of' them refused me way. I bribed the ser-
geant to convey my name to the governor of the
pei&np.and was admitted first into the outer yard,
then by the jruard room door,, and along a col
onade of pillars, connected with iron work at
either hand, into the inner courts of the Jail.—
The guard room was under Hie execution room
and both formed a building in themselves, scp.
ara'cd r'1 om the main pile; tie eolouade of which
I have spoken, leaning from one to the other.
What had sent me where I now found inveelf,
was an impulse to beseech the sheriff, (whom I
knew, and who was necessarily in the jail, to
accomjaiy the comdemntsd~to the door of the
execution room) for some short postponemctt
o£ tile fatal moment. He came out to me in on<-
/>f the courts at • iiher side of thu eolouade ; wt
apokeju whiopeis, as ill. good and kind hearted
governor and I had done—though there was not
* crta^JA' U> overhear u«, in the deserted, sunny
suac B ailaxO/Ufld. I knew the sheriff must at
jus peril make any cb.-.nge in the hour; but i
x>Jd him our p w c . a v a d h i s e y e s b r i g h t e n e d wi th

zoal and benevolence, while ho put 1iis watch
back three quartern, of an hour, and asseverated,
with my uncle Toby's oath, I believe he would
swear it was right, and that all their clock*
were wrong, and 'let them hang himself for the
mistake.'

' Our point arranged, we sunk into silence.—
It was impossible to go on talking, even in our
conscious whispers-—one o'uluck soon struck !
the governor, pale and agitated, appeared, niaU.
ing a sad si<^ al to the sheriff. We beckoned
him over to us, and he was shown the infallible
watch, and retired-aspiri without a word. My
friend and I continued standing side bv side in
resumed siljnce, and all was silence around us
too, .--avc ^otne few ino-t melancholy, most ap-
palling sounds—omj^eauscd bf the step of the
sentinel undci i ija^vmdow of 'he comdernned
cell, at an unseen snTe -of the prison—another
by the audible munnurings of ttu: comdemned
and Ins priest, heard through thai window—
both growing more ferv#lt in prayer since the
jail clock had pealed one, and a third was made
by some pcisou, also unseen, striking a single
stroke with a wooden mallet, about every half
inmule, upon a large mufiLsd bell at the top of
the prison. Yes—1 can recall two other sounds
which irritated me greatly; the chirping of the
sparrows in the sun—aud I thought that thejr
usually pert note was now strangely sad—and
trie tick, tick, of the sheriff's watch, which I
heard distinctly in his fob. The minutes flew.
I felt pained in tue throat—burning with thirst
—and loosing my presence of mind. The gov-
ernor appeared again. My friend entered the
prison with him. I remained alone, confused.
In a few minutes the Governor came out bare
headed, and tears were on his cheeks. The
young clergyman, and his younger penitent fol.
lowed—the former had passed an arm through
one of the manacled arms of the latter, and the
hands of both were clas ed. and pointed upward,
and they both were praying audibly. My oH
school fellow, the (clergyman )wcpt like a child.
My poor client had parsed the threshold into
the colonade with a firm sicp—his knees kept
peculiarly stiff as he paced along, and his cheeks
and forehead were scailet, while his eyes wid-
ened and beamed, and were fixed on the* steps
going up to the execution room, straight before
him He did not yctsee me, gazing at him. As
the Sheriff appeared behind him and his priest,
also bareheaded, I rapidly snatched my hat
from my head. The action attracted his atten-
tion,—our glances met—and oh! how the flush
instantly forsook his forehead and his cheeks—
and how his eyes closed—while cold perspiration
burst out on his brow, and he started, stopped
aud faltered I Did he recognize me as the per-
son who had spoken kindly to him in his cell
before his trial, aud perhaps with all my precau-
tion, given him a vague hope ! or was it that
the unexpected appearance of a human creature
staring at him in utter commiseration, in that
otherwise lonely court yard, had touched the
cord of human associat ipn, and called him back
to earth, out of his enthusiastic visions of heav
en ? 1 know not, I cannot even guess, who
can ? As he faltered, the young priest passed
his arm around his body, and gently ur^ed him
to his knees, and knelt with him, kissing his
cheeks, his lips pressing his hands, and in tun.
d<r whisper, manning him again fur facing
shame, aud death, and eternity.

The governor, the Sheriff, and I, instinctive-
ly assumed the attitude of prayer at the same
moment. But. I hate to give character of clap-
trap to a real, though wonderful occurrence, by
continuing to ocircumstautially. Moya's "own
hoy' never even mounted the steps of the execu
lion room. We were first st riled while we all
knelt, by, as it afterwards proved, her shrieks
at fie outer gates—he had cBCipud from the
restraint of her family, and had come to the jail,
insisting on being married to him, 'wid a rope
round his neck, to live a widow for him forever'
—aud nvxl there was a grand shout from the
multitude on the rural heights before the prison,
and my one ceaseless i lea of our attorney, with
a white handkerchief streaming through '-he
window of liis post chaise, was realized, though
eery one saw it but I. And Moya, self'Iran,
sporled for life, went out to Van Dieman'n land,
some weeks afterwards, a happy aud contented
wife, her family having yielded to her wishes,
at ttie instance of more advocates than herself,
and put some nnmey in her purse also.

SATURDAY, DECKMBKR 15, 1838.

Portrait of the Mayor.—His Honor has been
•'ilting' for his picture. This is right. Every
\layor of the city—particularly if ho be a good
looking gentleman, which is decidedly the case
here—should be canvassed, for the gratification
of posterity. Were wean alderman, we should
forthwith "take the responsibility" of introduc-
ing and urging through an ordinance for that
purpose. So much at least is due that officer,
tortlie arduous duties which he is gratuitously
-ailed upon to perform. And we have not a
loubt but that by urging upon the members of
the Board.,the proba'>Io fact that, in the course
of time, they would all be M'tynrs, such an or-
dinance would be passed unanimously.

If this rule should be adopted, what a splendid
gallery of portraits Rochester could invite the
world to witness a century hence ! What a fine
specimen of antique features—for a hundred
years hence, they will tails of the present as a
period of antiquity—would be afforded in the~
portrait of our first Mayor. His fine, dignified
and benevolent face—his keen merry eye, and
his venerable silvery locks—would be pronounc.
ed worthy of being the head of lite long line of
wortny gentlemen who are destined to succeed
him. Besides, with what admiration would the
pure freemen—for by that time the world will
be a Democracy—of that period, speak of him,
when, in detailing his history, they announced
the fact that he was a WHIG—a Whig with j-ust
such principles as the experience of a century
had approved! And more, that he was—even
at so early a day—an uncompromising "cold
water man!"—another principle whose triumph*
a century will secure. His portrait must be ta-
ken !

Nor would his immediate successor make a
bad appearance on canvass. It is true the good
people of 1938, would shake Uleir heads in won.
derment at his pohticsr^md sigh that so good
looking a gentleman should have imbibed the
principles of the loco focos ; but it woujd afford
them an instructive lesson, to wit: never to
judge a man by his appearance.

And then his successor. In the "Vving linea-
ments" of his countenance, they would tmce the
features of a happy, busy gentleman—with a
lip and an eye expressive of a keen, quick per-
ception—as ready to facilitate works of general
and public utility, as to advance his own vast in.
terests. It would be a fine picture if -well
painted.

Then would follow the hnnest Whig face of
the late Mayor. His history wou'd ho a history
full of interest and instruction. It would teach
the post.centennials, that in all ajr'-s, persever-
ance, honesty and industry found their reward.

Next, in succession, woul I he fo nd our pres-
ent excellent Miyor. If the. portrait just ta.
ken of His Honor, by J. li. ROY AUD?, should

be settled upon as the onr; by which his "out-
ward man" should be carried down the tide of
tune, posterity won Id sec him as he is—a state-
ly, well proportioned, gnud-iooki g gentleman,
vvilh not a feature about, him to mark him a loco
foco, but with many, to mark him a man with
a strong inin-di and a good heart. The picture*
is painted at full length, an I a look at it would
afford our citizens of thu pruse i< aim st as much
pleasure as their successors a hundred years
hence. It may b« Men at. I i« Assembly Room
of the M.xuoc Hmici*.

Mr. N. P. Willis linri pul IIIN tragedy of Rionca
Viaconti to press, II will sho ily be published.

T h e ace • i tpi- t iei l au
proud, poor, and died m a

UU ribrat, WAS
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"The Fan i>« Quarterly Review, fur October.1'
—This is one ol" the reprints from the press of
Mrs. LEWER. The Foreign Quarterly has ac.
quired a deserved celebrity at home and abroad;
and the stu.it nt of English literature and poli-
tics.is deeply indebted to the American publish-
er for the cheapness and minimality with which
it is issued. Only in the form of a reprint could
this and kiti ii\d works, be brought within the
reach of thousands who now derive pleasure
and instruction from their perusal. Tlie work
before us, contains nine articles of exciting in.
terest, amonsr tho most prominent of which is
one occupying seventeen p;i., en'iiled "Russian

Position and Policy towards Turkey, Circassin,

Persia and Hhidoostan." The information to
be derived from this article alone, is worth the
price of tie whole si'rits.

Philosophy of History.—A discourse "on the
lessons whioii h<ntory leaches," was delivered on
Mondayev. nin^, before ihe Mechanics* LiUri .
ry Association, by MYRON HOLLEV. II. has been

well said, that ••History is philosophy teaching
by exanipc ;"' and beautifully was the subject
considered hi that light by the orator on this
occasion."

As I wa9j|One among the crowded and grati-
fied audierc-% I ake the liberty thus publicly
to return thanks to the speaker and to the As-
sociation for the intellectual enjoyment experi-
enced on the occasion. Gratifying indeed would
it be, were the abilities of Mr. Holley more
frequently exercised in pursuits wherein those
abilities arc always so happily displayed. R.

O * A meeting is to be held in Alburn to a-
dopt measures for the establishment of a Liier-
ary Association. We doubt not, the intelligence
and proverbial liberality of the citizens of that
place, will support an institution so highly im-
portant to the intellectual advancement of all
classes.

A Modern Boas.—A Mr. Cox, who resides
one mile from Monirose, Pa., h;»s given permis-
sion to the farmers in the vicinity, to cut and
«arry away from his land, for the use • f tlie
poor, as much wood as can be cut and carried
•away ip. one day. The farmers have turned out
«n masse, to devote a day to the charitable
work.

A Reason fur going ts> Church.— Burger, the
<rerman poel, satirizes the sleepers at church in
an epigram which we have not seen translated.
•Here is avw-ion of i t :

"A : t^e -nitflit T hivi» not stnpt a wink
(O"- .^'I'III iv iH"rnin", Raul ;i languid fair:)

'Ti- .i-T«t -tv r f \vjtl iT-e.i f> <. liurch, 1 think,
And (<•.-•«!«)' \--t-: n. litto U.ere."

The following ciiplct is* recommended to
Frenchm?n « k. are desirous of completing a
thorough knnwl«dg<:of the English laugua<r.; :

**ThTii?!! th".ton^i c o i r h nnl hicou?h p'rin?li met l i ro '
O'er life's il.irk : iiiu't my <-,>ur-« I wi! ' pursue."

We find the following in a Vermont paper:
'•"Win .l.iian, f>p'ir»> that tree."

•• A nwn by tJi— name of Woodman was 1 del v
•tarried *o a .Mi.-s Tree in England, and in a
4ay or two was found beating his wife."

A w-iter in the North American Review, com.
putee that one third of the waking hours of eiv-
ilizod communities* including what i- employed
in making and repairing, is devoted to the sub.
jtct of dr«s.«.
5 B J ' Autumn is the spring-time of Charity.—

Winter is its harvest months. The suffering

poor are the gleaners ; and the eoul is the gran

'Ihe Philadelphia Spirit o r the Times given an
account of a girl born near that city with thn e
eyes. Most girls work mischief enough with
two.

Union College—The catalogue of ihis Insti.
lution, jtisi published, contains the names of 286
studenis ; via. seniors 122, juniors 94, soplio.
moiv.1 48, freshmen 22.

The End of the Wo Id.—A man by the name
of Miller, ha« been delivering lectures lately in
Vermont, tin- object of which is to show that the
loorld trill romp to an end in

^Lt The i-itizens of Auburn are remodelling
there Common Sdiool *•;> stem, after a simliar
plan lo that proposed here.

Ii is said there an- 400,000 feathers upon the

wing of asilk worm. Ii it is doubted count them.

Advice to buys.— Ii a<l good books, seek out
good companions, attend to good counsel, and
imitate good example-5.

In all your dealings be perfectly honest and
uprig it, and as much as possible avoid all mis-
lakes in the transaction of business.

The company of the LAUIKS, is a school of
li

Paroits shouiit be particular lo send their
children regularly to school. Their it* no duty
more incumbent, tha-i in performing that of
educating their children.

Why are the captains of Mississippi steam
boats like dentists ? Because they are continu-
ally encountering snags.

Why are the crews of the Exploring Expe-
dilion temperance men ? Because they are not
likely to get half seas over.

Why is a panic in the money market like a
carpenter's shop? Because it augurs there will
be a deal of chiseling among the gouges and
screw, d-rivprs.

Lore.—Tn the par" heart of the girl loving for
the first time, love is far more extatic than in
man, since it is not enfi averd by desire and
t'leii and lhcr,e makes the only state of human
existence, which is at once capable of calm-
ness and transport. — Buhrer.

Gambling.—When this passion once gets
firmly engrafted in the human breast, it is like
the cancer, not to be exlerpated whilst there re-
main life and s'rcngih to f.-cd it; for though
some p -rso:'S hav« fancied a reformed ?a'nrstrr,
they have <an>-ii'd what hisLory has never produc
ed.—St. Luis Gaz.

Influence of Women.— Whoever has the wo.
men is sure ot (hi; men, you may depend squire:
openly or secret h% directly or indirectly they
do contrive, snmelnr.v or oth r. to have t!ie,ir
way in the end, and. though men have the. reins,
lbs women teli'eiu hrrv to drive. N>w if over
you go for to ca'ivasR for vo'ns, always canvass
the wives, am] your arc cture of the husbands.—
The ClockmnUer.

Yunlcee Courtship.—Jonathan Dnnhattcr saw
Prudence Feas all at. meeting. Jonathan lad
up to P. ii'lence arter meeting, and she kind a
sided off. He tvent closer, and axed her if she
would accept ihe crook o' his elbow. She re-
solved she cou'd. and plumped her arm right
round hi^'ii. Jonathan felt all ovcrish, and vaid
he liked the t< xt : " .-'felt and yc shall fin I," u as
piirty good readin. Prirlence hinted that " a1 k
and ye shall receive,1 was better; Jonathan
thought so too, bjt this axing was a puzzler. A
feller waa apt to get. into a siail when he axed
and sp.arlin wai-n't no fun. Prudence guessed
stiawberries and cream were slick. Jonathan
thought they warn't so slick as Pro's lips. "Now
don't," says Pru, and she guv Jonathan's arm
an inv lunt iry hug He was a Icetle started
but thought his farm wanted some female help
to lofk artcr the house. Pru, knew how to
make rale good bread. ' Now don't,' said Prn.
•If I should 'snid Jonathan. • Now don't, said
Pru ' • Mav.be you would'n-*-and. Joriatliai
shuek all over, and Prudence replied '• It" yoi
b- coming thit ^ame, you'd better tell feythcr.
•ThatV jist what 1 waul,' snid Jonathan ; and in
three week" Jonathan and Prudence were '
uld man' and my u>ld woman,'

From the Bangor Whig <f Courier, of Nov. 25
A HOY TAKEN BY A BEAR!

Tho following account from our correspon-
dent at. LinncuH, can bp relied on as correct.—
Linnt'us is in Washington county, about 100
miles east of this city, and adjoins the town of
Huulton :—

LINNBUS, Me., Nov. 19, 1838.
Mr. Editor—Presuming that, your leaders,

I ke most others, arc fund of the marvellous, es.
pecially when tinctured with truth, I hasten to
lay before you the following occurrence, which
look place in tins town last evening. About 7
o'clock in the evening, Mr. Isaac Saunders' son
James, who is about ei^ht years of age, was sent
lo the barn to feed the cattle, and while return,
in;: therefrom to the house, ('he distance from
the..harn to ihe house is about 40 rods) had his
attention arrested bv the appearance of a huge
black object directly ahead of him. He stood
still fir a moment, not knowing whether to ad.
vane.e or retreat. At length he concluded to go
ahead, when the b^ar rose up on his hind legs,
and put himself in an attitude to receive the
you gs^er with his fore paws. The boy per-
ceiving the attitude of the bear, and his appa.
rent determination to maintain his ground,
gave a loud ncreecli, and turned and ran towards
ihu barn. At this the bear started hi pursuit,
and came up ivilh the boy, w!io was still screech,
ing. Just as the men in the house, who had
heard the alarm, were approaching the theatre
of action, the bear seized the boy, with his foro
paws, raised himself again upon his hind legs,
and s;aried with his prey with all possible dis-
patch for the woods. The men hotly pursued
him for some three quarters of a mile, when the
hear rinding himself but a ft;w feet ahead of his
pursuers, turned round and stood face to face
with them, when the men, each of whom was
armed with an axe, malle a motion to give him
a gentle tap upon the head, but his left paw was
reudv fur a fend off, while he held the boy tight,
ly wi'h his right one. The men finding it was
useless to fight with axes, one of them started
for the house after a gun, which he loaded with
bock shot, and returned lo the woods. On his
arrival at the scene of battle, the bear in at.
templing to turn and try leg hail again, was shot
through the left sice of his body, which brought
nim to the ground, and caused him to relinquish
bi« hold of the bov, who scampered home more
fiightencd than hurt, having received no other
harm than a most unconscionable.hugging.—«
Mr, Sntiiidera lo<>k the bear to liis bouse, skin.
ui»d and dressed him, and I have jus^afinished
mv siipper, which was made partly of portion
'•f his flush. The bear weighed when dressed
362 pounds, and is said to be the larg estever
eaught in this town.

For some lime past, a number of persons
have had depredations committed on their stock,
by some wild animal or animals. Sheep have
been slaughtered repeatedly, and in one or two
'n-iiannes, swine, and even cows, have been at-
tacked and killed. O.ie man, Mr. David Rol-
lins, for instauce^Ji.'is lost two fine cows, and I
have been compelled t<9 drive my cattle into tho
barn fur security. •* Yours, &c. J. T.

The Hainan Heart.—ll appears from research.
ci of an English physician of eminence, Dr-
Clcnderwing, published ii: the Medical Gazette,
ihe medium weight of the heart, is nine ounces
in man, and eight ounces in woman. A re.
marknble fac,t and one hitherto unknown, is
that the heart of man becomes heavier as o!d
.!£<: approaches, while that of woman diminish^
ea in weight after the thirtieth year.

You must love a parent who does his duty,
and boar with one who does not.

Intellectual and moral excellence, are the two
poles o( tho axis arou.id which tlie globe of hu.
inanity revolves.

A yood action is more meritorious tho more ef-
fort it costs : and an energetic resolution is more
praise worthy, the purer the motive that inspires
it. *

"Thomas," iiiccuughcd old Guzzlcfunction
lo his son, " I fear you ore becoming intern per.
ate." M I t l u n k li Mely. father," replied trie
promising youth, " fordo we not read that 'the
sins of ihe 'parents shall be visited upon the chii.
drcn?'"

A printer, in netting up the sentence, 'we
are but parts of one stupendous whole ,' by the
mistake of one letter, made it read *w« are bvU
part* of one stupendous whale.
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Written for the Oem.

A PICTURE OF LIFE.
1 stood at mid-day by the bed of death-

Silence waa there, and deep solemnity •.
The spirit had just torn itself away,
And she of seven summers, fair and bright
A while before, aa opening bud of spring,
Lay withered, lifeless:—Oh, how sorrowful,
The little band of stricken ones, that wept
Around that bed ! A biilcr, bitter pang
Came o'er her heart, who with a mother's love,
Had watched the little sufferer day by day,
As dark disease prolonged its cruel work ;—
No longer vacillated hope and fear,
But the dread weight of certainty was there :
A star, that bad arisen to 'Hume
Her dreary path of widowhood, was quenched,
And doubly dark seemed her lone pilgrimage.
He too, with silver'd head. wept;as a child
O'er this lost treasure ; she had been to him
As ivy to the oak,—a fair young plant.
Throwing a charm round his declining years ;
Now how bereaved—and sere—and desolate !
The little sister mourned, yet scarce fenew why ;
'Twas left for her to learn in days to come,
The meanfng of that void—companlonless.
It was a melting scenp -, that might have touched
The stoutest heart, and made ihe gayest fed
That solemn truth," There is a time to die."

The evening came—I stood amid a crowd
Of smiling enes. Aged as well as young,
"Wore the bright mark of joy, and seemed as free
From aught of gloom, as If its dreary shade
Had never fallen on this world of ours.
It was a bridal festival ; and they,
-Vho at the altar had just left their vowa,

The youthful pair, by silken cords made one,
Were blest recipients of an ample gift;
Kind gref tings, and unnumber'd joys invoked —
The best that human friendship can bestow.
To them, the mirror of the future gave
Scenes of bright coloring, gilded o'er by hope,
And earth seemed still a lovely paradise.

Fair picture this, thought I, of human life,
Sunshine and cloud blend strangely; vivid hues
Glowing with rhidnight darkness.

In one day,
Goes up the joyous shouts of multitudes,

•With sighs, and tears, and wai! of broken heatt3.
Yea, such Is life ; and all we value here,
Are but the fragments of whal once appeared
Without a blemish from the Maker's hand—
Wrecks of those things which He called 'very good.'

A.. C. P.
From the New York American.

THE BRIDE'S PRAYER.
BT LIEUTENANT O. W. PATTEN, n. 8. A.

Father ! I come to thee! a handmaid weak,
Whose lips have scarcely breath'd her bridal vow ;

And yet, oh ! yet, in tears tby shrine I seek,
For .shadowy care sits heavy on my brow.

In gifts oflore tho' manifold thou art,
One prayer I pray—one onl$ boon j crave ;

He leaves me. Father—tears me fron hie heait—
Watch, bless, and guide him o'er the wandering wave.

I suffer for bis sake—these vigil eyes
Seem heavy with a sense of outward weight *,

Too deeply have I gazed upon the skies,
Scanning the burning stars which rules his fate.

So come I with an offering :—Father, look
In mercy on me ; listen to my prayer;

My heart such anxious longings may not brook—
Sinking it is with doubts and withering care.

•This—this, the offspring of our early love,
. O'er whose soft smiles these weeping eyes grow dim—
rThy tendsr mercy, Father, so I move—

I bring- oh, grief!—a sacrifice for him.

Shield—shield him from the tempest, when its wing
Of restless wandering rocks his ocean bed ;

When o'er the waves mad winds a death dirge rin» ;
While breaking billows lift his tossing head, "

Watch, oh ! watch o'er him. Father ! IT I weep,
It in but woman's tear—F tru«t »n thee ;

A-nid the thunders of the foaming deep,
I know thy smile can soothe the surging sea.

Whate'er his sins, blot out or call them mine,
So thou uphold'st him on the crested Vave—

He kneels not—pleads not, Father, at thv shrine-
Yet oh ! watch o'er him—guide him—bless and save !

Ship Arkunsaa, Atlantic Ocean.

THE PRINTER'S LOVE.
We lovn tr> see a bout arrive,

Wei' laden, to our shore;
We love to see oir neighbors thrive,

And lovo to bliss the poor.
We love all this, hut, far aboye

All that wo ever ea'id,
W ' love—what dvery print.r IOVCB—

To tee tubtcriptiotu paid.

From the Religious Souvenir for 1839.

PAUL PREACHING AT ATHENS.
Suggeated by the Cartoon of Raffdellt.—By Miss Ann

Charlotte Lynch.

Greece ! hear that joyful sound,
A stranger's voice upon thy sacred hill,
Whose tones shall bid the slumbering nations round,

Wake with convulsive thrill.
Athenians ! gathei there, he brings you words
Brighter than all your boasted lore affords.

He brings you vows of One
Above Olympian Jove. One in whose night
Your goda shall fade like stars before the sun,

On your bewilder'd light.
That UNKNOWN GOD of whom ye darkly dream,
In all his burning radiance shall Leam.

Behold, he bids you rise
From your dark worship round that idol shrine,
He points to him who reared your starry skies,

And bade your Pliccbus shine :
Lift up your souls, from where in dust you bow,
That God of Gods commands your homage now.

But brighter tidings still'.
He tells of one whose precious blood was spilt
In lavish streams upon Judea's hill,

A ransom for your guilt—
Who triuinph'd o'er the grave, and broke its chain ;
Who conqu'rd Death and Hell, and rose again.

Saaes of Greece ! come mar—
Spirits of daring thought and giant mould,
Ye questioners of time and nature, hear

Mysteries before untold!
Immortal light revealed ! light for which ye
Have tasked in vain your proud philosophy.

Searchers for some first cause !
Midst doubt and darkness—lo ! he points to One
Where all your vaunted reason lost must pause,

And faint to tinnIt upon.
That was from everlasting, that shall he
To everlasting still eternally.

Ye followers of him
Who deemed his soul a spark of Deity !
Your fancies fade—your master's streams grow dim

To this reality.
Stoic '. unbend that brow, drink in that sound !
Sceptic! dispel those doubt, the Truth is found.

Greece 1 though the sculptured walls,
Have with thy triumphs and thy glories run?,
And though thy temples and thy pillar'd halls,

Im:nortal poets sung.
No sounds like these have rent your startled air.
They open realms of light and bid you enter there.

From the Evening Star.
GLEX COVE.

There's beauty in the spangled sky,
When scattered orbs are twinkling there,

Wlien the pale moon shines pensively,
And all above is culm and fair—

When the night wind is singing through
Thesilv'ry foliage of thy trees,

AnJ when the insects win and woo
Each other with the r midnight glees,

Ani in thy hrook that glides along
Through many a green and balmy grove,

Where feathered warblers tune their song
To notes of passion and of love.

But. ab ! what heauty can recall
The fleet, yet calm and hajpy hours.

That thou, Glen Cove, did'st give to all,
Like perfume hovering over flowers—

What art thou now, with all of these,
When SHE no longer rests with thee,

When her sweet voice, borne on the bretze,
No longer wakea its melody 1

Thy beauty dies like corgeous clouds
In summer, when the setting sun

The western sky in glory shrouds,
Then sinks to rest, and they are gone.

Still art thou cherished, for with thee
Were blended joys, too sweet to last,

That wakes the soul to memory,
Which dwells with rapture on the past.

Then on thy name I'll linger yet.
Though doomed to loose thy joys for ever,

Though thou ar: mingled with regret.
Can I forget thee, Glen Covt? never 1

From the London Evangelical^Magazine.
THE COMPASS.

The storm was loud—bafore the blast
Our gallant,hark was driven ;

Their foaming crests the billows reared,
And not one friendly star appeared,

Through all the vaults of heaven.
Yet dauntless slill the steersman stood,

A gazed without a sigh,
Where poised on needle bright and slim,
And lighted by a lanthorn dim,

The compass meets his eye.
Thence taught his darksome course to steer.

He breathed no wish for day ;
But braved the whir)wind's head-long might,
Nor once throughout that diurnal night,

To fear or doubt gave way.
And what is oft the Christian's life

Bui storms as dark and drear,
Through which, without one blithesome ray
Of worldly bliss to chncr his way,

He must his vessel steer !
Ypt let him ne'er to sorrow yield,

Foi in t e snered page
A compass nhines divinely true,
And self illumined greets his view,

Amidst the tempest's rage.
Then firmly let him grasp the helm,

Though loud the blllwwsroar,
And soon his toils und troubles past,
Ilia anchor I'o shall mifely cast

On Canaan's happy shore.

To the Editor of the Ae» York American i
Th« beautiful lines you published " on the removal of

some old family Portraits," induced me to send to you
some in the same strain of true poetic feeling. They
also appeared in Blackwood some years ago, and were
doubtless from the same author.

Miehaud, describing an Egyptian funeral procesaion
which he met on its way to the cemetery of Roietta,
says—" the procession we saw pass stopped before cer-
tain houses, and sometimes receded a few steps. I was
told that the dead stopped thus before the doors of their
friends to bid them a last farewell, and before those of
their enemis, to effect a reconciliation, before they part-
ed for ever."

THE LAST JOURNEY.
Slowly with measur'd tread,
Onward we bear the dead

To his long home.
Short grows the homeward

road.
On with your mortal load!

Oh, Grave • we come.

Yet, yet—ah ! hasten not
Past each remember'd spot

Where he hath been;
Where late he walk'd

glee,
There from henceforth to be

Never more seen.

Yet.yet—ah! slowly move;
Bear not the form we love

Fast from our sight;
Let the air breathe on him,
And the sun beam on him

Last looks of light.

Rest ye—sit down the bier,
One he loved dwelleth here,

Let the dead lie
A moment that door beside,
Wont to fly open wide

Ere he drew nigh.

Hearken! he speaketh yet—
••.Ota friend! wilt thou for

get
(" 'Friend more than bro-

ther!'
" How Iiand-in-hand we've

gone,
• Heart with heart Iink'd in

one—
"All to each other'

" Oh friend! I go from
ihee,

" Where the worm feasleth
fiee,

" Darkly to dwell,
" Giv'st thou no parting

kiss 1
" Friend! is it come to this

" Oh, friend! farewell!"

Uplift your load again,
Take up the mourning

strain !
Pour the deep wail!

Lo ! the expected one
To his place passeth on,—

Grave! bid him hail.

Here dwells his mortal foe;
Lay the departed low ;

Even at his gate.
Will the dead speak again ?
Utt'ring proud boasts and

vain,
Last words of hate 1

Lo, the coldliira unclose,
List! list! wttat sounds are

those, *f
Plaintive and low ?

" Oh thou, mine enemy !
" Come forth and look on

me
" Ere hence I go.

"Curse not thy foemannow,
" Mark! on his pallid brow

Whose seal is set'.
" Psrd'ning I pass away.
'Then—wage not war with

clay—
" Pardon !—forgot."

Now his last labor's done !
Now, now the goal is won •

Oh, Grave! we come;
Seal up this precious dust—
Land of the good and .lust,.

Take the sou) home !

FEMALE COURTSHIP.
Two or three looks when your swajn wants a kiss ;
Two or three noes when he aids you say yes ;
Two or three smiles when JWJutter the no ;
Two »r three frowns if he offers to go ;
Two or three speeches, like, "Ah! go away!"
Two or three times you must hold him to stay ;
Two or three laughs when astray for small chat;
Two or three tears, though you can't tell for what;
Two or three letters, when vows are begun ;
Two or three quarrels before you are done ;
Two or three meetings to walk here and there ;
Two or three nights to the playhouse repair ;
Two or three dances to make you jocose ;
Two or three hours in a corner sit close;
Two or three starts when he bids you elope;
Two or three glances to intimate hope 3
Two or three pauses before you be won;
Two or three ewoonings to let him press on ;
Two or three sighs when you've wasted your tears •.
Two or thiee hems when the chaplain appears;
Two or three squeezes when the hand's given away •,
Two or three coughs when you come *o obey ;
Two or three curtseys, when marriage is over ;
Two or three honeys discoursing your lover;
Two or three steps toward the bed chamber run ;
Two or three kisses when asked but for'one;
Two or three lasses may have by these rhymes ;
Two or three husbands two or three times.

MARRIED.
On the 25th instant, by ihe Rev. Mr. Church. Mr.

J )RI>AN EDGWORTH, to Miaa ROXEY WIL-
LIAMS, both of this city.

In this city, on Thursday evening, Dec. 13th, by^J.
B. Clark, Esq. Mr. Stephen Somer s, of Livonia, to Mies
Mary Morgan, of Avon.

In Argyle, on the 26th ult., by the Rev. George Mairs
jr. Mr. THOMAS A. McLAUOARY, of K ortrightf
Delaware county, to Miss ELIZA D. SAVAGK, o
the former place.

On the 25th ii.etant, by the RPV. Dr. Campbell. Alex-
ander B. McDonal, A. M., to Miss Harriet E., daughter
of Amos Fassett. all of Albany.

On Tpesday, (he 27th of November, by the Rev. Mr.
Converse. Major ABRAHAM VAN BUREN, (eldest son of
the President of the United Stale?.) to Miss SARAI?
ANGELICA HINMLETON, youngest daughter of Mr. Rich-
nrd Singleton, at hor lather's house, in Sumpter Dis-
trict, South Carolina

In Henrietta, on the 19th instant, by Evan Gajre, Esq.,
Mr Horace W . Little, to Miss Susan H. Burtis, nil of
the former place.

In Mount Morris, on the 15th instantly the Rev. Mr.
Van Buren. Mr. George Hovey, to Miss Luciuda Sny-
der, all of that place.

-In Henrietta, on the 19th insriur, by Elder Hail Whit-
i"f' II' J o ' l n ,"eath, of Oovington, Genesee countv, to
Miss iWnry Johnson, of the former place.

In Perry, on — inst., by Rev. Jesse Elliott, Mr. HI-
ram Calkins, to Mss Angeline Rude. Alao, Mr. Phi-
lander N. Culkins, to Miaa.ClarieBa Rude, all of Urn
Biime place.
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It preys while on the wing,
in the same manner as the
sea-gull, and pursues the
flying-fish as they leave the
water to escape their old
enemy, the dolphin.

J A N U A R Y 1,. 1 8 4 8 .

On this i he N E W YEAR'S day
My thanks to thee I -pay,

Great God !— My Friend.

Thy Goodness I adore
Thy Mercy I implore,

World without end.

If through the year I live,
Let me thy grace receive,

To spend it well.

If I am called to die,
Take me beyond the sky,

With Thee to dwell!

THE ALBATROSS.

* The albatross is three or four feet in length,
and nine or ten from the tip of one wing to thai
of the other. The bill of the albatross, is six
inches in length, terminating in a crooked point.
The old birds are of a snowy white, excepting
the lips of the wings, which are dark brown.
They present a magnificent appearance as they
hover over the bosom of the ocean, or wing their
rapid flight in the upper regions of the air.

The power of flight possessed by the albatross
is truly wonderful; for they have been often
noticed" between eighteen hundred and two thou-
sand miles from land, in the middle of the
Soul hern Ocean. Some persons, however, have
partly accounted for this distance, by supposing
ihat they rest on the surface of the water, in the
same manner as gulls. One author informs us
that, excepting during I he breeding season, the
albatross lives entirely on the ocean, and at
night, when pressed by slumber, it rises into the
air to a prodigious height, and then, putting its
head under one wing, beats the air witb the other,
and takes its rest. After a time, the weight of
its body, thus partially supported, brings it
down ; and it may b« seen descending, with a
moderate speed, towards the surface of the ocean.
Upon this, it re-ascends to its elevation, and thus,
alternately ascending and descending, takes its
repose. The correctness of this statement may
be doubted by some; but when the power of
wing possessed by this bird is remembered, it
will not appear -incredible, especially as few
members of the feathered race float irtn the air
with more ease, and for a longer perioi^fca*
thja bird.

The albatross is one erf the fiercest and most
formidable of the aquatic tribe, feeding not only
on fish, but on some of the smaller waterfowl.

THE FIRST OP THE DAY.

A SKETCH FOR GIRLS.

Our old neighbour, Mrs. Ben well, was an early
riser; for she used to say, "If a poor man's wife does
not get before-hand with her work in the morning,
she is not likely to overtake it by night; and if the
house is not tidy and comfortable by breakfast time,
it will hardly be so at supper time. Then, too, early
in the morning, when nobody else is about, is such a
quiet time to get a few minutes alone, to think over
the duties of the day, and lay a plan for discharging
them rightly, and ,in an orderly manner; and to hide
in the heart some precious portion of the word of
God, to be a companion for her solitary moments, and
to preserve her from sinning against God. That is the
time to seek grace from above to uphold us in our duty,
to strengthen us against temptation, to sustain us under
trials which we may or may not foresee, and to enable
us throughout the day to glorify God, to do good to
those around us, and to maintain a conscience void
•f offence." I do believe that this good woman's
constant practice of securing those few quiet minutes
early in the morning, and wisely improving them,
formed a great part of her secret for acting well
throughout the day, and making all around her so
comfortable.' Perhaps those who complain that they
find all their endeavours thwarted, and all their good
intentions defeated, and their houses scenes of con-
tention and contusion, have not fairly tried how happy
an influence may be traced to beginning the day whh
God.

It has been said that our good manager was an
early riser, and one who, in all her ways, sought the
blessing and guidance of God. She was also con-
cerned that the strength she sought in prayer should
be properly applied ; and that the whole of her con-
duct should be "becoming a woman professing god-
liness." What is the use of strength to a person
who is idlel We want strength to labour—strength
to persevere—strength to be useful: and whenever
we pray, we should ask, "Lord, what wilt thou have
me to do!" and then diligently set about doing it.
The daily duties of a working man's wife are of a

humble order; but in faithfully performing them, she
may glorify God, and benefit man in no trifling
degree.

A SWARM OF B E E S . — B e quiet. Be act ive.
Be patient. Be humble. Be prayerful. Be
watchful. Be hopeful. Be loving. Be gen-
tle. Be merciful. Be true. Be just. Be
upright. Be kind. Be simple. Be dili-
gent. Be thoughtful. Be long-suffering. Be
not faithless, buPbelieving, and the grace of
God be with you.

THE FRUGAL HOUSEWIFE.

It is quite essential to all classes of peo-

ple, and especially to a WORKING MAN'S wife

that she should be FRUGAL.

The working man's wife needs the exer-
cise of FRUGALITY, in order to make the best
of her husband's earnings, so as to provide
comfortably for the family, and, if possible,
to lay by a trifle for a future time of need.
Frugality and care, like all other good
qualities, should be not merely occasional
acts, but constant habits, extending to the
management of property of every kind. It
is not saving in one thing, and squandering
in another; or, in some particulars, grudg-
ing needful comforts, while other things are
neglected and suffered to run to waste; but
a uniform care to make the best of every
thing; to observe and improve every lawful
opportunity of gain, to avoid all needless
and extravagant expense; to make every
thing last as long as possible by proper care,
to preserve them from injury and repair
them as occasion arises; and neither to
practise or suffer any kind of profusion or
waste. This is an invaluable quality in a
wife. It makes a great difference in the
general comfort and respectability of the
family, and trains the children to habits of
c^re, which will be of great use to them-
selves., and to those with whom they may
be connected in future life. 1 remember
hearing one of Mrs. * * * daughters say,
that her good mother had so forcibly im-
pressed on her mind the sin of waste, that
she could not even empty a dust-shovel
without thinking and examining whether it
it did not contain something that might be
of use—something that ought not to be
thrown away.

THREE HUNDRED HOUSES BURNED.—On the 13th

of September, a fire occurred in the city of Constanti-
nople, which destroyed three hundred houses.
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t y This paper is published by the American Sunday-school
Union, every other week, (twenty-six numbers in the year.)
Each numberis illustrated with from three to seven fine engrav-
ings-

The terms are f5 a year, (in advance,) for FORTY copies to
one address. Single subscription, 25 cents a year.

T H E LAST.

This is the last number of our present volume.
We shall commence volume SIXTH with many
improvements, and some enlargement of our sheet, and
in the hope of an increased circulation. As the design
of the Youth's Penny Gazette is clearly seen, its
importance as a means of INFORMATION, INSTRUCTION

and ENTERTAINMENT is appreciated. If its power to

make impressions on the mind of a coming age were
rightly considered, a circulation of HALF A MILLION

of copies would be regarded as but the "day of small
things." Every subscriber can easily get another, arid
this process will soon give us the five.hundred thous-
and names. Great as the object is, to accomplish it,
within a twelve month, need not cost a farthing of
money nor a wink of sleep! *•

LESSONS FROM LAND AND SEA, on our fourth

page, is quite in " Old Humphrey)*" vein.

MORE THOUGHTS ABOUT A BOOK.

In our last paper we suggested some thoughts to
our young readers about the making of a book. How
strange it is, that a person can make certain marks
on a piece of paper, and when some other person, a
hundred or a thousand m.iles off, sees these marks, he
knows.at once just what the first man thought!

Do you remember the story of the talking chip?
It is told in that most interesting book, the Martyr
Mistionary,* or the Life of Rev. John Williams, who
was murdered by cannibal savages in the South Sea
Islands.

" The chapel in which the natives worshipped was
BQ B̂toall that they set about building another. As Mr.
Williams had gone to his work one morning without
his square, he took up a chip, and with a piece of
cliarcoal wrote on it a request that Mrs. Williams
would send it to him; and he gave it to a native to
carry to Mrs. W. The man asked what he should
say. Nothing, Mr. W, told him, but carry the chip.
'How can this speak,' said he, 'has this a mouth?'
He took it to the house and gave it to Mrs. Williams,
who went immediately and got the square. ' But,'
said he, 'how do you know that this is what Mr.
Williams wants?' 'Why, ' she replied, 'did you
not bring me a chip jpst now ?' 4 Yes, but I did not
hear it say any thing.' 'Yes it did, for it made
known to me what you wanted, and all you have
to do is to return with it as quickly as possible.'
With this the chief leaped out of the house, caught
up the wonderful chip, and ran through tlje settle-
ment crying out, ' See the wisdom of these English
people; they can make chips talk! they can make
chips talk!' He was so much delighted with his
discovery that he tied the chip round his neck and
wore it for some time."

A gentleman in London, who died lately, had
thoughts during his life time which he wished
to make known to others. He wrote them down.
They were printed in different books and tracts,
and it is believed, that before he died TEN MIL-
LIONS of copies of these thoughts were published
and circulated.

* Published by the American Sunday-school Union

What a power is this for a good man to use for
good purposes, or fcr a bad man to use for wicked pur-
poses. Be careful, my young friends, whose thoughts
you take into your mind. This is of more conse-
quence than what food you take into your mouth.

Jk*
THE BARBER'S BOY.

A SKETCH FOR BOYS.

A poor boy, the youngest of thirteen children, with
little, if any advantages of schooling, was put to learn
the business of a barber, in an obscure village of
England. After some time he thought he could do
better by collecting and preparing hair for wigs, and
then to advance a step higher, he thought he would
find out the secret of perpetual motion. In this last
effort he failed, but he succeeded in another and a
greater plan. This was the invention of a machine
for spinning cotton. The effect of this invention
was felt throughout the civilized world, and has been
felt more and more from that time to this very hour.

This poor barber's boy became Sir Thomas Ark-
wright, Baronet, and died in the sixtieth year of his
age, worth nearly or quite thirty millions of dollars!
We are not informed what his religious character
was, but his genius, and title, and wealth, great as
they were, would not of themselves give him any
comfort in death, nor any hope of happiness in the
world to which he has gone.

AN OCEAN OF LIGHT.

The Queen of England lately paid a visit to the
Duke of Devonshire. In passing through part of
the Duke's grounds at night in a coach and four,
FOURTEEN THOUSAND LAMFS poured their light upon

her path! Thousands of her subjects cannot pur-
chase a farthing rush-light to go to bed by. There
is a light, however, which far exceeds in brightness
even the light of the sun, of which the Queen may
have less than her humblest, meanest subject living
in his dark hovel. It is the light of the glorious gos-
pel of the grace of God ! Are you walking in this
light, my young friend ?

CHOLERA.

Late accounts from different parts of Europe and
Asia, inform «s that the dreadful scourge, called the
Asiatic Cholera, is again on its desolating march.
Many cities which are likely to be visited by it, are
already preparing hospitals. It is the pestilence
that walks in darkness, but those who trust in God
need not be afraid of it.

THE YOUNG HARPOONER,
OR THE FORCE OF ASSOCIATION.

The following-very good story is told of
a young whaler in Nantucket. No wonder
the hardy seamen of that island can handle
a harpoon with such singular dexterity,
when they begin to practise so early in
life:—

" Passing through .Nantuckel last sum-
mer, v\ e stopped at an out-of-the-way house
for a glass of water. As we approached
the half-open door, we beheld the following
scene, which excited our risibility at the
time to a considerable extent.

"An urchin, some six years old, had fas-
tened a fork to the end of a ball of yarn
which his mother was holding, which he
very dexterously aimed at an old black cat
quietly dozing in the corner. Puss no sooner

felt the sharp prick of the fork than she
darted off'in a jiffy, while the experimenter
sung out in high glee,' Pay out, mother, pay
out, there she goes through the window.'' "—
Sail, Mag.

For the Youth's Penny Gazette.

LABOUR AND PROPERTY.

OME little folks, one day heard
their Uncle John, in conversa-
tion with some gentlemen, re-
peat the words, •' Labour and
property." When they had gene
the children asked him what he

meant.
" I think you all know," said he, " what I

mean, but you have not thought about i t ; so I
must tell you.

Most of the things we see around us belong
to some one, and they have been obtained by
labovr, or hard work. If no one had ever done
any labour, there would have been no houses,
no cultivated fields, no bread to eat, no clothes
to wear, no books to read, and the whole world
would have been in a wild state, and not fit for
human beings to live happily in.

Men possess things because they or some
other person worked to get them. Some men
are rich and have a great many things, though
they never worked much for them ; but the
fathers or grandfathers of these men, worked
hard for the things, and have left them to their
children.

Most persons musr*work hard to get things
for. themselves when they grow up.

After any one has worked to get a thing, or
after he has had a thing fairly given to him, that
thing is his*own, and no person has a right to
take it from him.

If any of you should get a piece of clay,
and make the clay into a ball or marble to play
with, then you would have laboured or worked
for it, and no man would have a right to take it
from you. The marble would be the property
of him who made it. Some boys are fond of
rabbits. If a boy can honestly secure a pair of
rabbits, they are his property ; and if he gathers
food for them, and takes care of them, and they
have young ones, then the young rabbits are
his property also. He would not like to find
that some bad boy was trying to take them from
him. He would say to the boy, ' I claim these
things as my property; they are mine. You
never worked for them; they are not yours.'

But if the bad boy would still take the
rabbits, then the owner might go to a magistrate
and tell him of the bad boy's conduct, and the
magistrate would order him to -be punished ; for
laws are made for the punishment of the bad,
and for the protection of the good.

All things valuable a,re the property of some
person or other, and these persons claim their
property in the same way that the boy claim**
the marble he has made, or the rabbits he has
reared.

It is very right that every one should be
allowed to keep his own property ; because when
a poor man knows that he can get property by
working for it, and that no one dares to take it
from him, then he will work to have things for
his own use. If a poor man knew that his"
things would be taken from him, then he would
nijUjjork much, and perhaps not at all. This is
" i « p s o n why the people of some countries are
so poor. They cannot be certain that they shall
be allowed to keep what they earn. So they
spend most of their life in idleness and poverty.
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When any of you wish to have a thing
which belongs to another, you must ask permis-
sion to take it, or you must offer to buy it. You
must never, on any account, take the thing
secretly, or by violence, or by fraud, for that
would be stealing, and none of you would like*
to be called thieves.

vSome persons think that because they find
things they have a righ^to keep them for them-
selves. But the thingjhat is found is the property
of the loser, and should be immediately given up
to him without reward. It is just as bad as steal
ing to keep it from the owner.

We now see the meaning of labour and
property—labour brings property, and without
labour no one can ftavejjroperty."

Uncle John then asIGn them all what property
they* had. Some said, " I have my clothes," and
others said, " I have my books and slates." Uncle
John asked them whether they had worked lor
them ? and no one being able to say " yes," he
told them that thfi|^elothes belonged to their
fathers or mothers, and that they must consider
them as lent, and be^ery careful of them.

Several boys, who Jaad paid* much attention
to what Uncle John had been telling them, said,
" I have a top which I bought with the money
my grandfather gave me." Another said, " I
have a watch which my aunt gave me as a keep

' sake."
Uncle John told them he was glad they under-

stood the words labour and property,- and h
would try to talk with them again on the sub-
ject.

PRAYER FOR THE CLOSE t)F A
YEAR.

Heavenly Father, another year has pass-
ed away, but Thou art the same, and Thy
years shall have no end. A thousand years
in Thy sight are but as yesterday, when it is
past, and as a watch in the night, and one
day is with the Lord as a thousand years.
I come to thank Thee for all the blessings I
have enjoyed during the past year. I thank
Thee for my home, and health, and friends.
I thank Thee for the instruction I have re-
ceived. I thank Thee that I have been
taught to love the name of Jesus, my bless-
ed Saviour, and I pray that I may be made
Thy own child for ever. Thy eye, O Lord,
has watched over me from the beginning to
the end of the year, and I praise Thy holy
name for all Thy mercies. I thank Thee
for all Thy goodness to me. " My Father!
be Thou the guide of my youth." Guard
me from all evil during the coming year.
Keep me from temptation. Lead me in
Thy holy ways. Bless my dearest father
and mother, and my brothers and sisters,
and grant, that as we are here a happy
family on earth, so at last we may form
part of Thy happy family in heaven: I ask
it for Jesus' sake, my Lord and Saviour.
Amen.

CHUISTMAH PRESENTS.

Suppose the rule were adopted to give holiday
presents only to tho3e who have been (through the
past year) cheerfully obedient to parents and teachers,
kind and gentle to brothers and sisters, and q^form-
ly obliging towards all, how many would be disap-
pointed 7 If we fail in our duty to earthly friends,
how is it in respect to our Father in heaven 1

VIEW OF BLACK TOWN, (MADRAS.)
The city of Madras is the capital of the south-

ern British possessions in India, and is situated
on the Bay of Bengal. The English division of
the town is called Fort St. George. Another
portion, inhabited by Armenian and India mer-
chants, together with a space allotted to the
poorer natives, is called Black Town.

Madras is not very well situated as a trading
capital, on account of the difficulty of approach-
ino- it by sea; as it possesses no harbour or inlet
bfany kind to break the violence of the surge,
which rolls heavily upon the coast at all seasons
of the year, particularly from October to January,
when ships can :neither arrive nor depart, on ac-
count of the storms and typhoons that prevail
during the whole of that period. Even at the
most favourable season of the year vessels usually
anchor a mile or two from the shore, and their
cargoes are conveyed to land on a kind of raft,
called a catamaran, which is constructed of three
flat pieces of timber, eight or ten feet long, tied
together, the middle, one being longer than the
others, and curved upwards at the ends. It is
pushed through the surf by a man, with a paddle,
who is ofien washed off, but is so well practised
in his calling, that he leaps on again in an instant.
His danger, if he does not regain the plank, is as
great from the sharks as from drowning.

Fort St. George was taken by a French force
about one hundred years ago, and the value o
the plunder seized by the invaders was estimated
at three millions of dollars 1 Every British in
habitant was compelled to leave the place. The
French government retained it but two ye:irs.

Our engraving shows two of the common
modes of travelling used, viz., the back of the
elephant, and in the palanquin.

DAILY WANTS SHOULD EXCITE TO DAILY
ASKINGS

There are some things that we want every day of
our lives, and some that we require only occasion-
ally ; and we shall generally find that to be well sup-
plied with the former, is the best security against
being greatly distressed for want of the latter. It is
go in common things. Every day we warrt food,
clothing, fuel; and if we have always plenty ot these
in the house, we can prepare our foojjpin such a way
as the particular circumstances of the family may re-
quire; we can cook as k most suitable to the busi-
ness in which we are engaged ; we can light a fire
in whichever ro m bests suits our present purpose.
It is so in moral and spiritual things. There are
some general virtue which need to be in continual
exercise. There is no day in which we can do with-
out them; and by the constant habit of cultivating
and employing them in the discharge of our ordinary
duties, we shall best, learn how to combine and adapt
them to any particular circumstance that may arise.

WHERE IS JANE?
A dialogue between a little

girl and her Sunday-school
teacher, about Jane Shouse,

who with her tv?o sisters, (one
older and one younger than
herself,) were carried to the

I grave at the same time, as re-
lated in a late number of this
paper.

SCHOLAR.

Dear Teafcher, where is Jane to-day 1
I can't think why she stays away ;
Her sister too, she is not here,
I'll look and see if they are near.

Oh no, she is not coming yet, ,
She never used to be so late, <#*
She must be sick, I know she must,
She always used to be here first.

TEACHER.

My dearest child, Jane will not be
At schooUo-day, nor sit by thee,
Nor, e'er will 1 to her again,
The scripture lesson here explain.

No moire her eyes will read this page,
Nor will our school her thoughts engage.—
She's rfead, my dear; yes ! Jane is dead,
And in fjie grave her body's laid.
Oh ! yes. my child, her spirit's fled,
She's nfllhbered now among the dead;
Her sisters too, have soared away
To the bright realms of endless day.

She said before she left this earth ;
" I go to God, who gave me birth,
To dwell within the city bright,
Where all the streets are clean and white."

Now, my dear child, you do not know,
How soon you may be called to go,
How soon the Lord may call away,
Thy spirit from its house of clay.

Then O ! if you with Jane would meet,
In peace before God's judgment seai,
Love Christ, the Lord, and serve him here
Then death and hell, you need not fear.
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Kor the \nnih'i Pennj

LESSONS FROM LAND AND SEA.
v recollections of child-
hood are not many; but
those which I do retain,
are remarkably distinct.
It was a rare thing that
I took a. long—very long
walk, fdf I had a kind

mother, and she kept me at school constantly.
Holidays then, were the only days when I could
ramble to some far-off spot; and those days I shall
never forget. I can now, after eighteen years,
see as plainly as I saw them thea, the very
stones in the wall, where we used to climb over
the low piece to get into the fijlcj, where the
pathway led to the bluff.

You see what I have named this article;
and I have called it thus, because I mean to tell
you what lesson each object I met with spoke to
my childishfltaind.

I learned when very young to look at every
thing with the idea of gaining some instruction
from it ; and not as a mere inanimate object.
Well, the gap in the stone wall. That was the
first thing we met, and it used to occur to me,
that as we children Jooked for thelow broken
place to climb over into the short *Pe*en grass,
so, many persons "ho professed to be very good,
and walk *a '» e narrow road to heaven^were on
the lookout for some little loophole to creep out

j into the bright fields where the worldly and gay
walked so pleasantly together. . *

These persons, I thought, who seerri to wish to
be Christians, and yet look'with a lonang eye to-
wards the world, are like us childrenUn another
respect. We are very careful to walk in a par-
ticular path through the field, that we may not

I! incur the di<pleas«te of the owner,—and so they
walk as much as possible in the track of their
fellow-creatures, |hat rio one may speak of them
as a " peculiar people." _

I remembered*.that St. Paul said, Christians
must be separate in their life and conduct from
the careless and thoughtless—thou-h they must
not avoid doing them good, when they have op-
portunity. Although I had then none of theleehngs
of a t & l Christian, I knew perfectly well, when
I saw any one's life inconsistent with his holy
profession ; and involuntarily I disliked the-per-
son. . ^

Well, our grassy walk led us to the Ocean
Bluff; and there it was my (Wight to Sit for
hours with my feet hanging ove* those high
rucraed rocks, and watch {he beatifg and dashing
ofThe mighty waves. It always gave- me a
sense of relief and satisfaction, when imw the
wave break and the water retreat. I t e m e d as
if they had some mighty task before them,
and rushed with all their force to ace
and now. were ueary and lay dow
And then more waves would come ru
and break, in the same way, beneath my^jet,
making a sad, strange, mournful music, that J
loved To hear; and then it always brought t*
mind that line of Scripture, representing the
calm of heaven. « And there shall be no more
sea " J thought then, I could never be reconciled
to a heaven without an ocean, 1 loved it so much;
but I soon learned .to undersu.nd it in a higher
and more spiritual sens,. » There shall be no
more tossings and restlessness of heart in lha
calm abode, thaf peaceful home," was what it

l«'or tinny miles I could look out over that sea,
and then it was lhat my thoughts roamed free.
T seemed pent up within walls, at all other times;
buUhere/there'near those wild, freeways, I

could think without restraint. My thoughts flew
to heaven, and I used to ask myself, " what
must GOD be, if He can create so many oceans
like this, and then keep them all from doing
harm to the land ?"

" Thus far shalt tliou go and no farther" I
had often read in His Holy Word, and J ^ a I
saw its truth ; and then 1 looked rounfl^^ith
awe, feeling that perhaps he might, in some form,
be near me, watching over this mighty work of
His Hand. Do you, my dear friend, who are
now reading these lin^s,—do you think these
were strange thoughts for a child of eight or ten
years ? Have you never thought or felt the
same?

My walk toward home lay round an old fort.
Do you know what that is? High banks round
a large square, the sides all sloping down into
the square. It was thrown up in 1812, the last
time the English king tried to make the Ameri-
cans obey him. He sent his soldiers to many
places in the United States—and among others,
to the beautiful town where I passed my child-
hood. WhermJ was a little girl, the fort had
been built sixteen years, and was all grass
grown. There, on one of those high banks, I
used to sit down, and think what that fort was
b'-iilffur; to 1 '̂p Lhem carry on a wicked war.
And then 1 remembered that God was a God of
peace, and that Christ's gospel was a gospel of
peace ; and I shuddered-to think what blood had
been shed, and what murders committed on the
earth which my Saviour died to redeem. It
gave me a horror of war, and all disputings
which lead to war, that I have never ceased to
feel. " My peace I give unto you," were
Christ's holy, gentle, loving words : how then
should His children live and act ?

Ah ! dear child, if you are now a little boy,
and live to grow up a man, I beg you not to be
a soldier in arms. Be only a»soldier of the cross,
and wear the nrmour of Light. Put on that
armour described in the 6th chapter of Ephesians,
from the 13th to the 18th verses : and then you
will easily wage the" only war you are allowed to
engage in ; the war with the world, the flesh and
the devil. And now, while you are young, do
not buy for your playthings, swords, and trum-
pets and drums, but choose something which
speaks of a life of peacefulness. If Christ were
here now, a child of your age, He would better
love you, if He saw a spirit of gentleness and
love in the choice of your amusements, as well
as in the more surious employments of your
life. ' ,. ,

If you live as He wishes you to live, because
you love Him, you will be a Christ-like child.

Many walks I used to take beside this, to the
bluff and the fort, but I loved none so well; and
none gave my childhrfod such large roum for
meditation. • .,, ,» , • ,

1 hope you, my dear child, will always think
some profitable thoughts^every lime you go to
walk with your companions.; and perhaps you
will remember them to repeat to children long
after you have passed out of childhood. Learn
to see God in His infinite kindness and loveliness
in the fair flowers and blossoms springing beneath
your, feet.

He is the God of nature as well as the God
of Redemption. Children sometimes forget this,
or seem to forget il,—and speak of nature as if
she were a being who had created herself.
"Nature" simply means God, working'by laws
that he has made.

" Mine be the flowers that freely blow,
In each uncultured spot;

Anemone, with leaves of snow,
And blue Forget-me-not.

And bring those lovely, gentle things
That deck our church-yard way ;

The soft grass, whence the violet springs
•And cuckoo flowers of May.

There is a spell around those blooms,
Owned by no rarer flowers—

They blossomed on our fathers' tombs,
And they shall grow on ours."

M. A. J.

From the Texas Presbyterian—Sept. 18.

SABBATH-SCHOOL BOOKS.

We have been appliecT to by our friends j
n different parts of the gountry, to aid them
in procuring Sabbath-school books, pub-
lished by the Amej^ah Sunday-schobl
Union. We would inrm-m those who have
thus requested, that we will take pleasure
in doing so at the earliest practicable period.
We have been looking for some time past
for the Agent for our St,ateto visit Houston,
but he has not been hefPffnce our arrival
in the place. It afford^|us much pleasure
to learn from those friends, and various
other sources, that there is great interest
being awakened in many parts of our State
in favour of Sabbath-schools, and for the i
introduction of t tig. books of the American j
Sunday-school TS'rfTbn. This is as it should j
be. We trust that the efforts of this, and j
other like Unions, will put down that secta- I
ianism, which has made its appearance in

some parts of our State, and that union of
ffort will be the watchword of every true

worshipper of our Lord and Saviour Jesus
hrist.

OFFICERS, AGENTS, AND DEPOSITORIES OF THE AME
BICAN SUNDAV-SCHOOL UNION.

President *—
Treasurer—HERJIAJT £OPE, 146 Chestnut street,

Philadelphia. $
FREDEIUCK W. PoHTjgjf. Corresponding Secretary, 146

h t^tt|W9dl h i
Publica-FRED. A% VxcKxnoMfidHor of the Society's

iio^MM^k^W s t r e e t ' Philadelphia.

A G E N T S fie D E P O S I T O R I E S .
Society's Buildings—G.S. Scofiekl, 146 Chestnut at. Phila.
Boston Depository—\Ym. B. Tapjjan, No. 5 Cornhili.
New York Depository—J. C. Meeks,147 Nassau street.
Louisville Depository—Wm. II. Kuiklt:y,103 Fourth st.

F O R M O F B E Q U E S T

I give and bequeath to > the AMERICAN SUNUAV

SCHOOL UNION, established in the City of Philadel-
phia, dollars.

THE

SUNDAY-SCHOOL JOURNAL,
Each iWfmber containing Reading matter equal to SIX-

TEEN Royal Octavo Pages,

{Published by the Amer. S. S. Union, ttvice a Month.)

25 CENTS A YEAR, IN ADVANCE.
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